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If

God created the world, His main concern was certainly not to make it so that we

could understand it.




 




(Albert Einstein) 




 




 


















 While Tarik Connar is elevated to the "Plenipotentiary of

Life" and must defend himself against the attacks of the animalistic

warriors from the Zisslies people, the new Wayne-Zeno Uelish has been born on a

distant planet in another time. He fears for the life of his new companion

Tarja, who is also being transformed by the Chron Bastion. 











The real enemy




For

millennia, he had slept, waiting only for another being to be chosen by Chron

Bastion. Deep inside the planet, the signal was understood and an uncanny force

awoke.




From

the beginning of all time, the KORRELAT had been kept ready down here, deep in

the planet's crust.




It

had been created for one purpose only, created by the same power that had also

initiated the Other, the Chron Bastions.




The

building blocks of this universe, the matrix structure of creation, had once

again been in danger of being destroyed after hundreds of thousands of years.




It

had taken so long for one of the many Chron bastions to choose and reshape a

new subject.




The

CORRELAT, made of similar matter as the Chron bastion and its creatures were,

took a first breath after its resurrection.




It

formed a thought with the power of its spirit and this became its I, its body.

A likeness of man came into being, tall and strong to look at, with two arms

and two legs, with a torso and a head.




Everything

shone clean and pure in a fine silver structure. The body structure flowed

together, against the planet's gravity, molding, hardening, yet retaining the

elasticity of a skin.




The

lounge. The cave, the previous center of an ancient power that created this

starry realm at the dawn of time, gave the order: "Destroy the being with

the "print". Erase it from the annals of history so that the matrix

of the universe can continue to exist. Search it, find it, destroy it, return

here."




The

CORRELAT knew it could never allow a living being to ever be endowed with the

"print" and travel the far reaches of the universe with it.




Such

a being could develop forces, which could cause heavy damage to the life matrix

of the universe, this was to be prevented with all means.




 




He

had to leave the room. He could not watch the action, how Tarja's body was

dismantled piece by piece, stretched out like a hunted animal.




That

was how they had done it to him. At the end there was very likely something

similar to what he looked like now; hopefully she stayed alive and hopefully

her brain had not been damaged.  




The

other room was dark. Zeno's eyes, however, amplified the residual light that

was present, so he could still see well, although there wasn't really anything

to see.




The

room possessed the dimensions of five by six meters, no larger, and right in

its center was a round, two-square-meter platform.




Zeno

didn't know how to proceed at first. He sat down on the pedestal and looked

pensively over at the bulkhead. Not a sound could be heard. It was absolutely

silent.




Stunned,

he realized that even his manhood had been perfectly replicated on this new

body.




He

was still naked, just as he had been when he woke up in the swamp on Earth.




It

seemed like ages had passed since then. But he could not say how many days or

even weeks had really passed.




In

any case, he hadn't worn any clothes since then, and it looked like it would

stay that way. At least he didn't have to worry about the climate anymore.




He

had always been consistently warm, even when he had briefly gone outside the

tower again to retrieve Tarja's body, he had felt no chill.




Zeno

looked around the room pensively, but unconsciously he listened to the other

room, where Tarja was lying on the couch with the living metal.




Had

he done the right thing? Doubts arose and Zeno was already reproaching himself,

even though it was not at all certain yet whether Tarja would survive her

death.




That

her heart had stopped beating was a fact he could not deny. She had frozen to

death miserably out there on that hostile planet, like the others of her clan

before her.




Should

he have just left it there? Something like self-interest was now mixed into the

arguments his mind was putting forth to justify what was currently happening

over there in the other room.




He

looked down his body again and felt over the supple surface of the artificial

skin.




It

felt somewhat like absorbent cotton and he didn't feel the pressure until he

pressed very hard against it.




"If

he were wearing clothes, at first glance there would have been no difference

between him and a normal human being," it went through his mind.




In

Wayne-Zeno's mind, terms and individual images flew around like in a

kaleidoscope. Terms and names, which he had at first almost completely

suppressed, came back to the surface. Like lightning bolts they shot into his

mind.




He

was on the way with the SORROW in the direction of the star cluster URSA MAJOR.

With his best friend Tarik Connar and the remaining crew of the space

transporter MERLIN.




"That

was a long time ago, wasn't it?" He felt as if it had been in another

lifetime. Gloomily, he looked at his artificial hands.




"Back

when they had crashed the MERLIN into a black hole and encountered the remains

of a people called Ellio'sh over 600 light years from Earth, he had still possessed

his flesh and but body."




Zeno

was still staring at his hands.




"Damn

it, what had gone wrong?"




In

one fluid motion, he turned the artificial body to the side and slammed his

fist as hard as he could on the edge of the platform he was currently sitting

on.




There

was a dull thud and his hand was in a fist-deep dent.




All

he felt was an unpleasant tingling sensation on his hand. Slowly, he withdrew

his fist.




"What

am I really now? A robot with a human brain? A hybrid?"




Zeno

shouted it again loudly into the room. His powerful voice echoed back to him

clearly.




He

had jumped up and looked around aggressively. But there was no one there to

contend with. He was alone.




Even

his soul was alone, without the human vessel it had lived in since his birth.




"What

would Tarik say if he could see him like this now? They still had so much

planned, together, and now he probably wouldn't even recognize him, should he

happen to meet him. What had fate done to him?"




The

worst part was that his old body was lost forever, dismembered, crushed, and

destroyed. There was no going back.




This

realization was devastating for him. Zeno began to occupy himself with his new

body.




He

stood up and did some movement exercises. In doing so, he carelessly tried to

jump up into the air, as he had always done in the past.




This

time, however, the result was quite different. He shot up like a rocket toward

the ceiling, which was eight meters above the ground. Instinctively, he

stretched out his arms and was just able to catch himself.




Puzzled,

he looked at the two-centimeter-deep dent in the ceiling left by his hands as

he fell back to the ground.




He

landed skillfully on his feet again. He hadn't even felt dizzy. Even the fall

back from a height of eight meters he had simply put away.




As

a normal human being he would have broken at least several bones if not even

the neck, or would have suffered internal bleeding.




Again

and again he carefully stroked the artificial skin of his body surface,

pressed, kneaded it. Sometimes it seemed as if it would make undulating

movements on its own, for example, when he applied a little stronger pressure

on it.




The

silvery color that the body had taken on again bothered him a little. Slowly,

he walked back to the mirrored wall surface and gazed into it, musing.




"If

the skin didn't have that silvery tone, but more brownish, you could actually

mistake him for an Earth human, all that was missing then was the appropriate

clothing."




Zeno

got wide-eyed when suddenly the silver color of the skin turned into a light

shade of brown.




Now

he liked it already better.




He

unconsciously looked around briefly.




No,

he would certainly not find any clothes here.




What

immediately struck him again, however, was the sterility of the surroundings.

It seemed strange and at the same time familiar to him.




Not

a sound was to be heard.




Compared

to this room, it had been relatively loud in his cabin on the SORROW. There had

always been some soft sounds or noises to be heard, even if it was only those

of the small robot cleaning squadron, which had been almost constantly on the

lookout for dust or other impurities.




He

missed the old environment very much.




Zeno

saw himself standing next to Marah in his mind. Rhapsodic memories came to him.




He

began to miss her, then the shock as the scene in the holodeck reappeared in

his mind.




It

had all been so long ago. In his mind, he looked into Marah's face as they

kissed.




The

features changed, blurred, and formed a new face, a different woman, but still

somehow intertwined with his Marah. A name emerged: Tarja.




Startled,

Zeno winced and jerkily turned to the bulkhead behind him.




There,

still lying on a metallic couch, was the wild woman from his recent past, and a

completely alien technique was dissecting her body.




Zeno

now walked slowly toward the bulkhead. He didn't want to wait any longer. Maybe

she hadn't survived at all. Maybe she was already dead.




Then

he would now be the only living one on this cursed life-hostile planet.




When

he had approached the bulkhead up to two meters, it slid silently to the side.

He had not expected that.




He

stopped for a moment and then walked on a bit shyly. Fearfully, his eyes turned

to the center of the room, to where the couch with the monstrous apparatus on

which Tarja was lying stood.




There

was still an eerie silence. Then he saw her. Her body was almost the same color

as the metallic couch; so she had already been transformed. Zeno, trembling

inwardly, walked slowly toward her.




"I

hope she lives!"




Only

this one thought still dominated his entire mind.




Tarja's

eyes were closed and she actually had a relaxed expression on her face, as if

she had fallen asleep happily, forever.




Zeno's

hand gently touched her cheek, stroking it almost tenderly as she opened her

eyes.




She

looked directly into his eyes. Her gaze literally sucked at them.




"It's

so nice and warm, and I'm so tired."




Zeno

had to smile when he heard her simple words.




"How

do you feel otherwise? Do you remember what happened?"




Tarja

hadn't moved yet. She just lay there quietly, thinking.




"What

did Zeno mean by that question?"




Then

the fright set in. She remembered when she had arrived at the structure with

Ul'f, Ara'k, and the others. It had been so cold.




She

had leaned against the wall of the tower and had watched them all die.




She

had had no strength to move, and when she saw Zeno simply fall through the

massive wall, she had thought she was fantasizing.




Then there was nothing more. The memory just stopped. And now it was

so nice and warm here.




She

looked around as she lay down, as much as her position allowed. The room was

very bright and clean.




She

couldn't see anything besides Zeno that might have frightened her otherwise.




Slowly

she raised her upper body and sat up. Zeno watched her intently. Their eyes

crossed several times.




"You

were no longer conscious when I brought you here to the tower. The others had

already been out of life."




Zeno

tried to initiate a gentle transition to her current state. Tarja looked at her

hand, then her eyes traveled down her body over her stomach.




"Why

am I painted so funny?"




She

tried rubbing at her arm.




"That's

not paint! It's some kind of new body. You were dead when I found you out

there. The machines here could only save you by giving you a new body."




Now

it was out. Zeno looked into her eyes.




"I

don't believe you. It all feels the same, doesn't it?"




With

a leap, she jumped in front of the couch and spread her legs.




"Even

there, I've stayed the same woman, I just don't like this stupid color."




She

really didn't look bad, Zeno thought, but quickly shook that thought away.




"Now

tell me, what really happened to me!"




Her

eyes moved from her body to Zeno, who was now standing close in front of her.




"You're

not wearing any clothes either!"




That

was a statement. She took a step back.




"Why

are you looking at me so strangely?"




"Tarja,

I don't want you to be frightened or afraid. But both our bodies are not the

same, believe me."




He

took her by the arm and pulled her with him over to the mirrored wall surface

in the next room.




"Look

at yourself and then wish for the color of your body to match mine." 




She

looked at him questioningly.




"Just

do it, wish to look like me."




She

had only looked at him for a moment, and when her eyes turned back to the

mirrored surface, it was just visible how the remaining silver color

disappeared and gave way to a rich light brown.




Stunned,

she forgot to close her mouth. Zeno was indeed right.
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