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We

are often unaware of how much we are affected by a person's appearance. Only

then, when we also can look inside, we will find the truth. But is it really

the whole truth?




 




 




 












Restricted Area





The

salt lake was now right in front of us. From the top of the hill I could

actually see the huge runways that Sunco had reported.




Although

over 200 years had passed it was still easy to see that it could not be a

natural surface.




I

estimated that the flooring of the flight paths was the same color as the rest

of the salt lake but made of an artificial material.




But

it could also be that in all the years the tracks were simply superficially

blown and had assumed the same color as the environment.




Anyway,

we were on the right track.




Only

the sporadically emerging, funnel-shaped craters remain a mystery to me.




Takaarrath

stood next to me with petrified facial features. Despite his naturally

square-looking body attributes his facial expression and his rigid posture

seemed a bit strange to me.




I

gently opened my mind in his direction and waited to see if I could

accidentally snap open some of his thoughts. In fact, I was successful with it

as well.




"I

know this area though I can not remember it. I have seen this

straightforwardness of the railways before but from a much higher perspective.

But that is absolutely impossible. There are no more flying machines, and I'm

not a pilot!"




 




 




I

quickly withdrew from his thoughts as he slowly tilted his head towards me.




"It

is a very large salt lake and far and wide there are no buildings or man-made

artificial structures. What do we do now?"




I

had already asked myself the same question. I really did not feel like

wandering over this salt lake in this sinking heat without a clue.




"I

do not feel uncomfortable. It is comfortably warm and dry just right for my

body armor. My breathing works much better!"




Takaarrath's

beaded hard lips showed a hidden grin. Of course, I had relaxed my thought

block again and he had overheard.




"Not

everyone has been so well-equipped by nature as you," I spontaneously

replied somewhat sarcastically.




He

turned away from me and again strained his eyes over the salt lake which started

about two kilometers from our current location away and began to extend to the

horizon.




His

eyeballs popped out even more than they already did. Only now I did remember

that Takaarrath had told me that his eyesight was extremely strong.




His

eyes had a heightened sense of perception that went to the limit of visibility

and were particularly sensitized to detect the slightest difference of external

objects. I looked in the same direction as he did.




What

I saw were thousands and thousands of encrusted salt hexagons baked in the

ground.




In

between isolated fields of whitish shining salt cones loosened the otherwise

level terrain.




On

the right side of the lake I recognized a slightly darker stripe on the horizon.




It

could only have been a distant mountain formation shrouded in a filthy gray

haze.




The

sky over it was a little fanned in which its bright blue was mixed with a

reddish colored cloud band.




"At

a distance of five kilometers there is a field with naturally formed salt

accumulations. You can see the whitish cones very well!"




Takaarrath

pointed in the direction he had been fixing with his eyes for fifteen minutes

now.




"Three

of these conical elevations are not of natural origin. I could see it for a moment.

They are really well-made artificial structures, but I think I can trust my

special eyesight. Let’s go to them. It's not a long way into the salt desert

and we can always turn around."




"I

was still looking at him skeptically as he was already walking down the narrow,

grassy, otherwise unpaved hillside.




I

had no reason to worry about the subsoil because I saw Takaarrath in front of

me running smoothly over the ground.




However,

when the subsoil now gave way under my soles and I started to slide, it was too

late.




Instinctively

I tried to catch myself and unconsciously activated my telekinetic powers. I

had not been prepared for it myself and was amazed only when I suddenly found

myself floating in the air.




Of

course, Takaarrath had heard the loud rumble behind him as well, and now he saw

me gliding elegantly past him.




"Showoff,"

resounded hissed his comment after I passed him already.




In

no time I had left the hillside behind me and waited down on him. The sun

burned mercilessly, and it smelled strongly of ozone.




In

front of us was a salty floor covering that seemed to blur after just a few

hundred meters.




I

was already sweaty even though I had not gone five meters. Only my friend

Takaarrath did not seem to care about the heat.




He

stood quite casually next to me and looked relatively unimpressed into the

distance.




I

wondered what really made him go with me to AREA 51. Takaarrath, the insectoid man,

as I have called him since our first contact was absolutely nonhuman in his

body shape.




Even

Uurfa and the tribe of the half-intelligent Tiiipey seemed more like a human

than himself.




I

suddenly realized that I had never approached him before.




Nor

had I ever asked him where he came from, where his birthplace was. Now it was

not the time to ask him about it, so I decided for myself.




We

marched on thick plates of salt. As far as the eye could see the floor was

covered with it. Partly they were tilted partly pushed over each other and

strung almost geometrically for almost a whole kilometer.




We

did not speak a word, nor did we think so.




Takaarrath

had the goal in mind. A field of white naturally formed salt flats in between

three artificial structures.




I

hoped he was not wrong. The sun was already afflicting me tremendously. Sweat

poured down my forehead in streams. I did not try to look up into the sky. I

just focused my eyes on the ground. There was no life existing here.




The

honeycomb structure of the soil repeated itself exactly every five feet. I did

not only count the steps but also the hexagons of the salt structure that I

walked over. At one hundred and sixty-five, I stopped counting and thinking, at

least I felt I was carrying a thick cotton ball around in my head rather than

my brain.




"Stop!"




Takaarrath's

thought wiped away the cotton ball. I looked up from the ground and saw them

right in front of us, the salt cones. We had already passed two of them without

me noticed them.




"From

the hill it was easier to recognize the artificial cones. I think we have to go

this way," Takaarrath pointed between several smaller salt cones.




I

was fine with. I had lost all orientation anyway. I stumbled more than I went

and just followed him.




Suddenly

they were there. I heard another hellishly loud roar from several throats, then

I was already knocked to the ground.




Like

from afar, I heard between the bellowing Takaarrath’s fury then another voice

that stood out from the oncoming turmoil: "Beat them to the ground, get

them down. Watch out for the little one!"




I

got several blows just below my rib and gasped desperately for air. I was much

too surprised by the attack to resist immediately.
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