
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


ROUGH MEN BATTLES VOLUMES 1&2

COPYRIGHT 

Rough Men Battles Volumes 1&2

August 2018 By Michael Lighten

All Rights Reserved.

​

ROUGH MEN BATTLES VOLUMES 1&2

COPYRIGHT

HANNIBAL NEW TIMES

AUTHOR'S NOTES

VOLUME 1



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


INTRODUCTION

[image: ]




PROLOGUE 1

BIBLE QUOTE ISAIAH 2:4



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

[image: ]




ANONYMOUS QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

[image: ]




ROBERT JORDAN QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

[image: ]




THE RAPE

JON KRAKAUER QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

[image: ]




THE HOPE THAT FOLLLOWED DEATH

DESMOND TUTU QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 13

[image: ]




CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

EPILOGUE 1

VOLUME II

PROLOGUE II

ROUGH MAN QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER I

[image: ]




CHAPTER II

CHAPTER III

CHAPTER IV-RACINE

CHAPTER V

CHAPTER VI

CHAPTER VII

CHAPTER VIII

CHAPTER IX

GEORGE R.R. MARTIN QUOTE



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER X

[image: ]




CHAPTER XI

CHAPTER XII

CHAPTER XIII

CHAPTER XIV

CHAPTER XV

CHAPTER XVI

CHAPTER XVII

CHAPTER XVIII

CHAPTER XIX

CHAPTER XX

CHAPTER XXI

CHAPTER XXII

CHAPTER XXIII

CHAPTER XXIV

CHAPTER XXV

EPILOGUE II

EXTENDED GLOSSARY

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

[image: A close up of a map

Description generated with very high confidence]

​HANNIBAL NEW TIMES

AUTHOR'S NOTES

The rough man saga is an alternate reality that earth could go through if circumstances were different. 

If we made several decisions when it came to government or life, then we could find ourselves in this alternate world. 

Although this is not realism but fiction, all fiction is fantasy added to a hint of reality. 

Who is to say this could not happen? It will take some years to develop all these stories and I find great enjoyment in writing these pages for you. 

I encourage all readers of this work to share it with others and watch the times and if you see great similarities in the events.

Look on a small island called Radio Tower for a child by the name of Maurice and tell him I said “Hi.”

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.

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.

––––––––
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I would encourage a gleaming of the back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and brief history to clarify any confusing terms. 

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...

VOLUME 1

​​
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As cataclysmic events struck humans in the form of earthquakes, volcanoes, and massive storms, a new world began to form. 

Hidden Other Worldly Aliens or OWAS, began to gain power and land. Humans, on the verge of annihilation, began to push back and a world war began that lasted for generations. 

These are the stories of the fights, conflicts and wars and their conclusion. Go with me as we read of our possible demise or our new beginning...

Michael Lighten

August of 2011

​​PROLOGUE 1

When rough man Ti unleashed a megaton over Milwaukee to combat the unleashed "force" machine, this caused a destructive chain of events that traveled far and wide and would touch many generations for years to come. 

Many communities fell into disarray as the megaton and "force" device began to effect electronics and brain waves which caused rolling blackouts and insanity in unstable individuals. 

The Ancients, who orbited planet earth in a mothership was forced to leave earth's orbit due to the unstable electrons and vowed to return. Enemies of the rough lands seized the moment and attacked on various fronts the fuman lands. 

The end of the fuman reign appeared near...

​​BIBLE QUOTE ISAIAH 2:4

He shall judge between the nations and rebuke many people; they shall beat their swords into plowshares, and their spears into pruning hooks; nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall they learn war anymore. 

​
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​CHAPTER 1
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A Council was formed, called New Times/Old Times, to debate the use of numerical years and a way to forget the exact date of cataclysmic events that devastated the planet. 

With a slight change to the name the council was named New Times Council or New Times.

When the ancients left the orbit of planet earth, nine of the rough men fell into a coma and did not recover. 

Their bodies gradually began to lose weight and though they were intravenously fed, they died; but no diagnosis could be given for their state. 

Earth scientists and Phasee doctors attributed it to the fuman’s connection to the mothership, and when it left orbit their bodies immediately went into a decay-like existence.

All who understood the ancient’s prophetic words that not all the rough men would survive these arduous times.

In the New Times the rough lands’ infrastructure began to crumble. It was a gradual decline and the phasees used this weak moment in fuman history to begin attacks on the rough lands not aligned to the phasee cause. 

There were phasee groups who were angered that the ancients did not pick them as the new race to guide humanity into the light. This anger was placed against the fumans.

The weather patterns began to decline in stability. Hurricanes and tornadoes were frequent. 

These storms began to sap at the fuman communities hard so that four rough men abandoned their responsibilities. 

They left the community and became hermits. This act also opened the door for phasees to raid these leaderless areas. 

The fumans were jailed and phasees who supported the community were branded as traitors and forced to leave the area; without community protection these phasees usually died from harsh weather conditions or roaming human bandits who killed for pleasure.

The humans were left in the community; because the raider phasees saw the humans as pawns in a game that was not theirs. These raider phasees saw the humans as needing guidance from them.

Raids against the rough man communities increased with vicious fighting on both sides. 

These raider phasees underestimated the might of unified forces of different species. All the fuman colonies were mixed with human, phasee, and bolaris soldiers. 

This alliance met the raider phasees head on and obliterated many of their soldiers in open battle.

The raider phasees, outnumbered, increased their assassination attempts against the rough men to undermine the spirit of the region. 

This had nominal success. Guerrilla tactics succeeded in killing eleven more rough men. Three more rough men fell into a coma-like state through extreme pressures. 

The world suddenly shook in fear and trembled when they saw a world without rough lands.

Many world leaders from various species, including phasee; knew there was a possibility the world could plunge into darkness without the rough men to keep it stable. 

There were no plans forthcoming in how to battle a foe that was invisible, cunning, and determined to win.

There were only nine rough men left in the world and there were stories to corroborate there were less than that. 

Eight rough men survived after one of them fell into a coma-like state. Maurice was alarmed by all the deaths and coma-like states of the rough men. 

He tried for a plea of encouragement through the airwaves that lasted only ten minutes. When the unstable electrons interfered with his transmission he turned to General with a look of deep concern.

Marcus, master at information gathering became depressed by all the information in the world relating to rough men. 

He knew that gloomy information could have a negative effect on his soul. He gathered for six hours, rested the other six, and gathered the other six hours. He felt what he did became less of a chore.

His move in with Tristan and her son Lawrence was another step he had lived to regret. 

Law became belligerent and rebellious over the move so that he fussed with his mom all the time over trivial matters. 

This bickering sent them both about the house with arms that flailed amid shouts of anger.

When Tristan became angered enough, she pelted Law with food cans and swung broomsticks at him. 

He always left the house for a couple of days and stayed with Maurice at the tower; until cooler heads prevailed then he returned. Apologies were accepted from both sides until the next wave of arguments commenced.

Marcus knew the fights were not about the trivial matters themselves; but about a deeper matter concerning Maurice. 

Law wanted Maurice as his guardian dad instead of Marcus. Maurice had no interest in Tristan in that fashion; but Law remained with his own dreams and desires to be near Maurice; with or without his mom.  

Law’s chance came one night when Marcus had returned from the tower. It was a cool night with a slight breeze. 

Many of the citizens wore jackets or sweaters to block out the breezy air. Marcus climbed from the air car in his dark blue robe and black boots and saw Law as he stood on the house porch.

Marcus sighed within as he walked closer and expected to see tears in the young man’s eyes. He expected to see them in the moon’s light which shined fully on this night. 

He was startled when he noticed a tall robot on the ground. It appeared trying to stand, but Lawrence motioned for it to lie still.

“What the hell happened to your robot?” Marcus asked.

“The bad electronics. I noticed it was walking funny and knew it was a matter of time before went down,” Lawrence said.

“No way to fix it?” Marcus asked.

Law only shook his head negatively.

Marcus noticed Law was quieter than usual and wondered what he was thinking of.

“Your mom kicked you out again?” Marcus asked.

“No, she’s cool for now. Just standing on the porch watching the moon,” Law sighed deeply.

As Marcus walked closer, he did expect to see the usual tears and since he did not, he was overjoyed. He never wanted to see the young kid in distress. Marcus patted Law on the shoulder.

“Things will be all right,” Marcus encouraged.

“I’ve been thinking about things lately. I am twenty-four and still living with my mom. How old were you when you moved from home?” Law asked.

“Those were different times, Law. My mother and father divorced, which left my mom holding the bag when it came to income. 

“I eventually had to drop out of school to support the home, plus my mom worked. I was sixteen then, right before the bofu wars.

“I had the support of my mom to leave that area and find work elsewhere and send her money when I could. It was a different situation than yours,” Marcus said.

“When is a good time to leave, for good?” Law pressed him.

“When you feel it is right...in here,” Marcus pointed to Law’s chest.

“I thought you would say, that,” Law said lightly.

Marcus cursed lightly as Law pulled out a duffel bag of clothes and lifted it to his shoulders. Law patted Marcus on the shoulder.

“I set you up, Marcus, I like you; but I needed a way out, so my mom doesn’t hate me completely. I thought we would share the hate, now she can hate you and me at the same time,” Law said.

Marcus cursed under his breath.

“I’m going to move in with Maurice. I already worked it out with him. Mom will be the last to know. I am telling her now. I suggest you leave to give her some time to cool off,” Law said lightly.

“Shit!” Marcus screamed.

Law quickly went into the house as Marcus hurried to his air car; but he didn’t climb in fully when he heard an earth-shattering scream. Law quickly walked from the house with Tristan on his heels with shouts and screams.

“Don’t leave!” Tristan screamed. “Who will take care of me?”

“That’s what Marcus is for,” Law said as he climbed into his green air car.

“Marcus?” Tristan turned to Marcus, who stood near his air car. “You idiot! You turned my son against me! How could you?!”

“It was his choice,” Marcus said in defense.

Lawrence felt free as his air car rose into the moonlit night sky. He smiled and waved at his mom and Marcus as he flew toward the great tower miles away.

Justine lived with Dandy for eight years and enjoyed their time together as sisters immensely; but Justine had reservations. 

Dandy could not fill the void that was inside her sister, even though she tried with parties and nights out with other girl phasees their age. Justine’s birthday was November 30th, and she would be 26; but what comes after, thought Justine. 

She wondered about a house party that would last for days, and then she declined that thought for another time.

Dandy was 17 and grew to five feet and four inches. She was shorter than her sister, who was six feet one inch tall. 

Dandy knew her limitation when it came to height; but her other limitation was her hair. She had a few spots of hair, which she combed gracefully and daily.

Leon Behm was 65 by November. He accumulated some gray hairs and wrinkles around the eyes. He tried to enjoy his life; but inside him rested a dark side. 

It was the spirit of loss, hopelessness, and suicide. It waited in him and when times became harsh and lonely, he limped to his dresser and pulled out a bottom drawer. 

Underneath a mess of clothes was the gun. He almost touched it at times; but he held back and forced himself to live another day.

Shawnee is now 18 since May. She acted as General’s secretary and was glad to be his guardian daughter. She enjoyed her position. 

She kept papers in order and his appointments marked down. She spent a lot of time trying to keep him safe in his back room of studies. If he needed to go on an errand, she went with him and carried a laser gun as protection.

She was afraid for his life. He was the last of a dying breed. There were only 8 left in the world, she thought indignantly.

With all the stress that surrounded the region and possible assassination attempts on fumans who represent the rough lands, Shawnee was near mental meltdown when Christopher Reams summoned her on a drastic secret known about the rough men. 

She should come at once. Shawnee left in a hurry and failed to take her laser gun; much later she found she should have taken it for protection.

Dee was 38 in April. She began to feel old. It was not a physical feeling, more psychological. She knew bo females had a quick time clock when it came to having babies. 

Studies had it ending after 35. Age 35 the bo females found it almost impossible to become impregnated and if impregnated a miscarriage ensued after three months.

Dee knew her, and Maurice had not completed their sexual rendezvous some years ago. She wanted it completed, so it could give rise to their fubo being born. She blinked at the name. What a bizarre name, she thought.

Garvey was 17 and Page was 16. Even though they were a year apart, Garvey was more vocal than his brother. Page was more assertive than his brother. Each brother reflected off the other. This reflection played well with others, except Maurice.

Easily upset through outward and inward pressures, Maurice constantly berated his sons, and reminded them of their chores about the tower. 

They painted walls, buffed floors, and took out trash in large, clear bags all day. Garvey was tired of all the chores, and he displayed his displeasure by grunting or taking too long to complete his tasks.

Maurice did not make it a habit of striking his fus, but after things changed, and Garvey was soon struck upside his head and neck several times with an open palm. 

These hits stung Garvey on his body and inside his soul. He was much taller than Maurice; but he knew he was no match for his father. He soon learned to stay away from his father when he was perturbed.

As the last end of November came and went the weather patterns over Hannibal became increasingly erratic. 

It was so erratic to drive whole families underground in shelters. Maurice knew this was a time for unity among the rough man communities. He pled for surviving rough men to come to Hannibal and set up house. 

He said there was plenty of land. General controlled the board on this day, and the signal could only be held for 17 minutes.

“It’s getting worse,” General said.

“I know, we need to do something to counter that,” Maurice said with a face filled with concern.

“Do you really think these rough men will pick our community over theirs? The trek from certain points must be over thousands of miles. What about hostiles? How would they counter that and survive the harsh weather conditions?” General asked, alarmed.

“Spread out like this we are vulnerable,” Maurice said somberly.

“This plan of yours is flawed, Maurice. I propose that you rethink it. Each community must deal with each threat separately. 

“The ancients reiterated that each rough man must stay in his own community to lessen any competitive spirit from either rough man. There is enough land out there for all the rough men; but this unity will abolish that,” General said.

“So, we just take it on the chin?” Maurice asked.

“The best fighters know how to take a blow, as well as give one,” General said with finality.

Maurice finally came to the realization that they were all alone in this fight and all they had was each other.
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Law lied. 

He never ran past the great tower and its inhabitants that he was living there. He was taking a chance in being rejected and having no place to go; but he would eat nails before he returned to “mom’s world” again. 

When he landed outside the tower, he saw Garvey and immediately Garvey understood what the bags were for.

“Dad has been in a bad mood lately, Law,” Garvey said sheepishly. “This might not be the right time to ask him.”

“I have nowhere to go, then,” Law looked crestfallen.

“I’ll take you to him and maybe he will prove me wrong. We’ll take my air car,” Garvey said.

Maurice was at the southern edge of Hannibal. He was several yards from his new yellow car, given to him by Joy to perk up his spirits. 

Maurice reluctantly accepted the gift, and it did make him smile; so, Joy’s intentions were successful.

Maurice took out a silver box and began to scan for energy patterns. He walked several yards in four directions and was pleased that the modules would hold a shield push. 

He stopped to observe the descending sun’s light. He smiled at the countryside of hills, grass, and trees and tried to use this time to meditate standing.

He was surprised when another air car began to hover above him and land. It was Garvey’s green air car. Out climbed Garvey and Law. 

Maurice sighed deeply. He knew it was an issue he did not want to deal with. Instead of waiting to ask, he scanned them mentally, lightly; but Garvey was skilled enough to feel the scan, but Law was not.

“So, you know,” Garvey said. “Dad, give him a chance.”

“He has all the chance in the world,” Maurice folded his arms over his small chest. “Start talking, Law. What is it this time? You want to stay for good because you feel you are ready to traverse the sands away from momma?”

“I moved out because I am ready to be my own man,” Law said carefully. “I can contribute much to the tower. I am loyal and punctual in my duties. All I ask is room, board, and food. I believe that is a good deal for a loyal follower of the rough people.”

“Rough people, what the hell is that?” Garvey asked.

“Never mind, something I made up,” Law said quickly. “What do you say, Maurice? We have a deal?”

“If I accept your offer, it will cause more trouble between Tristan and me,” Maurice said reluctantly. “She already blames me for your father’s death. If you move in it will be like me taking another from her. I don’t think I am ready for all that friction in my life right now...”

“I’ll handle my mom,” Law said with finality.

Maurice sighed and relented by opening his palm and shaking Law’s hand. They walked separately, out of ear shot of Garvey.

“I hope I am not regretting this,” Maurice said. “Tell me, what do you know about bodies in the basement?”

Maurice saw Law’s expression turn ashen and fear poured from his chest. He was concerned Maurice would turn his mother into the authorities.

“What do you know?” Law asked.

“All of it. She let her guard down when she moved from Tower4 to her new house. I am sensing the last death was a mishap...,” Maurice said.

“It was...,” Law sighed deeply.

“About secrets in the psyche of individuals, I cannot see anything they don’t let me. If they suppress the emotion, the thought I cannot see it, but the moment they are relaxed...,” he motioned his hand slowly upwards.

“It rises to the surface,” Law said.

“I will have to keep a close eye on her. I do not want any more citizens coming up dead. I will give her one chance to cross me, then it’s all over,” he said.

“Thanks,” Law sighed deeply.

“I’m only doing this for you,” Maurice said.

“I understand, and thanks,” Law said.

Maurice’s demeanor seemed to brighten some.

“Back to your big move. I want to give it a chance,” Maurice said.

“I won’t let you down,” Law smiled, triumphant.

“Let me talk to Garvey alone for the moment,” Maurice said suddenly.

Law walked to the car with much pep in his step. He smiled from ear to ear and hummed a tune he learned when he was a boy. Maurice guided Garvey to a large tree with one hand.

“Law is like a son to me. Look after him as if he is your brother. Give Page the same task too,” Maurice said quietly.

“Okay dad,” Garvey said.

“Rough men are dying all over the place and it’s a matter of time for the farmers to play their cards and try to finish us off. 

“Remember, those drills we practiced; teach Law the same. I am just one man and cannot watch him every minute. If something were to happen to the boy, Tristan would never forgive me,” Maurice said somberly.

Maurice dialed Tristan’s number on his vi-phone and waited until her brown face appeared on video screen. She appeared surprised when he called.

“Hello roughie, what’s on your mind?” she asked.

“I know about the things in the basement. I will keep it cryptic just in case someone is recording this. You know what I am talking about?” he asked.

She only nodded her head vigorously.

“Be careful,” he said.

When he dissolved the communications she sat like a stone, but he knew she raged on the inside, and he had the upper hand for a change.

General sat in the defensive computer room. He did admit that he did not like the feel of the chairs. He did not like the huge movies screen that could split into various smaller screens. 

He liked the personable touch. He felt these were not personable gadgets. Each screen fizzled in and out of focus and General became confused on which knob did what for which screen.

Leon appeared at his side. He did not take particularly good care of himself. Already thin, he grew even thinner. His pink complexion had sunk into his jawbone and cheeks. He looked emaciated. 

His white doctor’s jacket was wrinkled with gray pants. His hair was short, brown, and cropped so that he plucked it from his forehead from time to time.

“Report,” Leon said, bored.

“Testing the spy eyes, the missiles, tanks. All tests are good,” General said flatly.

“It looks like another war pending?” Leon asked, more alarmed.

General only nodded his answer while Leon slowly sat at the left panel.

“There have been more incursions from the farmers. Water conflicts and threats; but no violence,” General said. “What’s happening with the force?”

“The electrons are becoming more unstable; but Marcus and I predict an eight-week neutralization give or take a week or two. 

“The more stabilized electrons should be in control within three months, four at the most,” Leon said with a faint smile.

“Anything can happen in four months,” General said, worried. “Four months is a long time. I am worried about Maurice. 

“He has not been taking stress very well lately. He is very moody, irritable. The rough men were bred for pressurized events, but nothing like this electron destabilization. 

"I am worried Maurice might fall into a catatonic state soon. Is there any medicine you can give to help him to be calm?” Garvey asked.

“I can investigate that. That does not mean he will take it though. He’s very stubborn, you know,” Leon said.

“He is humble too. Maybe he will see these events are out of his league and accept help from the doctor. Doctor’s orders,” General half-laughed.

Leon snickered through rotten teeth.

Maurice walked through the yellow-painted hallways with Garvey, Page, and Lawrence. Maurice explained to the three their new chores of painting and Law’s new position as Eastern Regional Supplier. Maurice wanted Shawnee involved, but she could not be found.

“I don’t know where she is at. She left an hour ago,” Garvey said.

“I want the four of you; Shawnee included, meet me in the conference room at nine in the morning. Synchronize your watches. Don’t be late,” Maurice said firmly.

It was near 12 midnight when Marcus laid down his brown, leathery suitcase and untied his robes so they fell away. 

He had on blue underclothes as he went to the white icebox, opened a huge door, and took out a beer. He closed the door and saw Tristan as she watched him with stern, brown eyes.

Marcus’ heart took a leap in fear.

“What are you trying to do, give me a heart attack?” Marcus asked, alarmed.

“I would give you one, but I am not phasee, they do it slow and painfully. My son is gone because of you. What kind of man turns his son against his own mother?” Tristan asked.

“He had his mind made up before I arrived, Tri. It was a set-up; he used me as a scapegoat so that you would split your anger and not incur your wrath on him only. He’s smarter than you know,” Marcus said lightly.

“He’s not that smart. You must have helped him with the plan,” Tristan said evenly.

Marcus sighed and turned his beer can up to drink, but Tristan nudged him in the stomach with pointed fingers and he regurgitated half of his consumption on the floor. She walked away, incensed.

He climbed into bed an hour later. He specifically waited until she was asleep. He did not want to hear any more about the matter. 

He slept lightly, and his dreams were filled with past battles, cries of pain, blood...he slowly awakened into a well-lit room and bondage.

She was naked, and her hair was in disarray and her expression looked wild, and distant. For a time, he was concerned as she stood over him naked. 

He found he was naked too. Then he began to struggle wildly. He looked up to handcuffs on his wrists, handcuffs on his ankles. 

She caused pain and pleasurable sensations to rack his body. 

When he exploded inside her he felt dirty, used, and exhausted. Tristan slept on top, all night in this position; but he barely slept. He only worried what she might do next.
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In the east it was nine in the morning. Seagulls dipped and swooped in partly cloudy light, blue skies. Merchant boats moved in and out of several harbors and air cars buzzed so loudly the birds were terrified and began to fly away.

In the tower on its third floor was a small conference room with view screens that made a circle so that Maurice could turn from one image to the next. 

Maurice stood in a black and yellow robe. Seated was General in a blue and red robe. Garvey and Page sat wearing the same green uniform color. 

Lawrence wore a blue robe that flowed over his thin, brown body. He was much enthused by these proceedings because this was his first conference meeting.

Shawnee looked preoccupied. She stared at her hands and did not make eye contact when asked a question. General and Maurice noticed this and stared at each other briefly. 

Dee was in the conference room. She sat next to General and the blue robe she wore looked dazzling because it glimmered in the overhead lights. Dee did not wear underwear. None of the bos did. 

It was a cultural thing; but Maurice was displeased when he could see that Dee’s dress covered very little. 

Maurice immediately gave her a hard stare. Dee noticed the stare, looked down and quickly closed her legs, ashamed.

Soon could not make it to the east, so her face appeared in one of the view screens. She looked worried about Maurice’s frame of mind. 

In Soon’s view screen appeared Albert; but she instructed him to find another camera because both faces could not fit in one screen. 

Albert snickered, and within minutes his face appeared on a separate view screen next to Soon’s image.

Chris could not make it and his slightly hairy face appeared two view screens away from Soon’s image. He appeared not to be there. He had a slouch in his posture, and he played with a pencil between his pink fingers.

Luke was also at the table; but he was dressed as if at a ball. He wore a green suit; white shirt and he had a yellow flower that stuck from his pocket. Luke’s hands were filled with gold rings, and he clicked these together as if they were dice being thrown.

Leon sat next to Luke; but he appeared more disheveled and more depressed than ever. His clothes were wrinkled from head to foot. Even his dirty shoes looked wrinkled.

Marcus looked the most disturbed at the table. He glared at Lawrence, as if to mentally persuade him to return to his mother, and thus relieve him of the wrath of Tristan; but Lawrence had no intentions of returning “home.” As far as Law was concerned, he was “home.”

It was tensely quiet, and Maurice broke the quiet to begin his meeting.

“General and I asked you all here, because there have been drastic changes in the weather patterns,” Maurice said. 

He turned to a large, blank view screen and blinked his eyes once so that the map appeared on the screen. 

“What you see before you are lines made by Marcus and Leon. They have calculated that the electrons are going to stabilize in three months?” Maurice asked.

“Four months,” Leon barely said.

“Four months, which means there will be a new world coming into existence,” Maurice said enthusiastically. “Electronics should be back. Frequencies will not be hard to come by, and this darkness over the planet should have ended.”

“In further studies,” Leon said grimly. “There will be a deeper period of darkness. The climate will become more erratic...”

“Oh, how long will this deeper darkness last?” Maurice asked.

“About two weeks?” Leon turned to Marcus.

Marcus stopped his glares to Lawrence and sat up and paid attention.

“About two weeks, three at the most,” Marcus said.

There were mumbles about the table between Garvey, Page, Dee, and Luke.

“I suggest we reserve our food and supplies for that time, which will be sometime in December,” Marcus said intently.

“In light of this new revelation,” Maurice gestured to Lawrence. “I appointed Law as the Eastern Regional Supplier. If you need any supplies, please contact Law and he will try to get it for you. He is our new guess at the tower, so he won’t be hard to find.”

Law waved at all at the table; but ignored Marcus. The others waved back while Page and Garvey shook his hands and patted him on the back.

“Luke won’t leave Joy, ever; so, he goes home at night; but you can still trade with him for cable and other satellite hookups. Be prepared to trade some furniture for your new cable...”

Luke laughed lightly.

“Now, I will give the floor to General who will go deeper into Farmland’s incursions against our waters, Gen?” Maurice coaxed.

Maurice sat across from Dee, who watched him intently. She did not take her eyes off him. He mentally scanned her and got an emotional rush of lust and fear. 

She had reservations about getting too old to bear a bo-child. He was not sure what was the age for a bo to stop bearing bo-children, but he felt something had to be done, fast.

When the meeting ended there was a scattered presence at work. Chris’ signal vanished as did Soon’s; but not before she told Maurice she wanted to speak with him privately in thirty minutes. Maurice, with hidden irritation nodded to her image, then turned to Lawrence.

“Maurice! Did you hear me?” Soon asked, irritated.

“Yes, in thirty minutes. I heard you. I will talk to you later, I have things to do,” Maurice said, aggravated by her irritation.

Soon blanked the screen in anger; Dee and the others in the room stared at each other in surprise at the exchange. Maurice ignored all these events and turned back to Lawrence and gave him a black box.

“There is a man named: Charles. This is his frequency. Talk to him, but do not make any deals, yet. We have sixteen robots left to trade. There are none like them in the region. Use that as a negotiating bargain. Have not finalized a thing yet. This is your view phone now,” Maurice said.

Lawrence stared at the black view screen in surprise and awe; but Maurice was impatient for him to start talking.

“Start dialing, Law,” Maurice said flatly.

“Oh, shit, sorry,” Lawrence flipped open the mini screen and smiled at the pink, face of old Charles.

Maurice knew Dee had not been herself lately. As he walked down the dimly lit, green hallway with white, shiny-buffered floors, he did feel the presence of Dee. 

She appeared to be following him; so, he played the cat and mouse game, until she walked around the corner and saw him standing there!

She was not prepared for this incident and almost ran into him. Maurice stood, grim looking. His damaged eyes were covered by sunglasses in the dim lights. Dee felt threatened.

She knew he would never hurt her, or would he? His mind has not been in the best shape since the ancients left, she thought.

“I would never hurt you or those whom I love,” Maurice said. 

Apparently reading her thoughts, she felt a sudden sense of relief. 

“You have been feeling old lately. You want to try for that bo-child before it is too late. We did try once, and it was a disaster. 

“I ended with marks all over my body, humiliated. We could try again, but with no interruptions. Where could we go where there would be no interruptions?” he asked.

“My room,” she said carefully.

“Same time with a different place,” Maurice faintly smiled.

“You self-healed yourself before,” Dee said. “Why can’t you do it this time?”

Maurice stood with his head bowed as he contemplated her words.

“I self-healed only through the power of faith, interconnected with the mothership above which gives off vibrations and helps us to do tremendous things, with the mothership damaged from the rough storm I am not capable of doing those things I did before,” he said.

“Oh,” she understood and nodded.

He tried to walk away, but she pulled him to her and kissed him on the ear, lightly. He was taken aback by her affection; despite the razor teeth she could be quite gentle with them.

Maurice walked to his comfortable blue room with white curtains and black lounge furniture. There was a kitchen, dining area, and a bedroom and a bathroom with yellow walls and several long mirrors. 

Maurice dialed Soon’s frequency, and her round face appeared immediately. He immediately could feel the tension as it breathed from her presence. She was clearly disturbed from having to wait over thirty minutes.

“That was forty-five minutes, Mau,” Soon said.

“I owe you fifteen minutes, then,” Maurice popped an orange-flavored soda can. “What’s on your mind?”

“You know what’s on my mind, Mau. You are on my mind,” Soon smiled mischievously. “We haven’t made love in a long time. How long has it been, four months? I want you, Mau, and I know you want me too, so why don’t we stop playing this game and get together?”

“What would be a good time for you?” Maurice asked her softly.

“Tonight, at nine would be good,” she said.

“Can’t do it, I have date with Dee at ten, tonight. Pick another day, how about the day after tomorrow?” Maurice asked quickly.

“You are going to try again with her? Do you remember what happened the last time? She nearly marked you for life! What is the matter with you? Are you a glutton for punishment!” she screamed.

“I love her, Soon. I want her to be happy. I want you to be happy too. Pick the day after tomorrow. In keeping with phasee tradition. Companions should not be seen on the same day or the following day, but one and a half after,” Maurice said.

“Not the day after tomorrow, Mau. When you touched her the last time, I could not make love to you for a long time. 

“I can’t go through this charade again, I want out of our relationship, Mau.  It is over. Do you hear me? It is over! For now, you will speak through Albert,” Soon wiped away fallen tears as she blanked the screen.

Maurice sat, devastated.

Maurice tried to contact Soon all day. Albert’s face appeared on screen several times before Maurice asked Albert pointed questions.

“What did she take? Did she take any toiletries?” Maurice asked.

“No, she took herself out of here. She needed a break. Had to blow off steam somewhere. 

(Maurice saw images in his mind) ...anywhere but here,” Al said.

“We all need a break, thanks Al,” Maurice blanked the screen.

Albert would be furious with Maurice if he knew his brain was just picked through screen waves, Maurice thought; but he had to find her.

He was more concerned with her safety than his and with killer phasees assassinating rough men; they might turn to the spouses and kill them too.

Maurice floated above a mountainous area of machine-made homes and large buildings built with white and gold bricks that glittered from a high sun. 

92 feet in the air he could see many in white hurrying from place to place in preparation for hospice work in a faraway region.

Maurice landed his yellow air car as dust particles spun in the air and children jumped up and down at the sight of the rough man! 

They shouted the rough man song and danced in a circle. 

Kids you better behave

Rough man

gonna’ get you

Tyrants better run and hide

It’s not safe to

Be outside

Maurice tried not to laugh; but he was well into laughter when Soon’s form appeared on the fourth floor of the six-storied building.

She wore white robes that flapped in the wind and her red hair was laid back like a wet mop. Her face was stern, and Maurice could feel the anger from his position yards away.

The children in their white uniforms stopped singing and dancing to watch Maurice and Soon. Even many of the hospice workers became fascinated by this exchange between companions.

“You are close to my heart like never before,” Maurice said evenly. “I won’t bother you if that’s what you want. 

“I will go on with my life, as if all is well, but I am going to miss you. I feel that you will miss me. If you want me, you know where I will be. As far as I am concerned, we are still together....”

“No! It is not! It is over Mau! You cannot make me stay with you. Just leave me alone?!” she screamed.

“Let’s talk about this,” he said.

“We have nothing to talk about! When you are ready to give up Dee, then we can talk! Until then we have nothing to say!” she yelled. “My constituents will see to your proper removal from the premises. 

“Please do not make them mad. You are not as young as you used to be and they are very proficient in martial arts.”

Maurice did suddenly notice three, large humans standing nearby. The children made a sound when one of them was going to get into trouble. Their eyes stared at the large-framed humans who towered over the rough man.

The three men wore white clothes with black shoes, and they looked prepared to tackle any trouble that came Soon’s way. Maurice knew his vision was the cause of not noticing these massive figures earlier. He could see them but not very well.

This incensed him more. He shouted at Soon as she made her way back into the room. He became more incensed that she would ignore him and set these goons on him.

One of the three men had spread his massive arms and motioned Maurice to his yellow car. Maurice tried to walk pass him; but the big man shoved him back.

“Look, rough man. You do not want to do this. We like you. We do not want any trouble; but we must protect the missus. She is our bread and butter, you understand?” One burly man asked.

Maurice glared at them all. He glared from one man to the other. His eyes bore into their souls to detect any fear. 

He detected some nervous twitches in the expectation of violence. Then he turned to the children who were quiet and observant. Then he turned back to the guards.

“You know I can come back with some robot friends of mine and take this place down. I can do that. You know I can do that, don’t you?” Maurice asked quietly. The men stared at him nervously.

“But I like kids and I wouldn’t want to be a bad example for them, you know what I mean?” Maurice asked.

Soon stood part inside her room and outside the balcony; she had difficulty containing her fear that Maurice would try against her. 

She felt she did not know this man; he was too unpredictable for her. Where, she wondered, had the ancients taken her companion?

“I know when I am not wanted,” Maurice said suddenly.

Then, he took off his sunglasses and showed his damaged eyes to the men and winked at them.

“Good job, boys,” Maurice smiled and walked to his air car.

The children made noises of surprise seeing the burnt eyes as Maurice climbed into his car and coasted into blue skies. 

The men sighed deeply as they thought about the violence that almost ensued, and Soon cried in her room as if her heart would break.

With Luke spinning songs from his production company a mile away, Dee and Maurice laid together, fully clothed. 

The radio played light jazz tunes that blended with Maurice’s somber mood. Maurice missed Soon, and it showed much to sour everything else. 

Dee understood these things and did not push the matter. She kept her mouth closed until he asked her a direct question. 

He noticed that Dee was unusually quiet, and he had to inquire to get a clear picture of her mood.

“Why are you so quiet?” Maurice asked.

“Because you are,” she replied.

“Sorry, maybe we can try something another time. I’m not all here, Dee,” Maurice said.

“I understand, if I lost you, I would be no good for a long time too,” Dee said.

“She’ll be back, give her some time to think,” Maurice said.

“We’ll see,” she said quietly.

They listened to the music and worried. 
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​​CHAPTER 4
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On November 24th, 

Soon, 

Regional Governor of Southern Hannibal ordered a complete tearing away from the rough lands. 

Soon’s image appeared on screen and her signal was sent to regions far and wide. The new land would be named Freeland, without the authoritative guidance of the rough men.

Soon wore white and yellow robes and her hair was greased and pressed down so that its red tinge was almost brown. 

Many in the rough lands and the southern part of Hannibal watched her image in awe; because she rarely used television to state her message and her reputation was one of kindness and compassion.

“My new title will be queen of the state, while Albert here, will be head of security for the region. That will be all the titles we will need for now. 

“If the ancients return, we will merge back into the rough man fold, until then we will remain a free land for all species, thank you,” Soon’s imaged vanished from all points.

The rough lands in all the regions trembled in sorrow. They knew a good ally was lost. The south was the backbone when it came to hospital care and hospice work. 

Many saw the local hospitals as an extension of Soon’s work. When supplies fell low who would add more supplies, people wondered?

Maurice was strongly agitated by Soon’s bold move to tear away from the other Hannibals. He paced back and forth in the defensive room and shook his fists at an invisible foe. 

He was doing a difficult job of containing his fears for Soon and her region. The sense of betrayal from her was so deep to shake him to his soul; and he fought against these terrible feelings.

Maurice wore blue and white robes and black boots. He resembled a student in preparation for graduation, except for the typical alumni hat. 

General sat on a slanted, gray ramp. He refused to sit in the chair. He was tired of sitting in the chair, always he sat in the chair.

“How can Al be in charge of security, when there is no security in the southern region?” Maurice raged out loud.

“I don’t know what Soon is trying to do; but I think it has something to do with what you two had, instead of the rough lands. This is a smoke screen for her hurt feelings about Dee,” General coughed in his hand several times.

“You’re right. You are right. They do not have tanks or firearms in the whole region. She removed all the weapons when she arrived eight years ago!” Maurice shouted.

“Good point. We should ask Albert what’s going on,” General coughed some more into his sweaty, pink palm.

“Yeah, but not with her around,” Maurice sighed. “We must talk to him, alone. Al sees Soon as a daughter. He is caught in the middle. She forced his hand; because he doesn’t know a thing about security,” Maurice said.

“I’ll arrange a meeting. I am going to bed. I don’t feel so good,” General suddenly said.
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