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Chapter One To the Dean’s Office


“Professor Zushna! Stop!” shouted a clerk from the Dean’s Office at the Intelligence Dispensary Institute.


A group of IDI students were gathering in the corridor, offering ‘Congratulations’ and ‘Well Wishes’, ‘Adios’, ‘Au revoir’, ‘Sayonara’, ‘Bon Voyage’ or ‘Goodbye’ to their respected IDI Archaeology Lecturer, Professor Zushna; who would be retiring today. Teddy would be leaving today, with his Family, for a Sabbatical come ‘Reassignment Migration to the Pre-Flood Times of 1969’.


The Clerk fully understood, it was futile trying to attract Professor Zushna’s attention by calling his name and raising her arm, and it didn’t seem to matter that she held an Official ‘Dean’s Office chit’ between the webbed fingers of her elongated hand. Stretching her hand higher and waving it around, way over the heads of the others, while she was trying to keep pace hovering; occasionally scooting along with one foot to the floor, pushing off, gaining momentum, while the Professor was being pursued by a steady stream of noisy students. “Professor Zushna, please!” she called repeatedly.


Professor Teddy Zushna had tuned out the unintelligible garble directed at him, so he wouldn’t have to stop to answer any questions in a way that would satisfy his own exacting methods, for that one person’s benefit. Teddy learnt years ago, each of the students outside of the Lecture room, had a different question, that only that one student asking, would gain the benefit of hearing. Lecturing eager to learn class members, learning the same information at the same time, in context with the ‘Study Schedule’, is a University Level Lecture. Not for Lecturers to give ‘One on One’ Lectures in corridors, outside of his Rostered Working Schedule.


Professor Zushna’s scenarios, sometimes involving ‘High-jinx’, were often memorable learning experiences, of minor changes being made to History. Sometimes trying to remember certain events needed a little encouragement to tease out exactly what had happened, or which direction History had altered, to be accomodating for those with purposeful interests in the Future. An adjustment to a behaviour; implementing a change of thought or action in the past, just one thing in their lifetime, at the crux between History and Future, with the benefit in the Future, in that Dimension. It was difficult at times, to discern, why there was raucous laughter, especially after being spurred on by the eager young things, to tell of his often forgotten ‘Mission’ memories. Devotion to the best possible Future, was simply keeping up with minor alterations in the Fourth Dimension, so that living in the Fifth Dimension would be effortless. That nascence was not noticeable as the incremental changes were being made, mostly towards a favourable conclusion of the process. The endless Future would be none the wiser. He cringed, when he heard her now emphatic voice, piercing the din, “Pro-fes-sor Zush-na!”


His usual shortcut return to the Archaeology and Anthropology Department Staff Office had been blocked by a Robot Repair Team manoeuvring a cumbersome ‘3D Projector Unit’ out through one of two Hallway exits. The ‘Repairmen’ were in effect, forcing a change of direction for the Professors escape, to such an extent, that an intrusion of students was reaching out, clinging to the hope of gaining his ear but more precisely, hoping to build a favouritism relationship with the most Historically prodigious Professor in his field.


The gaggling glut of students formed a cohesive bunching and tightening around the Professor. All shuffling along the corridor at the same pace, until Professor Teddy Zushna closed his Office door. Even then, there were chits of various colours, some typed in earnest and others…were of different levels of interest. All were scrawled or printed on pieces of plastic, being slid under his door. While he rubbed the stubble on the top of his head, back and forth, giving a calming effect, while he guessed at the number of notes he could see, from the other side of his desk, in the relative clutter of his museum-esque office. There was one chit that stood out from the rest. Exasperatingly, it was another ‘Official request to attend the Dean’s Office, promptly at 15:00’. Which was instantly repugnant for Professor Zushna, as he speculated reasons why he had been ‘Invited to attend’ the Dean’s Office several times that day, when Teddy was epected home shortly before 16:00.


Something else must need to be clarified concerning the Zushna Family’s Travel Documents, or necessary exiting IDI papers. This will be the third time today, Head Office have requested Professor Zushna to attend for clarification and signatures for his exit documents. The Professor wasn’t overly concerned. Within the hour, there would be absolutely no reason for the Professor to be on Campus. Teddy would be leaving with his Family to go into voluntary Quarantine before leaving this Dimensional Time, probably for good. The previous clarifications were so minor, that he couldn’t remember what the issues were, just that they were so insignificant that virtually no time had passed when he arrived back in his Office. The Professor knew that the Dean’s Office didn’t warrant sending an ‘Official Appointment’. He instinctively felt suspicious of anything stating ‘Official’.


“Attend the Dean’s Office…Pfft.”


Professor Teddy Zushna and his Family would be making the most of a well-earned sabbatical break, as far as the Dean at IDI was concerned but Teddy and his Family had made plans to Immigrate to 3D past, in less than five Earth Moon Binary days. Having to answer to any of the Dean’s requests now, was looking less than likely. Unless it could be done within the next 15 minutes, which it can’t, so it would probably be an issue best left until next semester, with the next up and coming Professor of the Archaeology/ Anthropology Department’, when the students come back from their break.


Teddy relented; his curiosity was piqued. Maybe this ‘Invitation’ was to his own advantage. Maybe this ‘Invitation to Attend’ was for his own ‘Send-off’. A few drinks with colleagues would be a pleasant end to his busy career year. If so, in that case, he could still make it home in time to leave with his Family for the Quarantine Hotel. All he could secretly think of was, Immigrating to the ‘Pin-Point Drop-off Destination’, in Pre Flood, 3D Times of 1969. Before he could regret his decision, Teddy was taking long strides towards the Dean’s Office.


Every ‘Head Office Secretarial Pool’ has its own Pitbull, who ‘prevents all visitors’ entry to the Dean’s inner sanctum’. For the Dean of IDI, her name is Celeste. Celeste seemed genuinely happy to see him saying, “Hello there, Teddy. I’ll get the door for you.”


Celeste stood two metres tall and glided above the floor, directly to the Dean’s Office door. Between her webbed fingers, Celeste swipped her magnetic key, left to right, across the entry panel. Laughter bubbled out of the Office, then stopped. Standing to one side and giving a genuinely beautiful, angelic, pale pink toothy smile, saying, “The Dean will see you now, Professor.”


Teddy was immediately suspicious, wary of a Galaxy Federation uniform clad figure standing to one side of the doorway. Professor Zushna started to relax, when he saw a cut-crystal tumbler of amber liquor in his hand being lifted to a pale scaley lizard-lipped smile. The Dean beckoned Teddy to come closer, as the door ‘hushed’ to close.


“Come in. Come in, Professor. I’d like to introduce Marshal Theodore Sss,” Marshal Sss confidently winking one yellow eye with its vertical pupil, “Oh, let’s keep this meeting casual, eh?”


The Dean happily continued this introduction to Marshal Sss, saying, “This large fellow is one of my dearest old friends.”


Marshal Theodore Sss blustered with a friendly scaly grin, saying, “Ayay, enough of that old stuff, I’ll thank you to refrain from any prejudices to age relatedness.” He turned swinging his heavy girthy, tail. “Pleased to finally meet you, Professor Zushna,” extending his arm bent, to touch elbows, in friendly ‘Bon Homme’. Teddy Zushna was fast coming to the realisation that he would need to call home to warn his wife Marla, that he, ‘Would be delayed at work’.


“Please to meet you too, Marshal Sss.”


Teddy leant forwards, touching elbows with both men. The Professor announced, “Well, today at four, we leave, as a Family, to go into Quarantine. They’re waiting for me to come home, so we can…well, you know.”


The Professor blushed. Both, the Dean and the GalFed Marshal were both chortling, when the Dean said, “Yes, we understand completely, Teddy. This won’t take long. A couple of Family-men here too, you know.”


Marshal Sss hesitated and then said, “We understand completely.”


The Dean retorted, “That’s what makes ‘Instantaneous Dimensional Time Travel’ such a delicious tool, for some of us who truly love our lives in ‘The Fifth’.” Quips started bouncing back and forth between the Dean and Marshal Sss.


“Our work is a dedication.”


“A devotion.”


“A calling.”


“Totally committed to our role within the Family too you know and thoroughly rested when we return ‘home’ to them.”


“In some ways, it makes us the ideal husbands.”


The Dean stated, “If History couldn’t be changed, it’d be just stories. So, we do what we can to bring a better quality of life to all. Without instantaneous Dimensional Time Travel, we’d become the very thing our families would find fault with. We go, stay for as long as it takes to research, devise a cohesive plan for Timeline adjustments, achieve desired responses, maybe bring back evidence, like you do Teddy and all before returning to this current Time to experience the results. We rest, repair, we partake in rejuvenation therapies in the Dimensional Time, before returning home to kith and kin, from our duration away. Returning when we left, maybe a minute or two before or after leaving.”


An index finger was placed beneath the right eye and they pulled down the bottom eyelid, then both the Dean and the General tapped the ‘Portside’ of their noses. Professor Zushna was puzzled by the ‘Boy’s Club’ back and forth banter and visual antics, “What are you telling me, Gentlemen?”


Marshal Sss whispered from behind his glass, “Why… is probably more apt.”


Professor looked directly at Marshal Sss and asked, “So, what are you both asking of me? Why me? Why now?”


Marshal Theodore Sss wasn’t backwards when asking for support. He started by explaining, “The basics of how little had changed around the death and burial process, between 16th century and the 1980s. Then, ‘Cremations’ became the ‘Mandated’ Ethical, Environmental and responsible way to dispose of the physical remains of deceased. As you know, Cremation was Religiously acceptable. Almost a million Earth Moon years ago…and with land being ‘Legal Tender’, land became the most acceptable and lucrative of currencies.”


“Which saw evidence of Cemetery plots, relocating those interred into unmarked mass grave sites, or dumping the remains into Sinkholes or so it seems. So many filled the burial plots surrounding the coffins with cement, so to become permanent fixture identities, of what remains of Cementaries. So too, circumventing the dumping of any ‘loved ones’, to resell Cemertery plots, we presume. It was to preserve monetary credits from being left with the dead. Only thousands of Earth Moon years later, did it become illegal is dispose of whole bodies. So, when every country held elections, on the voting forms, there was a square to tick for legislated change to permit only cremating the deceased remains of Humanoid Beings. Unanimously voting for all Future remains, compulsory Cremation. By not leaving any Physical remains in situ, brought greater reassurances, that loved ones could place plaques exactly where friends and families expected them to be. Which also gave a rise in exess Cemertery land being used for residential purposes.”


Teddy felt comfortable enough to offer an explanation of how ‘Cremations and Evaporations’ were the likely fault for the more evidence based missing Historical records through the centuries. How great swathes of missing digitised information had been destroyed. Generations of valued Historical records, with Land Ownership Rights, as well as social status and cultural evidence of Humanoid Habitation, that went with those areas, was often destroyed or decayed. As well as for periods in the ‘Third Dimension’, which is why so little is currently understood in the burgeoning ‘Race for Space’ era. Marshal Sss seemed happy with Teddy’s response. Teddy was looking from one to the other, he was still none the wiser for this request of his presence.


The Dean said to Marshal Sss, “Time passing, isn’t going to be a problem for Teddy, when he arrives home today.”


The Marshal said, “Or not at all?” With that, the Dean stifled his laughter that would force further explanation, of Time sequence, with unintended consequences.


The Dean directed his explanation towards Professor Zushna, “So glad you agree. What we want you to do is, gather data of what happened after the period 2,200 Pre-flood. A few months in that critical period should be enough time for evidence to become apparent to you. Here is a dossier of our problem here, now. Read it. Watch it. Peruse and finally, personally implement changes to repair the deficit. All adjustments must be minor for observations in this Time period, to develop plans after the 2,200 Third Dimensional Time period. I’d appreciate it if you could leave today. Right now, if you don’t mind. You’ll find everything you’ll need aboard.”


There was a possibility that Teddy was being given a dream opportunity, dropped into his lap. Another Archaeological Dig, at this stage of his career, the final day, only minutes before signing out of his obligatory Educational Contract. Professor Zushna asked, “Is there anything more about this Time, that GalFed are offering, that could help or possibly pose a problem?”


The short answer was, “It’s all perfectly set up and everything has been arranged.”


The Professor was resigned to the fact, that this trip was going ahead and said, “You obviously know I’ll return.”


Marshal Sss nodded, saying, “We know you’ll come back to this here and now, because, I have already authorised for your ‘20-year Forgetting Behaviour’. It’s not really a memory wipe, you understand but we do need you to know, you returned a few minutes ago. That’s when you returned.”


The Marshal and Teddy recited the mantra in unison, “Needs to be one sent for each return.”


“You might even see a version of yourself arriving from a Future mission, while you’re in the process of departing. Funny old thing is Time.”


Marshal Sss said, “There were no hiccoughs along the way. So, follow the dossier and collect as much data but don’t, or try not to get caught up in paper trails. Paper deteriorates way too much on the return trips to this Dimensional Time.”


Teddy decided not to go right now. That the arrival back was not dependent on when he leaves. Teddy thought this would be a good opportunity to make his exit. He stood and retreated towards the door through which he entered. Teddy was about to say, ‘Thank you but, not now, thank you.’


The Dean said, “Ah, Professor. Not that way. This Office adjoins the Sciences Block. We go this way to access the Time and Dimensions Craft Lab.”


Teddy baulked saying, “I’m not going in any student Time Experiment, am I? Am I? If you…”


The Dean stopped Teddy mid-sentence, placing a ‘friendly leading’ arm around Teddy’s shoulders, as they walked along the corridor, talking soft and low. “You know I wouldn’t do that to you but you do get to pre-set your return to just before you leave, if that makes you feel better. Anyway, the Marshal has already told you, he saw you return.”


Marshal Sss said, “Pre-set for this date, approximately 14:45 return, to this same Craft Lab. See. You’ll be leaving in the Craft you have already arrived in. You’re probably on your way home by now.”


Marshal Sss checked the time display on the Warehouse wall, saying, “So it’s already destined because you’ve already come back from where you’re about to leave for?”


Teddy hesitated, then stepped into the small, silver, soft-sided, coffin-shaped, vehicle. There was nothing outstanding about going through the full duration to travel Space. Travelling instantly, through the compression and stretch of Dimensional Time was a necessity. Teddy positioned himself in what was found to be the safest shape for Time travels, which was nothing more than a coffin shaped, flimsy foil garbage bag. A surge of electrical fields cycled blue flaming lightning around the warehouse walls in reaching tendrils, coming together then separating, touching then tracing randomly around the walls, as the airtight zipper was sinched closed by Teddy Zushna. A stream of data was transferred to Professor Teddy Zushna’s ‘Handheld Transport Vehicle Console’. Teddy hadn’t personally been committed to this Project decision and braced himself within the basic coffin shaped, foil garbage bag.


The air smelt like Ozone in the corridor, as Marshal Sss and the Dean walked and talked. “Do you think he trusts us?” asked Marshal Sss.


The Dean shrugged, “It doesn’t matter much if he doesn’t but each time he comes back, it looks like he doesn’t recognise something about me, or something has changed and is unfamiliar to his life experience on this Dimensional Lifetime. Because our experience is commonplace from that time in the Dimension he implemented changes to the scheme of things. Those changes have always had their implications for all of us on this Timeline but not for him. Hopefully for the better, or we send him back to alter aspects of the past in a different way. Then there’s that spark of reluctance for the next secondment. Maybe it’s the words I use, when I make a request, that triggers an aversion to Instantaneous Travel. Making requests of him, that for me might have been less than minutes or a few hours before or after his departure, is why I tell people that, ’IDI have so many surveillance camera angles around this place. To document returns and minor changes to more recent Times. For Teddy, the Time of the implemented change will have a roll-on effect, so surveillance cameras are basically useless for that purpose. Teddy would need to take the recording cameras with him to watch the difference occur when he returns…but I believe it’s the amnestic he takes when he comes back to this Time Dimension, that’s becoming problematic.”


The Dean held the Office door open, Marshal Sss continued, “A few more minor trips today and then we can call it quits, okidokicoki. We might as well let the old guy retire.” The Dean continued, “It might take another two or maybe three more trips to ameliorate contentious issues regarding hereditary problems on these Dimensional Timelines, pertaining to one or the other trips back but Professor Zushna will clean up here, while he’s between the Time of 2,200 and the Catastrophic Floods of that era. We still don’t understand why that Catastrophic Flood of then was easier, or just a faster recovery for evolution yet…but this trip could resolve those questions.”


“The Professor that has already returned, does he remain, evaporate or merge, I can’t remember which” asked the Marshal. The Dean continued, “When Teddy Zushna returns to that same place but out of time sequence he just left from, he remains, of course. He’s real. That other disappearing stuff is a fiction. Maybe I’ll just let him go with his wife and Family on this Migration of theirs, back to 1969 Pre-flood, today. She’s the one I told you about.”


Then Marshal Sss nodded and gave a little chuckle, saying, “Yeah, we’d better let him get home. Can’t have the poor fellow arrive home late, on the day she’s organised for their ‘Perfect little Family’ to go into the Quarantine Hotel at the Customs Station. So, are they heading off to Third Dimensional 1969 Pre-flood?”


The Dean handed the Marshal a cut crystal tumbler of Golden Ambrosia to toast to ‘Professor Teddy Zushna’ together. “Yeah… Poor bugger,” said the Dean.


The Marshal’s head swivelled with his scaley eyebrows knitting and asked, “Why, poor bugger?”


The Dean said, “You’re the History buff. I’m sure you don’t need me to remind you of what happened in 1969.”


The Dean’s Office filled with laughter, just as Celeste opened the Office door and smiled her beautiful smile, announcing, “Excuse me, Dean. Teddy… Pardon me. Professor Zushna to see you, Dean.”


The Dean said, “Come in. Come in Professor. Thank you, Celeste.” The Office door closed.












Chapter Two A Different Start for This Day


Click. The whirring of the ‘Packing Boxer’, warming up components, surged when electricity brought the boxy looking machine online. It had a large void, like a tunnel, from front to back and was a little wider than the specific packing boxes it used, before filling them with personal keepsakes and valuables, being stored long term. Remaining containerised for periods of one year to decades, sometimes, generations or even centuries.


Marla was propped up on her bed. She had taken an extra synthetic ‘roll out pillow’ from the dispenser, in the foam padded headboard. A sheet was pulled up to her chest and securely tucked under her arms.


The pamphlet recorded message spoke, “The way our ‘Top-of-the-Line Packing Boxer’ operates is:


One: A microwave burst, eradicates Biological and Microbial presence.


Two: When the ‘Red’ light is on, a bubble of plastic forms around your item and ‘Vacuum seals’ for ‘Extra protection and preservation’.


Three: As the item is moved out of the ‘Pre-packer’, a fan cools the plastic covering and secures the impervious quality of all seams.”


“Security conventions dictate, only ‘Properly Vacuum sealed items’ can be packed into any of our many and varied package pro-forma sized boxes, for the preservation of your items, your safety and your convenience.”


Marla read, ‘Space Safe’ was in typed in emboldened letters. “This isn’t the final step. Yes, there’s more!”


“Closing the box after ‘Packing Boxer’ has ‘Tetra-Packed’ your Microwaved, Vacuum sealed items, in your boxes, for ‘Exclusively Patented Device…Security.’ ‘A single use, ’Spray foam expander’, built into your ‘Patented Packing Boxes’, fills every gap and crevice, better than crinkle-plastics or bubble-bags ever could. This process ensures your items are securely held in place, immobilised and theft proofed, until you unpack your items at your destination.”


“To unpack these boxes, at your final Destination, pull the ‘Zip-ring-pull’, labelled on the top of the box. Once this ring has been pulled, our ‘Exclusively Patented Device’ inside the lid, releases a solution, dissolving the foam in a chemical action, ultimately allowing you access to your vacuum sealed packages.’ ‘After your items have been released from the foam and have properly cooled, it is safe to pierce a small hole in the edge of the vacuum sealed plastic package. Once the seal is broken, air will naturally inflate around your item. Then, peel away the plastic waste. Unpacking each item directly into your cupboards, drawers and storage, at your final Destination.’ ‘This is revolutionary. It cannot be easier’ ‘There is no dust or microbes and no breakages to impact your enjoyment, during the unpacking process of your ’Patented Packing Boxes’.”


She kicked back the covers and tossed the pamphlet on the bed beside her, as the pamphlet continued its promotion.


“‘Packing your residence, office or priceless collection, has never been easier’. The cost cannot outweigh the benefit. Your effort is minimised, ‘Just as the Packing Boxer has packed each item, it arrives at its final Destination’.”


Marla had kicked her legs free and was swinging her feet to the floor. Sitting on the edge of the bed and feeling enthusiastic about packing the last of their personal belongings, that remained in the house, for ‘Long-Term Storage’.


Her feet found a pair of Grip-ons, that wrapped around her feet with a minimum of pressure and clipped magnetically, over the top of each foot.


Rising to stand, she reached for a floral Kaftan, where it was hanging, from a silicone grip in the wall. She wrapped a scarf around her head, catching her russet-coloured hair stubble in a style not unlike a turban with a Velcro strip, which secured it all neatly in place.


Marla moved to the ablution room and stood with a full bladder for a few seconds in front of the ‘Ultrasonic Auto-Abortifacient’. Unwanted pregnancies had been cured this way, for hundreds of years, each morning, all around the world. Choice being the aim, for all child bearing sexes to be carefree and liberated, until a time of one’s choosing. After toileting, a button was pushed and a broad mist washed the entire area of her seat, with a blow dry finish.


She stood in the shower ‘Wet Zone’, behind an obscure glass screen, where nozzles were set to an individual’s chosen rotation pattern. A fine mist, at just the right temperature, covered her with warm, filtered water.


After the nozzles retracted back into the wall, a bracing blast of cool air, from above and both sides, dried her. Another panel on the wall had a selection of buttons for ‘Lotions, Potions and a Fragrance Collection’. Marla thought she may as well use up any remaining Fragrances. Pressing all of the Fragrance buttons, where misting nozzles sprayed the remaining Fragrances, while Marla twirled herself. A durable scent that would last through an entire day of physical activity, moving items around the home… but always towards that room with the ‘Packing Box Machine’.


An ‘Easy to wear’ smock slipped over her head, with Grip-ons for her feet. Marla was heading towards the most recently collated ‘Packing and Cleaning Checklist’. A quick stop by the ‘Kitchen Bench-top, illuminated Breakfast Menu’, located within the kitchen counter surface. One long slender finger pressed for ‘Espresso Coffee’. Marla placed her personal cup under the Coffee Fountain, which was set into the bench top, that dribbled Espresso.


Meanwhile, she grabbed the ‘amended checklist’, generated by the Household Computer, categorising size, form and each of the item’s designated ‘Packing Box’ number. Marla was calculating the amount of time these final tasks would take. She figured she’d be doing chores well into mid-afternoon. As she continued reading through the new checklist, that approximation was set at a more realistic time of early evening completion, if she was lucky.


Breathing in deeply, the intoxicating chocolatey, Espresso Coffee aroma each morning, was something she was definitely going to miss. Apparently, where they were going, there was little known about flavour preferences, fluids or solids. There was nothing in the information brochure they could find, other than ‘Pizza, Bread, vegetables, exotic fruits, Potatoes, Hamburger, Sausage, Beer and Bourbon Alcohol’, describing what cuisines they could look forward to. Which could only be imagined as a monotone of bland flavonoids and uninteresting cuisine sameness of varying appeal.


Her hand reached in and grabbed a few stale Breakfast Cereal ‘Loops’ scraping the bottom of the packet, from the near empty Kitchen Pantry. She flicked them, one at a time, into her mouth.


She was committed to following the packing order of this latest list. Marla leant against the bench and gazed out through the slender, below ground level Kitchen window and waved at one of the neighbours’ children, while the little ‘Herm’ was riding the latest multi-directional contraption. She smiled at how happy the ‘Herm’ looked, having fun. Placing her empty cup on the Kitchen bench, Marla headed toward the spare room.


Every household that has a ‘spare room’, seems to have filled it with outdated items; too old to use, not enough design style to enhance the current one, or the ‘long forgotten’ ugly gift in deleted colours, deleted designs and other things that no longer looked good enough to keep but were too good to throw away. This assessment was going to be easy. Everything must go. Not going with them but ‘Upcycling’. For someone with a need for a spare part, or a certain item to complete a set. This type of ‘stuff’ always gets used. So, Marla manually bagged, boxed and loaded the lot onto a ‘Handee Trolley’ and scooted it out to the back of the Van, long before any of her Family would realise it was gone.


Marla sat on the front seat of the Van. She pressed the button for the pop-up Navi-map, to where the ‘Upcycling Plant’ is located. Marla closed the Van sliding side door with her identifying thumb print and stood back, watching the Van lift from its Magnimat and glide above the adversely magnetised road and away from the Zushna’s home parking zone.


The Van would proceed along the shortest route to the ‘Upcycling Plant’. Then once it had been unloaded by the staff there, the Zushna’s Van would be initiated to return by retracing its path, lowering to exact positioning placement on the Zushna’s Home Magnimat.


When Marla walked back inside through the front door, she could hear that the Coffee Maker and Breakfast Bar had been engaged. That could only mean, her two grown teenagers, were up and about, hopefully showered and ready for their day. Fingers crossed that they had folded and packed their bedding neatly, into the plastic packets Marla had left for that purpose, in their personal rooms.


Standing in the entrance foyer, Marla had an encouraging thought of positivity, that their tasks were done… and with that she walked, once again, towards the Spare room to check, out of interest, that everything was progressing properly and that individual items were being thoroughly and properly sanitised before ‘Boxing’, as advertised in the brochure.


The indoor blinds had been cleaned and were air drying. The Robot arm outside was squealing across the glass, labouring over squeegeeing the exterior windows.


The Robotic Vacuum Cleaner was struggling backwards and forwards over a collection of fibres caught on the carpet by a crimped staple. Marla picked up the squat cylindrical Vacuuming Robot, extracted the wad of fibres and wiggled the staple free from where it had been lodged. Feeling the weight of the Robot Vacuum Cleaner, she opened the top panel and decided to top up the internal reservoir, with what was left in a bottle of ‘long lasting Fragrant Sanitiser’.


She placed it back down on the carpet, turned it around towards where the wad of fibres had been caught and nudged it on with her finger. Off it went, thoroughly cleaning the carpet. “‘Sanitising with added Fragrance’, it says.”


Marla was doubtful about the advertising claims on the empty ‘Sanitiser’ bottle. She walked as she read the label out loud, throwing in a “Pfft” of disbelief, when she had finished.


Checking that nothing remained in the Spare room, she collected the empty Sanitiser bottle, the pile of spent rags and polishing strips, into a bucket she normally used to fill the window and blinds washer outside. Then, on to the next room. Marla was thoroughly committed to moving systematically and following the list, through the entire house.


The thought of going into Zack’s room filled Marla with dread and trepidation, of what she would find or worse, that she’d be able to smell, before finding it. The usual cringe was replaced with amazement, when she saw that Zack’s items were already neatly packed into storage packets, which was a pleasant surprise from what had been an ‘unchanged paradigm’ over the past seven years.


Normally, entering Zack’s room was an assault on the senses. Much like going to a Grotto somewhere and seeing the unusual, the unnatural and sometimes, amazingly creative designs. There wasn’t much for Marla to do in Zack’s room, apart from letting the ‘Robot Vacuum Cleaner’ loose. The ‘Robot Vacuum Cleaner’ could be pre-set a full week in advance, if Marla chose.


Today is the day they will be leaving for Quarantine. It wouldn’t be weeks of ‘counting down’ any longer. Only four days of Quarantine, physically preparing for Stasis, before the whole ‘Zushna Family’ Immigrates, embarking on an ‘Adventure of all of their Lifetimes’. Back in Time to exactly the same place as their home, using Pin-Point positioning. This would take into account Tectonic Plate movements over diminishing Time. There was still so much to endure in Quarantine and Stasis, before anyone of them is prepared for their ‘Future in the Past’.


Each of the Zushna Family members contributed an equal voting right and a list of Immigration expectations. They all had the same qualifiers and a whole Universe of Destinations to choose from. Each voted towards a favoured ‘Destination for their Immigration Plan’. Selecting a ‘Place’ where they could all feel comfortable was crucial. A place to see and experience. The only proviso is, that they would all have to be happy with the final Destination decision and be willing to commit to it.


Travelling for work promotion, to distant and isolated areas for University Archaeological Investigations, would now be a thing of the past. This final decision had to be their final destination, for a while, at least. It had to be a unanimous choice. Immigration to this very same spot but back to an earlier epoch. Back before the Floods, to 1969. This chosen Time was understandable but the destination had DNA harmony and had taken all of their friends and colleagues by surprise.












Chapter Three Packing to Leave


Zack and Zora were sitting in the Van. Zora pressed the button for the doors to close while Zack pressed for the pop-up Navi-map to display. Their ‘Destination’ was the same ‘Information Dispensing Institution’ where their Mother Professor Marla Zushna and Father, Professor Teddy Zushna both Lectured. A higher education, equivalent of University, on the Educational Standards Scale; Stage 17.


Zora walked into the Commissary, where every table and seat was scattered with luncheon wrappers and students of different anatomical characteristics, engaging in conversations. Zora could see the group of fashionable young ladies she had developed lifelong friendships with. They were intellectually her community, even if they were older than her own age group. Zora sat between Jesera and Everley. Jesera was a girl’s best friend. A Twin to Everley, but recently, Jesera and Everley were both learning to be less combative with their Twin, since starting different Learning Programs at IDI, Stage 17 Studies. Jesera and Everley were in a strange binary contest, of who could convince the wider group, that the other Twin couldn’t possibly be a preferred Twin to hold as a best and closest friend. Meanwhile, Zora’s friendship group had seen the competitive natures between the Twins. Maybe the Twins were just sick and tired of being so alike and constantly compared, that they were destined to strive for individuality, denying their need to be close to each other.


Jesera said, “Soooo. Is this ‘It’ then? When are you leaving?” A flush bloomed in Zora’s cheeks as she tried to hold back her tears. She was holding her Com-pad tightly to her chest.


“Are you here to say ‘goodbye’ to us… forever?” asked Everley. Zora nodded. Dessie, a girl with sparse green scaly areas around her eyes and mouth, with a thick heavy set tail section, sucked in a gasp, wanting to confirm, “You won’t lose our contact details, right?”


Zora replied, “Oh no. We have Quarantine first, just in case one of us has a virus or something. We’ve got the next few days preparing our bodies for Stasis, before our ‘departure date’. So, it’ll be four more days…then I’m gone.”


Zora clapped her hands together for emphasis. “Now, I’m going.”


Zora was weaving herself between the Commissary tables. Satchels and Ports were hanging from extensions on the backs of chairs. This really was it. Tears were welling in her eyes. She was really only here to say goodbye to friends of her ‘social set’. Then, acknowledgement from one, then two, then three acquaintances, who seemed interested in Zora’s Departure Date and Destination. Questions were firing at Zora, “When do you leave?” “Take me with you.” or, “Have a safe journey,” and, “It’s a long way to go for something more exotic than me Darling, don’t you think?” “You should have said something ‘Sweetie Darling’.” “Don’t forget to buy me something special, on your way back,” “Stay. You can sleep in my bed…with ME.” “Don’t leave us Zora. What about our heartbroken children?”


Zora could only smile towards the boy she had a long-time crush on, ‘And now he speaks’… Zora gave a little wave. “Come back if you don’t like it there. Drop me a line and I’ll let everyone know how you’re getting on.”


Once, Zora had revelled in the telling, to anyone who would listen, that she and her Family would be leaving for ‘Dimensional Time, based Immigration’ but, for now, she couldn’t bear the details. What was once exciting for everyone to know, was being realised in the here and now. It was an ‘end stage’ of the most saddening embarrassment. This was fast becoming a day Zora would gladly forego. This goodbye is for her friends’ memories.


With her hand waving high overhead, Zora was pressing herself between the crowded tables of the Commissary but she didn’t turn around. She couldn’t. It occurred to her that these people, all intermingled and loud, of feather and scale, skin and hair, have been her ‘Social Set’ for over 10 years. Everyone had grown together and separately. From this day forward, there would be no more friends from school or of her social groups. There would be no more stories of life experiences. No more recipes. No more conversations with her closest friends. There would be no more communications on those nights when being alone was the last thing she wanted to be. Like after an infatuation with a certain ‘blue feather faced male’, who was supposed to turn up but didn’t. These few minutes were her ‘last and final hoorah’…with her hand held high, Zora was leaving, waving goodbye.


Zora was walking to her transport through the Arbour adjoining the Commissary. A collection of IDI stylised Historical busts, on plinths, were positioned around a meditation platform, surrounded by lush greenery. She rummaged in her bag for something to wipe her nose, as big, fat tears rolled down to her chin. The bust profile, third from the end, was of her Father. Dedicated in 1970, for ‘Archaeological and Anthropological Services and City Planning, towards the Future.’


Thoughts were flooding her mind. Thoughts and remembrances of how a man can contribute so much to a cause and for it to be unnoticed by anyone. Memories of Teddy leaving for work in the morning and coming home that night, telling fantastical stories of how it used to be yesterday, before he altered something seemingly insignificant in the past, that changed the world in minor or sometimes major ways. Zora remembered laughing as a child, at his storytelling. Not realising then, that if an aspect of the past is changed, it has integral implications in a different and changed Future. The stories were very real. The future is always changing.


As Zora walked across the parking lot, to the Family Van. Pressing her thumbprint, a side panel slid open to reveal two swivel armchairs in the darkened transport cabin. It was all a bit emotionally draining when she finally sat in her seat. Pressing the interior button for the sliding side door to close, giving instant sensory calm.


Another tear fell from the tip of her chin, while she was looking through her bag for disposable wipes. The welling tears in her big almond eyes, made finding the packet of wipes a bit blurry but she kept her head bowed forwards, while she composed herself and quelled the sadness that was tainted with the fear of loss. Both fear and loss of losing her planned future and never finding strong binding friendships like these ever again. There would be no long held memories with a different and ‘new social set’. That foundation ended, the moment she walked out of the Commissary, across the corridor and into a little used ‘Arbor: Meditation Walking Path’, to read the date on her Father’s dedication for field studies in Archaeology, Anthropology and City Planning.


These thoughts of regret, of disbelieving her Father’s stories was so strong when she looked at the stylised image of her Father. Zora’s big fat tears overflowed, as they had when she was a small child.


Zack tapped his fingers across the rear of the Van and along the side as he approached the sliding door. Zack’s finger print slid the door open. He glanced quickly in Zora’s direction. Zora was fumbling, rushing to find wipes, for her nose and to dry the tears from her cheeks but only managed to smear the lot all over her face. Fumbling for another wipe, Zack said a cheery, “Hi Sis. Well, that was a drag. Saying ‘Goodbye’ for the last time, to the team and ‘all the gang’ at the club. Did you know I’ve known some of them for 16 years.”


Zack seated himself, having taken the bag full of sports equipment, from his shoulder and rotated his chair around to face Zora.


His mouth dropped open to gape and for no reason at all, he started laughing, raucously laughing… a couple of deep guffaws, then stifling his mirth, “I’m sorry, Zor.”


“Didn’t go too well then? Broken hearted and all that. Do you want me to shut up…? Yes, I’ll shut-up. That’s what I’ll do, I’ll shut up. I’ll shut up now. Zora?” Zack didn’t want to laugh in Zora’s face again but the urge to see her face, was too much to ignore.


Zora’s blood-shot eyes met her brothers and she almost burst out blubbering but he quickly looked down at the Navi-map and touched ‘Home’ and Zora automatically pressed the button she has always pressed. They were on their way home. A few sniffs later and Zora had composed herself, about the same time they were dropping onto the Magnimat in the Van Locker of their Home.


Zack opened the door that led from the Van Locker into their Home. A home that was decidedly bare now. Marla had packed everything. The Cargo Couriers would be arriving soon. Then, the Zushna Family would be leaving this home. The home they’ve lived in for the past eight years, to now go into the ‘Quarantine Hotel’ for four days and then they’d be on their way.


A new way to live. A new life. A new adventure. With only the contents in a stack of boxes to remind them of this home. A home where they had lived harmoniously, most of the time and had experienced so much together and individually.


That first year of living in this home, Zack had contracted an exotic contagious illness when the Zushna’s first moved in. Zack was only ten years old and he was confined, receiving no visitors and taking his meals and living only in his ‘Bedroom and ensuite’, for six months.


Then, Zora had that wild looking pet called ‘Sparky’. Something weird and very strange but Zora loved it. She’d brush Sparky’s fur and dressed-it-up in doll’s clothes…what a strange ball shaped, hairy creature. Then he or it, could have been a she, maybe something else, that created absolute havoc with the household computerised electronics, when it burrowed into the wall-space. Zora never did see poor little ‘Sparky’ again.


There was also Marla, who had that thing with the neighbours. One night after ‘imbibing’, having her ‘one woman Pity Party’, Marla showed the neighbours what she wasn’t wearing under her robe. There was also that time that she got mad and turned the garden hose on Teddy, through the living room window.


Teddy, well, there you go. Teddy was Teddy. So calm, so kind hearted and never wanting to offend. Managing to offend all of the neighbours, when he had misread an ‘Invitation Bulletin’ from the Neighbourhood, about Barbecuing on a particular night. He acknowledged the note, believing it said something to do with ‘Barbecue for Grandmothers’. ‘A life celebration’. The evening came and Teddy wheeled his electric Barbecue on to the Common. As the delicacies were just starting to sizzle, a delegation stood foaming at the mouth and fuming, all gathered around Teddy and berated him for being so insensitive and lacking tact. As the note had said, the evening of his Grandmother’s Cremation. They didn’t want to offend anyone, so they sent a note.


‘No Barbecued Meats, Out of Respect’.


Poor Teddy. He was crestfallen over that.


The Removalist Cargo Couriers were very smartly dressed. Walking around each room with Remote Controls to manage a fleet of Floating Dollies that hovered around under the Removalists’ absolute control. The top of each Dolly tilted until it was upright against the side of each packing box, probably filled with cherished items, immovable in the expanded foam. The edges of the Floating Dollies, exacted small rubber paddle grips, to secure each box. Slowly tilting each box back, to come to rest on the Dolly’s horizontal platform, that then hovered out to the Removalist Van. A Robot reading the Zushna’s barcode, would transfer the packed boxes to the depths of the Cargo Couriers ‘Zushna’ stowage container. The name on the side of the long-term storage, spelled out ‘ZUSHNA’ and after that, the word, also in red letters, ’Immigration’.


Only one thing was evident, now that the home was emptied of furniture and boxes, they weren’t expecting to feel so attached to the bare home, whether it’s emptied or not, it was still home to them. A melancholy mood held them all in a sombre, saddening farewell.


Moving from room to room with romanticised memories of how each room was lived in, Marla hurried Teddy along towards the vestry. Then Marla started ushering her Family, who were dawdling, out through the front door, eventually pushing them all towards the waiting Van. Even if it meant they were sombre and moody, for their final Van journey, from their home to the Quarantine Hotel. ‘So be it’. They’d soon be on their way. First, one small detour.


Silently Marla pressed certain buttons and the Van hovered, then pulled away from their home of the past eight years. The route taken by the Van was unfamiliar, even to Teddy, whom often took detours, in his effort to meet scheduled appointments. Then, it became obvious to Zack, “Are we going to see Grandmother and Grandfather?”


Zora exclaimed, “At the Cementary?”


Marla said, “Well, yes Zora. At the Dimensional Crematorium.” Zora and Zack had wide smiles, remembering better times spent with their Grandparents, playing out in their minds. They’d be seeing them one last time before spending four days in Quarantine and Immigrating to the chosen ‘Pin Point destination’ in ‘3D’ 1969.












Chapter Four Dimensional Cemetery


Teddy Zushna paid the four-person entry fee and the Van wove through the Avenues that was a Cemetery. Gliding towards a big shining mirrored box looking edifice, way off on a hill in the distance. Many minutes later, the Family as a group, moved towards an elevator. On the third level, the only thing that was notable, was hearing their ‘footfall’ along a normally silent corridor, with geometrically arranged plaques, ‘Meditation Rooms’, and Screen Viewing’ areas.


There had been a recently installed, new digital screen, at their Grandparents’ final resting place on this Dimensional plane. An image of Gram’ma and Popa illuminated the screen. Marla said, “Mother, Father. We are ‘immigrating in a few days’ but we couldn’t leave before letting you both know that we will be gone to the Third Dimension for what might seem like a lifetime but this visit is more for Zack and Zora, so they’ll know where to come and see you both, in the Future Fifth… but please don’t worry. They can come back to this ‘here-now’ so it will seem as though no time will have passed for you but they can live their lives knowing that you both have a perpetually preserved place…that will be eternally yours, eventually for us and then for them, for the next generations, on and on, for lifetimes, while we continue our lives in higher Dimensions.”


The screen’s ‘Volume and Settings applications’ needed adjusting. Finally, some semblance of clarity with no crackling, “…You know we both wish you all well and a safe journey. May all of your wishes come true! Going backwards? Your Father and I have been wondering what draws you back with such fervour and why now. Jack, can you talk sense into Teddy and Marla? I’m sure the kids would rather play with their friends, riding bicycles and go to the movies and eating ice-cream with friends from School.”


The deeper voice of Marla’s Father, came on the screen, with a fuzzy image that became clearer with a twiddle of the Dimensional knob, after making a few adjustments to screen’s sliding scales. Teddy committed to one more adjustment, “Hello there… ‘My Marley Girl’.” Tears came to Marla’s eyes. “Hello Daddy.”


“Where’s that ‘String-bean-boyfriend’ of yours?”


Marla’s voice sounded frail, saying, “He’s right here, Daddy. It’s still Teddy.”


Marla moved to one side to reveal Teddy sitting, reading a tablet comm, about the use of the new Multi-Dimensional screen. Marla moved around a little more, so Teddy could see Marla’s Father.


“Hello there, Sir. I’m right here, by your daughter’s side. Jack, I love her just as much today as I ever did.”


Jack said, “Hmmm. The two little ones have grown to be fine upstanding people, with good values too, I suppose.”


Teddy interrupted, “Hey Jack, don’t think we’re moving out of the ‘Fifth’ forever. When we come back, we’ll be coming back to this place and Dimensional Time. Then we’ll engage again. It’ll seem like it’s tomorrow to both of you. It’s just as easy as one, two, three these days.”


Zack and Zora merged forward to stand in front, looking directly at their Mother’s Parents. “We’re sure that everything will be wonderful for you all, when you arrive there. Your Grandfather and I had hoped we’d be able to make such a journey to the Third, one day but life gets in the way and out-prioritised by the more important events of GalFed, and of course, working with Supreme Leader Zin in the upper echelons. Love takes priority over travelling. It’s just the way it worked for us but we’re overjoyed to know, the whole Family can make the move together. We really want you to have a wonderful life on Earth, Three ‘D’, 1969? Right? Anyway, you’ll have new friends, Zack and probably find a new way of life there. You’ll find a life partner, eventually have children, not too soon. Make wise decisions. Live a full life, Darling. We love you. Zora, you’ll have a few more years before you’ll be interested in finding a suitable life partner. One day, you’ll both bring your children here, so we can see our Great-Grandchildren. Will you both do that for your Gram’ma and Popa? Will you? It’s not quite the same, watching over the future generations from the other Dimensions but to see them in person… here…that will be so special. A real treat, so don’t forget us.”


Zora’s large doe eyes were glistening with welling tears, as she vigorously nodded her agreement. Zack put his arm around Zora’s shoulder, as she sniffed, head bowed, riffling through her bag for something to wipe her tears and blow her nose. In a crackly voice, she said, “I love you, Gram’ma. I love you, Popa,” as her voice trailed off.


Zack and Zora stepped to one side and waited while Marla and Teddy had a private conversation with Marla’s parents. “I will Mum. I love you both. Dad, I’ll miss our talks. We will be back to see you both.”


Marla’s Mother said, “We know you will, Sweetheart. We know you will. Now, off you go on this tremendous ‘Adventure’ of yours and live a full life. Take good care of each other and we’ll see you next time.”


The screen faded and [END TRANSMISSION] was all that remained.


Teddy held Marla, with their arms clinging to each other for comfort and closeness, as they walked in solitude, with quiet reverence, along the main corridor of the Dimensional Cemetery. Where only the suckers on the ends of their toes made a noise on the highly polished Granite floor. Zack and Zora were trying hard to match the sound their steps made on the floor, with their Mother’s and Father’s gait. Teddy started to hum a tune he had suck in his head for the past three days. All four of them in rhythm, tapping their toes to the same tune but eventually all four of them were out of sequence, double stepping, trying to keep the footfall precisely overlapping. It sounded like only one set of feet but it created an echo sounding more like a centipede walking in a sombre mood. Sooner than they realised, they were all adjusting their large eye covers to the late afternoon glare of the Sun. They walked across manicured lawns towards the parking bays to their Van.


“Now, the next stop will be Immigration Quarantine,” sang Marla, as her thumb print was identified, which in turn, started the Van and it lifted.












Chapter Five Arrival at Quarantine


The Quarantine building looked ominous, with factories and warehouses of the Intergalactic Port, into the distance. An austere building, probably 10 or so levels high. It was difficult to gauge exactly how tall the building was, without the benefit of windows for each level. The only windows were at ‘Ground Level’. The building seemed to be fully enclosed with covered ramps running between adjoining high rise ‘office buildings’ in the immediate area around the Quarantine Station. The Space Craft Buildings District extended, as far as the eye could see in both directions. It would be interesting to watch the goings-on of the Intergalactic Port from their Suite at the Quarantine Hotel, if there had been any windows to look out from.


Warehouses for ‘Goods Export’ and ‘Container Collection’, were spread out. Some were under great expanses of roof, that looked to be whole ‘suburban districts in size’.


There were so many twinkling safety lights wrapped around ‘Sky-high Cranes’, jacked-up ‘Container Carriers’ and Mob’ulars, which were low carriageway mobile platforms, that could move in any direction except vertical, because the wheels were round like big shiny ball bearings. Swivelling out from a single elevator shaft, were a number of work platforms, much like a pocket knife with tools for certain purposes. Each platform could be switched out for an alternative platform, with specialised for purpose tools, for effective repairs to any type of Craft.


The strangest thing was a number of contraptions focused or maybe aimed towards an area alongside the loading docks. A specialised ramp extended toward Space. The area was called, ‘The Space Traveller Short Term Dock’. An area that bends the natural forces of Dimensional Space to coalesce in a circular spinning junction with Earth, Gaia or Terra, where Electromagnetic Gravitational Forces cycling around the junction point, gathering and pulling in to the distant Space. Then using a ‘kinetic pressure release’, would ‘slingshot’ streamline travel Craft, to cross Deep Space at seven million miles per Earth Moon Binary hour. Which is faster and further than available fuels can affect.


This Dockland is a courtesy to the Deep Space Traveller’s need to adapt their internal functions incrementally and totally, in preparation for Dimensional Time Travel, while in Quarantine. Much like a Decompression Chamber can be used to speed up recovery time, after coming out of the Stasis process, rather than spending Algorithmic calculations of Time in Dimensional Decompression. Deep Space is just another atmosphere after all. So, going into Stasis is like being a Deep Sea Diver, rising to the surface level and sinking to the depths, over and over, full-time. Preparing the physical body was the purpose of the building that was looming in the near distance.


They arrived at the Quarantine Station. A place to Quarantine and prepare the body before long-term Stasis Compression for Dimensional Time Space Travel.


Because this Family is to Immigrate, a Suite had been reserved for the full service over a four-day Quarantine stay. First, there would be full disclosure, clarification and Immigration Document checks. This was done in an austere little office, with just one poster on the wall, which read:


‘Get Your Ass to Mars’.


Zack whispered to Teddy, “Isn’t that a quote from that old movie we watched a few weeks ago?” Correct names were in their Documents, Passports and Destination Consent with Registrations and Inoculation Documents that had been verified. In-flight Stasis procedures were explained and if there were to be any transfers or stopovers due. A pamphlet was handed over. A few more ‘stamped documents’ with the Inspector’s initials on the reverse side of each Identifying Photographic-Hologram Image, a full set of Fingerprints were taken from each ‘Journeyman’ and a real paper ‘Post-it-note’ was stuck to the covering page.


Departure: SUECraft


Departure Time: three days, 22 hours and 57 minutes.


The counting-down clock was within the cover page and would continue displaying the count down, until the Zushna Family departed on a SUECraft, in a little less than four days from now.


The Zushna Family were led to the elevator, by an Information Bot and up to the floor level they would be Quarantined on. The Suite where they would have their meals, be physically prepared for Stasis and sleep, with details of the Suite’s functions and what the Zushna Family obligations were, would be explained during Orientation in the Quarantine Suite, by the Information Bot.


The Information Bot entered the Zushna’s Suite and recited details pertaining to each room. There were disposable, white paper lined, all-in-one suits, folded on the end of each bed. The Information Bot entered, turned, then exited each room and explained the Bathrooms and Looseroom, at length. “The Suites have ‘Individualisation Drainage Collection and Testing Systems’, dependent on your nomination before use. They Test the draining water and are specialised to match each person’s DNA in every ‘Sample’ taken.” Each of the Zushna Family members nominated the room they preferred and were registered by Fingerprint and DNA, to the very sensitive Drainage Collection System in their designated Lockdown Quarantine room. “Each Bathroom Tests shower and wash basin wastewater for contaminants and the Looseroom toileting commodes Tests for contagions, Physical diseases and wellness disorders.” Each Family member was identified by their Fingerprint, when gaining access. “As you see, our systems are fully concealed, fully automatic and easy to use.”


Four days was plenty of time for any countering contagions or contamination, when, or if detected. It wasn’t at all like any Hospital type of accommodation but very much like a Hotel Suite with complimentary mini-bar and full meals, medications and complimentary Diagnostics and Nutritional Dispensary.


Teenagers require a lot more food than their parents and both teenagers bent down to check the food situation in the refrigerator. Both Zack and Zora grabbed for the juice carton with its thin vacuum sealed straw adhered to the side. Zora pulled her hand back.


Zack said, “Thanks Sis. There’s another,” and handed her the first juice carton, as he withdrew the second carton from the same shelf and closed the refrigerator door with a slight pressure from his knee.


The Information Bot explained, “You will have to take care that you do not acquire sustainance out of operation sequence. Do not close the refrigerator door with your knee. It’s your Fingerprint that is needed. It is for calculating fluid intake per identified person. You each need to Fingerprint the refrigerator button. So, press your sucker to the button, then open the refrigerator again but do not take anything out. This is so your fluid intake can be monitored. Zora, please to do the same.”


One after the other, they followed Teddy through the lounging area, where he clicked on the Remote Control, to watch a ‘History of Earth’ Documentary.


The Information Bot intended departure from their room, after the Fingerprint sensitive buttons had been brought to zero. Information Bot’s attention to details, demanded that Marla concentrate, if she was to ensure the Testing program was being adhered to. Teddy was standing in the doorway, half interested in the Documentary program, not wanting to stand with Marla and the Information Bot but standing, leaning against a doorway.


Zack and Zora were installed in the lounge room watching the History Channel, on the programmable wall screen. They were both leaning forward, inspecting a bowl of exotic fruits with a Fingerprint sensitive release button for the glass cloche, that was on a low occasional table, in front of the sofa and armchair they were sitting on.


Teddy moved away from the door jamb to his and Marla’s master bedroom; to lounge back, testing comfort value of the large and very soft, plush bed. While watching Marla check her appearance in the Bathroom mirror, from where he could watch both the screen and Marla, while relaxing on their bed. Teddy said, “I could comfortably stay right here for the next four days, no problems.”


“I think if we have our showers, while they’re watching their movie and get into our Jumpsuits…” Teddy raised his feathery eyebrows, then he continued, “Then the kids can have their showers and we can all settle down, have a nice dinner and watch video movies until we all fall asleep. How does that sound? Just like we used to do, when they were little.”


Teddy hinted strongly in his slow coy way and said, “Or we could watch what we want to watch by ourselves, in here and they could watch what they want to watch, in their rooms.”


Marla poked her head out of the Bathroom mimicking Teddy saying, “Just like we used to when the kids were little. Do you think you can handle me at that level of activity, Old Man?” she giggled which she knew, drove Teddy wild for her.


Teddy relaxed back with two pillows plumped behind his head and shoulders. Marla asked, “What was it that you wanted to do Teddy?” poking her head around the doorway from the Bathroom.


She cupped her ear, saying, “The shower. The water pressure from the shower was a bit loud. I’ll turn it down.”


Teddy spoke louder, “Nothing… Just choosing our movie to watch and thinking out loud” and he continued smiling watching the animated adult rated movie shorts and mumbling to himself, which was Teddy’s way. Marla answered, “Whatever you and the kids decide, is fine, as long as ‘you’re beside me’.”


Teddy mocked, with a screwed-up mouth and nose so he altered his vocal pattern, “Yes. Whatever you say, ‘Love of my life, Teddy-O-mine’. Mer-mer-mer-mer-mer mer. Mer dee bloody mer.”


Marla asked, “Did you say something? Did you hear me before?” Marla continued, “I think it would be nice for us to watch a movie together, in here, on our bed, just like we used to when the kids were little.” Teddy had already resigned himself to ‘a fate worse than being stuck in a crowded elevator but with all four of them on one bed, side by side’.


One by one, each of the Zushna’s had showered, using the new method. By pressing a button registering their fingerprints, confirming the water temperature, different to the water settings for each of the Family members.


Probes within the drain cap, collected samples of water, as it drained away. These samples were Tested to find any contaminant, before any of them would be permitted to Immigrate. Every time one of them used the commode, spigots were extended to Test urine samples for Kidney function, UTI, STD, Iron levels, Thyroid, a range of heavy metal Tests and of course, for childbearing sexes, Pregnancy Testing. Another spigot would extend, misting warm water with a slight antiseptic Fragrance for the user to wipe dry.


The menu selection cards were on a small shelf, set up as an immovable cantilevered counter from the wall with an opening wide enough for a tray with four meal containers and high enough for tall glass bottles of water to pass through. Each of the Zushna Family selected a different meal. Marla suggested that if they were willing to share, they could swap a Portion and be sure to get precisely the dining experience each of them wanted. The card was posted into a slot on the wall near the meal tray opening, then, they waited.


Meanwhile, Teddy, Zack and Zora were looking through the movie viewing catalogue for a movie they could all enjoy, as a Family. Marla was folding and packing all of their clothes and footwear that they had worn into Quarantine, into separate paper sacks. Then placing each paper sack into the laundry chute.


That’s where ‘Laundry’ would be ‘Tested for contaminants and dry-cleaned. Then hermetically seal each individual item’. Even their personal footwear, with items from the cases and boxes was sanitised. Then packed on top of the rest of their personal belongings.


There was a com-set for their use but the credit value per increment, was exorbitantly priced. Marla and Teddy decided, ‘No Outside Calls’, especially not to the people they had already said goodbye to. ‘Only those calls considered urgent and necessary, that must be made before departure, was ’Marla’s Law’, for the remaining duration of their ‘Quarantine’.


Zack could hear, “…then off we go on a Zushna Family Adventure of a Lifetime” being recited in the other room. Zack commented to Zora, “How many more times is Teddy going to say, ‘Then off we go, on a Zushna Family Adventure of a Lifetime’, before he gets tired of saying it?”


Zack and Zora were standing in the communal area, when there was a buzzing sound and a ding-ding-ding. Their eyes glanced around the room, looking this way and that, feeling totally disoriented by the room they were standing in. A waft of spicy sauces with a slight lingering smell of Hospital cabbage and boiled potato, coming from ‘the Dinner Door to Heaven’, or rather, that is what Zack and Zora named it.


The light turned ‘Off’ when opening the sliding door, revealing a wide tray. It was stacked with two courses per person, a small plate with four Calorie Cubes and computerised jug cartridges filled with filtered water, for drinking chilled or for their preferred hot drinks, to be stored in their Suite’s small refrigerator.


Zack manoeuvred the tray. Zora’s hand held on to the edge of the tray but she wasn’t really helping. Zack shot her a nasty glance, as if to say, ‘You’re not helping. Move your hand’. To which, Zora tilted her head in a haughty manner, and stood back against the wall with her arms crossed.


Teddy and Marla entered, shuffling in their oversized, complimentary, Grip-ons. Zora and Zack wore the child option of tiedown socks. They looked a lot like they had tried to squeeze their long three toed feet into ‘Baby Booties’, becoming slip-on toe-socks, with their heels exposed to the floor.


Zack, Teddy and Marla shuffled the plates of different courses, placing the appropriate cutlery packet, at each place setting on the cantilevered bench. A Tea Service with capsules of ‘Orange Pekoe’ and ‘Earle Grey’ Teas, had been prepared by Marla, for their enjoyment, with the most discerning tastes and homely comforts in mind. Zack sat in front of his dining selections, on a stool, at the cantilevered bench, facing the wall and waited.


Above the bench were innumerable Acetate pamphlets, in wall-mounted holders. Small-sized posters with helpful hints and helper notices were strategically placed at eye level, obviously to encourage repeated reading, where patrons would eat their meals.


Releasing the sealed covers just a little, allowing steam and delicious aromas to escape, Teddy clapped his hands together, rubbing them enthusiastically, saying, “This smells fantastic Marla…What’s for Dinner?” Then Zora decided to take her seat, at the cantilevered bench, facing the wall. Smelling the delicious aromas was making her stomach gurgle, loudly.


They all sat on stools, side by side, ‘cafeteria style’, reading the posters along the length of the wall in front of them. The posters were all different safety procedures; under different circumstances, strategically positioned, for subliminal learning, while they ate their meals. The steam from a Spicy Curry wafted, followed by a sweet earthy fragrance. A root vegetable fragrance emanated from the soup bowls and something else had that overdone Barbecue aroma but it couldn’t possibly be what it smelled like.


“All ready? One, two, go…Go.” Teddy raised his eyebrows and looking quizzically, he started sniffing, recognising the sweet and sour smell of gravy with a pale crumbed patty in the shape of a Hen, almost floating on the puddle in the middle of his plate.


He manoeuvred the soup closer noticing it was clear like spring water. Raising his Soup Spoon, he tasted the first sip. Tilting his head, he looked along the bench, to see his Family looking at him, waiting for his reaction. “It’s fine. Try. It’s not as good as Mum’s or even Zora’s but it’s very tasty.” Trying to convince them, Teddy warned, “Hunger is an ugly roommate, if you can’t find the will to eat and enjoy.”


Zack tried his soup, then said, “‘So’right, I s’pose.” Marla and Zora looked at the clear, bleak wash spilling off their spoons. This was supposedly their ’Garden Vegetable Soup’. Tentatively tasted, when Marla said,”It’s sort of like the soup course we had at Theo and Ralia’s Wedding. That was a clear soup. A bit better than this but I can see what they’re getting at,” sipping encouragingly for Zora to see. Zora dipped her spoon ever so slightly, even though it looked like hot water, it was sufficiently tasty for her to finish the lot. Teddy was crestfallen, looking at the crumbed Hen shaped meat patty in a flood of gravy on his plate. Before poking and cutting it into small pieces, he properly doused it in the thin gravy which he found was quite palatable.


Small meatballs and ‘Angel Hair Glass Noodles’ had gravy like a greyish brown wash, with a tomato aroma. A version of ‘Spaghetti and Meatball Sauce’, that had to be tasted and experienced, to be believed.


Then the cover came off Marla’s Curry. The spice fragrance filled the room. It was mouth-wateringly good. She nodded, and tasted one of the cubes dipped in the thick shiny gloss on her plate. With each mouthful, Marla needed to sip from the straw of her creamy beverage, to quell the mouth-burn that this really spicy meal gave.


They had devoured the meagre remains of their different courses, and placed their plastic plates and cutlery, empty drinking vessels and cellophane, on the tray, while retaining ‘Calorie Cubes’ for when they were watching movies.


The tray slid through its opening in the wall and closed it. The water was heated, sachets or capsules emptied into mugs and they all moved away from their stools, to take up their movie watching positions, on the various more comfortable lounging chairs, in the lounge room with the wall screen.


Zora had gone to her room but on her return, she was hit by an overpowering smell of Spicy Curry. “No one chooses the Curry again, or, everyone has to choose the Curry. The smell has gone right through this Suite.”


Teddy was right. They all ended up laying back on Marla and Teddy’s bed. ‘Bicker bantering’ over ‘what to watch-movie wise’, Zack said he’d rather watch his choice, on the screen in his room. Zora grinned, snuggling down between Marla and Teddy and didn’t budge.


Marla pointed at one of the recommendations on the list, and programmed the Remote Control, on her bedside panel and reclined. The lights dimmed. The wall of the next room was already vibrating with deep tones and shouting. Teddy walked over, knocked a few times and opened the door. A few charades of putting on earphones before the volume hushed. The door closed again.


Teddy unfolded a thin synthetic rug and spread it over Marla and Zora’s legs, then slid his own legs under the covers to warm himself. It was snuggly and cosy. Everyone had full tummies and were feeling drowsy. The movie commenced.


For the Zushna Family, this was like a period of great stress had now, in this place, where they would be spending their final days in this Time, on this Dimension, in this Quarantine Hotel, was lifting.


The Departure Time was displayed on the cover sheet of their folder as being, ‘three days, 18 hours’. Going to a place they had all decided and voted on Immigrating to… at least until they all decide to stay there, or until they all decide to return and come back home.


Electing to stay and go back to their own home was the easy option. Their home would be there. Their worldly goods were in storage, for when or if they all decide to return. Teddy was hoping they’d give their new home a fair go, before deciding, either way.


It was the very early hours of the morning, around 3 o’clock. Everyone was asleep.


Zack still had earphones on his head and the vision screen had ‘timed out’. A slight snore emanated from his room. That was normal for how Zack presented in his own room at home. The Family expectations were that nothing very significant would change in their day to day and that the same behaviours and interactions, status within the Family group, would be maintained because they were going to 3D Earth Moon Binary, 1969, to their chosen Pin Point Destination. The same area where they lived together as a Family but to an earlier Time and different Dimension.


Marla looked as though she was fast asleep but the synthetic rug was tangled around her leg, as though she’d been rolling. Zora was lying next to Teddy with her legs splayed, arms askew and her hand was resting on his shoulder. Teddy looked uncomfortable laying ‘Plank-like’ on a slither of bed, quietly and completely asleep in his dreams. All four of the Zushna Family had no idea of the Mini-Robots moving in on their duties, to clean and disinfect all surfaces. A timed light switched on, sanitising each room with ‘Blue Light’, for the ultimate germ-free living environment. Only ‘made for purpose’ Bots could be expected to maintain such an exacting level of sanitation necessary, in the Quarantine Hotel.


Cleaning each room, from the centre of the carpet or hard floors, sat a lidded cylinder emitting an inaudible sound vibration, like a wave motion on the surface of a pond, after a stone is thrown and plops in the water. This wave of motion continued until all dusts from skin cells to flecks of debris were swept by the tiny Bots migrating particles towards the ‘skirt boards’, where it lifted up. The debris was mobilised closer to the wall until the dust was vibrated by the invisible frequency into a gutter depression, under the wall cavity. Only when the Miniature Robots had stowed away, did they stop their vibration, the skirt panels close down, locking in place. The room, was now hygienically clean. A flushing sound could be heard as the accumulated dust and particles gathered in the concealed gutters, were flushed away. All that remained was the faint smell of Curry. The Suite’s occupants continued to sleep.


A single arm Robot for the wet areas that cleaned glass and mirrored surfaces with its extending arm, used for squirting Sanitiser in and around the commode, cleaning the seat and pan, replacing the four individual Test Sample Nozzles, with the efficiency and precision you’d expect of Quarantine Bots.


Four white composite all-in-one suits, wrapped and clearly labelled ‘Sanitised’, were deposited on a tray. The first to open the little door where the meals tray came through, would find two ‘One-size-fits-all’ for adults and two ‘One-size-fits-all’ ‘All-in-one’s’, available for children travelling with their Parents.


Sometime the next morning, Marla awoke and on realising she was in a ‘Hotel room for Quarantine Lockdown’, she felt the adrenaline of excitement and kicked her legs like pistons to unwrap the blanket tangled around them.


Marla carefully slid off the bed, to her knees. When Marla finally stood, she could see Zora trapping poor Teddy in a death grip. Zora had positioned herself across the bed, with one hand under his neck and the other hooked over his neck, with one of her knees digging into Teddy’s hip and her other leg extended with three toes grasping on to the rug that Teddy had taken from a sealed plastic bag the night before.


Zora turned and rolled, tangling herself in the synthetic rug, with Teddy still Plank-like on the edge of the bare mattress, with no blanket, sheet or pillow. Two pillows had fallen to the floor, leaving Zora cuddling the only pillow in the crook of her elbow. Now, Teddy and Zora were both laying side by side on the far side of the bed. Marla was expecting Teddy to fall over ‘the edge’ at any minute, so she closed the Bathroom door, very quietly.


The Looseroom light came on with her fingerprint and the pristine seat of the commode did its thing. Projecting Marla’s Urine Test collection arm, then when it had sufficient fluid to Test, the sampling arm contracted into the bracket, sealing both ends of the tube and conveying it along vacuum tubes, for it be processed by a Pathology Bot. Sample, squirt, warm mist and wipe dry. The commode flushed when Marla’s sample collection was completed.


Marla filled her cupped three-fingered hands at the basin faucet and splashed sparkling water over her face. The chill water made her sneeze twice and she dried her face, ‘Old School’, on a clean fluffy towel.


Making sure her appearance was acceptable, Marla left the Bathroom, being careful not to wake Zora or Teddy. Their positions had changed again. Now Zora was facing the door on Marla’s side of the bed but it looked like she was subconsciously commandeering the majority of the bed space, with her arms and legs splayed like an ancient hieroglyph and her bum pressing Teddy further towards the edge.


‘Poor Teddy,’ Marla thought as she closed the bedroom door to the two fasting in sleep. No idea or care of the time, she moved towards the menu to order, so everyone could have their favoured drink. Super Green Smoothie for Zack, a juice and milky Hot Chocolate and a ‘pot of blended Tea would be nice and refreshing’ but the Breakfast menu was a set menu for every day. Two cracker biscuits tasting of the cardboard box the biscuits came in. This was still the first of four days cleansing before going into Stasis for their journey.












Chapter Six Quarantine, Home Away from Home


NOTICE TO ALL TRAVELLERS


The beginning of your Intestinal Cleanse


Journeymen to distant times through Dimensional Space, from Galaxy to Galaxy and Dimension to Dimension, rest assured that the duration of your trip will be recorded by your Craft’s onboard video lens recorders. Every parsec will be recorded for your intended viewing pleasure.


Once you have been revived from Stasis, with psychological and physiological patterns restored, your regular health standard and any weight loss regained, you can then take time to relax, imbibe and gormandise with a choice selection of 21 adapted Restaurant quality dishes. Each course has the recommended calorific values for a healthy recovery. All of your recovery needs, your meals and mandatory rest periods are focused towards your body’s Nervous System Reaction Times. Rehabilitation ultimately returning you to within acceptable ranges.


If any of the travellers develop coughing or are unable to hold items still from tremors, i.e., if a cup of fluid spills, before touching the mouth, you’ll be prompted to open sachet ‘A’ and ‘B’ and mix well before drinking. This combination will have a frothing action. Therefore, sippy-cups have been provided. All passengers can utilise the specially modified sip-cups for the ‘A’ and ‘B’ medication mix in this task.


If by choice, Stasis isn’t enduring and your destination is not achieved, Stasis cannot be reinitiated. Those passengers will have no alternative choice but to experience the full duration of their journey in real time, making use of the Civilian and Military cabins aboard.


FOR THOSE IMMIGRATING


Do not forget to label your belongings. Deposit your items with the Pod Container Bots.


Bay Door 2


REMEMBER THERE ARE OTHERS TRAVELLING ON THE SAME CRAFT. THERE COULD BE MANY DEBARKING POINTS TO ANY JOURNEY


PLEASE BE RESPECTFUL TO OTHERS


Regarding Craft Destination Programs: The Craft will return to Base, by default, unless directed by Authorities.












Chapter Seven Quarantine, Tests, Cleanse, Repeat


Marla left the notice where everyone could see and read it. The excitement brought an uneasy discomfort, if not apprehension, Marla thought she had already dealt with. Now, that her anxiety was back and her uneasy nervousness was making the ‘Breakfast Menu’, seem like the only solid food she’d be able to hold down.


Zora was the next to enter the Bathroom. After her toileting was ‘Tested’, a few splashes to her face and she pushed the elasticized cuffs of her Jumpsuit up towards her elbows. Checking her smile in the mirror… ‘Beautiful as ever’. “G’d-mornin’ Mum.”


“Good morning, Sweetheart. Is your ‘Father’ still asleep?” Marla asked, slumping in a comfortable chair.


Zora replied, “Yes Ma’me.” She then asked, “Why didn’t you take your Breakfast Ration?”


Zora was kneeling on one of the stools with her elbows on the bench, reading the latest bulletin and nibbling on the cardboard flavoured cracker biscuit, while she read. She had almost finished the dry biscuit and looked at it running her tongue around her mouth as though a glob of Peanut Butter was stuck to the roof of her mouth but without the flavour of peanut. “Dry and claggy.” Zora opened her drink, expecting something completely sweet and creamy or juicy… “Water with electrolytes?” and screwed-up her face.


Zora winced with an incredulous look on her face. The corners of her mouth were turned down, her fingers splayed, her shoulders went right up near her ears, and then she started jiggling her feet and shaking her hands. Finally, Zora swallowed the stodge in her mouth. “That was disgusting.” Zora’s down turned mouth opened, the tip of her tongue stuck out and she shuddered. Marla gaped at Zora’s reaction and gave a little laugh.


Zora held onto the drink and sat across from Marla saying, “I suppose there are no books or papers, because they can’t be sanitised…? Only movies or the Bathroom.”


Marla was confused, “What do you mean, Bathroom?”


“Oh Mum…like a ‘Beauty Salon’. Soaking and luxuriating and making sure nails are clipped. You know, ‘Beautifying’.”


“Oh, ah” was all of the acknowledgement Marla could muster. She closed her eyes and leant her head back, lounging in meditation. Zora joined in the quiet lounging meditation, while Marla was trying to quell the anxiety and slowly but surely, gaining control. There was always a lot of reasoning in Marla’s meditations.


Voices mumbling could be heard. Not from one of the bedrooms within their suite but from inside the next suite. A child was crying and there was muffled yelling.


Straining their ears, for what the main words were, Zora crept from her seat and stood closer to the wall, concentrating, straining her ears to hear the actual words.


“Zora! Sit down, please.” Marla’s voice was whispering but at normal volume. The effect was almost the same as yelling.


Zora sarcastically said, “Hey, maybe those in the next room, have learnt how you do that.”


Marla asked, “Do what?”


Zora whispered to Marla, “Whisper.”


As Zora pouted and was about to slump into the chair, while someone in the next Suite was hitting and kicking the wall and slamming doors. It sounded directly opposite, on the other side of the adjoining wall. A few more thumps could be heard and a lot more crying.


Zora said, “Thank Heavens for Stasis, right. If they knew these walls were so thin, they’d be more considerate of their ‘Volume modulation’ and keep it in mind over the next few days or 78 hours and 27 minutes,” although these last few words were said through gritted teeth.


Teddy and Zack could be heard moving around, so Marla rose from her chair and grabbed two all-in-one Jumpsuits from the shelf and left them on the Bathroom bench, for Teddy and Zack to wear after their showers. “There is nothing nicer than a clean change of clothes to lay around in,” said Zack.


“Was that a snide remark for my benefit?” asked Marla, noticing the sarcasm in Zack’s tone.


Teddy and Zack were in the Bathroom talking. Marla and Zora were still meditating as Teddy and Zack were speculating scenarios of their arrival on Earth. “I’ve, we’ve,” correcting himself, “all watched the documentaries of Earth. The tall glass structures, the fresh produce, the park lands and the sky flying. That’s what I want to do. I’m really looking forward to it. If I could do that just once, I know that I’d be really good at it. That’s what I want… to open a business around activities that people from all around the Galaxy can come to experience. I know I have to see the setup but I’ve got this really strong feeling that my feet won’t be on the ground long enough, around that type of energy. Just imagine, a flying suit or a Craft with ‘EAT AT TEDDY’S’ advertising your ‘New Age Fish’n’Chip Shop’. They would have eaten ‘fish and chips’ back then, right? I s’pose we’ll find out when we get there but… I’m really excited Ted. I can’t wait.”


Teddy’s first born was maintaining the same level of enthusiasm as himself. Not wanting to burst the excitement bubble but building enthusiasm, so Teddy said, “There you go. You too can have a goal but you might think of a better idea when we get there, you never know, you just never know. It’s not written in concrete yet, so we’ll explore, experience, then execute our plan. We aren’t sure how businesses are structured on Earth Moon Binary 1969, but it’s good to have a plan though.”


Then they balled-up their used wet towels with yesterday’s Jumpsuits and they deposited the lot down the laundry chute. A quick self-assessment in the mirror and they left the Bathroom smiling, ready for Breakfast and of course, the company of Marla and Zora in the other room.


“Well, what’s on the menu?” asked Teddy, clapping his hands, interlacing his three fingers and rubbing his palms together, feeling totally rested and revitalised.


“Oh Daddy, you’ll love it. Isotonic drink and one cracker biscuit. Mmmm, it’s delicious.” Sarcastically and jokingly offered by Zora as she handed Zack and Teddy the two remaining cellophane wrapped rations, depositing them into their grateful hands.


“Thanks,” said Zack. “Is this all? I mean…Thanks Zor but really, is this all?”


Both Zack and Teddy lounged on armchairs. Like mirrored movements, they both relaxed and slung one leg over the arm of their chair, swinging a foot back and forth, positioning their backs comfortably in the corner against the arm of their chairs and they proceeded to access their nourishment. It did look a bit meagre but Zora seemed to enjoy watching this process.


‘Maybe these rations were deceptively delicious. Maybe more delicious than they looked’, thought Zack. The first big bite confirmed a cardboard dryness and as they were both chewing, the expressions on their faces changed, to looks of disgust.


“Eruck!” Teddy critiqued.


“Good one, Sis. That’s the worst. Where’s my real Breakfast?” asked Zack realising this must be Zora’s jape.


Zora said, “That’s it. They are to cleanse your lower parts, before Stasis.” And Zora began reading an excerpt from the notice…


“…to cleanse the Bowels and revitalise the Lymphatic System prior to Stasis, thus preventing Microbial Erosion or swelling causing Adhesions of the Bowel to other Organs or membranes, during the Stasis process of your long journey. Once cleansed, super nutritious foods and basic fluids will allow for any void to be filled with a mucilaginous gel, preserving the bodily functions for a pain free return to normal health when Stasis expires, at the end of your journey’. Repeat…your bodily functions will return to normal, by consuming nutritional meals and fluids for rehydration. This has been found to be the ‘Best Practices’, recommended by top Scientists in the ‘Stasis Field’. WARNING: When Stasis expires and awakening shortly before your Destination Arrival, there have been reports of variable ‘Gastrointestinal Gaseous Accumulates’, ‘Spasms’ and ’Unexpected Evacuations.”


“We’re going to be locked in a tin can with Zack and Dad farts!”


“Zora!” countered Marla and with her standard comment, “That’s not ladylike. Besides, Stasis ends when we arrive.” Zack thought it funny that Zora didn’t include herself.


“We won’t hear your ‘Lady farts’ but we all know yours are the ‘Silent but deadly’ variety. You Assassin! We won’t be walking out of the room or opening the window or door to let the stench out and fresh air in… on our ship, after you’ve ‘dropped your lunch’ for everyone else to suffer, Zzoorrah. We’re all in that boat with you, Deary.”


Marla had been listening to the banter between Family members as they finished their dry and witty, creatively interesting yet repetitive ‘Farticide Banter’.


Teddy was reading the Quarantine Hotel movie schedule. Marla put her headset on over one ear. She saw her moment and took over the Remote Control. She pressed a couple of buttons which turned on a movie that interested her. A mug of hot water, not Tea and the rest of her cracker biscuit ration and Marla settled into her chair for the duration too.


There was nothing to do except reading notices that came through the cantilevered bench door with trays of food, or reading those magically posted notices, placed in strategic positions on the walls, around the various rooms of their Suite.


The ‘Quarantine policy’ was to minimise contact with any Hotel Staff. Every communication notice came in the same format. Notices were all laminated, GalFed Official Notices.


Zora tipped the remaining crumbs of her cracker into her mouth and took a long sip on her straw. She sat with her headphones and the remaining Isotonic water, to watch the movie with Marla. Zack and Teddy were having a race to see who could finish their crackers and Teddy ‘won’, thrusting his arms in the air and pretended to do ‘a lap of pride’, around the coffee table, in triumph. Zack tossed the last of his cracker onto the tray.


“C’mon Zack, eat it. You may as well. There’s nothing else to do, unless you want a ‘Push-Ups race to 20’.”


“Nah, I’ve just eaten… but thanks Teddy. Maybe later.” He pulled the neck of his paper Jumpsuit up to cover his head and a smile came to his face as Zack tried to stifle his laughter because he had succeeded in deterring his Father from another embarrassing effort. For Teddy to compete against Zack, who was less than half Teddy’s age and double his enduring fitness and speed, made Zack think, ‘It could be funny if his Father was willing, to place his calm, gently aging and spreading body on the line, to amuse Zack and occupy their time in Quarantine. To make the time for a few ’Push-Ups’ with his only son was endearing and had taken Zack by surprise’.


Teddy was slowly walking into his bedroom. He stood with his hands on his hips, then, as though he suddenly had an epiphany of sorts, Teddy clapped his hands, then rubbed the heels of his hands together vigorously. An idea had dawned and for now, Teddy was on a mission. He had disappeared into his room, piquing interest from Zack. Curiosity getting the better of him, Zack got up and out of the chair, thinking, ‘If I’m going to my own room’… I could quickly glance to see if Teddy was doing something fun or interesting, then I could continue into my ‘Father’s room’ and join in. If Teddy was doing something like laying down and staring at the ceiling or something equally dull, Zack could retreat to his own room.


While Zack was being quiet, Marla and Zora were commenting loudly to each other, because they were both still wearing their headphones, watching the movie on the big wall widescreen.


All screens were slightly recessed at 1.5 metres high in the walls. A beneficial adaptation, after it had been found that looking upwards to a screen, decreases neck and back deformities and aids concentration. Whereas, a low screen was leading people to relax with their head tilted forwards, forcing the eyes to be downcast and prematurely forcing sleep triggers and developing unsightly wrinkles and bags under the eyes and neck, ultimately reducing quality productivity time during waking hours.


Zack watched Teddy making his bed, smoothing over the surface and ‘Tip-toe dancing’ around to the other side, holding a pretend apron and ‘fluffing’ around the bed to smooth the other side. Zack couldn’t hear his Father but he was saying something or singing, as Teddy did a spin with his arms like a circle above his head, fingertips gently curved in a private rendition of ‘Swan Lake’.


Zack left Teddy to occupy his time while Zack continued on to his own room. In one flourish, pulled all of the bed coverings up towards his pillow, “Done…” Then with his headphones on, Zack launched off the floor so his body would land horizontally on top of what looked like his nicely made bed. A precaution, just in case Teddy would venture to exert authority on Zack, to make his bed but Teddy would find the task already done.












Chapter Eight Quarantine, Effective Testing


After another day of movies and water, sometime in the late afternoon, a bell sounded and four clear drinks in take-away lidded beakers on a tray, had pushed through the wall access, onto the bench. Each beaker had a named ‘Post-it-note’ stuck to the side, with a paper sheathed drinking straw.


Teddy paused the movie. The Family gathered around the tray and reached for their named lidded beaker and a straw. Each of the medicated drinks, had been calculated for body weight. Then they took their beakers to their chosen lounging positions, to watch the movies.


Teddy put his straw through the ‘X’ cut in the lid and tentatively sipped the clear fluid. A look of serendipitous surprise flashed across Teddy’s face, saying, “This is ‘Strawberry and Watermelon flavour’.” Marla had ‘Apple, Cinnamon and Pumpkin flavour’. Zora had the ‘Mango and Orange’ and Zack had the ‘Mango and Peach flavour’. The Zushna Family enjoyed their drinks but they were surprised at how very full they felt, after having just their drinks and nothing else.


The movies progressed through the night and one by one they proceeded to the Ablutions room for their ‘hot shower’ and a quick ‘Goodnight’, before going to their own rooms, sliding between the sheets and drifting off to sleep.


The next morning, they were all experiencing a degree of grogginess dampening their enthusiasm, as though, suffering the effects of intoxication. One by one they went to the counter, standing around, waiting for their ‘Morning Mystery’ for Breakfast.


Zack, Teddy and Marla were standing back with their posteriors resting against the bench and Zora slumped like a stringless puppet dumped on a chair.


A notice on a tray, came through the little door to the bench. They all took turns reading what was on the eight by 16-centimetre acetate card.


“Mix the sachet’s contents with the water provided. Stir and sip the entire contents within five minutes.” The novel ‘spoon straws’ were to ‘mix the sachets’ powdery contents, with the water supplied. The ‘spoon straws’ prevented gulping and promoted sipping, or so they believed was the reasoning behind the supply of ‘spoon straws’ but in reality, the straws were necessary to deliver medication further back on the tongue, preventing the release of enzymes, with an added benefit, avoiding ‘taste aversion’.


All four of them were hesitating, until one of them tore the corner from the sachet, shaking the cream-coloured powder onto the surface of the water in the plastic tumbler. The rest of them followed suit, inserting ‘spoon straws’ into their named tumbler and started stirring. The bubbling action rose, effervescing until the fizzing was about to overflow.


An urgency to prevent spillages as they all quickly responded by sipping the fizz. After all, it was not an unpleasant ‘lemony’ flavoured fizz, it was just that it had that back hint, clawing taste of chemicals. Before they knew it, most of the medicated fizz had been sucked back and swallowed, without too much of the drink but masses of frothy, bubbling, fizz that gave a ‘Burping’ effect and repeated the artificial ’lemony flavour and its chemical assault.


They were all experiencing the gassy bubbles of chemical lemon, gurgling up the oesophagus as soundless burps. Zack, Teddy, Zora and Marla quickly downed the rest of their drinks. Emptied beakers and torn sachets, were arranged on the tray and pushed back through the little door. Another tray with eight small unlabelled bottles of water, came through the little door. The strange effect of the lemony sachets was, that it made them all extremely thirsty. They took their bottles of water and drank heartily, allowing more wind and rumbling burps… as fizzing continued in their stomachs.


They all assumed their preferred viewing positions for the movie. Marla leant forwards, grabbing, as an audience of hands reached for the ‘Remote Control’ for the big wall vision screen, in the sitting room. The movies Producer emblazoned in full colour on the screen. They’d be watching the same movie together for once, so there was no need to wear individual headphones. The movie came on but a few scenes into the story, someone’s tummy growled so very loudly, that everyone laughed. “That sounded like someone else was in the room,” exclaimed Zora.


They all settled back down for the movie, until, another growl and another, then another. Teddy jumped up from where he had been laughing and scampered, hunched over, wincing and holding his stomach, clenching, all of the way to the Bathroom. The growling stomach noises didn’t cease when Teddy left the room. A cacophony of gurgles continued.


Zack was standing at the Bathroom door when Teddy came out. Zack was gripping his stomach as Marla called out, “Don’t be too long. We all want to go.”


Marla figured that the sachets purged the gut of organic matter but… they all drank this ‘lemony pretender’ at the same time. Meaning, everyone’s fizzing drink and the corresponding urgency, came on with the gusto for them all, at the same time. Each in turn, fussed with urgency, to a similar conclusion. That lemony, chemical flavour persisted in their mouths. After a few guzzles of water later, that flavour at the back of their tongues and the smell of chemicals in their noses had not diluted, nor had the urgency to commandeer the commode. They were all feeling drained and a little more relaxed, that the trips to the Bathroom were constant but no longer urgent events. The exhaust fan in the Bathroom was whirring overtime.


The next movie commenced before they were completely drained of energy. Assuming their original viewing positions, reclining, thoroughly exhausted. It wasn’t too long before a loud ‘Purumph’ was heard from Teddy’s direction, which surprised everyone.


“Ooo! Please, do excuse me.”


“Maybe you had better visit the loo,” urged Marla.


As Teddy was pushing off the chair to stand again, a loud and enduring fart propelled his hips forwards into a clench, to ‘Stand at Attention’ in his attempt to control the offence. Nothing more could be done. “It is what it is. Please, do excuse me.”


“That’s terrible, Teddy.” Then Zack in his laughter, let out a musical, squeaking, multi toned fart, that made Zora giggle and even Marla was finding it hard to stifle her mirth, as a series of bubbling farts emanated from Zora’s direction. Pretending it wasn’t her but with each laugh, the muscles of Zora’s stomach clamped to return a series of quieter bubbling pops.


Even though there was great effort to hold in her ‘Purumphing’, Marla started, when Teddy was returning to the room, looking surprised at Marla, “Le Petomane” because he had heard a familiar tune that Marla consistently claims that she ‘never ever passes wind’ outside of the toileting room but try as she might, more farts were echoing into the room.


An orchestra of ‘Bum Trumpeting’ had them trying as hard as they could to control the gassy release. Sliding off chairs to lay flat on the floor, hoping to meditate through the after effects of the effervescent lemon drink. Before long they were all rolling around and laughing uncontrollably on the floor.


Laughter is contagious and from the room next door, laughter could be heard through the thin walls. It was a good half hour before this effect had eased and subsided.


Drinks on a tray had arrived in the sitting room. The exhaust fan in the Bathroom was still whirring at full power, to evacuate the stench of eliminating Bowels.


The drinks that came through the sliding door were pleasant. The flavours and consistency were tolerable and a bit like a thick soup or a ‘Smoothie’ type of creaminess. A very pleasant change, as everyone was lighter and feeling drained. Receiving these most welcomed drinks, which were most likely their last meal, before they’d be leaving the following afternoon.


Satisfied, satiated and a little weaker, they took the opportunity to partake in a nap-time snooze in the middle of the day. The movies continued on the screens, while they were slumped on a chairs, or curled up on the nearest bed.


Zack, Zora, Teddy or Marla didn’t fuss making their beds in the morning. They all had the same idea; to pull the top coverlet up and over the pillow, so the bed would look neat. One or the other would, in a foggy funk, scuffle along to the Bathroom, to splash water on the face and hands to refresh.


Only Marla had showered and put on a clean Jumpsuit. What a silly production it had been earlier in the day, she thought. A moisturiser lotion smeared over Marla’s face and neck. All of the processes and preparation for Stasis had dried Marla’s skin, or then again, it could have been the air flow conditioners making her skin ‘Ashy’ but with combinations of ancestors, Marla and her children would be both blessed and seasonally cursed with peeling scales on parts of her back and shoulders.


There must have been a relaxant in the lunchtime drinks because for the remainder of the day, everyone felt relaxed and content to sleep the hours away.


It was supper time when another ‘Notice’ arrived with four tumblers of drink, on a tray. The drinks were the same consistency and flavours as the drinks served for their lunch, which happened to be more like a meal replacement.


Eventually, they had all showered and put on clean paper Jumpsuits and had gone to their own rooms to sleep.


During the night however, ‘NURSE’, Nano-Ultra-Restorative for Stasis Endocrinology, the automated Bot, had silently entered the room. NURSE deftly scratched a few skin cells for DNA conformation. All Earth Moon Immigrants, on this timeline Test Results proved the ‘patrons identifying as Zushna’ are, without doubt, currently occupying the Zushna Quarantine Suite.


NURSE prepared a syringe that had been prescribed by the Quarantine Dispensary, specific to each Family member’s DNA match. The syringe was not to pierce the skin or puncture deep into muscle. Not at all. This particular syringe, perfectly positioned Nanotech-meds onto the skin, using the absorption method. The Nanotech-meds would prevent deterioration and would initiate, to repair all tissue damage occurring during Stasis.


A long spindle angled by microscopic hydraulic extenders, placed several individual drops directly onto the skin where possible but using the DNA match confirmation of Familial Bloodline, was the instigator for the Nanotechnology to initiate Nanotech-meds to enter the body through dermal layers via the hair pores. For those laying on their stomach, nothing could deter the efficiency of NURSE. The application oriented on parts of the body ‘primarily of muscle and fat’ and not over vital organs, where an accumulation of Nanotech-meds would eventually occur in concentration.


NURSE could place drops of the black slurry, on the arms or legs between hair follicles, between whiskers of the beard, hairs of the eyebrows, or at the edge of any stoma of vulnerability. The black slurry blurred and at once was looking like an inky smudge. Within one minute, the stain had been completely absorbed through the skin and faded to nothing.


Zack and Zora were restless sleepers, accounting for 50% to being over excited about Immigrating within hours and the other 50% was pre-adulthood sleep habits. Their sleep habits were usually inhibited by hours spent on their personal computers but this night, they had been shifting restlessly. Both had complained of an uncomfortable creeping feeling, like a bug had been crawling on them through the night. The sensation of itching but not of having been bitten, or some type of insect had somehow gained access to their suite and had been the source of annoyance through the night.


Zora said, “It’s not an easily erased sensation. Whatever it was, it was real.” This sensation could be remembered back when Zora had been playing with Jesera and Everley’s ‘Bug collection’ and being chased around with one of the eight-legged spiders. Zora was fascinated by the hard exoskeleton growing minuscule hairs, while others claim all animals have this fascination with spiders, for some however, Fight or Flight is their Fear Response. In this case, there would be no allergic reactions. Nanotech-Bots are created to a person’s specific DNA with this particular Nanotechnology.


Marla had a Migraine when she awoke, that made her skull throb at every little noise. Opening her eyes in a brightly lit room was far too much of a strain, forcing her to move around hunched over, staggering back to her darkened room and feeling her way to her bed to rest. At the same time, hoping the Migraine would dissipate but knowing Migraines go through a predictable process before they can exhaust, resigning her to the fact of endurance being her only option.


Stopping a Migraine in its tracks, might find that it resumes exactly where it was halted, when the medication wears off. Zora used the com-phone to call the front desk of Hotel Quarantine. NURSE opened the door to their room and made its way into Marla’s bedside. A sound of tones emanated from NURSE and Marla’s Migraine was gone in minutes. She even stood and followed NURSE to the open the door. The NURSE Bot exited the room, pivoted right and proceeded along the corridor.


“That… that was amazing how my Migraine just stopped. It didn’t dilute, no drugs, it just stopped,” said Marla, gratefully stepping back into the arms of her Family.


Teddy said, “I was hoping that you wouldn’t be going into Stasis with a Migraine. I had no idea how that would go for you. Glad you’re so much better now, Darling.” Teddy hugged his arms around Marla’s head and neck and she threw her arms wrapping them around his girth. Marla mumbled in the depths of his embrace, where only Teddy could hear and understand. Teddy whispered his response into Marla’s ear.












Chapter Nine Quarantine, Majestic Robes


Timing was perfect. The bell rang in the small door on the cantilevered bench. Zack withdrew the tray with an assortment of small plastic formed boxes, with peel-back lids. On the tray, a notice, that Zack read aloud for the benefit of the Family.


“Today at 16:10, the SUECraft will depart for a journey towards a number of Ports around Sophia Universe. Stopping at: XP497, XPZ19784, MN58, Alpha Centauri, Io, and Earth 2021, Earth 1969. All Passengers traversing Deep Space to these Destinations, will please consume containers one and two. The consistency of the substance within the containers, will prevent the collapse causing Adhesions or Infection of Internal Organs during Stasis. Remove all jewellery to a strong box, to be held in ‘Safety Storage’ until your return. Please remain in your Quarantine Suites, wearing the formal robes provided, until a courtesy trolley will come for you, at 15:00, when it will be leaving from your Suite.”


The containers numbered one and two were separated, so each person receives their quota of therapeutic consumable. Zora peeled back the lid and a flavour of Panna Cotta Custard soothed her senses. “Finally, real food.”


Zack responded saying, “You had better reserve your assessment Zora, at least, until after you’ve tasted it. We’ve experienced some pretty foul, unexpected flavours while we’ve been here.” Zack warned.


Zora placed a spoon on the surface of the custard dessert and turned the spoon over, to see if an amount of the custard had been thick enough to adhere to the back of the spoon. It had, so she pivoted the spoon to form a Quinelle and slowly placed it into her mouth. Leaving the spoon in her mouth, to peel-back cover from the container. The spoon in her mouth was tasty and her tongue felt its way all over the smooth plastic surface of the spoon, for every last skerrick of flavour, before pressing the spoon into the container and scooping another anticipated spoonful into her mouth.


Zora’s eyes swooned at the luscious, sweet and creamy, buttery dessert and whirled her spoon in the air, while savouring, revelling with delight. Smiling enthusiastically, Zora prompted Zack, “Try it.”


“The Zora Process,” Zack encouraged Teddy and Marla to consume, for the sake of their internal organs, through Stasis and for the pleasure of flavour.


Marla had thought, Zora has tricked me in the past, by saying something was delicious and it turned out to be quite disgusting and difficult to swallow.


So, it was understandable that Marla and Teddy were more hesitant to try their containers numbered one and two but they did peel back the lids to their numbered containers and tentatively tasted for flavour, with the tip of the tongue, to the back of their spoons. Even if it tasted ‘bitter or sour’ or overly ‘chemically flavoured’, they had no choice but to swallow the full quantity from each of their numbered containers, for their safety into, during and coming out of Stasis. In small writing on the container lid were directions:


‘Consume Entire Portion’.


‘Contains NO Dairy’.


How is that possible? thought Marla, and she nodded enthusiastically for Teddy to try his. Zack was scraping his spoon around the container for every last skerrick of deliciousness. Zora was peeling back the lid of the second portion, labelled simply as, ‘Two’ on the lid. It looked like water jelly. Zora’s spoon broke the surface and a clump of jelly wobbled on her spoon. Her mouth opened and her lips closed around the jelly.


“Mmmm. It was strawberry-flavoured.” Zora had finished her portion before Marla and Teddy had finished their conversation about the size of their Panna Cotta portions, baring no relevance to body size or age.


Zora felt full and a bit bloated. Luckily the artificial paper Jumpsuits were loose fitting around the girth, if not so roomy when it comes to length and she slumped in her chosen lounging chair and straightened her legs out in front of her. Perfectly sated, Zora was feeling drowsy as they all would, soon enough.


So long spent without a decent sustaining meal. Instead, the internal cleanse they had all endured, in preparation for their Time to be spent in Stasis, wasn’t so bad after all. A contentment warmed them and they slept until 14:30 in the afternoon. An alarm sounded, to prepare for departure.


Formal robes had mysteriously been placed in the full-length walled-robe of Marla and Teddy’s room. Formal robes were also hanging in Zack and Zora’s rooms too. A quick shower before dressing in full-length, dark sea green, with an orange yoke and patterns with turquoise features. There was no need for undergarments, just the full-length, formless robe-gowns, with straight sleeves. The sleeves were a bit too long but would have been made for purpose and felt rigid, whether the arms were straight, bent or folded across the chest.


Obviously not for wearing while out walking and swinging hands but for standing and taking small steps, it was fine. The fabric was thickly padded and unbending but it was not impossible to force yield, within limits. The neckline was a crew cut and the orange yoke of turquoise patterned rows, was Velcroed closed down the full-length front of the dark sea green. The rigidity of the fabric caused the front to snap together, securely in place after the arms had been inserted. The orange and turquoise on dark sea green were the official colours of Earth Moon Binary and the other Planets of the same Solar System, as registered with GalFed.


‘Smart technology’. Zora acknowledged that ‘tech’ could be the rigidity of the fabric that caused the robes to close like that? She felt the ‘silky smooth’ comfort of the lining, as if tailored but all four of the Zushna’s were noticing how stiff the robes had been. ‘Body heat’ dawned on Zora as she asked no one in particular, “Could ‘body heat’ be softening the fabric, allowing more flexibility? I’m feeling more and more comfortable as time passes?”


The sleeve length wasn’t causing problems any more either. What was once too long, only allowing fingers to be seen, when the arms were folded across the chest, now was flexible and the full hand was displayed at the end of the sleeve cuff. ‘Had the sleeves become shorter’? Zora wondered.


“Marla! This robe is changing as I wear it. It fits and feels really comfortable now. I think it was my ‘body heat’ warming the fibres but it feels great now,” said Zora. Teddy nodded agreement as Marla was stepping out of the shower and wiping her body dry with an absorbent paper towel, while looking at Teddy and Zora admiring each other in the mirror. A pair of fabric pull-on socks was the only footwear, now that bending was easier. Bending and sitting was comfortable, now that the robes were warm. Marla splashed cold water on her face and wiped, checking her appearance under fluorescent light in the mirror and inserted her arms into her stiff robe. Just like Zora explained, it snapped closed down the rigid front centreline with Velcro and soon softened with Marla’s body warmth.


“It must be Nanotechnology. Don’t you agree?” Marla said to Teddy.


Zora chimed in, saying, “That’s what I thought too. It could be our body warmth initiating Nanotech in the padding or in the fibres. The robes all looked alike. A ‘One size fits all’ robe. I suppose it’s because the robe itself adjusts to each person’s form and size. Isn’t that going to make a difference to the Fashion Industry?”


Marla and Teddy were leaning against the bench. Zack and Zora were leaning against the back of the sofa. Marla’s arm was linked through Teddy’s arm, pulling him close to her, holding him possessed in love and excited anticipation.


Zora kept her eyes moving around the Hotel Quarantine room, thinking of ‘What it will be like… and feeling a lot of trepidation about the move to a completely different…what? Different land? Different colours? Different people? A different Dimensional Time. So, what can they be sure of? They could be sure of going.’ There has been so much time spent deciding. All of this time mentally preparing for a journey through Space. Would it be ridiculous to withdraw now? It would have to be a unanimous vote to withdraw and stay.


“Are you ready to go Zack? Into Stasis? To live in a completely different Time but in the same place?” asked Zora.


Zack immediately replied, “Are you nuts? Of course I’m ready. You don’t think I’d go through all of this in Quarantine; to pack my stuff and have my ‘Send Off’ with 40 of my friends and then decide it’s too scary and ‘for all of us, not to go’, do ya?”


Zack was resigned to going. Maybe, staying would be worse than going. If he doesn’t leave, after the send-offs’ and party preparations that his friends contributed to, might his friends then become suspicious of the build-up, for Zack then to stay…probably peer embarrassment but he has resigned himself to going into Stasis and journeying across the Cosmos and back. Zora asked, “How about you Marla? Are you ready to go?”


“Of course, Zora. I’ve always loved travelling, for most of my life. Ever since I was little and different explanations were given, about Cosmic Adventures. The different worlds, the different ways they live, it is everything Sweetheart. That’s why I chose to become an Archaeologist Anthropologist and directed my education towards that conclusion. Why? Aren’t you settled with your decision to leave here for a completely different life experience?”


A look of concern and of dreams unrealised, came across Zora’s face that Marla could not mistake. Zora blustered her way through, saying, “Oh no, I’m fine with it. I was just asking because this is our last opportunity to back out. That’s all.”


Teddy looked concerned. “What do you mean ‘Back out’? We’ve all talked about this. Endlessly.”


Marla reassuringly told Teddy, “It’s alright Darling. She’s only asking, making sure everyone is ready and happy to go. It’s a change. You have to agree; we have to be sure with what’s about to happen to us all. As a Family, we all said, ‘Yes, let’s all go’. Isn’t that right, Zora?”


Zora replied, “Yes Marla. I was only asking, because it’s a bit scary, isn’t it?”


Marla said, “Well, you can look at it as scary, or you can stop thinking about Stasis and look at it as, ‘on what you will gauge every other experience of your life’. Of all of our lives. The preparation and the endless Family conversations… We all agreed. We have all said our good-byes. I stopped the utilities to our home, which is still ours, so there will always be somewhere to come home to. We have all talked and talked and talked about if we should ‘Go or stay’, to live, or holiday, or if to go at all. We talked about every scenario and we all agreed…to…go.”


Marla was just a bit miffed now but understood because Zora was the baby and had travelled before but not in Stasis. This journey was the biggest opportunity Zora will ever embark on. This was going to be the best experience in her life.


Zack soothed, “You’ll be fine Zor, we’re all together.”


Zora was feeling the pressure of being manipulated and agreed saying, “Yes I know.” Now Zora was feeling as though she shouldn’t have said anything at all. “Why can’t I ever just keep my mouth shut, without you of all ‘Ganging-up’, wanting to bite my head off?”


“Someone always ends up getting upset. I know the ‘back-out’ point has passed, I know. I know I must try to stop thinking negatively. To ‘be and think more positively’. I know.” Zora could feel the build-up of tears and angled her head so they wouldn’t overflow. So, Zora went and held onto Teddy’s other arm. If Marla wanted to talk to Zora, Marla would have to lean out to see past Teddy. A little protective ploy Zora had often used to great effect, for Teddy to leave Marla on his right arm and Zora on his left, because she was holding his left arm a lot tighter than Marla was holding his right.


Teddy had sympathy for his youngest and obviously, always has had. There’s always been a soft place in his heart for his gorgeous little girl. Now, to Teddy, Zora is 161 centimetres tall, in his eyes, as sweet as they come. Zora will always be… ‘Daddy’s precious little girl’.


Zack crossed his extended legs, saying, as he threw his head back, “When is that trolley coming for us? Can we please, get this show on the road?” Which was said, more out of exasperated wishful thinking, than hoping this conversation would stop.


Teddy confidently said, “It can’t be too much longer, Son. Not long now, I’m sure. Pretty clever of them, not having clocks in the rooms.”


A tone sounded. It was a different tone from that which they had heard before. The tone chime, had come from the direction of the door. Marla, Teddy and Zora were facing Zack, who had his ankles crossed, leaning against the back of the sofa, in the sitting room of their Quarantine Hotel Suite.


They had been taking in the four-day Quarantine Hotel residency With Pathology, Medications and Meals provided, processing each of them individually, that they had been totally relaxed, cleansed inside and out. Bloods and Urines and other checks and balances had been acquired and tested for pathogens and diseases, that may cause havoc to the populations of other destinations along the way, or the SUECraft herself, who might be susceptible to certain microbes and pathogens, while they are in their Stasis stay onboard. Nanotechnology had been initiated and the specialised DNA ID functions were checked and double checked. NURSE visits, checking the pre-Stasis-nano-meds that guard against total Organ Collapse and Adhesions that can develop over Dimensional Time spent in Stasis and ensuring that all medications had been administered.


They stood in the middle of the room, so close to each other until Teddy walked over to the door. He put his hand on the door handle, as he looked back at his Family. If nothing else, he had pride in them all, as a Family and individually as achievers.


“Ready?” They were nodding their heads and Zora was saying, “Open it, Daddy.” The handle twisted downwards, the door opened inward, to reveal the corridor and a low ‘Flat-boy trolley’ with ’two by two standing occupant handlebar ports. There was a flat section at the front for Portables and very small pneumatic rubber wheels that were to absorb all concussion from the carpet covered section junctions along the way, towards the final stage of their journey from the Quarantine Hotel.


Teddy was in the doorway, Zora, Zack and then Marla marched stiffly towards the doorway in single file. Teddy led the way, making sure Zack and Zora were standing holding the handlebar on the back row and that they could both still see past Teddy and Marla standing facing the front. There was a standing port and grip rail for each traveller, according to the specific occupants in each Quarantine room.


The Quarantine room the Family of four had occupied, with a door label that said ‘ZUSHNA’, was left open and visually clean. Zack looked back and saw the Robot floor cleaner was already set to the task of ‘frequency vibrating the floors clean’.


Zack and Zora had made their beds as a courtesy to the Quarantine Hotel workers, who were more than likely replaced by Bots, who would launder all covers, walls, sanitising wet areas, furniture and every touchable surface, inside and out, to make ready for the next travellers staying at the Quarantine Hotel.












Chapter Ten Quarantine, Leaving


The trolley glided, smoothly rolling with all four of the Zushna occupants, towards the Intergalactic Port. A few humps and bumps were jostling the Family along sections of the well-lit passageway, formed from ex-Space environment constructable sections of white Polimorphised Craft construction off-cuts, that were intermittently spaced with enamel gated section airlocks. It was most like an airlock tunnel, to protect assets from fuel and toxic fume infiltrations, as well as accidental or deliberate attacks to infrastructure. Not that ingress and infiltrations are a commonality but the integrated form of construction was more to protect from particulates and generated heat, than from any subversive or covert attacks.


There were, clear, calibrated ballistic, toughened, aluminium alloy glass windows, offering views of the now Historical Port. The vastness of the newer Port, gave witness to a procession of Stevedore floats, Cranes and windowless buildings.


Some of the newer designs that were under construction, had been claimed and nominated, with numbers and letters in various Planetary Indigenous writing forms by Alien Interests. As well as countless warehouses, there were battalions of Cranes, suspending bridging sections for attaching to ‘Docking Transoms’ of Craft transferring payloads, going to and coming from distant Galaxies and fewer for Inter-Universal Cargo Craft.


‘Constructions and Refitting’ could be seen in a different sector, producing showers of sparkling hot metals from LASER fusing layers of different ores, of the micron level. Craft of different designs and definitions, as far as the eye can see and for those with better eyesight, to see that the Port did not in fact, follow the curve of the Earth but jutted, perfectly straight and continuously, miles and miles out into the Atmosphere, following a truly straight line for ‘Electro-Magnetic Slingshot Take-offs’. Towering Craft Stacking Structures accommodating massive long-term storage, were clearly visible in the distance. It was all here. Loading, Downloading, Uploading and Unloading from transoms. This was definitely a major hub. Bridging sections connected Aft of a Craft for precision unloading Galactic Federation Sponsored Goods, in double quick time, straight onto a procession of Robo-trucks, for Earth and Moon deliveries.


Constructions of enormous Craft, protruding from both ends of gigantic ex-Stevedore buildings. Repair bays, crisscrossing enclosed ramps with Tool Sheds, attached at intervals, stocked with every incremental sized tool necessary for repairing or refitting, including a stories tall 3D Panel Printer. Outside of this impervious corridor of structure, was a world of infrastructure, visible only through these side windows.


There were some photographic illuminated poster advertisements, framed on the wall, to distant Destinations. Some were peculiar and some would be frequented by Inter Dimensional Time Travellers. All were neatly framed and back lit, situated between alternate windows.


They rode the flatbed trolley along the corridor that went ever onward, on the upward incline.


Still holding the handlebar, standing on the flat platform trolley, the apparatus had already taken the Zushna’s a long distance. Soon they’d be going through an automated air curtain that would blow away every last dust particle attracted by the static electricity created, as they travelled closer to the Port of Control.


The trolley pulled to a stop under the air curtain. They had arrived at the double automatic doors to a gangway platform. One by one, the Family of four, alighted the trolley, only to shake their legs free of the muscle memory sensation and tingles from the ‘Low-boy platform’s’ vibrations.












Chapter Eleven Boarding for Stasis


Zack remarked, “It’s like hopping off a boat, after being on the water for a few hours.”


“My legs are all wobbly,” Zora replied with a scrunched-up smile and a nervous giggle. “Sometimes, the child in us all, rises to the surface”. Standing on the gangway platform, excited with emotional tears welling in her eyes, Zora stated the obvious, “Isn’t this exciting?”


Teddy and Marla explained as their elders, saying, as they pointed towards the highly polished, shiny, reflective finishes, “Exciting. Now, be aware of everything we’ve learnt about going in to the SUECraft. The way the doors work. The Craft’s interior. Everything.”


Zora was captivated. “She’s so beautiful.”


Zack agreed wholeheartedly, “Magnificent. What a beauty!”


Teddy asked, “Ready?” nodding heads, his response. He rolled his eyes and his head comically, then said, “Well then. Away we go.”


The button on the wall released both doors and they parted slowly, opening to one of the gangway temporary attachments leading to the SUECraft’s sphincter open door.


The SUECraft was hovering silently about 100 metres above the ground. This gangway was attached to another gangway platform connecting the main part of the building gangway, onto the natural daylight platform and followed the curve around and over the SUECraft Torus Drive Magnetic Discs, before being able to pass through to the SUECraft interior hatch. There would now be a Host Bot guide into the Stasis Chamber sector.


Teddy was pleased to see his Family progressing forwards and not frozen in fear, as he expected. Just then, Teddy saw the Observation Deck, through a small window. There were people he knew crowding and waving, presumably cheering, on the soundproof Observation Deck. Teddy waved back, which Marla, Zack and Zora turned to see, rushing forwards, forcing their heads together, to see through the small window. The Observation Deck was full of friends and families, pressing themselves up to the soundproofed Plexiglass, waving and holding their three fingered hands with their palms and scaly lips pressed flat against the windows, in support of the journey the Zushna’s were now embarking on. The four Zushna’s were waving, noticing individual faces of who were cheering their send off. Some were dabbing tears and a few were comforting or receiving consolation.


The Zushna Family continued walking towards their Future, in the Past. They waved at the people on the Observation Deck, one last time.


The window panel shrunk smaller and tighter, until all edges met in the middle. Zora was standing alone in her long robe, craning to see, through the ever-diminishing window, if any guests were still waving. Watching until the very last pin-prick of light was squeezed shut.


A 150-centimetre-tall Host Bot, with four screens, one on each side with keyboards, not on castors but Host Bot seemed to be rolling or being pushed along by a ripple on the floor, towards the Zushna Family standing resplendent in their formal robes. They were all rotating on the spot, looking in amazement, to take in details of the room they were in. All of the Zushna’s noticing that there was plenty of room…in fact the Craft seemed so much bigger on the inside, than what it deceptively appeared on the outside.


The Host-Bot stood in the central area and announced with Siri’s voice, “The Zushna Family will please follow for Familiarisation Orientation.” All four screens showed a floor plan. The same as the floor plan they received when booking passage for the Family. They had all studied it, not that it would make a difference to their overall experience during Stasis.


There was a compartment for Stasis Units, or occupants could stay in an apartment, or seating could be arranged for short-term jaunts.


There were areas painted red that identified ‘No Go Zones’. These were areas of Cargo and Bot Services, of high Radiation Plasma and heat generated by the initial blast from the Plasma Proton Booster Engines.


“Each of this Family group, Teddy Zushna, Marla Zushna, Zack Zushna and Zora Zushna, please place your right-hand, palm pressed to this screen for ‘Definitive Imprinting Identification’.”


Teddy pressed his three-fingered hand and palm for identification. A series of statistics scrolled down on the screen. The top of the Host Bot rotated in Marla’s direction. Marla pressed her fingers and palm and her statistics appeared. Zack waited for Host Bot to rotate and pressed his hand to the screen. Although fewer in number, his statistics appeared on the screen. Then the Host Bot rotated one more time completing all four screens, when Zora placed her fingers and palm on her screen, then an insignificant quantity of statistics appeared for Zora.


Host Bot started to guide the Family of four Zushnas along a corridor that was curved in some sections and branched off towards other areas of purpose, such as the Galley and the Apartments. The Apartments were now, as supposed, used by a Commander and Flight Attendants. Other areas were for Seconder Contracts, computer functions and Cargo Storage. Stasis was in an area along the spine, through the middle of the SUECraft, in case of ’hull or skin penetration, infection or Dimensional travel size differentials.


Host Bot went over some of the particulars about this SUECraft, being 30 – 300 metres in length. Zora asked, “Why such a variance in length, Bot?”


The Bot responded, “This is an anachronism formed around her name. Sue is the Brain, Skin, Nerves and Bones, so she is still a ‘Living Being’. Space, Ultra, Extra-terrestrial. Her Skin emits signals for Official Identification. She alters her size, texture and appearance by exuding minute quantities of gas over her surface. Which works much the same way as cold Humanoids getting ‘goose bumps’ when chilled. Sue as a Craft has many capabilities, looking smaller on the exterior with a larger, more cavernous interior for instance, is due to her ability to internalise Dimensions, while travelling faster through the changing Dimensions. Be nice to the SUECraft and Sue will be loyal and care for you all, until the end of days.”


Zora could see a Military Soldier standing at attention in another room. She had been watching the wall panels forming room junctions, as they slowly squeezed together. As Zora looked for any gaps to peek through, before they all closed tight, she found a diminishing gap she could still see through to an adjoining room. Zora looked into one of the last gaps coming together, where there was only blackness. It was the deepest, darkest, blackness of Universal Space. Zora had only ever seen ‘Vantar Black’ in fashion magazines. This was a black so black, that not a spec or sparkle, no reflection from any particle, nor from any source and it was starting to disorient her. Zora had imagined the deepest, darkest void of Space had no reflection. ‘It could only be the outer limits of Space, that could be so devoid of light but how could she see it from here’?


“Sue is a Dimensional Being and coordinated with other Dimensional Time functioning Craft,” continued Host Bot. Zora was still squatting, straining to see the Vantar blackness through a narrow gap at the junction between two walls, watching the depths of the distant, ever diminishing outer limits, squeezing closed.


Zora inclined her head to see other Craft at the docks and the curved horizon of Planet Earth, as they were leaving. “We’re already on our way. Everyone, look.” All four of them were crouching down on the floor, huddled and cramped, heads pressed together, straining for a glimpse, from the only view perspective.


“That was a super smooth take off,” said Zack. His mouth was agape as he watched in wonder. Tilting his head to view the different angles within the structure, as though there wasn’t one ‘right way up’. In another area he noticed, boxy fundamental construction, which was probably the ‘live-in’ apartments and rooms with fixtures and other amenities. Marla said, “Leaving? So soon?” Marla hadn’t felt any change either.


Teddy agreed, “I thought, in the very least we’d be in Stasis before departure.” He had resigned himself to a certain progressive order of ‘going into Stasis’. As well as the process they should execute to exit from Earth’s influence… but the fact was, they were already on their way and that seemed to miff Teddy a little. As though something wasn’t quite right and not going to plan or that he had been told a lie and was deciding whether to participate in such hap-hazard disrespect for ‘GalFed’s Procedure for Departure’. Teddy resigned himself to the ‘too late to change his mind now’ philosophy and forced a smile at Marla, whom had summised it might mean absolutely nothing, or that leaving was a dedicated and ‘rigid time-tabled departure slot’, for this SUECraft to leave Earth’s Docklands.


As a group of four, they followed and listened to the Host Bot. There were seriously dangerous areas inside SUECraft. There was a three-storey drop-off. The stairs and ramps had no handrails and confusing encasements, that lead up, down and criss-crossed across from all conceivable access points, to expedite a fleet of service Bots for every onboard internal need or external necessity. Host Bot continued to lead the Zushna’s along corridors to the section of Stasis Chambers, designated for high ranking GalFed Officials or for prepaid immigrant clientele. They arrived in the room with four slightly reclining Perspex-fronted Stasis Chambers. Four Stasis Chambers, with four name plates imprinted with ‘ZUSHNA’ and their commonly used name, ‘Teddy’, ‘Marla’, ‘Zack’ and ‘Zora’. Dedicating each of them, to a shiny, new, Perspex fronted, ‘long-term, hibernation chamber’.


“What do we do now Marla? Take off our robes?”


Host Bot said, “Leave your garments and Mag-slippers in place.” Host Bot automatically opened the clear top Perspex cover, revealing a shiny synthetic covered mattress with a molded recess in which the Humanoid body would fit and lay comfortably. “Stand in your designated pod and lean back into the white synthetic covered, foam molded sponge backing. It will prepare each occupant at a predetermined rate when it’s time to come out of Stasis. Momentarily, there will be an intelligent extendable clear cable, with a multitude of coloured wires within it, gliding into place between the Velcro junction at the front of your robes. This is to measure, mobilise and monitor each Humanoid constantly, making incremental adjustments to vital levels of function, so you will arrive awake, alert and physically healthy. Everything to do with your Stasis Chamber is for your benefit and safe arrival, exactly as you are now, back to Earth Moon Binary, 1969.”


A round observer, dropped to head height, between the Stasis Units, then it emitted squeaky computer jargon type tones. These ‘tones’ initiated one mode of function to link another computerised functioning machine. In this case it communicated to the Stasis Chamber computer monitor initiated tubes filled with multicoloured hypodermic wires, to slide between the Velcro at the front of their robes and with a modicum of discomfort they will merge with the body, for constant incremental Pathology samples, to be taken at a moment’s notice.


“I knew these robes would be intelligent,” said Zack, feeling drowsier which he supposed was from the computerised Ball, emitting a sleep frequency’? Zack had been watching the Velcro making an opening for the tube lit with hypodermic ended wires. It tickled when the hypodermic ended wires manoeuvred over his skin under his robes. “It feels like the wires are tickling my whole, ‘Ouch!’ body.”


Host Bot said, “The doors to Stasis Chambers take 15 seconds to close. You will be able to communicate until then. Stasis Chambers will now begin to close the Plexiglass protective door panel. When the door panel is closed, the interior of the Stasis Chamber becomes your soundproof sanctuary.”


Marla, who was looking directly into Teddy’s eyes, said, “Good night, my love.” Then she turned her head slightly and said, “Good night, Zach.” Finally saying, “Good night, Zora.” Marla and Teddy added a quick uplifting comment. “See you, when we get there.”


Then Teddy said, “Good night, my love.” At the same time Zora and Zack were making themselves comfortable, Marla was feeling the pit of her stomach surge with the adrenaline of dread. Zack and Zora were saying their general “Nigh’ Nigh’,” which was a time-honoured colloquial phrase used when Zack and Zora went to bed, as children.


Then there was a collective, “See you in 1969.”


Marla commensed her speech, “This Adventure in Time eventuates for us, the Zushna Family, towards our exact Destination…” Zora remembered to say, “Thanks Sue.” Then Marla, Teddy and Zack just got out the words: “Yeah, than…” before the Plexiglass closed with a sigh and sealed shut.


Their Stasis Pods were positioned in a way that they were looking at each other. The Ball communicator suspended between the Stasis Pods, started flashing, strobing lights at the centre point between the four pods. Later the Stasis Units would be manoeuvred into an ‘in-line formation’ so the walls could be repositioned. For added Security, the room’s walls, will be manoeuvred to create a long thin space, effectively sealing a box around the four Stasis Units, in train-carriage formation.


A mist dropped down over them, within their individual pods. The strobing light was hypnotic and they all grew drowsier, hardly resisting the inevitable. They had smiled, cried, pulled faces, animated charades and had heard an unfamiliar voice in their ‘pods’ with them. Watching each other until they could no longer resist sleep.
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