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With Earth in the New Times technology expanded beyond mankind’s wildest dreams. With less than 3 billion Humans on the planet and less than 1 billion Worldly Aliens who lived in peace after decades of war, the Earth became a playground for those who worked with it 

or against it...

AUTHOR'S NOTES

Of course, these are fictional accounts of futuristic events. Each timeline is distinct by their standings. 

Much later in the stories a New Times Council was developed to remove all the dates situated in the future.

I believe this transpired, so I did not become obsessed with the dates which I believed I was.

In doing research on several characters, I almost got lost on futuristic-fictional-histories. It all became a jumbled mess.

The Council, even though fictional (at this time) helped me to absolve myself from many complexities and times of birth.

I would encourage a gleaming of the back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and features of certain aliens before devouring the whole text and story. 

Also, I would note there are present places in the future written in war experiences. I did not or would ever desire these locations to meet any disastrous fate. 

I only wrote what I saw the characters experience and the occurrences thereafter continued in its story...

Michael Lighten

Mystery Writer

October/2024
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“Anything else you’re interested in is not going to happen if you can’t breathe the air and drink the water. Don’t sit this one out. Do something” – Carl Sagan.

I was a short Fuman with two blue wrap-around robes and black ties. I didn’t want the robes to trip me up, which they had a bad habit of doing occasionally.

Some inhabitants (including my half-brother Hut) might see it as funny if I stumbled in the robes, but it was quite embarrassing.

My Mother and I, known as Mother Ntb, or Mother returned from planet Pro (Pro is a planet over 361 light years from this place).

After a six-month sojourn of medicine acclimation, but on my return to Earth, I began to feel strange, like something was off...

I was near mature age but had one year to go before I could edge out of having a paid tutor give me instructions on math, science and history, Earth, and Pro. 

As Cairn Mele, a black-haired Human Instructor with a pink complexion and a very thin body, gave me electronic homework I excused myself and he quickly left, sensing something quite not right.

I became violently ill. In the bathroom I wretched dryly, until I heard a firm knock on the door.

(Let me in) my mother, known as Mother Ntb, asked.

I hesitated until she insisted. When I pulled back the bright blue door, flushed the toilet, and began to wash my face, she handed me a green paste that settled my stomach and gave my breath a sweet smell if only for a moment.

“You think it’s the Earth/Pro mix?” she asked.

The Earth/Pro mix was a combination of medicines given by professional healers (Doctors) on Earth and Pro that assisted planet travelers to acclimate on Earth or Pro.

If not taken in a certain order or given in heavy amounts an individual had been known to become ill, and some had died suddenly.

(I don’t know. Why are we not using thought? It’s much faster) I was mentally pushed.

“We need to practice our English. Tomorrow we can do Spanish. Humans do not throw thoughts,” she said.

“I know,” I said as I wiped my wet face with a blue towel.

I slowly sat down in the living room and bowed my head, mostly because I didn’t want to look my mother in the eye and deal with the matter. She sat next to me on a green couch, sensing my enclosed nature.

She had a tan complexion with thin fingers that acted as a comforter as they ran along my lower back. She had healing powers, and I was glad to experience their effect firsthand.

“This is the third time you got sick. What’s going on with you?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” I stared down, but she moved my face up with her right hand to peer at her.

My eyes were grey, prominent and she peered at my large head, small ears, and thick nose...for what?

“I didn’t nick myself on a nail or anything,” I said as I sensed her concern.

“Fumans had been known to die suddenly from cuts and bruises on Earth, but you look unmarked,” she said.

“Fumans are Phasees and Humans combined, sometimes it doesn’t blend so well,” I said, as I reminded her, I knew Human/Phasee history.

“You have a high rate of defenders (white blood cells) in your blood, your immune system is going haywire for something...,” she paused as she stared.

“You can see that?” I asked, astonished.

“Gained that knowledge after I came back to Earth. It makes no sense to me either. I’ve learned to not fight the gifts you are given. I will give you a day to get yourself together, if you are not feeling well by tomorrow, we are going to see a Phasee doctor,” she said.

“Why a Phasee doctor?” I asked, alarmed. “I was sure I heard of Pro doctors somewhere.”

“No, urban legend. There are only 984 Pros on Earth, and none of them are doctors; Phasees are closer to our physiology than Humans. They can give us many suggestions that Human doctors cannot,” she said.

She rubbed my back mostly to end the conversation.

“Why don’t you lay down? Maybe it will help you to feel better?” she encouraged.

I nodded, faintly smiled, and closed the door so I could rest.

But I did not rest. Vivid dreams of bombs and worldwide destruction. In each of the dreams, I acted as an observer while people around me died. It was so horrible I woke up with a start at 10:02 at night.

We had to have grey mini blinds to conform to the windows which twisted about the ship-like structure. As I walked into one living area I saw my half-brother Hut, home from work as a spaceship maker.

He only stayed with us temporarily, because he had his place two blocks away.

Hut was the son of Liman Jo, better known as the man who didn’t want to go to Earth or The Man.

His companion was Pitta, and her daughter, Nesh, is my half-sister, like Hut, they stayed some blocks away in their place.

He hugged me and asked if I was feeling better, but his senses told him otherwise; he needed to hear it from me.

“Much better,” I sat next to him as vi-screens played in low-toned news reports. “This always gives me a headache the way you can look at so much without getting confused.”

“I trained myself. It helps my mind,” he said.

I noticed an open electronic album that showed towers in various positions on the shore.

“Lighthouses?” I asked.

“Rough men places. I am doing a little research on Phasee/Human interaction. I tell you, it was not an easy history, full of bloodshed and much death,” he moved blue electronic pictures.

I moved my hand forward to touch it and was instantly taken to a tower that looked over one hundred feet in the air. I heard sirens and could feel the tension as people ran into basements and other low places. I turned in a circle, not sure what was going on until I noticed a fiery streak coming down and another fiery streak going up to meet it.

Both objects erupted outward so that I could feel the intense heat and light. I reared back and raised my arms to protect my face...

Until I felt a shaking and opened my eyes and saw my brother as he stood over me.

He looked alarmed and almost lost as I came out of my dream.

“I must have fallen asleep,” I said.

“No, you were wide awake. It was like you were in some kind of trance,” he sat next to me, worried.

“I don’t know what happened,” I said.

“We are going to see that doctor tomorrow,” he said.

I reluctantly agreed.

Mother and Hut rode in a green and blue air car .0004 which appeared slick in the sun that rose. It was Mother’s car because her favorite colors were blue and green.

I slowly disembarked as the car hissed and made noises that whined. My arm rose to block some of the sun’s brightness...

And I saw an explosion that devastated land and people...

(Jib) Mother was upon me with a touch from her right hand on my left arm (You all, right?)

I blinked my eyes and stared at Hut who approached from the driver’s side.

(Jib) he pushed a worried thought.

(I will be okay) I sighed and tried to stand tall and walk into the white offices with three levels and blue-tinted windows.

Sha was a 127-year young Fuman with light brown hair, mixed with grey. She had white eyes that stared with determination into all my orifices (embarrassingly), until over an hour later she left me, my mother, and my brother, sitting in a side room with a brown bench and light grey walls.

When she returned, we all looked up to read her face and features, and with this reading, we were all surprised.

“You are feeling the aftereffects of the Earth/Pro Combination or EPC,” she wearily sat on a movable stool. 

“I contacted some Pro doctors through a five-minute probe, and that was their diagnosis too. I have seen this before, especially after the planet excursions began over 200 long turns.”

I suspected there was more to my illness.

“What do you recommend, healer?” mother asked.

“A gradual withdrawal of the EPC to two-third doses. I am sure you are all still taking the dosages every sixty days as required?” she asked.

We all silently nodded.

“I am going to increase your nausea meds to give you some comfort, Jib,” she typed with long, tan fingers. “If you have any more problems, please don’t hesitate to contact me or my staff.”

When we all left, we were all quiet in our thoughts as relief fell over our bodies and minds that all would be well.

“I sensed she was connected to my father Mars,” I glanced at my brother.

“She was his companion on Phaes, given by Great leader Est after he died in the destroyer war. Good pickup,” Hut smiled.

Pleased I could read some of her history. I suddenly looked up and back and noticed her as she stood in an upper window. She stared almost stoically at me.

When we all climbed into the car, and it rose fifty feet, Dr. Sha stared like a robot. I could not fathom what was her fascination in watching us as we rode off into clear skies and many air cars.
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"The earth is what we all have in common.” —Wendell Berry

When we stopped to eat at a burger restaurant in a large mall it was very crowded. I sat down as Hut stood in line to gain our orders and his. I looked nervously around until Mother touched my right arm to calm me down.

“You seem uptight,” she said.

“I will be all right,” I said.

The overhead lights disturbed me the most, why was it so bright in here?...

Then I noticed and felt something fall. With blinking eyes, I noticed a...chain...a necklace? I stared at it, confused...

“What is it?” Mother asked.

I looked down and noticed something shiny, and out of place. I reached down and picked it up. I immediately gained instant knowledge of the wearer and her most recent stint of sex in the bathroom in the mall...

(Nasty)...I thought.

“Throw it away,” Mother understood.

I rose and turned in a circle as the gold chain dangled in my hand.

“Throw it away,” she said more firmly.

“I need to do this, Mother,” I looked left and right.

Then I sensed someone ahead, despite all the heads that moved around. I slowly walked and excused myself as my green robes with black ties blended with other colorful-robed citizens.

I saw a young Fuman girl with black hair, brown eyes, and a sweet smile with blue robes and white ties to control flapping. I sensed her name was Sana, 26, and she had one child, a daughter named Samantha sometimes called Sam.

“Excuse me,” I interrupted their conversation gently. “I believe you dropped this...”

“Oh,” she accepted the necklace. 

She touched her neck and stared in amazement.

“I didn’t even know it was gone. Thank you...Jab?” she tried to pick up my name.

“Jib, but Jab sounds better,” I lightly laughed.

Her friends Zahra, 20, another female Fuman, and Xavier, 35, a male Phasee (sex in the bathroom) who acted as a teacher stared in amazement.

“Let me give you something for this,” Sana said as she produced some electronic coins.

“No, pay it forward,” I raised my hand and walked away.

When I sat across from my mother and Hut she stared with intense eyes of disappointment.

“That was nice of you,” she said with sarcasm.

“How did you know it was her necklace?” Hut asked.

“I felt it was,” I said as I stared at the fries and one burger, no cheese, and a pickle with wheat bread.

“Your favorite,” Hut said. “Eat up.”

I felt much better when we returned home to our 2-storied house of white painted walls, a green, nice-sized lawn, and a beige patio; but I was surprised when Arn2 (synthetic Human) and Mars2 (another synthetic Human) and Dr. Sha stood on the lawn.

Arn2 was formerly on Earth as a child, who was gunned down accidentally, in a firefight. His consciousness was regenerated through Memory DNA or MDNA (a new and expanded science these days).

His new body was generated on Phaes, by one of my father’s friends and given tasks to achieve and study until my father (Mars) found it was his long-dead son.

Mars2 was generated through my father’s MDNA, against his best wishes, after my father died on his way to Earth after Phaes exploded. 

It’s a long story, but you get the gist.

“We need to talk,” Arn2 said.

I didn’t want to be caught up in adult problems and hurried to my room and tried to seal the door, until Arn2 pressed one of his brown flexies through.

“You should listen to this,” Arn2 said.

I reluctantly sat on the green couch as Mars2, Hut, my mother, and Arn2 sat on nearby green and brown furniture. When Dr. Sha asked my mother to use her vi-screen she concurred with a nod of her head.

I could feel the reluctance in my mother. She peered at me as a blue-lighted screen rose and the doctor touched some areas to open before the destruction of Phaes.

“This is your mother at various parts of trying to save Phaes as the destruction increased. The ancients gave her a name...,” Dr. Sha said.

“Planet talker,” my mother said.

I tense at the word. I have heard of the term, but I was not sure what that term had to do with Earth.

My mother stood and sighed deeply, reluctant to bring up a sorrowful past...

“I could feel and sense the vibrations of the planet. I was not sure how it worked, but I knew it was in pain and needed help. Our help came too late, Phaes could not be saved, but now, you may have this ability,” she mumbled the last words, but I read it all.

“What?” I asked, confused. 

“Your scans at the office did show a high level of Fuman/Planet connections, same reading from your mother many years ago,” Dr. Sha said.

“I don’t know what this is all about,” I said, confused.

“I am required by law to tell other citizens about this rare phenomenon, for safety, in case things go awry. We don’t know how this will go.  

“Or we can do more tests and keep them in the family and not tell others. That is why I contacted your second father and second uncle on the matter. For moral support. How do you wish to proceed?” she asked.

Mother kneeled and took my right hand in hers.

“You are old enough to make this decision yourself, even though you are not at the age of responsibility,” she said.

“See it as a testing of your responsible faculties,” Hut said with a smile.

I sat for a long minute and considered my options. I then decided to let science be the guide.

“I want more tests,” I said.

Dr. Sha smiled and the others appeared pleased I took science over the chance of public opinion in dealing with a private matter.

Later, I would find that my “illness,” was more a public matter than I realized...

Mother arrived in my room late in the day, after Hut returned to his apartment and was sworn to secrecy on my medical matter. I sat on the edge of my large blue bed and watched as she cried silently. It was my turn to comfort her with a back rubbing.

“I feel so bad...,” mother said as she wiped tears from her grey eyes.

“You inherited a gift, or a curse. Not your fault at all. Not mines either,” I said.

“It’s not a curse,” she accepted some tissues from me. “Anything from God is always a Gift.”

“It seems like a curse to me,” I said.

She stared at me, but did not reply, only stood to walk to the open door and did not turn around.

“Your second father, Mars could help. He has memories of when I received my ability,” she said.

“I don’t know him,” I said evenly.

She peered back at me.

“I once did,” she said, before closing the door and leaving me in my thoughts.
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“The single biggest threat to our planet is the destruction of habitat and along the way loss of precious wildlife. We need to reach a balance where people, habitat, and wildlife can co-exist – if we don’t everyone loses ... one day.” —Steve Irwin

I was soon after four days inside a hospital filled with robots, nurses, and strange equipment that scanned my body. None of it was unpleasant, but boring...it must have lasted all day, until I was released at 4:10 in the late afternoon.

Mars2 came with mother this time. He was not very talkative, and she appeared dismissive to him as he asked some questions about the medical proceedings. 

He was not a tall synthetic Fuman (SF?), maybe 4 feet 2 inches, and wore black robes with blue tie strings. His flexies were dark green and blended with his robes.

When I rose from the table and they were finished with me, I asked in English, out loud, if he could eat burgers?

“No, I drink a vitamin/oil-like substance that keeps me lubricated, two times a day. Once in the morning and once at night,” he said.

“Must be nice,” I said. “I would still like to get a burger at the mall. You are buying?”

Mother Ntb thought that was being forward and gave a face of disapproval. 

“I would love to buy,” he smiled.

At the mall I believe my appetite was returning because I ate the usual two burgers with wheat bread and a pickle with a clear drink soda that fizzled, just in case my stomach gave me some problems.

Mother enjoyed her fries with a burger and a dark soda drink as Mars2 looked from face to face as people walked about. He appeared more like a robot than a Human. I don’t know why I thought he would act more Human than a robot.

“Jab?” a familiar voice asked.

I looked up to see Sana and Xavier as they stared with smiles. Mother immediately frowned, but Sana offered to join us, and we all slid to the right.

Sana sat next to me as Xavier sat next to Mother, who appeared enclosed, so as not to show her disapproval. I hoped they had not picked up on her feelings.

“I know we use English a lot in this area. I am Sana and this is my protégé, Xavier, and we love the malls. In between going to college for Applied Science we shop every day and all day, because it’s what we do, now, it’s your turn, Jab...” her words trailed off.

“What?” I asked as I munched on my second burger.

Xavier gestured (Introduction Time)

“Oh, my true name is Jib, but I like Jab, better. I am in my last year of Home Tutor and have an interest in Applied Science in the future. This is my mother, some like to call her Ntb, (she waved) and my second father, Mars” (he nodded and smiled).

“Wow, a second father. I have yet to see the first father,” Sana said.

I then sensed she was fatherless but didn’t want to pry and pulled my probing powers back to give her a sense of privacy and she smiled weakly, pleased I did not dig deeper.

“Cool,” Xavier smiled. “Does he retain all the memories of Warrior Mars?”

“I don’t know,” I sighed deeply and turned to Mars2. “Do you remember much of my father’s past?”

“Almost all of it,” he said with a frown.

My mother exhibited tension as he said this. I didn’t want to go deeper in that direction either; Sana, noticing my discomfort, asked for a bite of my sandwich.

“I can get you another sandwich,” I rose in my seat, but she guided me back down with a touch of her hand.

“I want what you have,” she said quietly.

I was dumbfounded, but turned my sandwich around to the unbitten side, tore it in half and gave her some of it. She ate it silently as we all remained enclosed in our thoughts.

“Thanks,” she rose to leave. “Time for my studies.”

“Same here,” Xavier rose also.

I smiled and waved at them, but they both stopped and looked at me with eyes that smiled.

“What?” I asked.

She displayed her phone connection in a blue format, and I took out my phone to receive it. When they walked away, I noticed the unapproved stare of my mother.

“They came to me, mother,” I said.

“She likes him,” Mars2 said.

I nodded and smiled at Mars2, but when I turned to my mother she only frowned.

“She is too old for you,” mother said as we sat in the living area and watched vi-screens.

“I know. I thought about that,” I said.

“You never had a girlfriend before, plus she uses sex to get her way,” mother said.

“You know this?” I asked, cautiously.

“She is no Blank Pager,” mother said.

The Blank Page Movement or BPM were trained to block emotions and thoughts and had over 20,000,000 members worldwide. Many citizens these days call them BP or Blank Pagers for short.

“She has sex with Xavier, he acts like a teacher of the mind, to help them with their mental abilities, and sexual overtures for payment,” mother trailed in her words.

“TMI, too much information,” I raised my hands. “I don’t care.”

“But you still like her,” mother turned from the vi-screen and stared directly at me. “You are underage, but since you like her, I will give you permission to see her.”

I was so shocked I didn’t know what to say, but I had to ask the vital question.

“Without a chaperone?” I asked.

“Without a chaperone, but the moment I notice things go off the rails I will shut you down,” mother said firmly.

I could only nod and stare at the vi-screens that talked about inclement weather.

One week lapsed and after I retained my studies through Instructor Cairn in electronic form, I immediately gave him a handshake.

“I see you are feeling much better...,” he said.

Then, I didn’t feel so good and had to hurry to a nearby bathroom and vomit. As I regurgitated lunch, I saw an image of him doing the same...

“What?” the image baffled me.

It seemed like I shifted into his world, without an instigation from me or a push from him. I walked from the bathroom after taking some paste to settle my insides and washing my face.
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