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“NOR LAW, NOR DUTY BADE ME FIGHT, NOT PUBLIC MEN, NOR CHEERING CROWDS, A LONELY IMPULSE IN THE CLOUDS; I BALANCED ALL, BROUGHT ALL TO MINE THE YEARS TO COME SEEMED WASTE OF BREATH, A WASTE OF BREATH THE YEARS BEHIND IN BALANCE WITH THIS LIFE, THIS DEATH.”

-AN IRISH AIRMAN FORSEES HIS DEATH-

W.B. YEATS 1865-1939
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Of course, these are fictional accounts of futuristic events. Each timeline is distinct by their standings. I would encourage a gleaming of the back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and brief history before devouring the whole text and story. 

Also, I would note there are present places in the future written in war experiences and 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...
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Small conflicts emerged in the Han region; St. Louis, and Kansas City area over an article written by reporter Cory Logan. 

Cory surmised there were four leaders in positions of power who could cause great despair or great healing to the people. He surnamed these leaders Mister and asked what their real intentions were.

The article asked a valid question; but it opened Cory to death threats from St. Louis, Kansas City, New London, and New Troy, all of Missouri.  Many of these threats came as email and social media.

Cory wrote about Mr. Rugged (Bok), Mr. Blue, Mr. Shim, and Mr. Arvid., with some history on the characters Cory asked what the desire of each Mr. was.

Mr. Rugged, formerly Bok Bannion, son of Baloh and Chelsea Bannion raided Kansas City, MO (KCMO) on March 3rd, New Times, with an army of crack troops. 

With little resistance, the city fell without much bloodshed on March 17th. With his sights turned toward St. Louis, MO (STLUMO) Bok prepared his army.

Mr. Shim, formerly Shimone Timur, received his doctorate degree in psychology in the New Times (no calendars allowed). 

As Dr. Shimone he was approached by rough man Mars and Ju in to act as a buffer for a tyrant known as “Mr. Rugged.” At the time Bok Bannion had a rag tag army of 4,122 troops. At present he has over 31,283 troops and is growing.

Mr. Arvid was born Arvid in the New Times to Kimberly Frost and Mars the rough man. Arvid developed a camp for healing with millions of people visiting far and wide visiting. His brothers Atli and Razi were strangely not placed as Misters in what was known as the “Misters Conflict.”

Mr. Blue arrived on earth on October 25th, in a small ship that emitted blue light rays. For 20 years Blue barely emerged from the ship and only received two human representatives who never emerged again. On April 20th, the ship took off and left Blue alone...



CAMP SHIM
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1-SHIM’S LAND-NEW TIMES
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Shim’s Land, better known as St. Louis, Mo., or short for STLUMO, as the citizens liked to call it, had a population of 1,395,002 humans, the rest were mixed with fumans, phasees and a small bolaris neighborhood on the south side.

When Shim was contacted through his vi-phone a reporter had come to see him as scheduled. He nodded solemnly and had the reporter sent up by a robot security detail.

Shim was 92-years-of-age and feeling the effects of infirmity. He roughly sat in a black and blue chair and began to breathe heavily for a moment. He thought he was having one of his heart attacks but decided not to seek a remedy just yet. He felt he had time...

Shim was a tall man with gray around his balding head. His skin was pot-marked with dark blemishes, and it was evident he had not shaven for the interview. With the large thin nose and thin lips, he used to call himself a handsome man, long ago.

When the door opened in came Cory Logan, a 48-of-age reporter with blond hair and striking blue eyes. Cory and Shim shook hands briefly and Shim gestured to him into a nearby chair. 

“Thank you for giving me this opportunity to interview you, Mr. Shim. You don’t know how long I waited to have this sit down,” Cory said.

“Oh, I know how long, Mr. Cory,” Shim cleared his throat. “I know you are the reporter behind the “Mr.” articles. I know your dream is to find the mystery writer behind several of the rough man books.”

Cory stopped retrieving his equipment and sat in the comfortable room of black and blue chairs and gold curtains. He stared at the simulated fire in an imitation fireplace for some time and then stared at Shim.

“Why did you let me interview you if you know my intentions?” Cory asked.

“My friend, I know not of any man’s intentions. I am neither phasee nor fuman, so your deepest fears and regrets are kept from me, unless you want to tell what they are,” Shim said with a weak smile.

“I believe another war is imminent,” Cory said.

“That’s an open fear of many,” Shim said.

“I regret not finding the mystery writer. I promised my mother I would,” Cory stared sadly.

“That’s an urban legend. Don’t waste your time,” Shim said.

Cory adjusted miniature cameras and microphones and locked them as one unit. He did not activate the gadget yet...

“How can you be so sure it’s not true?” Cory asked.

“My friend, I admire your drive, that’s why I gave you this interview. You have a drive in you I have not seen in myself in over sixty years,” Shim coughed lightly in his arm. “It would be sad if you chased ghosts and shadows with your talents and drive. Many writers for ages adjusted their names. This was to see if the story was important or the writer.”

“So, you are saying the rough man books were written by one man with different names?” Cory asked.

“Sure, all the writers do it one time or another,” Shim waved his pink hand.

Cory shifted in his black and gray robes and white sneakers. This odd combination of colors brightened the dull eyes of Shim. Cory saw the humor in his combination with light laughter.

“I never wear shoes. I can run in sneakers much faster,” Cory said.

“Understood,” Shim’s smile slowly faded away. “Before you start that contraption, I want to ask you why the ‘Mr.” article?”

Cory pressed his pink lips together and sighed deeply. He looked at the gray rug below and stared firmly into the green eyes of Shim.

“I believe through the power of a word I can slow down the coming war. The article brings out certain powers people might not realize. It asks the question: Who is in Charge? Millions have responded,” Cory said.

“It’s a good article. I like things that keep the people thinking too,” Shim said carefully.

Cory nodded in agreement, but behind the face of Shim was a deeper darker secret that Cory hoped he would share.

Shim was a tall man of 6’ 3.” When he tried to stand his legs did not work well and Cory hurried to his side to help him rise; but Shim would not have it. He gestured Cory away and struggled to stand in his green and white robes that moved like flags.

“The struggle is what keeps me alive,” Shim said as he rose. “It’s my form of exercise.”

Cory stood standing in his nervous tension. Shim walked a few steps, looked back and gestured Cory forward.

“I want to show you something, keep the camera rolling,” Shim said with secretive smile.

Cory lifted the light contraption to his shoulder and an instant light clicked on so that it gave the apartment an eerie look. Shim looked back and in his green eyes was a mischievous stare.

“Take a look at this,” Shim held carefully in his fat palms a glass container with a feather in it. “Mars and Ju gave it to me, beautiful, isn’t it?”

“What is it?” Cory asked behind the camera.

“You can’t get close to it that way,” Shim said, disappointed.

Cory hesitated and placed the contraption on a nearby brown table so that it continued to record as Shim carefully handed him a feather encased in hard plastic.

“It means something, but I don’t know what it means. Shawn-nok was given one too and he relayed this to me two years after the fact. We both believe it has something to do with a bird,” Shim said.

“What type of bird?” Cory asked.

“I don’t know...,” Shim said. “It’s yours to keep. I can’t use it.”

“Apparently the rough men left it to you for a reason,” Cory said, as he carefully handled it.

“It’s just going to be stolen or auctioned off after I am gone and I don’t have much time; so, I believe it will be good in your hands,” Shim smiled.

Behind the green eyes of Shim’s smile was a message that eluded Cory’s perception and understanding. He carefully slid the plastic casing in a large black bag with ty strings.

“I didn’t expect to go on a treasure hunt,” Cory said, nervously.

“Ah, there’s more,” Shim said.

Shim moved further back into the apartment. This surprised Cory. He found the elaborate, comfortable place of bookshelves and imitation fireplaces to be alluring. He also found the songs from a nearby satellite radio station that played jazz and classical to draw him into contemplations from the past.

“Walter Beasley’s ‘Simply Put,’” a voice said over the radio. “This is Joy giving you joy through the air waves...”

Shim slid apart brown double doors and the sound startled Cory from his reflections in music and melancholy. 

“Welcome to my lair,” Shim walked into a small office of brown, mahogany furniture, and black office chairs. “Only I am allowed back here and now you...”

Cory only nodded and peered around at the camera and light. Shim covered the camera lens and gestured negatively.

“This will have to remain our secret. Also, the feather should be edited out too,” Shim said.

Cory nodded and placed the contraption on a nearby desk. Shim produced a key and reached further down and with a little jerk introduced a small suitcase of a black design with strange letters Cory did not recognize.

“I don’t know what they mean, and I don’t care to know,” Shim unlocked the suitcase. “Some things are best left in the dark.”

Inside were 5 small vials of a green liquid. It was evident the suitcase was filled at one time. Shim took out one vial and popped its cork.

“Bottom’s up,” Shim said as he drank the liquid. “Has a bitter-sweet taste.”

“You’re not going to start changing on me?” Cory asked, alarmed.

“No, it doesn’t work that way,” Shim chuckled and sat on the edge of his desk. “It works internally. It keeps you vital, strong, and alert; side effects...you turn to your previous state, sometimes worst; because your body must catch up to its natural state.”

Cory held the small vial in his hand as if it was a bug. He heard so many rumors about it he was not sure how to take this new information.

“You can keep the remaining vials. It was supposed to last for ten years, but I was very conservative. I was given one-hundred vials twenty-three years ago, now there are four left,” Shim said.

Shim locked the case and gave Cory his keys. Cory was at a loss for words and Shim could tell he was trying to figure it all at one time.

“I was given the vials to keep me alive or I would be dead. If I were dead Mr. Shim would not exist. If I did not exist Mr. Rugged would have taken over STLUMO by now and crushed the other Misters,” Shim said.

Cory pocketed the key and lifted the suitcase and found it to be light as a feather. Shim smiled and pressed his fat left palm on Cory’s small shoulder.

“Now, get out of my office so I can get my last joy before I die,” Shim said.

Cory looked at him, surprised.

“We all have to die sometimes, friend,” Shim said, kindly.
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When Cory was outside the apartment and Shim’s brown door slid over another figure appeared on the stairs. Cory waved at her, and she smiled and waved back. Cory instantly was attracted to her.

She had a bright smile and was dark-skinned with blond hair that was obviously not hers. Her body was lithe, and she had muscles in her thighs that were well-toned under the yellow and white robes she wore.

“You are Cory, the reporter,” she said. “My name is Mohr.”

“How do you know about me?” Cory asked.

“Your articles in the ‘Mr.’ column, you know your writing will be the death of you,” Mohr said.

“I will keep that in mind,” Cory said with a smile.

“Sometimes maybe we can get together, you know, have some coffee or tea,” Mohr said.

“I would like that,” Cory said.

She buzzed and brown doors slid open to reveal Shim in a white robe and a smile. Cory watched as Mohr vanished behind closed doors.

“You got to die sometimes,” Cory mimicked under his breath.

Mohr eventually after light conversation began to disrobe and show Shim her body. Despite her thick stomach, her chest protruded and her bottom extended. 

It was enough to arouse Shim. When she mounted the smiling Shim, his green eyes filled with a strange light.

“You’ve been taking your vials, again,” Mohr said.

“Oh yeah...,” Shim said.

“Take it easy on me this time. Last time you nearly wore my back out,” Mohr kissed his pink lips.

“No, this time you are going to do all the work,” Shim said.

She was pleased with this and gripped the bedpost and hummed as she worked. Within 93 minutes she was exhausted and rolled next to him. He was more quiet than usual and noticed the strange light left his eyes 30 minutes ago. She touched his arm and found it cold!

She leaned forward and touched his face with her hands and horror found her soul. She jerked back and screamed! He was dead! His eyes were vacant, and his mouth remained open in ecstasy. His skin was pale and looked like stone and cracks formed in various places.

Mohr screamed so that servant robots entered the room and covered his body in sheets. When the authorities arrived, they were a mixture of robot detectives and humans in long coats. Mohr was covered in blankets and given water to lessen her trauma, but none could take away her horror in seeing her friend die in such a way.

When Cory found out about Mr. Shim’s death it was in the early morning hours of 4:10. Cory only slept a few hours each night, so he was not surprised to be up so early. Since his mother died, he was on edge. This anticipation ate at his bones and caused insomnia.

He was in the newly rebuilt Langley Hotel downtown. He could see the Gateway Arch from his position and much of the skyline was dark with colorful air cars that landed and blended into traffic.

He liked to keep his curtains wide so he could view the landscape as he wrote. This morning, he listened to Joy on the radio, and she played classical from songs over 80 years ago.

This surprised him to learn through news information sources and video screens that Mr. Shim would be replaced by Mr. Page, his enforcer in the region. 

Page was known as brutal when it came to suppressing violence. There were times Garvey and Lance told him from obliterating neighborhoods that raged against Shim’s heavy taxation.

“This is Joy in your morning...,” she said.

He was buzzed on his vi-phone and curious to wonder who would call him at four in the morning. When he touched his receive button the face surprised him. It was Mohr.

“Can I come up?” she asked.

“Sure, not sleeping anyway,” Cory said.

He was surprised he did not have to tell her which room he was in. He expected her to have spies all over the place. She appeared to be a call girl, but Cory wondered about her intentions. Who was she, really?

Cory and Mohr watched several news reports from different squares on the screens and expanded squares for specific information. 

Mohr drank coffee from a green cup with a chip on its edge as Cory drank Jasmine Tea in a red cup. They sat on opposite sides of the couch and Cory could tell she was still traumatized. Her legs were pulled under her thick belly, and she barely moved from that position except to go to the bathroom.

“If you need to sleep, I have room,” Cory pointed to his large bed, unmade.

“Thanks, maybe I can sleep for a few hours,” she stood and stretched so that her nude body showed. “Sorry, not trying to tease...”

“It’s all right. I’ve learned to suppress my desires,” Cory said.

“Not good to do that for too long,” Mohr said.

He eyed her, surprised. She smiled faintly and walked to the bed and seemed to fall face first. He was concerned she was dead, but he could tell she breathed lightly from his position.

He used this time to write his article on Mr. Shim’s life and death. When he was finished it was 9 in the morning and the sun blazed a mighty light through his hotel window...

He awakened to Mohr standing over him with hot Jasmine Tea. She had an infectious smile and he smiled, embarrassed he slept so long.

“I am surprised I slept that long,” Cory adjusted himself in the chair and took the tea. “Thanks.”

Her eyes were downcast as she sat on his chair’s arm. She slowly finished her coffee and remained subdued. Cory could tell something was different about her, but he could not figure out what.

“What’s wrong?” Cory asked.

“I’m pregnant,” Mohr said.

“Shit,” Cory laid down the yellow cup. “Is it Shim’s?”

She only nodded. Cory sensed there was more to the story. His reporter senses rose to the surface.

“He didn’t know about it, and you failed to tell him; but are telling me, why?” Cory asked.

She rose from the chair’s arm and walked to the kitchen of beige walls. She sat at a nearby brown table with pink chairs and sipped coffee quietly. Cory rose from his chair and the tension began to increase the longer she paused.

“I knew Shimone for ten years. I came as a call girl; we eventually became close after his wife died. She suspected us but understood the desires of her husband could not be met by a feeble wife. 

“On her death bed I promised to take care of him and that meant to keep the other call girls away. In time he told me secrets...,” she paused.

Cory sat across from her and waited for these secrets, but she failed to disclose them because her countenance brightened, and her smile returned.

“I hope you don’t mind I took a shower in your bathroom,” she said.

“No, I don’t mind...about these secrets,” Cory said.

“In time you will know, Cory Logan. I was told not to give you too much information at one time,” she said.

“Who told you what to tell me and when to tell me?” Cory asked.

“That’s at my discretion what to tell you and when,” Mohr said as she sipped at her coffee. “Lance asked me not to tell you too much at one time.”

“Who the hell is Lance, and how does he get to dictate what information to tell me?” Cory asked.

“Lance is the rough kid from the Ozarks,” she said.

“Oh, that Lance,” Cory said. “Why should he care about what information I receive?”

“He cares because you are like him; both writers trying to find their way. He wants you to call him and here is his number, if you want it,” she raised her pink vi-phone to connect to his.

He reluctantly raised his green vi-phone and connected it to hers so that digital sounds commenced. She lowered her phone and began to sip at her coffee.

“What is really going on here, Mohr?” Cory asked.

“Take it one step at a time, Cory. It is too overwhelming to absorb at once. The mind will not be able to handle it and you will reject it all; just call that number and Lance will help you with the rest. I must go. I have a doctor to see,” she rose slowly and felt her belly.

“You must be at least three months, along,” Cory said.

“No, just three weeks, something is wrong,” she said with fear in her voice.

“You want me to take you to the doctor’s office?” he asked.

“I don’t trust myself in my air car. I don’t feel so good...,” she fell face forward on the table and crashed to the floor.

“Shit!” Cory said.

He bent low and signaled for Emergency Call on his vi-phone. He felt for a pulse and found it faint. When the emergency team arrived, it consisted of two humans and a fuman. They wore white uniforms and carried electronic gadgets that were immediately placed on Mohr’s body to monitor her vitals.

“I will take my air car in,” Cory said.

“Are you, her husband?” the medic asked.

“No, just a friend,” Cory said.
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Cory flew on the top of STLUMO’S Hospital for Care and climbed from a gray and yellow air car of expanded wings. As the wind blew his green robes about, he retrieved a call from Lucille, his former girlfriend sometimes called Lucy.

She had a pink face with brown eyes and a long nose. Cory really did not have time to talk, and she understood without the usual battle to spend more time with her.

“I know you have your plate filled with things, just give me a call from time to time,” Lucy said.

“I will...,” Cory paused, and she blanked the reception from her end. “That was weird.”

Cory walked to a circle that said encouraging words not to move as the bubble covered his body like a tube. Cory mumbled the Emergency Waiting Room. The mechanical voice said it was best to keep still as the tube traveled and if he felt ill to stop the tube at any time...

Lights flew by Cory as he traveled quickly to the Emergency Waiting Room. As the tube settled and he emerged he felt disorientated but not nauseated as usual. He saw people as they sat and looked at programs and thin wide screens. He gravitated to the reception desk and saw a human as she smiled.

“I am waiting on Mohr, but I am not a family member..., Cory began.

“She is still in intensive care, but your arrival has been anticipated, Mr. Cory, will you please follow me? Losar, could you please take the desk while I take Mr. Cory to the Intensive Care Unit?” she asked.

Losar appeared to be fuman in a white uniform and a broad smile with dark skin. Cory followed the nurse deeper into the hospital, far from the front. Cory observed as the halls began to turn green with less people. When they turned the corner, he was surprised to see Mohr.

She was under several covers and her belly looked larger than when he last saw her. He thought this could not be and pressed his pink hands against the window in curiosity.

“Her sister will be here to greet you, shortly,” the nurse smiled and left.

In time Cory received a call from Lance. He recognized the picture from many posters at Ozark train stations when he travelled.

“When Mohr gave you my number it triggered an alert in my system. I am Lance of the Ozarks. I hope you don’t mind my imposing on your time,” Lance said.

“Maybe we should talk later, Mohr is sick,” Cory said.

“What happened?” Lance asked.

“She fell ill in my hotel room,” Cory said.

“It must be the baby...,” Lance said.

“What do you know about it?” Cory asked, suspicious.

“Everything...I will need to be there, expect me shortly,” Lance said as his face vanished into darkness.

“What the hell is going on here?” Cory asked quietly.

Mark and Shelley Ballard, sister and brother of Mohr arrived. Mark was 64 and feeling the aches of old age. With past injuries from the Farmer/Wisconsin War that truly never healed right; he limped with a brown cane. His dark skin and pudgy cheeks were flustered with discomfort as he walked next to Cory.

“I am Mark Ballard, this is my sister, Shelley,” Mark shook Cory’s hand.

Cory shook Shelley’s hand and found it to be warm. She looked almost the twin of Mark, but with streaks of gray in her black hair and a gleam in her eyes of defiance.

“So, you’re the ‘Mr.,’ man? With all the trouble you caused in your writings you have a nerve appearing as my sister’s friend,” Shelley said.

Cory was dumbfounded she knew that much.

“We know it all, Mr. Cory. You have been tracked,” Shelley said.

“Enough...,” Mark said firmly to his sister. “You are being watched.”

“Who is watching me and why?” Cory asked.

“I don’t know,” Mark stared at Mohr through the window. “She knew what she was getting into. She knew there was a possibility she could get pregnant; but she wanted to help Mars out...”
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