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Foreword

Most books fall clearly into the categories
of fiction or non-fiction. The Akashic Records Keeper defies any
attempt to place it in either category. The strongest feeling the
reader is likely to be left with on finishing the book is one of
mystery. It seems like a blend of fact and fantasy, but which is
which? It is difficult to be sure where one begins and the other
ends – one is left with a lingering suspicion that possibly it is
nearly all fact. 

As we enter the 21st Century we are beginning
to realize that much of the apparently solid reality we see around
us is in fact ephemeral and indefinable. The science of Quantum
Physics now tells us that everything is composed of energy, but the
structure of that energy cannot be clearly defined – at times it
may take the form of a particle and at times it may be a wave. Not
only that but experiments also confirm that the power of our minds
can affect the way that energy behaves. Some of the more
open-minded Quantum Physicists have had to admit that at times
there is little difference between their beliefs and philosophies
and those of the ancient mystics.

This is not a book that grips the reader’s
attention with its thrill a minute plot. Nor is it the type of book
that brings on the warm fuzzies or produces an emotional high. It
is much more than that. Yes! This is a good ripping yarn. The
central character is a brave and resourceful hero, and the plot is
full of unexpected twists and turns with an unusual but happy
ending. It is the questions that the book raises and the
uncertainty of the answers that are its real strength. Is it
possible the mythical land of Shambhala really exists? Is human
thought powerful enough to part solid rock? What did the Americans
discover in their wartime Rainbow experiments with time and matter
and why has Nikola Tesla been discredited ever since? Are there
alien races that, far from being hostile to us, are actively
working to prevent us from destroying our planet and our
civilization with it?

In the world of the mystic, answers are not
necessarily important, and indeed there may be no answer to some of
our most pressing questions. What is important is that we recognize
that this universe of ours is so complex that we can never fully
comprehend it – that we should always retain an open mind and a
flexible outlook on life. The Akashic Records
Keeper invites the open-minded adventurer to take a fresh
look at the world and to explore the possibilities.

Richard Creasy


Prologue

Following on from their journey to the
future, which they’re still unsure happened, Aaden, Tiffany, Fleur,
and Ben are faced with an even bigger challenge to their
understanding of reality. Not only do they need to consider the
possibility of a subterranean world, but also another aspect of
themselves.

Subterranean civilizations: Agartha,
Shambhala, and the hollow Earth – throughout history, stories of
such possibilities have pervaded our literature in the form of
scriptures, myths and legends, fictional stories and even supposed
eye-witness accounts. The very idea of a hollow earth defies
scientific logic, but what about a labyrinth of interconnecting
tunnels and subterranean caverns crisscrossing the outer crust and
substrata of the planet to underworld cities, Shambhala?

Many ethnic cultures have tales of ancestors
from Lemuria emerging from the hollow earth, most notably the Hopi
Indians of America, whose legends corroborate those of South
American cultures, plus others around the world. Many of these
stories also mention the mysterious Vril energy that powers the
hollow earth, like the strange experiments of the Second World War,
where the Rainbow Project ruptured the time/space continuum,
creating a time-warp that resulted in a battleship disappearing
from Philadelphia harbor.

Many ufologists believe that some recorded
accounts of close encounters of the third, fourth and fifth kind
are with beings from our own hollow earth, a subterranean
civilization that has been interacting with humanity throughout the
ages. The Abominable Snowman, the Yeti and even the mysterious MIB
(men in black) are possible physical manifestations of this
underworld race.

Tales of Atlantis and Lemuria, the continents
that sank beneath the waves, have persisted in folklore throughout
recorded history. Speculations that some of the residents of these
ancient cultures survived the deluge by going underground have been
given credence by the legends of numerous cultures throughout our
world. If it’s so, is it possible that these civilizations have
developed independently of surface cultures, occasionally
interacting with them throughout history?

Occultists believe that this is a possibility
and Hitler, for one, was so convinced that he apparently formed
special squads to go to Tibet in search of the entrance to the
secret world of Agartha. His aim was to seize the mysterious Vril
weapon developed in the subterranean world, the power of which
would ensure his goal of world dominance.

Agartha; Shambhala; Shangri-La – is there
such a thing as a hollow earth? Read The Akashic
Records Keeper and decide for yourself!


 


 


 

Each chapter begins on an intriguing
adventure with an element of surprise, never quite knowing where we
are going next. This book slowly engulfed me, drew me in until I
was on my own journey, opening my mind, enticing me to read more. I
ask, is this just a novel or a key to our future…? Take the time to
read and digest this wonderful and thought-provoking book.

Dawn Farr - author of 'My Cancer my
Journey'.

 



CHAPTER 1

PREMONITIONS

A passenger airliner, cruising high above the
clouds on a clear day, suddenly explodes in a fireball.

Aaden awoke with an agonized yell, sitting
upright in bed.

“AADEN,” his sister Tiffany called from a
nearby room, “are you okay?”

Aaden heard the running steps down the
hallway before his bedroom door was flung open. His sister rushed
in, followed by their friend, Fleur.

“What’s wrong?” Tiffany yelled, panic showing
in her eyes.

“The plane exploded,” Aaden gasped, still
affected by the vision.

“What?” said Fleur, confused. “What
plane?”

Tiffany flashed a knowing expression.

“Ah!” she said, “you’ve had another of your
visions. I thought maybe that our coming on vacation with our
friends might have stopped those – another new location, other
things to experience.”

Ben appeared at the doorway, rubbing his eyes
and yawning.

“What’s happening?” he said, squinting in the
brightness of the room light.

“Aaden had a bad dream,” said Fleur.

“It wasn’t a dream,” said Aaden. “It was a
vision … I know the difference.”

Ben stared at him for a moment, then blinked.
He flashed a questioning glance at Tiffany.

  “Aaden … sometimes has visions
... that often … prove to be accurate,” she said, unsure of how
much to say.

“Okayyy,” said Ben, looking back at Aaden.
“So … what did you dream.”

“I told you … it wasn’t a dream.”

Fleur sat on the side of Aaden’s bed.

“What did you see?”

“The plane … exploded!”

They all stared at him with blank
expressions, but then Tiffany showed her understanding.

“You think it’s dad’s plane.”

“He’s flying tomorrow,” said Aaden. “I think
I have to warn him.”

“Whoa,” said Ben, shaking his head to try and
clear his thoughts after being woken from a deep slumber. “Let’s
think about this for a moment. We just left a couple of days ago to
go on this summer vacation to celebrate your seventeenth birthday.
You knew your dad had a trip planned and his flight is tomorrow …
maybe it’s just subconscious thoughts causing you to dream.”

“How many times do I have to say it,” said
Aaden, “it WASN’T a DREAM!”

Fleur put her hand on Aaden’s shoulder,
looking into his eyes with concern. He looked down, the frustration
showing on his face.

“Okay, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have reacted
like that. It’s just that I know the difference between a dream and
a vision. I’ve had this type of experience before. Whenever it
happens, I know I’m being warned of some upcoming event.”

“And you think it involves your father?” said
Fleur.

Aaden nodded. “I’m certain of it. I’ve got to
call him.”

“It’s two-thirty in the morning,” said Ben.
“Do you think maybe he’ll be annoyed at being woken when he’s
trying to get some sleep before his trip?”

“He’s got a good point, Aaden,” said Tiffany.
“Dad’s flight is around 10am. Maybe we should all get some sleep
now and get up early to call him in the morning.”

They were all silent for a while, waiting for
his response, although his expression showed he wasn’t
convinced.

“How often does this sort of thing happen?”
said Ben, directing the question at Aaden.

“Actually, not often,” Aaden admitted.
“That’s why I know it’s different from a dream. I have dreams, same
as everyone, and when I wake up, I know it was just a dream. But
when this sort of thing happens, I know I’m being warned of
something that’s about to happen.”

“Not always,” said Tiffany. “I mean, it’s not
always about something about to happen. Sometimes it’s about the
past.”

Aaden smiled. “Yeah, you’re right.”

“I should know,” said Tiffany, turning to her
friends. “He always yells out when he has the visions. That’s how I
know it’s a vision and not just a dream. It’s always a certain
pitch, and I always run to him in panic, wondering what’s
happening.”

“Okay,” said Ben, “I can understand if it’s a
vision about the future, but what do you mean that it’s sometimes
about the past?”

Tiffany and Fleur both smiled in unison,
showing their mutual understanding.

“I remember the first time it happened,” said
Tiffany. “Aaden yelled, like he did tonight, but when he explained
what he’d seen, it was weird. He’d remembered dying in an aircraft
battle. What was even stranger was that the battle wasn’t from any
of our known history, like World War Two or anything like that … he
was flying a spaceship, and he was an extraterrestrial.”

Fleur laughed. “Yeah, I remember him having a
similar vision in the middle of our school class one day – although
he only told me about it afterwards, the way he reacted when he
came out of the trance startled the rest of the students in the
room.”

Aaden, Tiffany, and Fleur all chuckled as
they reminisced.

“Hang on,” said Ben, shaking his head. “Are
you talking about that strange dream we all had, where we had
flashbacks of the past, and we also traveled into the future? I
mean, it was strange we all experienced the same thing, but it was
just a dream … wasn’t it?”

“I don’t know, Ben … was it just a dream?”
said Fleur.

Aaden could see the confusion in their eyes,
not only Ben’s, but also Fleur and even Tiffany.

“All I can say,” he said, “is that what I saw
tonight is future. Forget about the past for now – this is
future.”

“And you think it involves dad?” said
Tiffany.

Aaden was silent for a moment while he
considered the possibilities. Finally, he nodded his
acknowledgment.

“Okay, then we’ll have to phone him … but not
right now, it’s too late. Let’s all get some sleep - we’ll phone
him in the morning.”

 



CHAPTER 2

A FATEFUL JOURNEY

Senator Adam Greene reached for the luggage
in the trunk of his car. Loading it onto the nearby airport
trolley, he turned back and slammed the trunk shut.

“I’ll see you inside,” he called out to his
wife Jean, who was driving.

As she drove off to find an available space
in the busy carpark, the senator struggled with the luggage
trolley, cursing the wobbling wheel that made it difficult to
maneuver. Normally, he would have got one of his assistants to help
him with the travel arrangements, but he’d wanted this time with
Jean. He was a fiercely independent man and valued his privacy.
Besides, having to go away for a few days when he’d originally
planned to spend this time with Jean made it even more important
that they say their goodbyes in private.

He’d promised to make it up to her when he
returned. It didn’t help that she was upset about him going, which
surprised him. She hadn’t reacted like this in the past when he’d
gone away on his frequent business trips.

Entering the departure check-in area, he
glanced around at the various illuminated signs, and then found the
right queue. The line was extremely long and seemed to be moving
slowly. He reached inside his jacket for the travel documents, all
the while studying the faces of the other people in the queue, who
were likely to be catching the same flight as him.

It was a typical mix of people, some in
business suits, some casually dressed, obviously on vacation.
However, there was something strange about them. He wasn’t sure
what it was, but as he glanced from one face to the other, he
picked up the same unusual energy in each person. He was normally
very sensitive to energies, being able to sum up a person very
quickly by the shape and proportion of their face, a trick he’d
picked up from an Asian friend who’d studied face reading, to take
note of their expression, particularly their eyes. This time,
however, he seemed to be blocked. It was as though some unseen
force was preventing him from seeing too deeply.

Standing there for what seemed like an
interminably long time, he was at the check-in counter before he
caught a glimpse of Jean entering the airport. He gave her a quick
wave to let her know where he was. She acknowledged with a smile
and a nod.

The attendant at the counter smiled as she
handed him his boarding pass.

“Your flight leaves in fifty-five minutes,
sir. Have a pleasant journey.”

“Thank you,” he replied, taking the ticket
from her. “Oh! By-the-way, I’ve ordered a special meal.”

“Yes, we have a record of that, sir. One
vegetarian meal.”

He nodded his thanks, then turned to look for
Jean, putting the boarding pass into the inside pocket of his
jacket as he approached her.

“We have some time to spare,” he said. “Let’s
grab a cup of coffee and sit awhile.”

She turned without replying but reached out
and held his hand as they walked towards the café.

“I wish you weren’t going,” she said as they
sat down at the café table.

“One cappuccino and one Americano,” the
senator instructed the waiter, who had just walked to their
table.

He looked at his wife, curious.

“It’s only for five days,” he said, touching
her hand. “I’ll be back before you know it.”

Jean forced a strained smile.

“I know that. It’s just that the kids are
away on summer vacation, and we’ve got this time we could share
together…. but you’re off on another one of your business
trips.”

The senator smiled.

“The kids are away for several weeks. I
promise you, when I return, we’ll have plenty of time together. You
know I have a deep concern about environmental issues. It’s
important that I attend this symposium.”

Jean nodded, but her lips were tight. It was
obvious to him that she was struggling with some emotional fear
that she was not voicing.

“What is it?” he said, squeezing her hand and
leaning towards her. “You’re normally so busy with your fundraising
committees and social functions, you don’t normally worry about me
going away for a few days. There’s something more…what is it?”

The waiter returned with the coffees, setting
them down on the table. Adam reached for his wallet, but all the
while he kept his eyes on his wife, curious at the concern, almost
panic, in her eyes.

There was a hint of sadness in those deep
brown wells of beauty. They had always been sad, reflecting the
lifetime of sorrow she had endured – a school tragedy when two of
her best friends were shot, her twin sister killed in a car
accident, both her parents dying within a short time of each other.
All this emotional strain had taken its toll.

Adam looked deep into his wife’s eyes. There
was something more this time – a hesitancy that was uncommon for
her.

“What is it?” he said, squeezing her hand
again.

She raised her other hand to her eyes, almost
in a gesture of despair. She remained that way for a few moments
before finally, she shook her head.

“I don’t know,” she said, seemingly confused
by her own reactions. “It’s just that I have this strange
foreboding feeling.”

She looked him directly in the eye.

“I don’t want you to go.”

Adam blinked. He stared at her for a few
moments, then looked away. Staring at the table, almost in trance,
he tried to feel into what Jean was experiencing. After a few
moments he looked back at her.

“I feel nothing,” he said. “You know how
sensitive I am. If there was anything to be concerned about, I’d
feel it.”

“I know,” Jean gasped, her face trembling
with suppressed emotion.

She looked up at the ceiling, blinking her
eyes rapidly, fighting back the tears that were determined to flow.
She caught her breath, then looked back at him, a strained smile on
her face.

“I know,” she repeated. “I can’t understand
this feeling. It’s so strange, because I know that if there was any
danger, you would feel it also. But I have this fear that won’t go
away.”

She leaned forward, gripping his hand, then
paused, her anguished look suddenly changing, almost to one of
guilt. She stared at his hand, held firmly by hers, remaining
silent for some moments as she reflected.

“I haven’t told you this before,” she said,
looking strained, “But at the time of your car accident, when I
almost lost you, the doctors said that you clinically died for a
few moments, before they managed to revive you.”

She paused again, shifting her gaze to his
lips. Then, with a deep sigh, she looked back into his eyes.

“I have to tell you...at that time…I wasn’t
certain whether I wanted you to survive.”

Adam held her gaze. He knew what she was
saying.

“You know what I mean,” she said. “When we
married, I thought it would last forever. Everything seemed so
perfect. Then our gorgeous kids came along to add to the magic
formula. But over the years we lost it…we just simply lost it. And
it was such a disappointment for me. We were a marriage in name
only. I was seriously thinking about leaving you at that point.
Then you had your car accident – I was confused. I felt I couldn’t
leave you.”

Adam remained silent, holding her gaze. His
grip on Jean’s hand was firm.

“But then you recovered from the accident,
and you changed. Everything changed. I couldn’t believe it. I felt
as if I was living with another man. Suddenly you seemed almost
superhuman. Our romance blossomed as though anew…. I must tell you,
what seemed like a tragedy at that time, when you were almost
killed in that car accident, turned out to be a blessing. Whatever
happened then, I now know was necessary. Although I can’t
understand it, it saved our marriage.”

She reached out and clasped his other hand.
Holding both tightly, she looked down at their intertwined fingers
for some moments before finally looking up again.

In slow, deliberate words, she said, “I can’t
bear the thought of losing you.”

Adam leaned forward and kissed her on the
lips.

“I assure you; I have no intention of
leaving.”

He averted his eyes as he reflected on what
he’d just said.

“But, of course,” he added, “sometimes things
happen that are beyond our control.”

A look of doubt suddenly crossed his face.
Was it a reaction to Jean’s concern? He wasn’t sure, but suddenly
he was uncertain whether he should be going on this trip,
particularly when he thought back to the unusual feelings he’d felt
when he’d looked at the faces of the people in the queue who would
be travelling with him. He looked back at Jean.

“You remember our anniversary – the small
café in Hawaii, where we celebrated our first anniversary after the
accident.”

Jean’s eyes suddenly softened. She smiled as
the memories of that romantic time came flooding back.

“Do you remember?” he said. “We decided to
celebrate all our future anniversaries at that spot, and we’ve done
so ever since.”

She nodded.

 “I assure you,” he said. “I’ll be there
at our next anniversary.”

Jean suddenly relaxed. A hint of the old fire
flashed in her eyes.

“You’d better keep that promise, pal,” she
said, pointing her finger at him in challenge.

 “You have my word. Even if I am unable
to go there with you, I will meet you there.”

Jean’s challenging look changed to one of
puzzlement at his unusual statement.

“I have to go, otherwise I’ll miss my plane,”
he said, suddenly rising from the table as he glanced at his
watch.

He gave her a warm hug.

“Have no fear,” he said. “I have absolute
faith in my destiny. I am protected.”

Jean’s puzzled look returned, but she said
nothing as Adam turned away and walked briskly towards the
passenger departure lounge.

He walked on through without looking back,
not wanting to show Jean the hint of uncertainty on his face. He
wasn’t sure whether this was something that he was picking up, or
just autosuggestion from her concerns. Either way, he was adamant
that he didn’t want to give her any more cause for concern than she
already had.

Jean was surprised that he didn’t look back.
As she watched him disappear around the corner, she couldn’t dispel
the unnerving feeling that this would be the last time she’d see
him, despite his reassurance. She stood there for some time, long
after he’d gone, until finally, she turned and walked slowly out of
the airport.

The senator was soon seated in the aircraft,
watching the airline attendant going through the instructions of
what to do in case of emergency. He’d seen it so many times before.
He glanced around at the other people, amused at the nonchalant
attitude of most of the business-class passengers, who were
obviously frequent fliers. He wondered how many of them would
remember what to do if there was a real emergency.

The uneasy feeling that he’d experienced upon
leaving Jean at the airport suddenly returned. As he looked around
at the passengers and the airline attendants, there seemed to be
something out of place, but he couldn’t quite figure out what it
was. He reflected for a moment, then shook his head, trying to
dismiss his concerns.

As the aircraft picked up speed along the
runway, Adam reflected on the time when he’d last had this
unnerving experience. He’d been on vacation, ready to board a
tourist bus, when suddenly he realized that the other people
boarding the bus all had very weak energy fields surrounding them.
He’d always been sensitive to such energies, so when he saw that
the auras around the other tourists were so weak, he’d refused to
board the bus. When he found out later that the bus had been
involved in a collision, bursting into flames, killing everyone on
board, he realized how accurate his intuition had been.

Prior to that episode on the bus, he’d never
witnessed the phenomenon before, where the auras around a group of
people were leaving them. He had seen it in individuals, just prior
to their death, as though their higher essence was aware of their
impending demise and was departing in preparation, but it was an
unnerving experience to witness this in a group.

The thrust of the accelerating aircraft
pushed him back into his seat as he realized that everyone on board
had the same fading energy in their auras, the same as the people
on the tourist bus had had. His eyes widened as he realized he’d
left it too late to change his mind about going on this flight.

The man sitting beside him chuckled.

“Not used to flying?”

Adam looked at the man, the panic still
showing in his eyes.

“Yeah…. ah! I mean…no…. I’ve flown often.
It’s just that….?”

The man nodded. “Yeah! I know what you’re
feeling. Even after all this time, I still get a bit of a rush when
we take off.”

Adam forced a weak smile in answer, all the
while studying the man’s aura, which was almost non-existent, the
same as everyone else on board. He closed his eyes momentarily,
trying to understand why his intuition hadn’t warned him earlier.
As he concentrated, his parting words to Jean repeated in his head,
reminding him of his faith in his own destiny. He opened his eyes
again, reassured somewhat in his knowledge that he was
protected.

After the initial rush of the take-off, the
flight was quite smooth, with minimal turbulence. Drinks were
served and the senator participated in the normal routine, nervous
though he was about this unusual feeling. He decided to look
through his notes in preparation for his talk at the symposium –
anything to take his mind off his concerns.

The notes were almost superfluous. He knew
from experience that once he began speaking, the words seemed to
flow with an energy of their own. He seldom, if ever, followed the
notes he’d prepared, but he looked over them anyway, more out of
habit than anything. He was engrossed in his reading material when
the hostess suddenly interrupted him.

“Your meal, sir,” she said, as she lowered
the tray in front of him.

The businessman sitting beside him, a rather
opulent looking man with a large paunch and facial jowls, looked
down at the tray, then at the senator, then to the airhostess, who
was now retreating down the aisle.

“So how come you get star treatment?” he said
with a hint of sarcasm in his voice.

The senator smiled as he unraveled his
serviette and placed it in his lap.

“I ordered a special meal. Special meals
always get served first.”

The businessman looked down at the food, then
back to the senator.

“What’s so special about it?”

Adam lifted the foil lids from the containers
to reveal what looked like a Middle East type dish, with chickpea
and eggplant and other ingredients that Adam could not immediately
recognize. There was also tabbouleh and unleavened bread, with a
side-salad, plus a container of freshly diced fruit. He forked a
sprig of asparagus and placed it in his mouth, pleasantly surprised
at the crispness of the vegetable.

“Vegetarian,” he said.

The businessman looked at him sideways, then
chuckled.

“So, what’s wrong with meat?”

Adam smiled.

“It’s a matter of personal choice. I choose
not to eat meat.”

The businessman shook his head.

“But why? What’s wrong with meat?”

Adam was enjoying the taste so much that he
didn’t feel inclined to get caught in conversation. However,
considering the man’s unhealthy appearance, he decided to humor
him.

“Did you ever take biology classes, back in
your school days?”

The man looked surprised.

“That was a long time ago. But yeah! I got my
fair share of biology lessons with the girls.”

Adam grinned.

“If you look at carnivorous animals, you’ll
find they have very short colons, designed to pass large quantities
of flesh meats through their system quickly, so they can absorb the
blood and discard the waste. In comparison, herbivores have very
long colons to absorb all the nutrients from the vegetation they
eat. Vegetables also provide roughage to aid bowel movements.”

“So?” the businessman replied, rather
gruffly.

“Humans have a very long colon, which implies
we were never designed to eat meat.”

“Huh!” said the man. “I’ll have beef,” he
yelled loudly to the hostess as she approached with the meal
trolley.

He turned to the senator.

“I like my meat.”

Adam laughed.

“Each to his own.”

The businessman removed the foils from his
containers, all the while comparing his meal with Adam’s.

“Yours doesn’t look so bad,” he admitted.

“I also have the advantage of being served
first. They generally serve the special meals before the rest, so
they don’t get them mixed up.”

“Huh!” said the businessman, cutting into his
beef. “I still like my meat. After all, that’s what animals are
here for – so we can eat ‘em.”

He chuckled.

Adam cocked an eyebrow.

“As I said, each to their own.”

He gave the man a wink, but at the same time
suddenly noticed that the energy around this person was fading
rapidly. He glanced around at the other passengers, shocked to see
the same thing happening to them.

He looked at the hostess, who was moving down
the aisle. She also had the same weak energy. She was a very
attractive girl. She smiled and chatted with the passengers as she
served them, but all the while her energy field seemed almost
non-existent, as though she were a clone or a robot. It was almost
as though she was acting out the part, but with her essence
missing. He looked back at the other passengers, noticing the same
with each of them – the aura around each person seemed to be almost
gone.

He looked at his own hand, relieved to see
the strong aura around his body.

“What the hell is that?” the businessman
barked beside him, spitting out some food in the process.

Adam felt a strong surge of energy
surrounding him, a feeling he hadn’t experienced for many years. He
looked through the window to where the businessman was pointing,
catching a glimpse of something in the clouds.

Then he saw it. A saucer – there was no
mistake about it. There was a flying disc, travelling alongside the
aircraft.

“Holy shit,” the businessman yelled. “What
the hell is that?”

Adam felt the surge of energy strengthening
around him. He instinctively closed his eyes to concentrate his
attention, knowing what was to happen next. When he opened his eyes
a moment later, he found himself inside the circular craft.

He looked around in amazement at the control
panels of the spaceship, particularly at the transparent perimeter
of the craft, through which he could see the passenger airliner. It
was cruising along, slightly below them.

Then, in a blinding flash, the airliner
exploded in a fireball. Adam gasped in horror as the plane fell
earthwards, a mass of fiery parts.


CHAPTER 3

TIMING

Aaden awoke to the sounds of dishes knocking
together in the kitchen. Still half asleep, he opened his eyes and
squinted in the sunlight coming through the side of the curtain.
Looking at his watch, his eyes widened as he realized the time –
ten forty-five in the morning.

Throwing his bedsheets aside, he leapt out of
bed and bounded to the kitchen, where he found Ben preparing the
coffee.

“Why didn’t you wake me,” he yelled at Ben,
who seemed startled by the outburst.

Ben looked at his watch.

“Whew, is it that late,” he stammered,
seemingly genuinely surprised. “Sorry, I’m in holiday mode – I
don’t even bother looking at the time when I’m on holiday.”

“I can’t believe this,” Aaden yelled, more
out of frustration than anger. “I set the alarm on my phone … but I
left it out here when we all went to bed, so I didn’t hear it when
it went off this morning.”

He ran to his mobile phone, where he’d left
it on the living room chair the night before. Just as he started
dialing, Tiffany and Fleur came running into the room.

“Aaden, I’m so sorry,” said Tiffany. “When my
alarm went off earlier, I thought I’d hit snooze, but must have
turned it off completely. I think we’re all more tired than we
thought after our road trip getting here.”

“I’m calling dad now,” said Aaden, as he
listened to the connecting call.

He listened for a while, and then closed his
eyes, showing his disappointment.

“It’s gone straight to answerphone.”

He glanced again at his watch.

“He’s on board already – he would have
switched his phone to flight mode.”

“Phone the airport,” said Fleur.

“And say what?” said Aaden. “I can’t say they
have to stop the flight because it’s going to crash.”

“No! But maybe you could say there’s an
emergency and your dad, the Senator, needs to return home
immediately.”

Aaden considered it for a moment, and then
looked at his watch again.

“It’s too late,” he said in resignation. “The
plane is in flight.”

They all stood in silence for some moments,
each of them lost in their thoughts as they realized there wasn’t
anything they could do to change things now. Finally, Tiffany went
to her brother and put her hand on his shoulder.

“There are no mistakes Aaden.”

“What?” he said, staring at her in
disbelief.

“It’s weird how things worked out this
morning – you left your phone out here, so you didn’t hear the
alarm; I hit the off-button on the alarm instead of the snooze; Ben
not even thinking about time when he’s on holiday. Everything
happens for a reason – there are no mistakes.”

“Then why was I shown the vision?” he
reasoned. “What’s the purpose? Why would I be shown something like
that and not be allowed to do anything about it? Did I fail my
test? I wanted to phone in the middle of the night when I had the
vision. I should have done that, but I didn’t.”

Tiffany shifted her hand to his back, gently
rubbing his spine in reassurance.

“You didn’t do anything wrong. You know, more
than anyone, there are no mistakes; everything happens for a
reason.”

“Would he have taken any notice, even if
you’d phoned him last night?” said Ben, trying to appease him.

“You wouldn’t have got hold of him anyway,”
said Tiffany. “You know dad refuses to allow the phone to rule his
life – that’s why he turns it off every night before going to bed.
You wouldn’t have got hold of him even if you’d tried.”

“I could have left a message.”

“You know how stubborn he is – would he have
taken any notice? He often mentions how guided he is. If he didn’t
feel any hesitancy about the flight, he would have gone anyway,
despite your warning.”

Aaden considered it for a moment.

“You’re right. He is very guided. If
he’d picked up on anything about the flight, he’d cancel. Maybe
he’s not on board anyway.”

Tiffany shrugged her agreement to the
possibility.

“But then again,” said Aaden, “Why would his
phone be off now? If he didn’t board the plane, he wouldn’t have
his phone on flight mode.”

“I think you’re over-analyzing the
possibilities,” said Fleur. “There’s no way we’ll know for now, so
let’s have a coffee and calm down. It is what it is – there’s
nothing we can do about it. As Tiffany says, everything happens for
a reason, even though that reason is not always obvious until much
later.”


CHAPTER 4

BLUE STAR REUNION

“Welcome aboard Commander.”

The Senator forced himself to look away from
the horrific sight, turning to the man who had just addressed him.
He gaped at the man, dumbfounded.

Who was this person who had referred to him
as Commander…Commander? What does he mean by Commander? He was
Senator Adam Greene. He was….

Adam stared at the man, suddenly recognizing
him. Of course, this was Arkaydo, his long-time and trusted
friend.

Memories came flooding back, memories of his
identity – Commander Zakeera, of the Astar Galactic Command. He had
chosen, for a time, to assume the identity of Senator Adam Greene,
to bring a message to the people of planet Earth.

This message, considered urgent by the
members of the Space Confederation, was to warn the terrestrials of
impending disaster if they did not change their attitude towards
their own environment. The original Senator Adam Greene had been
involved in a car accident that had claimed his life. It was this
event that had provided the opportunity for Commander Zakeera to
assume the identity of this charismatic and influential person.

It was an unusual situation, one that was
mutually agreed upon by both the Senator and the Commander before
each of them had incarnated this time around. When his superiors of
the Astar Galactic Command had suggested this role, he had accepted
the challenge. It had been a great sacrifice for him because, in
the process, he’d lost many of his metaphysical powers by adopting
the form of an earth human. However, he had adapted and, through
the experiencing of emotions, something that was quite new to him,
he'd grown attached to his new wife and family, almost forgetting
his identity and roots.

“Zakeera, it’s good to see you again.”

The Commander blinked.

“It’s good to see you also Arkaydo. But…
why?”

He looked back through the visual display to
where the plane had disappeared in flames.

“Why did this have to happen, Arkaydo?”

“It was their time,” Arkaydo replied. “We
cannot interfere with destiny – you know that! Everyone aboard that
plane was connected through past life experiences. Because of that
connection they have chosen, at this time, to come together as a
group for their demise. It is not for us to interfere with their
destiny, for there are higher powers involved that are beyond our
control. It was simply their time.”

Commander Zakeera stood in stunned silence
for a while, spellbound by the scene. He knew that Arkaydo was
right. He knew that everyone comes into life with a set number of
experiences up to and including their death. He knew that each one
of the people aboard that craft had pre-chosen their life lessons,
including this time for their coming together to die. He had seen
it in their auras – their higher essence, their true self, had
already departed before the fateful moment of the explosion that
claimed their physical bodies.

Zakeera continued to stare wide-eyed as the
last remnants of the fiery debris disappeared. It was one thing
knowing there is perfect timing for every experience, but another
thing accepting it. He looked back at Arkaydo.

“But what was the cause? A terrorist
bomb?”

“Whether it was a terrorist bomb or a
short-circuit of the wiring, causing a minor explosion that pierced
the fuel tank conduit, igniting the fuel – whatever the cause, it’s
not really the issue. It was a means to an end…. It was simply
their time.”

The Commander suddenly thought of Jean –
about her foreboding concern of him going on this flight.

“Why was I not informed of this?” he
demanded, his anger rising.

“The knowledge of this was purposely
concealed from you. You have another mission, one that would not be
possible in your present form. You need a change of identity. When
we checked the Akashic chronicle, the record of every manifestation
in the universe, past, present, and future, we discovered that this
plane was due to crash. It was convenient that you were booked on
that flight.”

Commander Zakeera glared at his compatriot.
Arkaydo hesitated for a moment, his friend’s obvious antagonism
taking him by surprise.

“Under normal circumstances you would’ve been
warned,” he said, trying to appease his friend. “But the elders
decided this would be an ideal opportunity for you to change
identity for your new mission. This way you disappear without
trace, without suspicion.”

Zakeera studied his friend as he thought
about all the ramifications. Jean’s worst fears had been realized.
As far as she was concerned, he was now dead, killed in a plane
crash. This realization caused him great pain, an emotion he hadn’t
previously felt.

He missed her already. He missed their
closeness. The thought of not seeing her again caused him not only
pain, but anger.

“WHY was I not warned of this?” he
demanded.

Arkaydo looked down, avoiding the direct
stare of his comrade.

“The White-Star Council felt it necessary not
to warn you. They felt that since you had assumed an earth-human
form, your emotions would cloud your better judgment. They could
not risk you giving any hint to those whom you have left
behind.”

Zakeera maintained his interrogating stare,
causing Arkaydo to feel even more uncomfortable.

“What is so important about this new mission
that requires me to change identities?” Zakeera demanded.

Arkaydo backed away slightly, not from the
words, but from the energy that accompanied them.

“It is not for me to say. You will be briefed
by the White-Star Council upon our return.”

He motioned to the crystalline cylinder to
his right.

“Would you like to change garments,
Commander?”

Zakeera gave a deep sigh, consciously
allowing his body to relax. Arkaydo was not the source of his
anger. He felt somewhat ashamed by his antagonistic attitude
towards a true friend whom he had not seen for some time.

“Yes, brother – thank you,” he replied, and
with that he walked up to Arkaydo, putting his hand on his
shoulder. “It is good to see you, my friend.”

Arkaydo reciprocated the gesture.

“For me also,” he replied, smiling.

Zakeera turned to the crystalline tube,
peeling off his clothes as he approached it, walking naked into the
enclosure. A stream of liquid material sprayed out from the sides
of the unit, completely coating him in a seamless suit, a vibrant,
shiny suit that almost looked fluid in appearance. It was like a
second skin, but one so tough it could not be cut or impregnated by
sharp objects. This suit would help him adjust to the different
atmospheric pressures of the various planets he would visit. It was
a standard uniform of the Association of Worlds, a suit with both
functional and protective qualities.

As he turned to exit the vertical cylinder,
his Blue-Star emblem flashed on his shoulder, an indication of his
rank. He looked down at his discarded clothes. Cumbersome though
they were, he had become accustomed to that mode of dress. Picking
them up, he retrieved his wallet, opening it to gaze one last time
upon the photo of Jean and his children.

He stood there silently for a few moments,
before finally closing the wallet and returning it to the trouser
pocket. He bundled them, along with the rest of his clothes, into
the ejector chute, so they could be jettisoned to join the remains
of the crashed aircraft, thus finalizing his existence as Senator
Adam Greene. He had to fight his natural inclination to hang onto
the photos, but he knew he had to let them go. If the wallet was
ever found minus the photos, there could be suspicion. The
inevitable search for remains of the crashed plane had to ensure
that he had perished along with the others. The only thing he
couldn’t part with was a pendant. He retrieved it from the ejector
chute at the last minute, then pushed the control to jettison the
remainder of his belongings.

He looked at the pendant for a few moments,
reminiscing. It was a blue star, made of Lapis Lazuli, bordered in
silver.

“A present from Jean,” he said to
Arkaydo.

“An interesting gift,” said Arkaydo,
“considering she didn’t know your true status … or did she
know?”

“No!” Zakeera clarified, quick to dispel any
suspicion that he might have confided his identity to Jean. “She
remembered it only as a dream, but it was so real to her, she gave
me the pendant more as a joke than anything. Remember, even I had
amnesia of my past Blue-Star existence when I took on the form of
an earth human.”

“Of course,” said Arkaydo. “But why keep this
pendant?”

“It has personal value for me.”

He didn’t elaborate but stared at the pendant
for some moments.

“I’ll keep it with me for now, but I may not
be able to take it with me on my next mission. If that is so, then
keep it safe for me, and return it to me when I get back from that
mission.”

“Of course, brother. It’ll be safe with
me.”

Zakeera sat down in the seat beside his
friend. He sat silently for a moment, before finally motioning for
him to continue. Arkaydo passed his hand over the flight console in
front of him and a diagrammatic replica of his craft appeared on
the screen. He touched his finger lightly on the relevant section
of the diagram. In response to his command, the onboard computer
energized that section of the craft, creating a vacuum in space
into which the ship was thrust by the atmospheric pressure
surrounding the rest of the hull.

Through their technological evolution, the
confederate forces had discarded the primitive propulsion systems
that fought against nature’s energies. Their craft were now
designed to use natural forces instead of fighting against them.
Having no need for large quantities of fuel, the smaller ships were
able to achieve incredible speeds. The distance between Earth and
Mars could be covered in a matter of minutes, as opposed to the two
years or more that propulsion systems would take to complete the
journey. The craft were circular disc shapes to facilitate quick
directional changes and to protect them when passing through the
light barrier.

It wasn’t long before the reddish soil of
Mars’ surface appeared. To the people of Earth, the planet Mars
appeared to be sterile and dead. It was, however, inhabited by
evolved beings that had progressed beyond the third dimension and
had mastered the fourth and fifth dimensions, with no barriers of
time or space. To the third-dimensional people of planet Earth, the
fifth-dimensional awareness was incomprehensible. They could not
understand how a planet that appeared barren and dead, could be
teeming with life, but on a higher vibration level.

The tiny patrol craft entered the mammoth
oval enclosure of the central command post. As the craft docked,
the Commander received a telepathic command to report to the
White-Star tribunal in the administrative sector. The fact that
this sector was a distance posed no problem for him. He simply
stepped into the nearest teleporter, one of many positioned across
the surface of the planet, these being the major form of
transportation on Mars.

While he set the program, inputting the code
onto the touchscreen monitor to determine his destination, he
centered his thoughts so he could go into a light trance. The
teleporter then dissolved his physical body into millions of
molecules, beaming the mass to a receiving teleporter module in the
administrative sector. This ability to center his energies and
enter a trance state was imperative to ensure a safe
transmission.

Commander Zakeera’s Blue-Star emblem flashed
on his shoulder as he materialized in the receiving teleporter. As
the transparent circular door slid silently open, he maintained his
position for a while, allowing himself time to become orientated.
When the surge of life force descended through his body to his
feet, he maintained his position for a while, before stepping out
of the teleporter. He’d learnt at an early age that too quick a
response at the receiving terminal often resulted in him falling
flat on his face, because his legs hadn’t fully materialized.

“Welcome, Commander Zakeera.”

The telepathic greeting was strong and clear.
He barely had time to acknowledge the welcome before the voice
continued.

“Please proceed to the violet room.”

The curved doors of the circular room slid
open as he approached them. Walking confidently on, he headed
instinctively for the column of violet light, which was in the
center of the room. He could see the figures of the White-Star
members, who were seated around the perimeter of the chamber. They
were all illuminated in a suffused pale mauve light that was coming
from the valance above their heads. They did not greet him
verbally, because they seldom used speech, but relied instead on
the direct link-up of mind to mind, as was normal with all members
of Blue-Star status upwards.

As Commander Zakeera entered the violet ray
his mental shield was relaxed. His anger at having been brought
back without his consent was obvious to the members of the
witnessing White-Star Council. In normal situations, even members
of White-Star status could not intrude on the thoughts of another
without that person’s permission. It was only possible when two or
more individual vibration rates were synchronized. Even then, it
was private, unless others could discover the right frequency to
make the connection, the same as they would if they tuned into a
radio station. The violet ray, however, allowed a mind link-up of
all individuals within the violet field.

“Welcome back Commander,” came the telepathic
message from the White-Star spokesperson, Varoon. “We apologize for
not warning you of this rather rapid and unexpected
transition.”

“Arkaydo explained your reasoning for not
informing me,” Zakeera replied. “And I understand – however, I
still feel annoyed. I feel a sense of loss at having to leave my
earth family - I have grown quite attached.”
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