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For all those who felt the love notes and God forbid the hate notes.
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New Times (where all remnants of the calendar’s years were removed) Wisconsin (remnants of the State of Wisconsin) was the bedrock of Other Worldly Aliens (OWAS) and humans who did vie to live in harmony.

Split into two governments, one human (Greater Kenosha, Wisconsin); the other alien (Superior, Wisconsin); many citizens of Wisconsin struggled to obtain a central identity. 

When their enemy, Farmers from Farmland used terroristic tactics to undermine the region Wisconsin Citizens fought back with a ferocity that shook lands far and wide.
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TOBIAS STONE’S 1st TALK APRIL4th,
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“You are killing yourself by turning on yourself. An enemy is knocking on your door which is our doors. You should be preparing for war, and you are fighting each other. I say drop your battles with each other and prepare to receive the enemy. If not, you will be destroyed.” 
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Mark Tobias Nott was born through his parents Tobias Stone and Binder Nott. After the death of Tobias Stone, the actual day of his father’s death. 

Mark was born through the anguish of his mother Binder, who watched as her husband died at one of his famous talks with phasees from Phasee Land of Wisconsin.

Mark was not pleased with his name. He kept this hidden for many years. He knew there would come a time when he would have to face his anguish over his name. 

His older brother Keith Nott knew of his problem with his name and knew this day would emerge to face it.

Mark stood tall at six feet three inches. He had black hair that was matted to his enlarged forehead. 

He had strong neck muscles and a light brown complexion with prominent gray eyes and thick lips. His ears were also small, and others usually wondered how he could hear so well.

Mark was fuman, mixed with phasee and human genes and he was able to read minds and feel emotions at times, but these abilities were limited compared to what a phasee could do. 

This was the day Mark had been waiting for. It was his birthday. He knew a fuman who took on the Phasee Constitution was given a handsome stipend until they were 25 years of age. They were also encouraged to do their vocation, but there is where Mark fell short.

He was not sure what he wanted to do, yet.

Mark waited in a side room with yellow and gold walls. He paced back and forth in green robes with black stripes. 

His black boots made clicking noises as he paced nervously. He mumbled to himself as he formed the words he waited to say.

Keith appeared in the room wearing a blend of blue with gold stripes in his robe. He also wore green flexies (cotton shoes). 

His dark complexion and large head did not resemble the look of his brother Tobias. Keith had white eyes with a hint of gray in them. 

His eyelids were thick, and his lips were also thick. This was the only similarity. Keith’s face appeared more like his mother’s while Tobias appeared more like his father’s.

“Are you ready?” Keith asked.

“Ready as can be. Want to walk with me?” Mark asked.

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world,” Keith said with a smile.

Paul’s Estate was a large place of red bricks and tall white columns of 140 rooms that upheld it on a hill that declined 200 feet into the Nemadji River which flowed from southwest to northeast.

Many of the rooms were small and comfortable with white marble floors and green, metallic-colored walls. Paul had ordered the entire estate repainted with green walls over the orange and added 98 rooms. 

Phasee servants in purple and yellow robes walked and drove in floor vehicles that were guided by electrical floor magnets.

Master Paul Nott was 53 and feeling the pressures of maintaining a volatile region. He was named “Master” when his father, Sean Nott died under mysterious circumstances. 

Paul sat in blue robes with yellow trimmings in a long-backed, green chair in a chamber of white and gold. 

Next to him sat his wife Cleo Nott who was 58, but she looked much younger in her yellow robes with red trimmings in a long-backed, blue chair. 

Cleo’s cocoa butter skin blended from a sun that shined little light in chambers nearly closed from the sun.

Binder Nott was Paul’s sister. She recently turned 52 and sat in white and blue robes as her dark complexion blended into the long-backed chair. She smiled even; white teeth as she saw her two sons Mark and Keith enter the chambers.

Tall phasee guards stood in black uniforms strapped on silver laser cannons. Also at their waist were smaller gamma guns and silver canister bombs were attached to their waist bands. 

Mark always counted the guards, because he feared for his Uncle Paul’s life since hit squads were sent from Farmland to obliterate what was Phasee land of Wisconsin.  

“I know, there are thirty guards instead of twenty,” Paul said after reading Mark’s thoughts. “You can never have enough guards in these times; but enough about me. This is your time. You may approach...”

Mark and Keith had held back in respect and paused, but Keith only stood his ground so that Mark walked forward and slightly bowed.

“Master Paul Nott, I Mark Tobias Nott have come for my stipend and any comments you may have for my welfare,” Mark said firmly.

“You may take your seat before the Council of Immediate Concerns,” Mark sat in his tall chair.

Tobias sat in a tall green chair that faced Paul, Binder, and Cleo. He paused in his thoughts before presenting his concerns.

“I have had concerns for my name, Mark. I believe that Mark is not who I am. I am more a Tobias than a Mark, so my name should be changed to Tobias Nott...,” Mark said evenly.

Immediately he felt the tension around him. He could feel most of the angst from his mom. She pressed her dark hands together and pressed her thick lips in tension.

“You have that right to change your name,” Paul said. “Want to tell us why?”

“I believe that revenge was used to kill many people when it came to Mark. I believe my mom and you; Master Paul planned to kill the gang of six to enact revenge for Mark’s death. 

“I do not know what kind of man my Uncle was, but I don’t believe he would have condoned this action. So, my father fought to change his life and the lives of many others. That is the kind of fuman I want to be, so the purpose of the name change,” Mark said.

“A name change does not a man make!” Growled Binder.

Mark stared at his mom with gray eyes.

“This is the first step toward obtaining my manhood or fuman hood. I have here a location to send my stipends, if I have met all the points of fuman hood,” Mark said.

Mark kept his arm out with a black chip in his hand. A nearby guard obtained the chip and gave it to Paul who stared at the chip with white eyes. 

Paul looked sternly at Mark for a time as he read as deeply as he could about any insincere thoughts and found none.

“So, what is your vocation?” Paul asked quietly. “If you cannot clarify your vocation in six years, we will have to abandon you, do you understand that?”

“I understand that Master Paul, but my vocation is clear after reading my father’s teachings. I want to help others in need,” Mark said.

“You have picked a hard road for yourself,” Cleo said. “I wouldn’t wish it on anyone. Tobias Stone went through hell. You are no Tobias Stone.”

“No, Council leader Cleo, I am Tobias Nott,” Mark stood and bowed slowly. 

The Council bowed slightly, and Keith could only smile at his brother’s performance. Both brothers walked stiffly from the Minor Council, but when they emerged into halls of green and white floors they hugged vigorously. Keith and Tobias parted and smiled in unison.

“I knew you could do it,” Keith said. “Mark’s name will no longer have the power it did.”

“It will forever have some power in our lives. It is a part of history,” Tobias, formerly Mark said.

“It will be in the history books that you walked away from revenge and death. We made our mark, no pun intended,” Keith said.

Binder walked from the chambers in her white and blue robes. Her white eyes glared at her sons. 

They both became silent but did not bow their heads as they did as child-fus. They stood silent and erect, prepared to take what fury their mother would unleash.

“Tobias...with me, Keith your Uncle wants to talk with you,” Binder turned away as Tobias followed his mother.

Keith bowed to his mother and reluctantly went to talk to the master.

In Binder’s office of blue and yellow walls and brown furniture Binder paced quietly at a long window. 

Tobias stood firm and silent near her large brown desk. When she turned to him with thick-lidded white eyes he knew some onslaught would transpire.

“How can you do this to me?” she asked. “I named you Mark because it’s a strong human name which means ‘right on the mark.’ My brother was named Mark. He was killed wrongly, and, in his remembrance, I named you after him.”

“I know about the vengeance you and Master Paul placed on his killer’s heads. In the end five died through both your hands. I want no parts of that bloodshed on my soul,” Tobias said.

“You talk like a Christian! You use terms like soul and vengeance. What your Uncle and I did was not vengeance but retribution! Your term for soul we phasees calls self. Are you a Christian now?” Binder asked.

“I am half human, mom,” Tobias said.

“Your lineage does not make you a Christian, if your father was alive, he would have said the same,” Binder said. 

She sighed and appeared to gather her composure with a slight brushing of her robe.

“Your Uncle is waiting to give you your stipend. It is time you left. When you fail in trying to help those who don’t deserve it you will return to me and regain your name and your place next to Master Paul.”

Binder turned away from him and he knew this was the end of their conversation. When he slightly bowed and left Binder only smiled as she heard a shuffle near a far room. Sunlight beamed through the tall window, and she closed her eyelids and felt the presence of Sheila P.

Binder turned to look at Sheila who stood in green and black robes and wore a black belt around her waist. She stood in white flexies (cotton shoes) and her olive skin blended with the blue walls.

“I only want you to act as a lookout for my sons. Keith is his own pha, but Mark is another story. He is something special. You know what I mean? Report to me weekly on their progress or lack thereof, you will be well compensated for your troubles,” Binder said.

“I am not doing this for money,” Sheila said. “I am doing this for Tobias Stone’s legend.”

“I know,” Binder said tenderly.

They locked their eyes for a time and Binder used this time to scan her and knew she was genuine. Sheila really believed this was about Christian domination in a phasee land. 

As Sheila slightly bowed and turned to leave Binder felt Sheila in her zeal was mistaken in what this was about. Binder felt this was about the love for her sons.
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Mark Tobias Nott, now Tobias Nott, moved quickly from the mansion of his uncle, Master Paul. Tobias did not have much as in boxes or items. He only took a lot of his clothes and two suitcases and piled them in his green-winged air car back trunk. 

Paul, his mother Binder, and Cleo watched him from the upper window. They resembled mannequins, and this made him feel strange, as if he were under a microscope. 

When his Aunt Cleo vanished from the window and walked outside, he knew a confrontation was inevitable. 

Cleo walked quickly forward as her yellow robe and red trimmings moved away from the dreary outside colors of dull blue and gray skies. 

Tobias awaited her as he stood firmly. He tried to read her emotions, but they were all over the place, but he settled for the strongest emotion she displayed, her being disappointed in his decision to leave the region.

“Fumans usually leave their protective adobe when they become of age,” Tobias said.

“Don’t give me that phasee-fuman shit about stipends and all that. I really know why you are leaving. I am human and can read you like a book,” Cleo said.

“Why am I leaving, Aunt Cleo?” Tobias asked.

“You are leaving because of my daughter, Soon. She said she would return to you when you became of age. You don’t think you will be able to hold her off, do you?” Cleo asked.

Tobias dreaded these questions. He pressed his thick brown lips together and bowed his head slightly deep in thought. He did not want to think of Soon Nott.

“You pretend to know my mind when it comes to your daughter, Soon Nott. There may be truth to what you are saying. 

“She has no boundaries when it comes to what she wants. She wants Keith and me to join her ragtag kingdom in Soon Land, formerly known as Freeland. I am not motivated to accommodate her. Keith, as far as I know will stay away too,” Tobias said.

“I have talked to her. She does not care you are first cousins. She will stop at nothing to complete her task of marrying you both. 

“She wants one child each from you both. She uses love notes to get her way, as my former friend, your mother, Binder Nott did to your father Tobias,” Cleo said.

“Love notes could be used for ill or well,” Tobias said.

“Love notes can only be used for well I was told by Binder, but hate notes can be used for ill,” Cleo said.

“It’s all gibberish to me,” Tobias said. “That is one reason I am taking my money and moving away from here, too much bad history.”

“You can’t run from who you are, Tobias. You are mixed with phasee and human in your blood. Your history is phasee and human,” Cleo said.

“My history is behind me, Aunt Cleo. Now I am moving on,” he hugged Cleo tightly. “Love you.”

“Love you too,” Cleo’s eyes swelled with tears.

Tobias climbed into his green car and fired up the engine. It was not loud but gave a soft hum as he studied the panel for complications. He turned to Cleo and smiled weakly.

“I won’t call for a while to give my mom and dad time to absorb things. You can contact me through Keith,” Tobias said.

A homing beacon synchronized with the air currents and Tobias was able to blend into coming traffic without an accident. He knew without the beacon working properly it could cause an air catastrophe.

Cleo eyed the air car as it blended with surrounding vehicles. Keith hurried from the estate and cursed, he missed his brother, again.

“I wanted to talk to him before he left. Balk needs help in Freeland. He could use Tobias’ expertise in social issues,” Keith said.

“You mean: Soon land where my daughter is? Keith, we talked about this...,” Cleo said.

“Aunt Cleo, I promise to steer clear of her wily ways. She got me once, this time I have a plan to counter that,” Keith said.

“How do you counter love notes?” Cleo asked.

“Do not let her touch me,” Keith said.

Cleo pressed her thin lips together and felt that might not be enough to counter Soon’s plan of love armies.
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60 years ago, what was now called Soon land was formerly Freeland, but its original name was Saint Joseph, Missouri until Soon Gut annexed it as Freeland to dissociate herself from the Rough Man Region. 

This move worked when it came to identity but remained weak in regional defenses. 

When Leader Dar-met of the north raided it and drove out the human pirates it remained mostly abandoned to roving gangs. 

Soon Gut’s followers remained outside the city limits and were untouched by the violence until she died in 2060 of natural causes.

Soon Nott remembered as a small fu being teased by humans and fumans alike that she was not Soon Gut. These bullying tactics only piled insecurities on top of insecurities.

When Soon found she was born through infidelity and adultery this caused a rift to form between her and her mother. 

When Soon found out, her mother was once married to the Great Tobias Stone, she became incensed. She was only 14 when she found out the truth of her birth.

She had stormed into her mother’s bedroom while she was on the phone with Master Paul, her father. 

Cleo had severed the connection and stood in her white robe and expected a mind push that would send her into a coma.

“I would not do that to you, mom,” Soon said after reading her thoughts. “I am your daughter, and you are my mother, regardless of what you did in the past...plus mind pushes only work if you do them right. I think they are overrated. I just want to talk.”

Cleo weakly smiled and sat on the king-sized bed with yellow spreads while Soon stood in her blue and yellow robes.

“Your Uncle Tobias and I were having problems in our marriage. We tackled things differently, but love was there. It wasn’t enough,” Cleo sighed. “I had an affair with Paul, and you were born. 

“Tobias and I parted ways. I married Paul. In the end Tobias married Binder before he died. The day he died Mark Tobias Nott was born.”

“If you had stayed with Uncle Tobias, he would have been my father instead of my uncle,” Soon said.

“True, you never know how these things will turn out, Soon. In the end it came out for the better,” Cleo said.

“We will never know if it’s for the better until it reaches a certain peak,” Soon said.

“What do you mean?” Cleo asked.

“Aunt Binder hypnotized Uncle Tobias so he could love her. Dad killed a man in a bar fight to avenge his brother’s death in a prison break years ago. All those actions lead to a certain point, mom. Where do you think it will all lead?” Soon asked.

“No one knows that but God, Soon,” Cleo said.

“If God knows I hope we get a warning before it gets here, because it doesn’t look pretty to me,” Soon said.

Cleo breathed deeply and tried to find her calm spot as Soon turned and quickly walked from the room. 

She thought back to this event only 11 years ago. Soon just turned 25 and still she harbored much insecurity. 

She sat in the lotus position in a small bathroom with white walls and green curtains. Her dress was dark green and filled with blood. 

She had cut her arms with six-inch gashes with a laser knife. When the agony became too much, she telekinetically merged her skin together and induced euphoric emotions to combat the pain. 

She was pleased with her endurance in not crying out.
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Binder used many of her days to draw Foster Banner to her heart. He was near 60 years of age, but he still had the desire for a woman and since none was around, she plotted to be that woman.

She was thwarted at every turn by Justine of Han, rough man Maurice’s wife, and Johor Summers, mind teacher of her small fus (children). 

They knew she would vie for revenge since Foster was formerly part of the gang of 6, 5 members who were responsible for her brother’s Mark death. 

Foster did not contribute to the violence, but Binder did not want to leave none-untouched by her vengeance. She hugged Foster and placed in him love notes. 

These love notes were intended to open his heart to her. She would then have used her manipulative mental powers to humiliate and treat him as a servant until he died from a broken heart. 

She knew it would be a long death for him with her gaining much of the benefits from the relationship.

She also knew this was tried with Tobias Stone in the past, but she came to love him after notes were placed in her heart and mind. 

This effect bound them eternally, so much when he sickened and died, she was soon to follow; until Justine of Han and Master Mental Teacher Johor used herbal treatments and mind plants to save her. 

For some time, Binder’s vengeance was dissipated by all that happened between Tobias and her, until Tobias’ Plaque Commemoration and the feeling of something left undone. She saw her chance to impress Foster her love with a deep hug.

Unbeknownst to her Justine and Johor impressed on Foster’s mind walls against love notes. Foster did feel some deep devotion to Binder, but not obsessive as Tobias did. Binder, stumped, gave up her vengeance, for now.

Foster Banner was 59 and still Housing Advisor for the region of Greater Kenosha of Wisconsin. Foster had pink skin with green eyes and brown hair mixed with some gray. 

He was a thin man who sat in his green robes in a turning blue chair. He turned from one screen to the next in his office of white walls and blue furniture.

“I don’t know about that house, Ben,” Foster said into a small microphone. “Get back to me about that.”

He blanked one screen and turned to the other, until Binder’s signal came through. He tapped an electrical pencil that beeped on each hit. 

He really did not want to talk to her but remembered Justine’s and Johor’s suggestion of not ignoring her (which would only enrage her) but be open and non-receptive to her wily ways.

Foster would have to be attentive to all she said and did.

He tapped the button that opened her signal. When Binder’s brown face appeared on screen, he tried to display a face of pleasure but forgot that phasees could see through his ruse faster than he could fake it.

“You don’t have to smile on my account. I won’t feel offended,” Binder said.

“Hi, Binder, what’s on your mind?” Foster asked.

“You are,” Binder whispered.

Foster blinked his green eyes and felt an emotional rush. He knew she was trying his mental walls. He felt deep adoration for Binder and all she did. 

These feelings faded away somewhat, but this time he felt great pity for her. He sensed that deep down she did this for loneliness. She was lonely and this was her way of achieving attention.

It was too late to block his thoughts and emotions from reaching Binder. Her face looked crestfallen, and her brown lips pressed together to contain her anger.

“You think I am doing this out of loneliness?” Binder asked.

“I do. You know, Binder you really do not need to use love notes on me. I liked you when I first saw you, before Tobias took a liking to you; but hands off when your friend marries a girl, and she has his baby. I am not that kind of man to go behind a friend’s back and touch his girl,” Foster said.

This seemed to shake up Binder’s plan to have complete control over Foster. She did not expect him to approach her like this and she disconnected their signal so that he was left with a black screen.

“That was easier than I thought it would be,” Foster said to himself.

Suddenly Binder’s face appeared on screen next to his face and it startled him so that he jerked. She snickered at his discomfort.

“Say what you just said to me face to face. My place nine tonight, please don’t disappoint me,” Binder blanked the screen.

“Shit!” Foster uttered.

Frantically Foster contacted Justine in West Han. West Han was formerly Hannibal, Missouri until earth’s cataclysm broke away much of Missouri and left islands called city-states. 

Each city was like a country and Governors were in control and acted as Presidents of Democratic countries in the past. 

The former Hannibal was one region but within 50 years broke into West, East, and Southern Han. Justine acted as a regional director, like Foster Banner’s position. He knew she would understand his position when it came to his career and Binder Nott.

Justine wore a blue robe with white stripes and her large head was tied in a green scarf. Justine was a pretty phasee who kept light makeup on her medium brown skin.
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