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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) 
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 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 like

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 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 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.













WERSTLES last good deed




WERSTLES

had awakened, i.e., he was able to act again, because he had not slept for a

few nano time units since the feedback of the laser bombardment had put his

robotic body out of action.




The

strong electromagnetic leakage currents had dissipated to such an extent that

the robotic body had become capable of action again. The energy level was

stable again.




WERSTLES

had noticed, of course, how the biologicals had died one by one, and he had

watched as Zeno took the body of the female that had lasted the longest into

the tower.




Strangely,

he did not use a physical passage, but simply merged with the masonry.




WERSTLES

regretted that not all the robot's functions had been available to him. A

simple energy scan would certainly have told him how and by what means Zeno had

managed the passage.




Moreover,

this human being, as he had called himself, seemed somehow changed.




WERSTLES

slowly let the former combat robot walk toward the tower wall, which had

withstood a laser blast from his arsenal of weapons without much trouble.




He

touched the brick wall with his grasping hands. The receptors on the hand limbs

reported nothing unusual; the substance of the bricks could be analyzed as

burnt clay, sand, and yet another compound.




WERSTLES

struck the masonry firmly with his left hand.




The

immediately hit stone broke and a piece fell to the ground. Here good advice

was expensive.




WERSTLES

had scruples about daring to fire again. After all, he did not want the robotic

body to be disabled a second time.




But

he could not achieve anything here with his bare fists, the wall was too

massive for that.




His

gaze was directed upwards to the top of the building. He had not yet looked

there. Maybe there was an entrance there.




WERSTLES

activated the antigrav and slowly lifted off the ground. After a few seconds he

had reached the top of the tower.




But

even here he did not find anything.




He

focused the lenses of the robot eyes on a dark spot on the horizon and extended

the focal length.




Immediately

the point enlarged and WERSTLES was amazed to see that it was moving and even

quite fast.




He

could already perceive the first contours. The scan showed a size of the object

of five meters.




The

closer it came, the better he could make out details. At first, he noticed the

similarity to his current robotic body. However, the scan of the approaching

body, initiated at the same time, showed no data at all.




WERSTLES

activated all available scanners and locating functions that the former combat

robot had. Nothing!




If

he had relied only on the tracking devices, he would have perceived nothing

there at all.




Only

the visual perception showed him something. Suddenly, the approaching body had

disappeared from his view and was standing abruptly at the tower below his

current location.




 




The

KORRELAT had already spotted the Chron bastion from far away. Now his organs of

perception were directed to the robot, which was on top of the station roof.




A

logical explanation of its intern-autocracy, a powerful, artificial central

unit, was missing.




The

CORRELAT was left to its own devices for the time being. This was a new

situation. Basically, the more instinctively acting being was guided by the

intern-autocracy when it came to grasping and logically evaluating alien and

unnatural situations.




It

accelerated again briefly on Hyperdim and stood abruptly in front of the

tower-like building.




His

reaction was undoubtedly a provocation for the enemy, if the sighted robot was

an enemy at all.




However,

there were no reactions from his side, so the KORRELAT decided to ignore him

for the time being.




In

its priority scale, the first directive was still: "Search and destroy the

being with the "print".




The

KORRELAT, a creature now five meters tall, its silvery outer skin constantly

emitting undulating movements, stood in front of the Chron Bastion and fixed

the remains of Ul'f and his fellows.




Short

stubby legs protruded from the barrel-shaped body, around the center of which

shone a halo of form energy. The KORRELAT could create several predefined

devices and weapons there in seconds. It had changed its appearance again. It

did this whenever the humanoid body form no longer seemed suitable for its

activity.




His

gaze again turned upward, toward the roof of the station, and intersected

directly with the robot's optical perception systems.




He

knew that the Chron bastions were equipped with a highly sophisticated defense

system, capable of resisting even its capabilities.




Moreover,

they had both been created from almost the same primordial matter.




His

information said that this station had created a being with the

"print".




Here

he had to start. He couldn't get into the station easily, so he had to lure

this being out.




But

he could not wait, because there was a danger that the print carrier would

leave the planet via the internal transport system.




It

was necessary to act immediately.




The

KORRELAT stomped its stubby legs firmly on the barren ground for the umpteenth

time.




When

the Intern-autocracy was still silent, it activated several weapon systems

despite knowing better and fired them one after the other at the Chron bastion.




Portions

of the energy were immediately substituted, converted, and most of the rest

reflected, with the substituted energy being reflected as an ionic pulse.




This

allowed the Chron Bastion to disable alien technology for a period.




However,

the KORRELAT had already taken precautions and initiated appropriate protective

measures.




Thus,

the energies striking now did not become dangerous to it. Only for WERSTLES,

who was still on the top of the tower, the world seemed to end.




He

was hit from two sides. The attack of the KORRELAT and the defense measures of

the Chron-Bastion seized his robot body and blinded the optical perception,

likewise all his other locating mechanisms failed abruptly.




The

robotic body was lifted by the tremendous energies and hurled off the top of

the tower.




It

crashed to the planetary floor two hundred meters from the tower and only the

activated protective shield prevented worse.




It

took several minutes for the first tracking systems to work again. Immediately

WERSTLES recognized the attacker. He was still standing in the same place,

surrounded by a rainbow-colored, glowing energy bubble. It took a while before

his outline became fully visible again.




 




Zeno

and Tarja listened. The room resounded with a bright bell tone. Light

vibrations could be felt.




They

propagated from the floor to the ceiling. A certain uneasiness crept over them.




"What

is that?" Tarja shook herself.




"My

body feels so weird all of a sudden!"




Zeno

shrugged his shoulder, a human gesture, but she understood.




"It

must be coming from outside."




Zeno,

too, grew increasingly agitated, to the same degree that the sound grew louder.




"An

attack?"




Tarja

had totally forgotten her body and became afraid. 




"Follow

me, we'll go see." Zeno walked toward the wall surface, which he knew was

the outer wall. "We don't need an exit, you'll see. We'll just go through

the wall!"




Tarja's

eyes grew wide as Zeno seemed to melt into the wall. He waved at her, then he

was already through.




She

followed when the bell-like sound suddenly turned into a screech.




Zeno

immediately noticed the ball of energy glowing in all colors. This was about

500 meters in front of him in an almost straight line. Lightning was branching

down a rectangular body that was taking on more and more of a shape.




Then

Tarja was standing next to him, also looking at the strange apparition, when

they both heard the voice.




Zeno

could not distinguish at first whether the words sounded only in his mind or

whether they were also spoken aloud.




"I

am the CORRELAT. I am chosen to maintain the basic structure of the creation matrix.

The being with the "print" cannot and must not continue to exist, it

violates all laws of nature. I challenge the being to leave the Chron bastion

and show itself to me!"




The

square box shape that the CORRELAT had assumed spontaneously transformed again,

forming the contours of a humanoid creature.




It

retained its full five-meter size, however. Zeno and Tarja were still standing

very close to the tower wall.




"What

does that mean?"




Tarja

watched as the giant in front of them suddenly extended its right arm and

pointed at Zeno.




"It's

you!"




As

bolts of energy shot from his mouth, Zeno was able to pull Tarja with him just

in time as he jumped.




Together

with her, he fell through the wall back into the tower.




She

landed on his body as the room began to vibrate again in a bright tone. Zeno

felt her body heat as he still held her close.




"That

was pretty damn tight. I don't think we could have survived that attack. What

does this thing want with us?"




Zeno

had been thinking out loud. He let go of Tarja. She pulled him up with her as

he stood up.




"KORRELAT

is what it called itself. You heard that voice inside you, too, didn't you! And

it only pointed at you, it wasn't interested in me at all."




Tarja

looked at the white outer wall through which they had come back in, as if she

were able to see through it.




Zeno

ran across the room toward the other side. 




"Wait,

where are you going, what are you doing?" Tarja hurriedly followed him.




"You

don't want to go out there again. It's way too dangerous!"




"But

we can't just wait here either."




Zeno

was now standing on the side of the structure facing away from the CORRELAT.




"Why

not?"




"Tarja,

we can't. That thing out there is out to get us. It won't leave until it

completes its mission. How long are you going to wait here? Even if we don't

starve, that's not an option for me."




Zeno

paused for a moment. In fact, the new body didn't need a food supply in the

conventional sense. He certainly didn't feel any hunger pangs. He hadn't

thought about it at all, but the energy he was constantly consuming had to come

from somewhere. Tarja misunderstood his hesitation.




"Come,

let's stay here at least for a little while. We have so much to talk about. I

don't understand some of what has been going on, and you could help me

understand."




The

shelling had apparently stopped. Now it started again and became even more

aggressive; a screech and roar shook the interior of the bastion.




Tarja

had winced and looked around fearfully.




"I

hope the tower can take this." 




"That's

exactly why I have to go out. You can stay here, and as soon as I know more,

I'll come back."




Zeno

no longer waited for an answer, but walked through the wall. The Chron Bastion

had activated its protective field, and when Zeno encountered the energy field,

there was a strong induction of energy that tore him away from the Bastion and

hurled him out several meters.




A

tingling sensation ran through his body. Dumbfounded, he remained lying there

at first. Flashes of lightning were still hissing at him from the building,

striking sparks. Zeno jumped to his feet and tried to get closer to the Chron

bastion.




The

lightning bolts grew stronger and force field held him back.




"Probably,"

he reasoned, "once contact is made, it must first be broken again so I can

get closer to the bastion."




Zeno

decided to put a little more distance between himself and the tower first. He

was about to leave when the KORRELAT came out from behind the left side of the

tower.




The

lightning had disappeared, but Zeno could clearly see the beast's readiness to

fire from the red glowing weapon ports.




Then,

out of the corner of his eye, he saw Tarja leaving the Chron bastion and coming

toward him. It had probably been the worst moment ever to leave her protection,

even more so because she did not seem to perceive the KORRELAT at all.




 




WERSTLES

optical sensors tracked the KORRELAT advancing several meters and aiming its

weapon rim at a specific spot.




The

robotic body's optics also told him the two people who would be the target of

the attack.




WERSTLES

had not yet seen Zeno and Tarja in their new bodies and did not recognize them.

But something inside him told him that he had to intervene somehow.




So

WERSTLES shot up with his weapons systems activated and fired at the KORRELAT

with everything he had, accelerating further toward Zeno and Tarja.




The

KORRELAT saw in him a new opponent, and while its weapons systems initially

opened fire on the print carrier, it turned its body a few millimeters toward

the new attacker. For the time being, this was enough to ensure that Zeno was

at least out of the direct line of fire.




Tarja

had not noticed it at all until now. The CORRELAT merely assumed a print

carrier.




WERSTLES

laser beams could not do the slightest harm to its protective field. Instead,

the robot flew directly into the KORRELAT's beam and exploded. 




 











Escape




Zeno's

flying body rolled over several times, driven by the force of the explosion,

until he was thrown against the outer wall of the bastion and slid down it.




The

impact had been uncontrolled and as a result it had not allowed his body to

pass through.




He

had lost sight of Tarja. Two hundred meters away from him lay the detonated

parts of WERSTLES.




Against

such weapons even he had not had the slightest chance.




His

courageous intervention had bought them valuable minutes to escape the

KORRELAT, as the attacker called himself.




But

first he had to find Tarja. Cautiously, Zeno straightened up and scanned the

immediate area with his eyes for details.




He

could not, however, make out that square hunk on his stubby legs, nor Tarja.




"Had

she returned to the bastion? Where had the KORRELAT disappeared to?"




His

thoughts began to flip, and when another low crackling sound was heard, Zeno

decided to quickly head inside the bastion as well.




 

"There you are at last. I was already expecting the worst."




Tarja

literally wrapped her arms around Zeno, and when she realized what she was

doing, she quickly let him go.




"We

have to think of something. Aren't there any weapons in this tower? After all,

when I look at my body, it's high-tech, there should be appropriate weapon

systems!"




"What

do you mean?" Tarja hadn't understood him.




The

Chron Bastion consisted of only two rooms, at least that's how it looked to

Zeno. The rooms were both white and, except for the couch in one room and the two

round pedestals in the other, held no other facilities worth mentioning. It was

like bewitched.




 




The

CORRELAT was not pleased with its performance either. It had briefly retreated

when the robot had attacked it.




Had

it not been distracted; the print carrier would already be nonexistent by now.

Why hadn't he eliminated the robot the first time he had sighted it on the top

of the tower?




Then

his task would have been done now. What about the intern-autocracy?




Why

had it still not intervened? The KORRELAT was furious. It directed all weapon

systems again at the Chron bastion and opened fire.




 




Inside

the bastion, it began to roar and screech again.




Zeno

and Tarja were familiar with this mixture of sounds, but still winced briefly

as they began again.




"I

can't hear those sounds anymore!" Tarja became increasingly nervous.




Zeno,

meanwhile, was also having trouble concentrating. Physically, there were no

signs of being affected at all, nor any pain. In general, the new bodies felt

rather inconspicuous.




Like

two caged tigers in a very tight cage, the two began to walk up and down,

constantly changing from one room to the other.




Tarja

stopped in front of the two small pedestals.




"What

does this even mean?"




She

pointed to one of the adjacent circles. Zeno walked slowly toward her.




"I'm

not sure, but it could be transfer leaf form. I saw something like that once in

a movie series a very long time ago."




Tarja

hadn't understood him, but pretended she had. She didn't want to embarrass

herself in front of him. Zeno suddenly looked thoughtful.




He

climbed onto one of the platforms and looked up at the ceiling. Wasn't the

place there directly above him a little darker, as if something were hidden

underneath? Were his rather ironically meant words perhaps not so far-fetched

after all?




He was standing right in the middle of the circle when the air

between the platforms began to shimmer. A kind of hologram was built up; a

rectangle was formed between him and Tarja with the thigh dimensions of two by

three meters.




Countless

small white luminous points were visible on a dark background.




In

between, red and blue dots, seemingly scattered at random, could be seen

lighting up again and again. The whole thing reminded Zeno of a star map.




"Look

at this. This is possibly a map of more stations, like this one."




Zeno

briefly marveled at his imagination. How on earth did he come up with such a

statement?  




Tarja

had now stepped closer and tried to grab one of the dots with her hand, of

course without success. Her grip went nowhere.




"Look

over there, in the bottom corner of the map."




Zeno

pointed to the right. "That dot is the only one that glows dark green.

Could be that's our current location."




"You've

got to be kidding."  




"The

only question now is how do we get this station to beam us away from

here?"




"I'm

not at all sure I want to be radiated, though!"




Tarja

scowled at Zeno. The latter only smiled.




Again,

the din grew a shade louder and more glaring. Both flinched almost

simultaneously and Tarja tried to cover her ears, but without success.




They

were no longer human ears. In any case, even with her ears covered, she

continued to receive the same noise level as before.




"Come,

stand next to me, on the second platform. Maybe then something will

happen."




Zeno

pointed beside him. Then, as Tarja also stood in the exact center of the

circle, the Chron Bastion began to act.




A

huge tidal wave of energy shot down from above them both. They stood on the

transmission platforms and instinctively extended their arms to defend

themselves.




The

tidal wave had the appearance of water, only it was somehow more consistent.

The screeching and roaring had reached an absolute peak.




The

white space around them began to glow in different colors and began to pulsate

more and more.




Chron

Bastion had decided to send the two print carriers through the transport

network.




However,

this involved weakening the protective field that kept out the still-ongoing

bombardment from the KORRELAT.




Dialing

another Chron bastion had already been very difficult through the screen. Again

and again, there were aborts or malfunctions in the coordinates.




The

bastion had to protect the two print carriers. That was the top priority after

the transformation had been accomplished.




Protection

only worked if they would get away from here, consequently everything necessarily

had to be done to ensure this. His own protection came second at first.




The

Chron Bastion reduced the protective field to make the breakthrough of the

transmitter energy.




The

KORRELAT measured this change in seconds and, for its part, again increased its

bombardment by going to point fire.




The

Chron Bastion was left with no great options to act. It accepted the first

contact it got and confirmed the transmission.




The

destination, however, was not another Chron station, but consisted of a kindred

technology that happened to be within range of her call. The Chron station

passed without her noticing it yet.













TOHIKUM Chronor




The

roaring in his ears died away. Wayne-Zeno clearly felt the firm pressure of

Tarja's hand in his. It was somehow a good feeling that made him somewhat

forget the danger they were both still in, or at least mitigated it.




For

whatever reason, or maybe because there were two of them; a sorrow shared is a

sorrow halved.




When

he noticed her looking at him, he looked back and tried to put on a smile.

Immediately she loosened her grip and looked in the opposite direction. 




It

was pitch black.




It

was only because of her new special abilities that she could see in the dark as

well as in the light, only the colors were missing.




But

he could live with that. It smelled stuffy and every movement they made caused

clouds of dust to rise from the floor.




Zeno

unconsciously touched his nose. In fact, it behaved just like his old nose, it

began to itch slightly and he also knew the smell from his former life.




It

smelled like stale air. He turned around for a moment.




How

had they gotten here in the first place, and where was this place? Behind him

was only the blank wall, nothing else.




He

tried to grasp with his new senses the room in which they had been transferred.




Somehow

those rounded corners and the instrument console that stood in the foreground

looked familiar to him.




He

was about to walk toward it when, abruptly, the lights came on. Zeno and Tarja

stopped, dazzled.




It

took only a few seconds and their artificial eyes had changed from infrared to

visible light.




"I

greet the visitors. You have not been announced, yet your 'print' was clearly

appropriate by me, and thus you are conditionally authorized to enter my

rooms."




Zeno

had flinched briefly when the voice sounded in the room. It spoke in Ellio'sh

language, yet he understood it.




It

must have been related to his new body. Tarja also looked at him, puzzled.




She,

too, had understood the wording.




"You

are in the TOHIKUM Chronor. You have free power of disposal on all rooms and

devices except on my weapon systems. These can be used exclusively by a carrier

of the Ancient Force."




"What

does that mean?"




Tarja

had moved closer to Zeno again and was looking around her, as if searching for

the speaker of the voice. Zeno automatically put his arm around her waist,

though her artificial high-tech body needed no protection.




"I

know a bearer of the Ancient Force; he calls himself Commander Tarik

Connar!"




The

sentence came out of him just like that, and Zeno hadn't finished speaking it

when he was already reprimanding himself for it.




"The

name is not familiar to me. Since you were transferred from a Chron bastion,

you are also a part of the universal network, as are the TOHIKUM stations. My

builders have used some of this pre-existing technology for their own purposes.

Therefore, I have the mission to consider emissaries of a Chron- Bastion as

welcome guests. What can I do for you? You have stepped on the temporal

transmission with pinpoint accuracy, although I have noticed a slight

fluctuation in the energy loop."




Zeno

took a deep breath. He hoped that his words would also be translated into the

Elloi'sh language by his artificial language tools, since he himself did not

know the Ellio'sh language.




"So

we've been temporally displaced as well, not just spatially?"




"Positively,"

came the curt reply.




"How

can you just bridge time like that? It does run independently of my influence,

doesn't it?"




Tarja

had not understood the information that was coming at her. Too strongly

anchored in her were still her old thought patterns, from a time and a life

that now seemed very far in the past.




Just

as Zeno was about to begin an explanation, a loud thunder rumbled through the

vault, followed by heavy tremors.




Tarja

and Zeno's body instinctively compensated for the rocking movements of the

ground.




It

took five seconds, then the TOHIKUM Chronor reported again with an urgent

announcement, "Attack! I'm actually under attack!"




Zeno

thought he heard something like astonishment from the artificial voice.




"It

really looks like we've gone from the frying pan into the fire."




Tarja

looked at him questioningly.




"An

energy field has appeared directly over the moon and flying boats are coming

out of it. They've opened fire. I can't create a shield; the energy pile was

hit first. It was the first target of the attackers. I have to protect the

raising machine and unfortunately I can no longer guarantee your safety."




Zeno

looked at Tarja. "Don't worry about our safety. First, we have already

mastered quite other dangers, and second, we are not as defenseless as it might

look at first glance."




He

got no more response. Instead, several explosions shook the room, bringing half

the ceiling down behind Zeno.




Zeno

and Tarja literally shot from a standing start across the room toward the exit

bulkhead and made their way to safety.




Just

before they reached the bulkhead, it opened automatically.




They

sped through it at 120 kilometers per hour and found themselves on a long

corridor that extended in a slight curve to both sides.




Zeno

moved to the right while Tarja turned left.




They

noticed their separation immediately and stopped. "We need to practice

that!" Zeno stepped back and toward her.




She

just looked at him, but didn't reply.




They

had gone about 200 yards when ten warriors from the animalistic Zisslies people

approached them.




Zeno

looked abruptly into their equally frightened faces.




Apparently,

they had not expected the presence of other intelligences.




Immediately

and without hesitation, they pointed their handguns at Zeno and Tarja.




Both

simply stopped and, for their part, looked surprisingly calmly at the group.




On

a heavily hairy skull Zeno could make out two horns. The facial part with mouth

and nose was conspicuously shaped forward and showed two long rice teeth when

speaking.




In

their claw-like hands they held archaic-looking weapons, but they were highly

energetically charged, which Zeno immediately grasped with his new senses.




He

thought he still heard a "now" in his mind when he and Tarja were

already lunging at the Zisslies' warriors from a standing position, taking out

all ten men in two seconds with preternaturally fast movements.




Their

blows came so fast and coordinated that there was no resistance at all, nor did

a shot go off.




A

powerful explosion shook the immediate area.




 "The

raising machine has just been destroyed. A disaster for the continued existence

of the known universe. We must act immediately. I request the visitors'

assistance."




Zeno

and Tarja had stopped and were looking at each other in confusion.




"What

did that mean now?" The thought seemed to be written on both of their

faces almost simultaneously.




"How

can we help?" Zeno did not question the statement at first.




At

the end of the corridor, about three hundred meters away, he could see the dark

blue beams of the Sjarkrats, the handguns of the Zisslies.




The

battle was in full swing. The TOHIKUM had apparently mobilized moving units

against the enemy.




"You

must immediately travel back in time and create a separate shield field around

the Elevation Machine. It is imperative that the machine remain functional and

intact until a carrier of the ancient force arrives. Not only is the HUrur

Alliance in danger, but the universe as we know it is being shaken to its

foundations. Please follow the red holo diamond to the temporal transmission room."




In

front of Zeno, as if by magic, a hologram appeared, moving slowly at first, but

then faster, back down the corridor from which they had come.




Without

really understanding the meaning behind the words of the TOHIKUM, they followed

the signpost.




 




Tarja

and Zeno squeezed into the time tube. Zeno had received another kind of map of

the station, with the exact location where they could find the moving shield

unit, and then transport it to the room with the elevation machine.




Zeno

had also had to memorize a sequence of tones that identified him to the station

as having been authorized in the past.




The

lighting in the room flickered sharply as another explosion was heard. Dust

molecules trickled down from the ceiling, which Zeno's new eyes were able to perceive

very clearly.




Then,

all at once, they disappeared in mid-air. The light no longer flickered.




Zeno

already knew from Tarik that time travel occurred without any discernible

external effects, but that that should have been all now, he somehow couldn't

believe.




"Temporal

mission complete. Welcome!"




Zeno

heard the voice of the TOHIKUM. They had indeed been transported in time. He

quickly produced the tones that would identify him and Tarja as being in

charge.




It

must have been a very high-level code.




"Your

orders," came the TOHIKUM's immediate response to his hiss and whistle.




"We

are ordered to protect the Elevation Machine. It is absolutely necessary that

it be surrounded by a self-sufficient protective shield."




Zeno

and Tarja stepped out of the transport tube.




"We

need a transportable protective field generator!"




"Follow

the signpost," came the curt reply.




They

followed the holo-route.




Tarja

glanced several times at Zeno as they directed the protective field generator,

floating on an antigravity cushion, through the corridor.




To

her, everything was new and strange. Much of what she was now experiencing she

only partially understood. Her knowledge was still too rudimentary to really

understand the technology at hand and the complexities of what was going on.

She was also still having trouble adjusting to her transformed body.




The

quick escape after the transformation, the fight and the impressions crashing

down on her made her otherwise so brash manner fall into a helplessness that

sometimes already started to seem comical.




The

only lifeline for her ego was Zeno.




She

tried to hang on to him as best she could, trusting his decisions and knowledge

and hoping that things would calm down a bit and they could really talk things

out.




The

elevation machine was in the middle of the room. It was indeed not unlike a

coffin, but it stood on end. Zeno remembered that he had also lain in such a

similar box, back when he and Tarik had met with the robot ruler Tart-prio on

the planet Tartmos.




It

seemed like two eternities ago.




The

protective field generator was maneuvered into an open wall niche. Zeno could

still see a light blue glowing energy field building up, then the generator

disappeared behind a closing cover.




 




Zeno

and Tarja rose from the time tube. A dull thud almost made Tarja fall back

again.




They

had returned.




Several

times the room trembled and explosive sounds could be heard. The battle seemed

to be fought even harder.




"TOHIKUM,

report."




Zeno

tried to contact the station several times, but to no avail. The TOHIKUM did

not report back.




They

remained in the dark as to whether the elevation machine still existed or not.




"What

do we do now?" Tarja was visibly overwhelmed with the situation.




It

smelled like charred plastic. Loud rattling kept sounding and gunshot noises

could be heard. Zeno walked over to the control panel that stood in the middle

of the room.




"The

Alliance of HUrur must be warned," they heard the softening voice of the

TOHIKUM between a whistling sound, then there was nothing. 




"What

does it all mean?"




Tarja

looked at Zeno seeking help.




"I'll

tell you all about that later. First I have something very important to do, or

so I think."




He

looked searchingly around the room, then went to the opposite wall. There, his

new eyes had spotted a hairline crack that ran almost the entire width of the

wall. But there was nowhere to be seen anything like an opening mechanism to

open the obvious door. Zeno had no time to lose.




The

ceiling was already turning bright red and the temperature in the room was

rising by leaps and bounds.




He

struck the wall with all the force of his hand clenched into a fist.




There

was a traveling sound and the cover of the closet wall broke into a thousand

pieces.




Through

the resulting hole, pieces of clothing made of synthetic fabric and linen fell

at his feet. Hastily, he picked up a piece of linen, tearing it into a

manageable piece as, hissing, part of the covering came crashing down from the

blazing hot ceiling.




Zeno

was just able to jump to the side. He pondered for a moment, then picked up a

pointed fragment of it.




It

might have been about 100 degrees Celsius, but he felt little of the heat.




"Whatever

you're doing, do it fast!" Tarja was right. It was getting increasingly

uncomfortable in this part of the station.




Hastily

he scribbled letters on the cloth, "A great danger is brewing, not only

HUrur's alliance is in danger, but also the nearby Earth system. The KORRELAT

has awakened, beware of it; but the real danger comes from another side. Time matters,

never forget the time. Search the bear stream, search the web."




Quickly

he put the described cloth into the time tube and went back to the control

panel. He had remembered in time how Tarik had initiated the temporal

transmission then.




"Initiate

and execute transmission to the Tohikum Pangae." 




He

spoke directly into the input grid located at the console, hoping that the

destination was known.




However,

the computer unit responsible for the transport obeyed without hesitation. A

slight flicker above the time tube told him that the transmission had been

initiated. He did not know that the time tube was still set to the past and

that the computer unit had merely changed the spatial offset. So it happened

that the communication reached him even on Earth, and some weeks before, one

assumed the present time.




"We're

leaving, come on!" He reached for Tarja, who stood silently beside him,

and pulled her with him to the bulkhead.




 




The

corridor they followed was curved in on itself. After a few hundred meters, it

ended in front of a transparent bulkhead.




Judging

by the dimensions of the room, it appeared to be a hangar.




Perhaps

they would find a small ship. Zeno already trusted himself to pilot an Ellio'sh

dinghy without help.




They

entered the hangar and Zeno saw two structures in the rear third that could

easily have been described as gliders or spacecraft.




They

had already gone half the distance when, with a deafening crash, the purest

inferno erupted just above them. To the left and right, thick steel blocks came

crashing down on them, followed by a continuous laser blast. The ceiling above

them had ceased to exist.




Zeno

had quickly grabbed Tarja, who at first did not understand what was happening

at all, and accelerated with her towards the Ellio'sh micro-spacecraft that was

directly in front of them.




The

hangar bulkhead had hermetically sealed itself to prevent decompression of the

rest of the station.




Above

them, half a dozen two-man destroyers of the Zisslies swooped down from the now

visible space.




The

atmosphere had long since escaped. The bombardment had ceased. Almost the

entire ceiling was now missing and a bright white, glaring light fell into the

hangar.




Zeno

and Tarja could not now communicate linguistically. There was no atmosphere to

relay the sound waves.




They

watched as the two-man destroyers scattered and landed in the hangar's open

space.




Where

fallen ceiling pieces lay on the ground, they were illuminated and

disintegrated by a sudden ring of beams on the aircraft.




You

could not stay here any longer.




Zeno

took Tarja by the arm again and pointed upward into space. He was going to try

to disappear through the opening in the ceiling.




He

was about to swing up with her when, with a choking roar, the bulkhead through

which they had entered broke apart.




The

atmosphere behind it escaped, sweeping fragments of the bulkhead with it into

the airless hangar.




Zeno

changed his strategy. Together with Tarja, he ran along the ground toward the

now open bulkhead.




The

resulting suction had dissipated, apparently some security bulkheads inside the

far station had slammed shut. Ray shots were fired twice, but missed them by

wide margins.




Just

before they reached the bulkhead, Zeno could see the attackers firing at one of

their own fighters.




Then

he and Tarja were already in the corridor behind the bulkhead. They ran on and came

to a barrier that appeared to be made of an emergency bulkhead. Zeno knew this

type of construction from the TOHIKUM of Earth.




Next

to the emergency bulkhead was a small hatch in the wall that acted as an access

to an emergency airlock and could be used by trapped survivors to get to the

other side.
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