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A Phasee Clone Virus (PCV) mutated. It decimated all in its path. Thus began the end of 

Humanity and all its inhabitants... 

ROBERT GREEN INGERSOLL QUOTE 

“It is a blessed thing that in every age someone has had the individuality enough and courage enough to stand by his own convictions.” 
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COMPANIONSHIP SCHEDULE 

Monday/Work (Non-negotiable) 

Tuesday/Work/Aila’s 

Night (Negotiable) 

Wednesday/Work (Non-negotiable) 

Thursday/Work/Zahra’s Night (Negotiable) 

Friday/Jab’s Night Off (Negotiable) 

Saturday/Free Night (Non-negotiable) 

Sunday/Kylie’s Night (Negotiable) 

I didn't see death on the horizon. My companion, Aila, could sometimes see the future. 

Our bond as companions was deep. So, the future was usually transferred to me, but only a little. She could see much further than I could. 

I traded my ability to see in the past for her powers of the future. So, grey images startled her from time to time. I could interpret the past much better than she did. 

I had three companions (wives) who shared with me, and I needed to balance home life with work life or risk burning out. 

It was the fatigue of writing and selling books. I had to stay vigilant as I watched citizens on vi-screens in Centre called the ETL (Earth Talker LLC). 

I was grateful for all I achieved with others' help. But exhaustion began to creep in at times. 

I managed to stave off exhaustion by praying and following my friends' advice. 

My first three volumes sold like hotcakes on a cool morning. Each successive volume sold more than the last. 

I had to keep advertising the book to sell it. I had to watch the numbers and adjust the ads for more sales. 

Then, I had to update the website that made the sales, send out brochures and flyers... 

One of my companions suggested I hire a service that did all that for a fee. 

Zahra knew of these connections. She showed me a publisher that claimed to be legitimate. It could do all that for $2000 in cash and credits, monthly. 

I didn't think it was too steep a price for three books. So, I worked out a deal on their website with the blue and yellow, Missouri Package Space Company. 

I wasn’t sure what the word: Space,’ meant and neither did she, but I liked to inquire about it later. 

My distrust of any deal saved me in the past from falling into a rabbit hole. I loved citizens but I did not trust them when it came to financial deals. 

I also distrusted the Phasee/Fuman way of collecting companions. 

On Phaes, the story goes: women Phasees manipulated their way around individuals in power to achieve same, but this dance seemed to cause more heartache than it was worth. 

That’s why in the beginning I rejected the Phasee way of life but knew my mission to keep warring tribes from fighting had connections with the Phasee way of life. There was no way around it. 

I sensed that achieving as many companions as possible was not going to be easy, but the Phasee system was designed to bring conflicting parties together. 

I sometimes felt manipulated into taking on three companions. But I ended up caring for and loving them all, even the extra one, Chelsea. 

She was not a companion. But she stayed to help the others. I would not accept her as a sexual partner because she was my dead brother's wife! 

When my older brother, Arvid, died at the age of 103 years, from a massive stroke. Chelsea felt left out of the family. 

She wormed her way into my home. She accepted her role as "the other," a companion, without sexual benefits. 

Also, she did not achieve the child she always wanted. So, she chose to adopt Sallie after her mother, Sana, died in a clash with the terrorist group BAP (Bolaris Arrow Point).  

BAP’s sole purpose was to upset nearby areas to soften them up for a Bolaris Nation invasion; but the Bolaris Nation did not back BAP and seemed to despise all they stood for. 

This angered the Americas that Boland did not have control over BAP. At the talking table war almost ensued until cooler heads prevailed. 

Sallie (not Sally she emphasized) was a beautiful 14-year-old Human child. She had golden curls and pretty, brown eyes. 

Sallie did not look much like Curtis Land, her father, from the Midwest. 

Chelsea, almost 68, had no urge for a new relationship after Lotan.  Lotan, my half-brother, became violent with her. 

She carried her 68 years well and kept her dark hair in curls and wore dark-colored robes with a variety of light stripes. 

In fear of another relationship gone awry she accepted her lot as the other woman. She would admit that I did treat her with love and respect, and this was enough for her, but deep down she simmered. 

Not trained in the Blank Page Movement (BPM), Fumans in the household, like Zahra and Aila, knew she raged. 

Zahra was only 29. But it was her property. So, she guided the household with a firm and kind hand. 

With her parents dead, they left her 8 million in cash and credits. She had no personal ambition, but to see me succeed in Earth Talking. 

We had a three-year-old daughter named Cherish, and we both cherished her. 

Kylie Ollson was 47, she worked for the ATU (American Terrorist Unit) and they worked against hotspots in the terrorism world. 

We had not given up on becoming pregnant at this point. We tried programs to help her get pregnant. This was even though she could not have her own. She was not discouraged, but hope seemed to be fading. 

She did not go through the change-of-life yet; but she knew if that happened it would be all over with having her own. 

I always encouraged her to keep trying and so we did it only on her days of ovulation, received from her doctor’s charts. 

Other nights, we lay on the bed. We talked about sensitive things, held hands, and watched vi-screen Entertainment Programs (VSEP). 

Aila remained confused about her date of birth. 

To avoid burying her thoughts and feelings, she chose to show her confusion. It would be hard to read otherwise. 

She could blame her mother for not clarifying her birth date. So, she picked a date-June 13th. 

She liked everything in June. She thought of changing her name to June. But her mother was still alive then. She did not want to hurt her mother. 

She believed she was...22 years old, but it all became a blur after the age of 10... 

“I’m changing my name from Aila to June,” she told me on our Tuesday night together. 

I was small-framed, Fuman, and my grey eyes stared, concerned. I leaned forward in black and yellow robes and blue cotton socks. 

She was not a tall Fuman. She had short, auburn hair. She wore white robes with yellow stripes that draped around her. 

“What is motivating you to change your name?” I asked, without doing a mental scan. 

I would prefer citizens, especially my companions, to share their thoughts. I'd rather not have their mind probed for information I may not be ready for. 

“I like everything June. The month and everything about it. My mother is gone, so she would not mind one bit...,” she said. 

As she lay on the king-sized bed of green pillows and bedspread, I touched her forehead with my gentle, dark hands. “I could tell that something troubled you, but I wasn’t sure what,” I said. 

“You could have read me. You are an Earth Talker, like me,” she said. 

“Better to talk it out,” I admitted. “I see that you were sick about the age of ten. It was like the Phasee 

Virus. Doctors induced a coma... 

“They had to keep my body temperature down to protect my brain. I am not sure how long the process lasted, but when I came out of it, everything seemed...weird,” she said. 

“How so?” I asked. 

“Something was off, but Mother wouldn’t elaborate, so I let it go,” she said. 

It still bothered her, and I could tell. We would need to address this feeling of incompleteness more in the future... 

“We have not touched each other in a while,” she admitted. 

I eyed the vi-screen for world events in robot wars, but her words piqued my interest, and I smiled. “You prefer to talk most times,” I said. 

“Yeah,” she smiled. “Lyle Patz, Director of Earth Talker, said: ‘We should have babies that can see the future and past. It would help us avoid disaster.’” 

I said, “That's the program. But you should never persuade intimacy; it should happen on its own.” “That’s not the case most times in life,” she said. 

“I know,” I peered with wary eyes. “You want to try something?” 

“I will think about it,” she said in a soft tone. I figured that meant “no.” 
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After a deep investigation. The researchers found that the Phasees, from Phaes, designed the Virus. They arrived on Earth 170 years ago. They feared a larger invasion from Phaes. 

Each ship from Phaes was to carry 2 million Phasees. But each ship was as large as a football field. Researchers surmised that the true number was likely 20,000 at best. 

Researchers investigated the origins of the Phasee Virus. Found that the Phasees were genetically modified Clones! They were to mimic Phasee traits on Earth to blend in with Humans for a future invasion that never came. 

After the Blues integrated their tech with the Phasee tech. The Phasees assumed the invasion of Earth was moot. The Harmonic Aliens would have rebelled. They would have withheld their tech and crippled the Phasee system. 

My aunts Tamika, 247, and Shannon, 147, died from the virus. So did Lady Aisha, 302. My former doctor, Sha, 204. Pun, 72, a former companion of my father, Mars the 1st. 

The Phasee Virus took over 141,306 Phasees from us and over 48,311 Fumans. This dipped the Phasees in population to 136,004 and the Fumans to 23,609 worldwide. 

Researchers found that the surviving Phasees were born on Phaes. They had childhood memories of Phaes. The Earth Phasees from the Great Ship had memories of Earth. 

Many who feared aliens said it was Cause. They blamed it for the worldwide damage from invasions on Human lands. But I beg to differ. 

Not because I'm part alien. But Humans 

invaded their own lands and caused great, destructive harm. It was worse than what the Phasee/Fumans could do. 

The argument was this: It was a Human planet. They could cause as much destruction as they wanted. But an outside force should not. 

I wondered if that was the only argument Humans had in destroying their own world it sure was 

a sorry defense... 

What helped the Phasee/Fuman inhabitants is our belief in a Higher Power, better known as God. We did not believe in the individualistic God, but more an abstract version, all encompassing. 

We also believed to get closer to this God we had to become like God, with thoughts of not the self, but a selflessness. I learned this from mother who was taught by her mother and father on Phaes. 

So, my prayers before I ate and in matters of concern for my family I believe was not in vain. I believed in more than myself... 

Zahra, through inheritance from her dying parents obtained an immaculate house. 

It had gold walls, beige carpets, and long, winding stairs. Floating robots kept things clean. Virtual screens moved to show news or children's cartoons, called "child toons." 

After an Eai malfunction injured me and my brother Lotan, they modified the house. It now has a safe area; in case it happens again. 

Lotan became distant after he tried to choke Chelsea four years ago in their short time together. 

This caused the Eai to go ballistic when it seemed like Lotan, and I was about to get into a physical altercation. 

I did not call the Eai, but a defect in its Ab Core caused it to believe danger was imminent and it attacked us. 

I tried to contain it. I had to use a kitchen sheath to sever its head from its body. But the damage was done. Lotan lay, injured. 

He suffered greater physical and emotional damage than I did. His face never healed from the attack.  

He had to go through many months of rehabilitation and reconstructive surgery to breathe properly through his nose. 

He remained distant, on the other side of town, under the tutelage of my half-brother Hut, a foreman in a car factory. 

We all began our morning ritual. One companion, Chelsea, started breakfast. I usually helped. 

The other companions waited across from the children. Sallie, a 14-year-old girl, held the 3-year-old baby, Cherish. 

Tess is a 6-year-old Bofu (Bolaris-Fuman) female. She was born after a drugged threesome between Temped and Zular. 

Zular went to jail for eight years for a threesome with Lotan's adopted sisters, Katrina and Ebba. It was a trap he failed to see. 

Chalis, a nine-year-old Human girl, had beautiful grey eyes. She had natural Fuman features and a kind smile. But, when things got chaotic, she tried to boss Sallie, who was much older. 

The Phasee rules say to set up the table with the companions on one side and the children on the other. I usually sat between the children. I could talk to my companions without bending one way or the other. 

Zahra designed it all. Her mother, Shiloh, taught her before she died of the Phasee Virus, which killed thousands. 

The kitchen was a high yellow. It had beige blocked floors and brown cabinets. The sound echoed as someone took and replaced items. 

We sat at a long table. The chairs talked and vibrated. It was all too distracting. So, I disabled my chair's functions with a button. 

Chalis noticed my gesture to stop the chair functions and stared, disappointed. 

“Father, your chair does not sound right. Want me to restart it?” she asked. 

“No,” I smiled at her. “I need the quiet.” 

“Speaking of quiet,” Kylie said. “I would like to use one of my nights tonight if I can.” 

“It’s nonnegotiable, Kylie,” Zahra said. “You know the rules, but you still try.” 

“Can’t hurt to try,” Kylie added, defeated. 

She chewed her food in silence as she raged. I felt the tension all around and sighed and drank orange juice. 

“You can have my night off,” I said. 

She smiled, relieved. By using my night on Friday, she had the opportunity to see me in a close manner, if she wanted.  

Or we could look into each other's eyes until we fell asleep, but deep down I knew what it was about and pretended not to. 

This to give an air of privacy so that my companions did not believe I constantly probed them for information. 

“Thank you,” she admitted. “I have some 

important things to talk about and it can’t wait.” 

“No, you can have my night off,” Zahra said. “I can take your Saturday.” 

Zahra knew what the talk was about and pretended not to know also. We smiled at each other as we realized we pretended ignorance to keep the peace. 

Kylie half-hugged Zahra without warning and resumed her meal. Zahra felt irritation and tried to hide it. 

Aila, chewing blueberry waffles, admitted that Chief Lyle worried about the robot war. It was hard for her to keep a specific secret and whatever it was ate at her soul... 

“He is going to push himself into an early grave, worrying,” Chelsea said. 

"He's also sick, so there may be truth to that," Aila said. She held back some info, and I sensed the trickery. 

“He’s sick?” I asked, concerned. 

She knew she had said too much. 

I stood in front of a wide vi-screen in my private, blue-and-yellow room. Curved and blue-tinted, the windows caught the eye. I waited with nervous anticipation as Chief Lyle (also known as Lyle Patz) appeared. 

He looked pale, his eyes appeared red and sweat dripped from his skin. He was 101 years old, but he rarely got sick, except for a cold. 

He lay in a white bathrobe. Medical robots hovered to comfort him. When he waved them away, I had already synced the visuals and audio. 

I wore green and white robes. My hands formed a firm grip. I tried to absorb this new information. 

“You’re the Earth Talker,” Chief Lyle said as he coughed in his hand. “You should see these things (cough).” 

“It’s an advanced stage of emphysema,” I said as I watched images that moved. “Doctors gave you only weeks to live...” 

“I don’t (cough) know about weeks, days 

(cough),” he said with that usual sly look. 

“I will be there shortly...,” I was about to blank the screen. 

“Why? I am already dead. You can say your goodbye now (cough),” he admitted. 

I stood, startled, mortified as his last words struck me like a boulder. Tears swelled in my eyes as I knew this was the end for him. 

“You always came to see me when you had important things to say. I always thought it was pointless to take an air car when you could say the same thing on vi-screen,” I sighed. 

“That only works when you have more time to spare...,” then he grimaced, and his eyes became vacant. 

“Chief Lyle?” I asked, even though I knew he was gone... 

“Why didn’t you tell me he was sick?!” I asked June-Aila. 

“I recently found out about it, Jab. I would not withhold that from you. I knew you saw him as a father figure,” June-Aila admitted. 

“Did you see something in the future?” I asked. 

“No, I did not,” she said. 

“How did you know he was sick?” I asked. 

“His wife called me yesterday. She told me in confidence. He wanted to keep his illness a secret,” she said. 

“He did a damn good job of, that,” I sat in the quiet of my private room. 

She sat next to me and bowed her head and looked at her thin, pale fingers. 

“You cannot always be everywhere, Jab. Only God can do that,” she said in a small voice. 

“I know,” I bowed my head in sadness and felt her right hand on my wrist. 

“You must prepare for your seat as Director of it all,” she said, pushing a new idea. 

I sighed, realizing this was the reason Lyle kept his illness a secret. 

“He thought I would run for the hills, knowing I was next in line to succeed him,” I said. 

“This way you would have nowhere to go after he is dead,” she said. 

“Forced responsibility,” I said. 

A floating robot hovered with green, gold and yellow wings. It had large eyes and resembled a dragonfly that talked with a tiny voice. 

The kids found their movements hilarious, unless they were frightened of bees (apiphobia), which none of them expressed.  

I was startled when I saw it, but I didn’t have apiphobia, but focus intensity, where my focus, so precisely, blocked all around me. 

Instead, we used a signal to inform us we could adjust our vi-screen to work with the robots to give us messages. 

This kept things livelier around the house when it came to incoming messages... 

“Incoming message from Project Manager Ariel from the Jack Tall Clan,” Robot34a said. 

Ariel had experience from the Archer War. He had supported Arvid and the Great Ship against Archer. 

As Archer's electronic army drew closer, Ariel calmed the battle. His suggestions helped as things worsened. 

After the war, Ariel was a paid advisor to several councils. They met to create codes for a new wormhole used by OWAS, but not Humans. 

Surrounding planets blocked attempts at Humans gaining the codes, because of their motivations in conquest. 

These councils used debates to calm fears of an outside invasion, the concern of many Humans, why they wanted the codes. 

Many OWAS knew the Humans wanted the codes for nefarious reasons, like planet invasions, long range, rocket and missile incursions, etc. Humans, tired of the debates, sought to gain the codes through manipulation and subterfuge. 

Ariel knew he was no longer useful. So, he looked for a new job. He found one at BEFUA (Better Earth For Us All). 

Chief Lyle and Dr. Sha stole from the BEFUA, which led to its dissolution into ETL (EARTH TALKER LLC). 

Ariel kept his position as Manager after the company dissolved the Zaire branch. He only acted as an advisor and replacement when the other managers were unavailable. 

Ariel appeared tall on the vi-screen. He was stocky about the shoulders and had blue and black hair cut short and greased back. His skin was pink, flushed and pock-marked with what looked like liver spots. 

He sat in an orange and green uniform, it almost looked like tied robes. He turned his head with a sad smile that showed his melancholy. 

“The director Lyle Patz is no longer with us,” he stared with dark eyes. “You already know that.” I nodded. June-Aila nodded. 

“There are only two of us left to guide the ETL, would you like the position, Jab, or should I act as director?” he asked. 

“It’s for you, director,” I said. 

June turned to me, surprised, angered, betrayed. 

Ariel said, “Its by-laws do not need a vote because we are what’s left. I will send out the proper notices to the employees as soon as I can.” 

“We must prepare for a possible robot war,” I said. “That was one of Chief Lyle’s deepest fears.” 

“There have not been any future dreams for some time,” he turned to June. “Have you seen 

anything on the matter?” 

“I have not,” she admitted. 

“This heightened awareness is wearing down our forces. I will stand down caution alert and move it to the awareness level until further notice. 

“There will be a funeral in a few days for the chief. All ETL activities will be inactive until after his burial. 

“Ariel out,” he blanked the screen. 

We stood in dimmed lights with our heads bowing for some time. 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



CHAPTER 3 

[image: ]




“You should have taken the position. This was your chance to shine,” June-Aila said. 

“No, he has more experience,” I pointed out. 

Disappointed, she walked away. I went to the area where Chelsea watched vi-screens on world events. 

Kylie prepared for her job at the ATU, which was before known as the ATTF. The kids played in a corner, their laughter soft and faint. 

“I have some bad news,” I said. 

They all looked at me with concerned stares. 

“Chief Lyle is dead,” I said. 

Thursday arrived in a flash. I was trying to stay on the funeral arrangements for Lyle through his wife, Haley, and his two children. 

Kylie appeared reserved and quiet and as the night wore on, she lay next to me and kissed my neck. 

The Phasee culture did not have the partners undress to have sex, but to hold hands and look into each other’s eyes.  

It was a wait and see thing, but I had not the patience to wait for something that was before me. I mean, why wait? It was right there! 

“You want to try something?” I asked. 

She sat up; arms crossed in a skimpy white robe that covered her thin, pale body. 

“Is that how you ask for it?” she asked. “You know, you have not a romantic bone in your body, Jab.” 

“Trying to keep it simple,” I raised my hands. 

“Want to do it? Is that better?” 

She shook her head in disapproval, “Much worse. You need to work on your romantic side, flowers, candy, sweet talk.” 

“Sweet talk I can do,” I stared at her and pretended to be startled. “You’re pregnant!” 

We hugged. We almost shouted, but our laughter remained controlled. 

“Don’t want to wake the little ones,” I said. “You kept it hidden for so long. I couldn't read you (I could).” 

“Zahra taught me some Blank Page techniques,” she said. “She is also teaching Chelsea.” 

“That’s not good for me,” I said as I looked worried. 

“Why so?” she asked. 

“To have a house full of women and can’t read a thing they are doing. It will place me in an awkward situation,” I admitted. 

“We work for you, not against you,” she said. “It’s an old Phasee saying.” 

“Is that what the Phasee women said before they bludgeoned that poor man to death?” I asked. 

She tried not to smile and used discipline not to laugh out loud. 

“So dark,” she said, but we still ‘did it’ and we both slept, pleased. 

In the morning, I contacted my Paid Advisor 

Dawe who is a 75-year-old Phasee. 

On Phaes, before its destruction by rockets buried in its core, the women had much power. They achieved it through manipulation and guile. 

The men formed Paid Advisors to help in the manipulations that would give them a better chance at a sane life. Dawe remembered those times and saw the same about to happen on Earth. 

“Not the rockets destroying Earth, mind you,” he said. “I do see the Phasee way of life enveloping your world in about two generations.” 

His grey hair was a halo around his large Phasee head. His white eyes showed emotion as I asked intense questions. They forced a sensible answer. 

“Is that a good or bad thing?” I asked. 

“Well, it all depends. Earth has many cultures. They give it a unique place in the cosmos. It will be a good thing,” he said. 

I fell silent and searched for more questions. But he sensed my concern. He leaned forward and stared at the camera. 

“Because your companions are learning ways of the Blank Page Movement. This doesn’t mean they are trying to hide important information from you,” he said. 

“It shows?” I asked. 

“I’m no Earth Talker, but I am from Phaes and can read and probe some things,” he admitted. “It shows their independence. They all love you even Chelsea.” 

I said in a low voice, “She rages.” 

He became quiet and stared at my face for more information. 

“I don’t know if you can take on more companions...,” he paused. “Don’t...” 

“I have no intention of taking on more,” I said. 

“You see more down the horizon?” 

“Many more,” he breathed the words. 

“Why? I am not the only guy on the block,” I said. 

“You are one of the most important guys in the world. I wouldn’t tell you this if it would give you a big head,” he smiled. 

We both laughed in low tones, but I could feel an undertone of seriousness in his words. 

“I’m not all that...,” I said. 

“That’s why I told you, because of your humility and self-deprecation. You will need them both as the times begin to change,” he said. 

“Are you some prophet now, Dawe?” I asked, alarmed. 

"Serious changes are coming. You only delayed your true leadership in the ETL by giving it to Ariel," he said. 

“I had my reasons,” I admitted. 

“It will cause problems at home. Aila is ambitious...,” he paused. “June, she calls herself 

June...” 

“Good read,” I pointed out. 

“She wants you at the top of everything. Watch that. It can cause problems, later,” he said. 

“I will,” I agreed. 

“She also has a hidden twin, somewhere...,” he leaned his large head to the side. “It’s not coming in clear...” 

“She doesn’t have a twin,” I said. “I would have seen.” 

“I don’t think she recognizes her anymore,” he said. 

“You are in error...,” I said, but inside a great concern rose in me. 

Without the constant watching for a robot war, my days on Earth were much clearer. 

If I had known, it would come to a clarity of this size I would have quit a long time ago. I did admit the death of Chief Lyle seemed to release something in me on several matters. 

With him alive I would not have thought about quitting anything in the Earth Talker realm. He was a motivating force. 

His funeral was on Friday. A gentle rain fell, and then the sun emerged. We all walked to our cars and said our goodbyes. 

I couldn't float air cars or drive ground vehicles due to my trance. So, Zahra drove a green and black ground vehicle to the house. She hated flying. 

In the back seat was Chelsea and Kylie and in the next row of seats were Sallie, Tess, and Chalis. 

Father’s face appeared to my right on the vi-screen. I surmised he was in the air car above us and couldn’t wait until I returned home. 

“I will pull over to the side,” Zahra said. 

“It must be important,” I said. 

As the ground vehicle slowed father’s air vehicle landed near a winding road, trees and green grass. When I climbed out father approached with a face filled with concern. 

“I need to take him from you for a moment,” father said to Zahra. 

“Is everything all right?” Zahra asked. 

“No, it’s not,” father said. “Chelsea and Kylie, hi...” 

Chelsea and Kylie waved. 

“It’s grandfather,” Chalis waved. “Say, hi to grandfather.” 

Sallie and Tess waved and smiled their helloes. Father waved and forced a smile. It was difficult to connect with his emotions on the matter. 

“What’s going on?” I asked. 

“I will tell you in the car,” he said. 

His .0004, red with grey trimmings, made me comfortable. But this was short-lived as he did his air checks, needed after every landing. 

His blue-tinted windows blocked some afternoon sun. I closed my eyes to meditate in this rare moment. 

Father slid in his seat as I opened my eyelids and noticed a vi-screen activated. I knew the visuals and audio would come fast and hard and prepared for a slap. 

“The Phasee Virus mutated,” he said in a low voice. 

I turned to him, unsure... 

“Clarify,” I said. 

“Listen for yourself,” he said. 

He touched a yellow button and released the visual/audio of Dr. Lane, a professor of Medicine and Disease. 

“It acted insidious,” Dr. Lane said as his blue eyes blinked. “Thousands died, many of them Phasees and Fumans. There is no cure, then it began to travel to others who had two hearts, not connected to the Clone program.” 

Dr. Lane stood, tall in his stature as reporters pounded him with questions...Father disconnected the newsfeed, and we sat in our morbid silence.

“When was this recorded?” I asked. 

“About six months ago. I found it among lost footage. I am trying to put together a memoir and needed more information for my book,” he said. 

“You’re writing a memoir? Does that mean you are going to die soon?” I asked, not understanding. 

"A memoir is a historical account, like a biography based on personal knowledge, Jab," he replied. “I wrote one many years ago describing my 

activities as a reluctant rough man.” 

“I didn’t know you wrote, father,” I said. 

“The book is out there somewhere,” he gestured with his hand. 

“I will have to find it, then,” I sighed. “Does this mean there will be many more deaths?” 

“Many more,” father admitted. 
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My father wanted me to help, because of my Earth Talking skills. But I didn't know what I could do. 

He has prominent white eyes and hair of the same. This gave him a look at being much older. Before his first death he was 126 old, young by Phasee standards, who lived to be 800 to 900 years old. 

I at times could see in the future with the help of a close partner, like Aila; but it was not controlled viewing. 

My past visions were much stronger. But they acted without control. They only appeared when I touched objects or were near the viewer. 

What helped with long-distance viewing were vi-phone calls and real-time videos. They let me sense things as if they happened in the past. 

Father was not convinced I would not be of much help. He elected to use his place as a base to stay ahead of the New Phasee Virus (NPV), which was a modified way of saying it mutated. 

I always loved his quiet, clean neighborhood. He had a green and white apartment house. It had three rooms, two bathrooms, and an oval kitchen. Two tiny robots acted as a butler and a maid. 

He designed the two robots with names Butler4a and Maid5a. Butler4a was blue and green and flew on yellow wings and spoke with a rough, male voice. 

Maid5a was pink and yellow with green wings. 

They fluttered and spoke in a soothing female (Maid5a) and calm male voice (Butler 4a).

I sat in his living room with green furniture with brown carpeting and small lamps in various places. 

“No, Eai robot father?” I asked. 

“I fought a Bai, and you fought a Eai robot,” he shook his head with disapproval. “We had our share of the invincible robots.” 

“Would you both like anything to drink?” Butler4a asked. 

“Dark sodas?” father asked me. 

“You read my mind,” I said with smile. 

“Dark sodas, please Butler4a,” father said. 

It floated away, missing our heads in the process. I stared at it with wonder. 

“The company has to work on its coordination,” father said. 

“Is that the same company that created the Eai robots?” I asked. 

“No, it’s a company in Sweden,” father admitted. 

“Then, you should be okay,” I said. 

When the dark sodas came on electronic trays, I took one and began to drink. I closed my eyes for a moment and saw images of death, far and wide, then they dissipated...Father stared at me for a moment, I was out for a time... 

“Only two minutes,” he said. “What did you see?” 

I thought a moment... 

“Death,” I breathed. 

“Future or past?” he asked. 

“I can’t tell which one. I never could tell,” I said. “I can only tell the future through a verification from Aila.” 

He waved his hand. Vi-screens appeared, showing small blocks of blue and green text. 

“Let’s start with Dr. Lane,” he said. 

After two hours of research, we wrote our findings in a pad. Then, we decided to rest until tomorrow. 

“I want to work with the doctors skilled in the Phasee Virus. Let's see what we can come up with,” he said. 

“I’m outside my league, father. I see things in the past and the future. I don’t see how I can be of any help,” I argued. 

“You don’t know until you try, right?” he asked. 

I could feel the angst. He felt somewhat responsible. His father, Benjamin Hector, was Phasee. His mother, Dawn, was Human. So, they linked him to the Phasee cause. 

“Do you know what will happen if this gets out of control?” he asked. 

“It is already out of control, father. Scientists mutated the virus months ago. It looks like the medical establishment tried to keep a lid on it, to control panic. 

“It was a bad plan from the start. Thousands had already died...,” father sat, distraught. “What do you think we can do to offset things? To make things better?” 

He rubbed his large forehead with his dark, thick hands. He controlled his breathing and some of his angst. 

“We must do something for them. They shouldn’t have to die like that,” he said. 

I nodded my head in agreement. 

“We will see what we can do,” I tried to encourage. 

I felt drained of emotion when my father dropped me home. I stood for a moment as day turned into evening. Then, I stepped into my private world of kids, companions, and cleaning robots. 

Since it was my night off, I remained quiet in my thoughts and used this time to take a hot shower... 

Until I felt a presence before me, opened my eyes and there stood Aila. Of course, I, startled, and her eyes, filled with humor, shone with light. 

“You scared the hell out of me,” I said in a low voice. 

She bent her head and tried not to laugh, and I forced a smile too. 

“How do you manage to walk without making noise? I didn’t hear you come in,” I said. 

“One of my special powers. I do more than see in the future,” she said. 

I explained that all the events must have dulled my senses. 

“I can see that you are troubled,” she said, staring at me with her intense grey eyes. “You see the death too...” 

“How long have you known?” I asked. 

“About a day. It’s a mutation of the virus. Now, all who have two hearts are susceptible. This includes not Cloned Phasees and Fumans with two hearts. It also includes individuals from the planets Pro, Jan, Shun, and Urb,” she pointed out. 

“That’s right,” I admitted. 

“Turn around and let me wash your back, please,” she said. 

It was not a demand, but I wanted to please her and turned around so that she scrubbed my back with soapsuds. 

“And, I do not have a twin, if that’s what you are thinking,” she said with a quiet voice. 

I only nodded but felt an undertone of emotion in her. I did see her stand next to someone who looked like her, but the image faded away as she applied mental blocks to discourage...  

Dr. Allen Lane was a doctor for thirty years. Then, four years ago, the Phasee Virus struck. 

He was a pink-skinned man in his fifties with two teenaged boys and a girl of the age of seven. He had a young wife named Sheba, who was twenty years his junior, with dark skin and short, wavy black hair. 

At my father's, we resumed our search to help the Other Worldly Aliens. When he talked on vi-screen he did not appear pleased to connect. 

He wore grey and blue clothes. He stood next to his wife, Sheba. She wore green and white robes, with red ties and black flexies. She pressed her dark hands on his arm, almost to stop him from saying too much about the matter. 

“Earth Talker and the Rough Man. I see you left several messages on my board. I am sorry to inform you we cannot go down this road of saving the Other Worldly Aliens,” he said with bite. 

“What do you mean?” father asked. 

“You both can scan me and tell whether I am lying or not. Extra resources for the Phasees, Fumans, and others with two hearts are on hold," he said. 

“This is coming from the deeper part of the government,” father said. 

“This makes no sense, some of the government officials are of other worldly alien lineage!” I admitted. 

“My strongest argument, three years ago, was that. OWAS were not included in the program, only Humans. They had friends and some family who were other worldly lineage, but their hatred and distrust were too deep,” he said. 

“Has anyone recognized this for three years?” I asked, shocked. 

“When the first 100 died. I always had concerns it could mutate, and I had citizens on hand who gave me reports of a mutation,” he said. 

“Can we talk to the officials in charge of the Phasee Mutation? We could change their minds,” father wondered. 

“Be my guess,” Dr. Lane said. “You will get better help than I ever had.” 

I looked at the information sent by Dr. Lane on his connection to the mutation project. Father and I went to work to gain connections... 

We received no response from those in charge of the Phasee Mutation Program. After some hours of silence, we gave up the pursuit. I didn’t know what we expected. It’s not like someone was going to admit to exterminating an entire species. 

Presidents no longer resided in charge of one country as happened over a century ago. We had Governors in charge of a region, and this left several regions with several Governors. 

Each area oversaw their own armed forces, which were usually National Guard Units or NGUs. Also, areas could have an agreement to defend each other, so there stood many parts of the Americas that defended their neighbors only through military agreements. 

Each region had remnants of the U.S. Constitution. Various laws permitted or prohibited things, depending on the law in those regions. 

In Centre, near Centerport, Pennsylvania, Governor Bond sat in a brown, blue-carpeted office. It was a relaxing place. 

Through the curved windows, we could see air cars, and a few birds flew in a circle as they made their way to open water. Centre connected to the Great Sea. Various ships docked to offload and retrieve goods. 

It was a busy area of flying vehicles and ships. As Governor Bond stood from a black chair, his pink face showed concern. 

I could see some of his features did resemble Chelsea Bond, his distant cousin. There was bad blood between him and many in the family on his treatment of OWAS in the past, but we didn’t call to rehash old hurts. 

“Centre survived the Archer attack thirty-eight years ago, with great difficulty.” His face tightened. “Rough Men International was gone and many of your kind was below ground, this was before the stop fire... 

“Above ground the Human citizens were on our own. Archer forces did not discriminate between Human and other worldly aliens. It was a blood bath...” 
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