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As Jab the Earth Talker investigates, many begin to die fast. Are the deaths a fluke of nature or something evil?

Scientists worldwide unite to stop the citizens from dying. But can they do it before the Earth's population faces obliteration?

AUTHOR’S NOTES

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

Much later in the story, the New Times Council developed a plan to remove all future dates.

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, though fictional, helped me to escape many complexes, times of birth.

If you can remember to peruse the back glossary for OWA (Other Worldly Alien) terms and alien features. Then, read the whole text and story.

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

I only wrote what I saw in the characters’ experience. The story continued with what happened after that...

Michael Lighten

Mystery Writer

New Times
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“But it starts and ends with humanity,” Mars said. “We all have the blood of Humans in us. We call ourselves Fuman, Bolaris, Bofu, or Fubo, now the Blues. We survive through the blood of Humans. The Phasees are the only species who do not have Human blood.” Blue Battles

Han (formerly Hannibal, Missouri)

I had recently turned 22 years-of-age and came from a distant star called Phaes. A mishap of rockets and bombs destroyed it some years ago.

My name is Jab and this is the 3rd volume of stories from the Earth Talker Series.

Earth Talkers can connect to past events. Some, like my wife, can see the future. We try to use this ability for the good of the Earth (most of us, anyway).

I am not perfect. Two have unfortunately died by my hands, one a terrorist who shot our bus down and tried to kill us all.

The other man attacked me in the bathroom to silence me about a truth that he exposed anyway. I shot the first man twice and hit him both times. I punched the second man in the chest, killing him.

I am not proud of these deaths; they haunt me. But, through counseling, prayer, and patience, I strive to do better.

Those events happened two years before. But, with the New Times Council watching for dates, I can't post the year of these events (or I'll get a stiff fine).

You wonder how the New Times Council fine individuals for non-journalistic writing. Of course, they check all our writings, songs and even artwork.

We allow this due to the horrors of cataclysmic events over 170 years ago. They caused stagnation in the minds of the 4th generation of inhabitants.

Commerce and all projects with citizens and governments stagnated. Growth halted until the formation of the NTC.

They had gained great power to check all documents after cataclysmic events. This was to prevent the terror of those dates from haunting humankind again.

I worked for Earth Talker, a merger of two companies: Better Earth for Us All (BEFUA) and Earth Talker LLC (ETL).

We worked to identify companies that engaged in illegal waste dumping. Then, we used the proceeds to cover our costs. We accepted donations from those who believed in our cause. We also received cash and credit from local and regional banks.

We usually make a profit by mid-year. Some bad publicity, from Chief Lyle and Manager Sha, was due to misappropriation of funds.

They stole money and authorities placed them in jail. The authorities sentenced the Chief to five years, which he served. The court sentenced Sha to eight years, but she served only five, with three years' probation.

She had one more year to stay out of trouble and she would be home free.

We found our new HQ in downtown Han, once Hannibal, Missouri. We connected our building to an underground parking lot. It was an air hub at the top and ground vehicle parking below.

It was a mix of activities from day to night. I enjoyed interacting with many citizens of various races.

The change from colorful robes to silver suits that sparkled or glowed in the dark had stumped me. Like the couple who walked pass me with lights that flickered...

They smiled and I smiled as, Temped, my wife, touched my arm. She had golden hair and pink skin that blemished from the ongoing heatwave, and she did wear a silver outfit!

“What is the world coming to?” I asked.

“You are out of sync with the times, Jab,” she nudged me. “Get with the program.”

“Never,” I said.

“Bared has your suit for you, custom made,” she reminded.

Bared was one of the Agents of ETL who designed these weird outfits.

“I’m not doing it,” I said as I looked down at my green and black robes tied with yellow ties. “I like what I’m wearing.”

“So stubborn,” she nudged me, then peered at her blue and pink vi-phone on her wrist. “Looks like Zahra called me with an urgent message...”

I stopped and saw Zahra, a 27-year-old Fuman. Her blue electronic face showed. She had prominent grey eyes and alien features: an enlarged head and strong neck muscles.

“What’s so urgent, Zahra?” Temped asked.

I then saw her mother with her face down at the dinner table, dead...

“My mother’s dead,” Zahra said, then her eyes turned to me. “You already knew that.”

Temped turned to me, stunned as I tried to collect my thoughts...

“You knew she was dead, and you didn’t tell me?” Temped asked, disappointed.

“I only saw the image when she called, it just became a past experience,” I admitted.

Temped seemed to accept my answer as she flew over to our house and buzzed Lotan, my brother, now babysitter.

Lotan was a quiet Fuman, the son of Mars the 1st and Pinkel Adel. He had tanned skin, a large head and grey, prominent eyes.

He wore loose, grey and beige clothing. He smiled as the reception clarified.

“How are the little ones doing?” Temped asked.

“Playing in the middle of the floor,” he panned the camera to Chalis (Fuman) and Tess (Bofu). “When are you people arriving? I have a previous date?”

“In a moment. We must make an emergency stop and we should be by shortly,” Temped said.

“We should make it in time for your date,” I said.

“You already know who she is,” Lotan said as his eyes blinked in recognition.

“Your secret is safe with me,” I said.

When she blanked the screen, I kept looking forward but sensed her eyes on me. I turned, confused.

“What?” I asked. “Oh, you want to know who his date is. What part of: ‘Your secret is safe with me,’ you don’t understand?”

“I’m Human and I have my ways of finding out, so you should tell me, now, save yourself the trouble of being secretive,” she said.

I believed her but did not relent the information she desired.

Moments later, near the outskirts of Han, Temped landed in a green, gold, and white air car. The manufacturer recalled the former car due to bad door bolts.

When we climbed out, Zahra met us on the front lawn. Air cars landed there, connected to a walkway that led to the three-storied mansion.

She hugged Temped and me, and we crept toward the front door, careful not to make any noise.

“What happened, Zahra?” Temped asked.

“She, died,” Zahra said as she dropped tears. “We were all eating dinner, then she...was gone.”

A blue door slid over with a hum as medical personnel removed a body covered in a grey tarp. Behind them stood Lane, the husband of Shiloh and the father of Zahra.

He was distraught, and it showed up on his red-marked face and black eyes. He tried to contain his agony. Then, he hurried to me.

“Earth Talker, Jab,” he gestured to the grey tarp. “Can you tell me what happened?”

“I don’t know...,” I said.

Zahra touched her father to silence him.

“Dad,” she said. “He doesn’t know...”

But deep down I sensed she called us so I could get involved. The authorities made the medical personnel stop, and I stared at the grey bag.

I sighed to collect my thoughts. I reached forward for a better connection. I became immersed in the last moments of Shiloh without delay.

They talked about their plans for a picnic in a park a few blocks away. Then, Shiloh felt her chest and dropped her head on her plate.

I stepped away as tears fell from my eyes as Lane walked close, eyeing me for answers.

“Well...,” Lane asked.

“I saw a smaller heart that erupted like a burst balloon. “It caused a cascade of blood to flow in the body, and with the system having shut down," I spoke in a whisper.

Zahra stood with her hands over her face as tears fell. I stepped further back, not sure how I could be of further help.

The medical staff saw an opportunity. They zipped her body in a grey tarp and put it in a black vehicle.
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“In one-hundred years or more the Phasees will perish due to the light atmosphere of Earth. Phaes has twice the gravity pull than Earth does. This has already begun to work against the Phasees as they become ill and die. Blue Battles

My second father, known as Mars2, was a synthetic, like my now dead uncle Arn2.

Zular killed Arn2, claiming self-defense. Since Arn2 was synthetic, authorities did not press any charges. I was more devastated by the fact synthetics were not seen by law as regular individuals with rights.

Synthetics were different from robots. They had transferred a human's consciousness to themselves. That Human had lived before.

Most memories of the dead Human usually survived. But they were a shadow of their former selves.

Mars (my father) had died on the way to Earth. I now understand he did not request the transfer before he died.

He was against it, but Mother maneuvered some activities around and there my father stood...

I felt this angst from time to time when I visited her. But Mars2 (father) lived in a different household from my mother (Ntb). He stayed close in times of need, which lessened their tension.

I was in the living room, eating a cheese bagel and jasmine tea, when Father's face appeared on the vi-screen. I had to move the food and drink away for respect.

“Father,” I chewed and swallowed in a hurry.

“You should never chew and drink in a hurry...,” he raised his dark hand.

He did not resemble the usual Fuman features of grey, prominent eyes. His eyes were white, and his hair was white, a genetic feature.

He was also short (4 feet 11 inches), compared to the usual Fuman, five to six feet tall.

“Too late,” I said with a smirk. “I know you want to see the little ones. It’s been a while since you saw them. Here is Tess...”

Tess mixed with Bolaris genes, wore a pink jumpsuit, and smiled with tiny, sharp teeth.

“She is two years young,” I gestured for Chalis to move into view. “Chalis is five years young, say ‘hi,’ to grandfather.”

“Hi, grandfather,” Chalis waved in her pink-robed dress.

“Hi, hi...they are both beautiful...,” his eyes dropped, and I sensed something below the surface.

“Chalis, take your sister to the room to play,” I said.

I waited until they went to the back room to play. Then, I turned to father and tried to read him. But many thoughts were clashing at the same time. He appeared stressed about a few things.

“Zular’s out of prison,” I read.

Father only nodded.

Zular is a Bolaris serial rapist. He drugged unsuspecting women and had threesomes with them. Some of the women became pregnant, and my wife was one of them.

Tess was born from a tryst. But Temped had not accepted her. He wanted to avoid the child, to not get attached.

This strategy caused many arguments in the past. But, after counseling and talking, we have worked it out, so far.

The court gave Zular two years for his crime, and I trusted the consecutive sentences.

“I was hoping for more than two years,” I said.

“Concurrent sentences,” father said.

“As long as he stays away from here, we won’t have a problem,” I said.

“He wants rights to his daughter,” father admitted.

I stood up with a sudden movement and drew in my angst, balling my fists.

“He gets no rights! He is a rapist!” I growled.

“The judge denied him any rights,” father said, satisfied to give me good news.

I sat down, feeling exhausted by the exchange.

“There is another matter. Something about the Phasees...,” he paused in his words.

Then I received two screen beeps at the same time. Father gestured for me to answer them. He then suctioned his image out. So, I answered them in successive moves.

They were all about my aunts, who died in accidents while doing everyday things. Tamika was walking around the park with her husband, and she fell over, dead.

Shannon was doing her laundry at her apartment, fell over dead, found by her son hours later...

Temped came from the master bedroom. She raised her vi-phone as more videos of dead Phasee friends came in.

“What the hell is going on?” I asked.

To avoid overburdening Lotan with Chalis and Tess, Temped and I visited Mother in the south of Han. She knew right away what we wanted.

“I will watch the little ones,” she bent, touching Chalis and Tess on the face. “They are so blessed...”

I could feel Temped withdraw from these words, because she still saw Tess as a “monster.” Mother sensed this, but changed the subject, immediately.

“There have been many deaths,” Mother sat, and we sat across from her.

“What does it all mean?” I asked.

"Your first father predicted, almost a century ago, that the Phasees would begin to die. They have two hearts, one smaller than the other. This is the fruition of that time,” she said.

“He saw this how?” Temped asked. “Is he an Earth Talker too?”

“Hardly,” Mother said. “He saw it on a timeline machine on dying Phaes.”

“Oh,” I stood. “This means there could be many more deaths.”

“Prepare yourselves, this will get bad before it gets better,” she said. “Don’t worry about the little ones I will keep them for as long as you want. I need company. It gets lonely...”

I could feel the sadness, regret and feelings of loneliness from her.

Temped and I were quiet as she did her air checks and lifted the air vehicle toward the electronic circle.

The electronic circle was an Electronic Magnetic Grid or EMG. Air vehicles were magnetizing into buildings, usually tall towers. They adjusted to move to another magnetic point until citizens reached their destination.

If the magnetic grid failed, air vehicles could not stabilize. They would have to land nearby to continue their travels.

If many grids failed at once, air vehicles could glide. Travelers could coast to safety.

I knew this, reader, because I love flying and driving. But I have never flown or driven a ground vehicle. I have a curse/blessing. I go into a trance at inopportune moments.

I was very quiet and closed within and she sensed I withheld something important. Her eyes glanced at me, almost probing my inner works like Phasee/Fuman...

I held in the secret about Zular, but I knew I had to tell her...

“You know...,” I began.

“You had an affair?” she asked. “Who was it with, Zahra or agent Kylie in New Sweden?”

Agent Kylie lived in Sweden. She wanted to connect with Temped and me. I was not interested. It devastated me to damage our friendship, and it was never repaired.

I considered Zahra a close friend, but I did not have intimate relations with her. I stared at her with disbelief. I was at a loss for words...

“Or was it some other woman I don’t know about,” she said.

“I did not have an affair, nor would I have an affair. We talked about this in counseling,” I admitted.

“I know,” she gritted her teeth. “I am overcompensating, because of the Zular affair. There could be some validity in that, but I am thinking of your future in case I am not around. It could be as innocent as all that.”

I noticed the air car gliding at an unexpected distance in front of and behind us. Temped noticed it too and adjusted our air car over to gain distance.

“Don’t they know you should keep a distance of two air cars, like on the ground?” she said, disturbed. “Non drivers...”

A green air car swerved in our path. As Temped turned to avoid it, a red car behind us sped up, trapping us.

“Shit!” Temped screamed.

I looked left and right and both drivers (a Phasee or Fuman) looked down, incapacitating in some way. I sensed they were near death...

“Is there a way to get off this magnetic grid?” I asked.

“I’m trying to stay parallel...,” she screamed as sparks burst around us.

Cars fell from above and began to plummet below. The green car before us flipped from the inertia. It plunged as fires cascaded around us.

The red car moved away. Temped tried to control her air vehicle. But a loss of power disconnected the car from the grid.

“Oh no,” I said.
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