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Phase 1: The Arloa

They sent me to the starlight

Investigate a find

Onto Jupiter's gravity, she binds

A lost, abandoned spacecraft, frozen somewhere in time

But not one soul, no life of any kind

She sparkled, blue and onyx

Intergalactic hue

She seemed to be as old as she was new

And as I crept in from the black, I braced for an attack

A cold, shaking for what they'll do

A hatch opened before me

My craft, caught in a beam

I checked all systems, everything was clean

And then, a swoon, a psychic tune began to play and scream

I came to in a brightly mirrored scene

A blinking ball of light

Appeared and darted around

And then, unfolded, tin foil kind of sound

Then formed an iron jester, a seamless metal clown

Flipped around, then one foot on the ground

"Call me the ship's computer

The soul of the machine

That's so far run forever, cold, pristine

In one form or another, I guess I've always been

I often have trouble remembering

So, ask me where I’ve been

The things that I have seen

Here and there, beyond, forever free

The traveler of the cosmic web, I am infinity

I am, I am, The Arloa is me

I've gone beyond the mountains 

That you could understand

A sea full of strange sunsets, different sands

I've beat the odds through lightning rods and been tied in the bands

If you ask me, I think it’s all so grand

I'll tell you of the empires

The predominant race

How about peace and war, monsters to face?

You might as well just sit and stare, you're not going anywhere

Now, come, my friend, welcome to Hyperspace

Phase 2: The Book of the Norda

1 - The Cry of the Norda

Cities shattered, the towers of glass

Now lay, shards upon the grass

Come and look and you shall see

The cask was full but now, lay empty

Darkness came out of the night

Silent silhouettes in flight

Illania, it seems, has come

King of reason, his life blood runs

Held my hand, his dying words

Falling silent, never heard

"Bohidia, please, save us all

Bohidia, The Norda call."

We can heal the deepest wounds

But who'll heal the healers on the ground?

Princess crowned and then she sighs

"Queen at last", but now, she cries

Immediately whisked away

To safety, somewhere far away

Waves of Bohidian warriors fly

Now, calmly cloud the emerald sky

Thousands and then millions swarm

A haggard life to which they're born

Illania had gone awry

And so far, she wouldn't die

They had thought the war was over

But now, they strike and run for cover

Old regime, a brand new foothold

Truthful stories left untold

Bohidians call to their knights

"The Norda heal, so we shall fight!"

2 - From Adron to Nova

I was born beneath a quasar

To die among the stars

The eon war, so endless

Made us what we are

When put to test, I was the best

A fighter for the cause

In the division of the shadows

Not bound by any laws

Through training, ever violent

A teaching, so obscene

To take the dirty laundry

And make it all unclean

The planet of The Norda

I had no words to say

But, then, there came the moment

I now dare time to fade

You wandered from the corridor

The eyes, they soothe, so tame

You said barely a whisper

But hello and a name

You knew I didn't belong

You knew what I could see

Forgive me if I noticed

How you seemed to love me
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