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Urk is a Unique Being, of the few that exist in the Universe, powerful beings where they exist, who are there to control the Universe as a whole, where Earth, of course, does not escape their control and supervision.

Beyond that, he suffers deceptions and betrayals of other species, what you will live with him, among so many other things.

Readers, through his extensive narrative, will embark on a journey of knowledge and adventures, events happening in our present, and where we all are affected.

At the same time, Urk will help them to understand, the simple and complex structure of the Universe and some of its basic laws of coexistence and harmony.

It will also explain the relationship between evolution and creation, the sexes in species, some technologies, the great analogies between species, and the reason of the soul. It is largely a magic tale that will reveal to you, in a very simple way, intrinsic aspects of the origins and the Universe evolution.

Do not expect me to tell you everything. As ancient writings, this history is drafted with just enough for understanding, but for various reasons, not everything can be revealed, it will never be so (Urk's words).

In these times, something has happened on Earth, where a pandemic caused by a virus has disrupted life on the entire planet, many things, such as traveling to other regions in the world, hugs, kisses, today they are almost a relic of a past and although it is hard to believe, was only a few months ago. 

Here you may also find the origin of this pandemic, with an explanation that hardly anyone would give it to you, and some other things to come, and for those who need to be ready, that is all here.

There is nothing left to chance, and everything, however, has an uncertain ending, it depends, if not, on all human beings.

Urk's story initially consists of two books of about 400 pages each, and the possibility of a third party, if I convince him to tell the after, although I do not know if I will be able to do it.

This story should be considered science fiction, but it is fundamentally a great source of knowledge, which will be useful as a basis for more extensive ones, which the chosen ones will acquire in the coming years.
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Here I am, looking at the complete darkness of the Free Zone, trying to calm my anxiety without being able to reason about anything.

Perhaps, nothing was reasonable in these moments, where my entire Universe, as I had known it since my origin, was rapidly crumbling.

It’s a fact now, I had been deceived and when I was no longer useful, discarded.

I imagine I would have been easily eliminated if not by the lucky coincidences that happened to me lately.

To distract me, I would soon meet Tillyani in one of the laboratories at the communications center, and see that ancient device, which should allow us to know the coordinates of the Sanctuary of the Ancients.

Will that exist?

Or

Is it just an illusion?

Tillyani said he had arrived, but no proof was brought with him, it is only his word.

In the Universe, meanwhile, war drums are beating on all sides, there are deaths, entire planets razed to the ground by the violence unleashed from my former bosses, the Creators, with ships and troops everywhere, making theirs, and looking to eliminate us as quickly as possible.

The reward for our elimination or capture grows exponentially each moment we are still at large, there have already been skirmishes at the main entrances of the Free Zone, they know we are here.

I should be on Earth now, trying to stop that uncontrolled virus, I should have prevented the millions of deaths in Tesium, ¡I should have done so many things I did not!

And here I am, lost within my destiny, moving forward, trying to find a way out for everyone, because the conflict in the Universe is already an open war, or rather, a massacre.

I know what I need to know about the origin of coronavirus, found its programming and we have in theory the codes to access it, and at least disable it. I know as well, who the culprits were.

Instead of trying to eliminate me, the Creators would have to punish the Extreme Confederation, but they do not, what is more, today, I think they are allies in this war.

Lucky that time expands and compresses at ease in the Universe, and that is an advantage for the Earth, because its fixed measurement system. It also allows me to arrive almost at the same time as my departure, without altering any equation or event.

If I had to arrive earlier than my last presence there, it would already be another type of technology and I would have to evaluate very well the risks of event or singularity rupture in the rope in which it takes place, but a tiny forward shift is enough and that does not happen, nothing is altered.

Neither do humans know how to modify their time or have enough energy to maintain stable portals or active passing bubbles, much less to alter their equation, still require a lot of development.

I was getting information about the situation there, via my old acquaintances or friend, mainly two, Larry and Vitali/Valeri/Svetlana, although there were discussions about finding out solutions to the economic crisis the pandemic had brought about, the real news and problems were not so easy to solve, both economically and geopolitical ones.

On Earth, the number of ancient records was impressive, visits and interactions had happened for thousands of their years or cycles according to my way of counting time. Curiously the records of whom those visitors were had evaporated, it was known of the visits, but not of the visitors, very strange. 

Unique Beings are mentioned several times, and then higher species whom I assume are the Creators, I have not known nor have knowledge of any other species superior to us.

I will pass by the fourth planet of their system known as Mars to review the databases of the exchange area, run by the Extremes and the Alpha Centauri. May be there, I will find something more about its origin. Although they seem very young as a species, the trace of its beginnings or creation, are not very clear.

In Orion, Creators’ forces prepare to attack, there is not much to do, we do not have enough means to be everywhere, but we have tried to set distraction devices with the Humbrika mercenaries of Aramoon in every corner of the known targets of those who until recently were my bosses, targets located both in Orion and at the limbic zone.

Alpha Centauri, Andromeda, and the Extremes are aligned and are the main shock force of the Creators right now, cruisers of all kinds and colors, attack and penetration ships, and troop transports are collapsing jump and fold routes in the known Universe. In the opposite or unknown, no activity has been reported.

Some species take advantage of this situation and are trying to solve their differences of hundreds or thousands of cycles, sheltered in the aggression of the Creators against their own creations, embarking on local conflicts of great intensity. 

Ongoing conflicts have been reported in some two hundred galaxies.

Meanwhile, the Creators forces, numbering in the billions, spread throughout the known Universe, they continue their extermination with little or no resistance, except because of our distraction devices.

On our side, there was not much, not weapons, not soldiers, not resources, nor many systems or planets or confederations. The only visible would be those of Orion, the only ones with us, along with some independent planet in the limbic systems. We are quite alone, with equipment for a few tens of thousands of soldiers, and medium-sized ships, compared to a cruiser, there was little we could do. Anyway, we are ready to fight.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]



Chapter 12


Let's try to get to the Sanctuary 
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ASKED THE COMMUNICATIONS CENTER TO LET ME KNOW WHEN TILLYANI ARRIVES. 

I am now listening music, one of the two languages of the universe that everyone understands. Although not necessarily everyone knows how to speak both well, you always make yourself understood. 

One is music, and the other is mathematics.

I do not know how much time passed, lost in the music and my thoughts about my wife and her planet Earth when I am told that Tillyani is at the center.

I go there to meet Tillyani in that gigantic building, in one of the transmission centers.

He had with him, a box of dull metal, the famous dark metals I thought, from there he takes out a small device and sets it down on one of the tables, it connects one extension to the low-frequency antenna and another to a power generator, which seemed very powerful to me for what this device looked like.

He takes out of the same box, some tubes that look like glass and connects them to the device at its top, they were three tall tubes and three others of medium height. 

He turns it on with an encrypted ignition key I did not know and fills the pipes with conventional water. 

In a short time, the water begins to change in density and becomes like a dense oil with games of colors inside.

From the device, sounds came out that I imagine, were produced in the tubes with water.

It was an old, antique resonator, at very low frequencies, of unknown power.

He start looking for the wave, by coupling a sound sample.

The system begins to imitate the sound of the sample until it becomes identical, then, it takes out the sample and begins to raise power, it raises so much that when it reaches the necessary level to find the basic wave sought, it is equivalent in energy to that given off by an explosion of a small red or blue star.

Unbelievable that so small thing can manage so much energy.

At one point, and with everyone already there in the center, the color of a short tube and two long ones changes to a single, dull white. 

It is then, when Tillyani writes down the values of a screen and with a time and space converter, he gets the valid jump coordinates for a very short period of our time. 

The moment for me was magical and I think for the whole Universe.

That primitive wave (not the basic one but the one generated to find it), will resonate at the same frequency during a journey across the entire universe with unusual power. Species that have communication systems aimed at the universe, whatever the technology is, will all have to listen to it. coming from an area, the free zone, which is the closest thing to a black hole, would be the largest on maps, if that were the case.

With the coordinates that in principle correspond to the location of the Ancients Sanctuary, it was now time to prepare the trip, armed with everything we have.

If they discover us, getting out of here will not be easy.

I walk to the ship's dock and see Tra leaning on a column, thoughtful, I ask what is wrong with him.

“Nothing, in particular, I remember all my families, all so distant, and yet so close," he answers.

He tells me he has a history with a Mylakhi who lives in the Free Trade Zone and would like to visit her, he plans to do it when he returns, if he remembers how to get there.

We get on the ship, collect our weapons, ammunition, mount the shields and voila, this was all we had, against an army of hundreds of thousands or millions of soldiers and two or three, perhaps many more, just like us.

On our side, we are just four, as Tillyani's wife will not go with us.

We go to the dock area where Aramoon had his ships and great is my surprise when we reach the berth he had indicated.

The ship on which we would depart was an attack ship, of the last known designs of Andromeda, with great defense and attack capabilities. Among other systems it had the dimio plasma cannon, which could destroy an entire planet.

Where had my friend bought or gotten this ship, of which even now, it is difficult to order because their units are scarce?

Inside, everything shines as new. I ask him if he knew how to navigate it, to which he answers me "That is why you are here for", and he laughs.

Tra tells me that he is not the most suitable because he does not know much about ships, so I become the pilot, asking Tra to take care of weapons management.

I see Tillyani lovingly hugging his wife before going upstairs, and Aramoon giving instructions and orders to his officers.

He ran all his business as if it were an army and he was its commander.

It seemed to work perfectly, and until today, I was unaware of betrayals or troubles.

Although it looked like an army and all their troops had blind faith and respect for him, reality that it is more like a family, where everyone mattered.

He also pointed it out.

Well, with everyone inside, I start all the systems, activate the shields, and receive the jump coordinate from Tillyani.

We had chosen as our starting point a very small asteroid, close to the limit of the Free Zone, at its equator. 

Aramoon used it to traffic everything to and from his properties. 

Surely there would be ships of the Creators in its vicinity, but this asteroid had an internal cave with several exits, which when returning, would allow us to launch decoys through several of them and thus have some chance of escaping from the first attack and eventually from all of them, that was the idea.

Besides, being composed of pure magnetite, you could not detect anything inside it, and unless you knew, the cave could not be detected either. Let us see now if it is possible to jump from its interior, as it may not be because of magnetite.

I load departure and arrival coordinates and put the jumper in automatic mode, it will be enough to reach the cave for us to jump.

We leave the pier and I urge everyone to be aware of any small brightness that can be seen in the black of the Free Zone.

In these dark regions and when there are blockages, its logic is to carry out sweeping shots in the covered areas by the blocking ships.

Whoever tries to pass through that area would be hit and would eventually be discovered and potentially destroyed.

Unable to see or detect anything, the only option was to exercise a blockade to prevent ships' circulation.

In the commercial areas, it was different since you knew where they were and they had inward lighting, which allowed you to see. The same was the case with passenger and cargo transport ships that lit up inwards letting them be viewed over short distances, and always informing their routes and times of passage.

In this way, they protected themselves from being destroyed by mistake or from accidents in navigation.

The Aramoon base was not on any Free Zone map, not even its hotels, restaurants, casinos, and brothels near its base, nor did it report anything.

Only those who knew its location arrived. Still, its "commercial area" was quite far from its base.

From the outside, it did not show lights of any kind or illuminate inwards. it was a continuous wall of non-shiny metal.

Even if they attacked it, those metals absorb all the impacts of energy weapons.

For the others, those who fire those shots, it would be as if their shots were lost in the dark void of the Free Zone.

It also had mass deflectors, devices deflecting those objects with mass that could collide with the base, avoiding ships that do not detect it or small asteroids, for example, from impacting or crashing against it. While its commercial satellite was open to anyone arriving, its base on the other satellite could only be accessed by defined access points that also changed positions constantly.

Without knowing the entry keys to communicate to his control (communications) center, entering was technically impossible.

We came out of there very slowly, with the mass detector on 

Even if I do not see or feel anything, it gives me the densities ahead of the ship, if there are variations it means there is some object, at least it allows me or gives me some option to avoid it because, although slowly, I'm going a lot faster than I should be traveling around here.

We had a whole trip to get to that asteroid. 

We go through this dark and impenetrable ocean, without sound and also, without time, if not by convention, here all the times of the Universe are valid same moment.

I understand Aramoon, and why his choice to live here, the distortion of time and space, the beauty of absolute nothingness, is overwhelming and grabs anyone.

Universal time clocks are on the borders as a reference, in such a way that those who travel inside or outside the zone, know the time in which they enter or leave and can record it.

Since this was done about 25000 cycles ago, the previous times have no reference.

With this advantage, Aramoon plays to get his family back.

Since they were he must find the exact reference of their planes of conscience if he wants to bring them back, and check that their planes of conscience have not been transferred to new beings.

By being able to operate over time, you can return to it and recover them before their transfer, otherwise, it would be impossible.

I imagine he has already visited them many times proving that he can return, but to move them from that reality to his current one will always require that reference or location of his planes.

I don't know which equipment he says he has, because he must or wants, I imagine, to materialize all of them back into their original bodies.

The arrival alarm at the edges of the Free Zone warns me that we are very close.

When leaving I will have to turn on all the passive alert systems and leave the active ones off, which will give me a little more time to accelerate towards the asteroid.

I had an idea of where the cave was, but we didn't have a certain coordinate of its entrances, only from the cave, so we had to get there and find one of these.

I park on the edge with the known Universe, and I send some detection probes, with a different trajectory than ours.

I wait for their return since nothing can be transmitted to me here; I got back two of the eight sent, coming by also the records of all of them.

There we identified a cruiser, five attack ships, control and attack drobots, and support ships; a whole small fleet was waiting for us, which had destroyed all the probes that did not return.

Within all the recognized ships, thousands of beings of different species were detected, and only three with anomalous reading (Unique Beings). 

I wondered how many Unique Beings had mobilized against us if here, at just one of the checkpoints, there were already three waiting for us.

Tra thinks the same, while preparing his fire sword, in these cases, it is always the last weapon, and in close combat, it is also suitable for fights between equals.  I do not know if it eliminates us because I never used it against another Unique Being, nor was it ever used against me, but when I received training with it, they warned me, and Tra confirms it.

We wondered what to do to avoid the fight and get to the asteroid.

Aramoon laughs, and tell us:

"I see you are not up to date in weapons and, you, Galatian dummy explorer who is only accumulating gases inside, for all the time you spend sitting with your gadgets, and you two, Unique nothing, seems you are playing the little soldiers with your swords",

Aramoon always finding time to be funny in such a situation, it disorients me.

He moves in the ship and shows us near the navigation box that I used in manual mode, an extremely new device, so new that still, it was in the testing phase in all armies.

No buttons, screens, nothing on the outside, it is activated by unique waves of the owner and synchronized to him.

Its function was nothing more and nothing less than to distort space and time, and of mass dissolution, in a range that would not cover a cruiser or a large cargo ship, but these attack ships and Aramoon's smuggling ships, were completely wrapped.

By generating those distortions, creating something like a dimensional jump, but without jumping or changing dimensions in reality, objects within its range became waves identical to the space through which it navigates, moves, or is stopped.

Moreover, in this completely artificial state of matter, it could pass through and be pierced by other objects with mass or waves, without any effect.

And Aramoon had already tried it.

Only drawback: take everything in passive mode and know exactly the disconnection point of the device at the time of its activation.

Apart and from everything I know, it did not work in the Free Trade Zone.

Aramoon prepares the device and when he commands me, we leave the area, turning on all the active detection sensors. 

At that moment all their ships detect us and I imagine they begin to move towards us.

Immediately, I turn off the active mode devices, leaving only the passive ones. I read the cruiser sends attack orders to four ships, I see a nearby asteroid formation and place our ship, next to them as one more.

Aramoon activates the device.

Voilà, we disappear even from my own passive sensors, the small drones that accompanied us, neither see nor detect us, unbelievable! now we are only part of an asteroid formation.

I start moving towards our launch point, we are crossed by two attack ships that passed without stopping, this Aramoon is a surprises’ box. 

I spot the magnetite asteroid, and right on one of its sides, I see the cruiser that was moving towards our last location, it was impressive.

It had sufficient firepower to raze an entire system, it must have at least 5000 beings inside it between cruiser personnel and infantry troops, "Maybe much more," Aramoon interrupts with whom I commented on this.

“It is one of the new, those of invasion, with multiplication cells of beings to populate those planets chosen to invade, once their inhabitants have been eliminated.”

I had never seen this type of ships; I only knew cruisers without those capabilities. 

Definitely my perception of the Creators was very wrong, what I learned from them was far from what I saw for myself today.

If in a small group it is very difficult for everyone to be entirely guilty of something, in a city, or a planet, it is much more, and the Creators decided the continuity of these population units and even entire species without shaking their pulse, with justifications that today I understand as meaningless.

I was a part of this, and I regret it badly.

The giant cruiser does not detect us either, it only has fun like the ships that passed before, destroying the detection probes it had launched on the asteroid’s way.

At this point, I look for one of the entrances to the cave, I enter it, its size was incredible, the truth is, this asteroid was only a magnetite shell, all hollow inside. 

I realize we had not jumped automatically; Aramoon thinks it is because of the distortion device, he disconnects it calmly because here no one can detect us, but still disconnected, the jump does not take place.

As we potentially anticipated, magnetite prevented the output reading, you could not jump from here.

We will have to leave, and then we could jump, also change the arrival point because for the same reason, the cave, could not be.

This added a problem: For a minimum fraction of time, we would be detectable both when jumping and returning, and although we can evade the ships attack, the Unique Beings who are in that fleet will have enough time due to their speed reaction to attack us, and with more firepower or equal to the cruiser, they will try to destroy us.

We were here and with no other options but trying to reach that Sanctuary, which was potentially our only victory chance, if those weapons really exist, and if we learn how to use them.

I do not think about it anymore or ask anything to those who are with me, just leave the cave, activate sensors of all kinds, fix coordinates, and jump... we did it!!!

In a short time, we will be in that famous parallel segment, to see what we can find.

Moments before jumping, all the active sensors in the ship were crazy indicating imminent attack, they were all coming against us, we were lucky, I surprised everyone, even my friends.

Our pursuers will have to wait for our return.

We arrive at the segment in a parallel universe that more than another universe seems something smaller.

Distances appears to be limited within what would be the Universe where we jump, to the segment itself.

Why did I say this? because the sensors and all the systems of the ship indicated very short distances to all points, and then record something like an end or a wall in every possible direction.

It is not that there was nothing else, it is simply that you cannot go further. 

I ask Tillyani what we do now, he points me within this segment some coordinates and towards there we move.

We were all curious about this discovery, in my case because it was not equal to any of the parallel universes I had visited, this was the closest thing to a box.

Upon reaching those coordinates, more of the same, it was the same box with nothing inside. 

Now we had to go down, but where? there was nothing that could be detected or seen or heard, it was a light fluid environment, similar to the nitrogen and oxygen compound that exists on Earth.

Tillyani opens the landing door to have a platform and jumps out... I thought he was going to fall into the void so I got ready for his rescue. (We can fly in this type of atmosphere) but not. As soon as he left the platform and began stepping on that air, density seemed to change at every step, and it did not fall at all. 

We all got off with excitement and absolute curiosity, Tillyani walks a few steps to nowhere because there were no signs or references and pronounces a few words in a language that I could not translate.

Suddenly an illuminated passage opens in that air. We had not walked much, but the ship and the entrance are no longer visible, a hologram is displayed and greets us telepathically, we all feel it in our original languages, saying:

“Welcome, including you Tillyani, who have been here before.

If you have come this far, you now see us, if you continue, you will know us, if you read us, you will be wise, if we want and accept you, we will give you what you are looking for, and do not worry, time here does not pass or exist.

Either way, you should leave when we consider it is convenient.”

Once the hologram has spoken, out of nowhere a very wide area appears with several doors, all different, and walls full of old written books, non-digital, on all sides and in the center, with several stations in its corridors of what I imagine will be access to a digital library.

The funny thing is that it seemed to have no end, it went on and on, if you looked up, the space was modified and towards there you would see more shelves and corridors, you could move in all directions and all of them, the same.

“Here you have all the knowledge of the Universe in all its ages, dimensions, and variants.

Also, some first manuals to learn how to acquire wisdom, although for you to acquire it, it must be granted to you first", it is felt from the holograms.

Crazy to learn and know about this or these civilizations, I immerse myself in the classic books, those written on the subject.

There was an infinite selection in every possible material, clay, stones, paper, metal, mostly in ancient languages that I did not know, the first thing I do, would be to learn such languages.

Of all the doors only one opened, leading to another room that had holographic information about these beings. 

I walked between the living room and this room while reading to learn their language.

Thus, I knew they could choose throughout their lives to have or not to have a body, and to speak one of the four basic languages: wisdom, knowledge or science, share, and transmit. 

Each of these languages was different as a way of making everyone understand that these actions are all different and so they should be preserved this way.

I quickly understood that to enter into the closed doors. you had to know the specific language first as at the entrance panel, was something like a few crossed words or keywords that need to be upload.

If you solved those crossword puzzle, I imagine it would let you in.

To what we are here for, weapons or anything that allows us to defend ourselves from the Creators and try to defeat them, we assumed the door of knowledge or science is the one we need to open

If it were up to me, I would open them all.

Tillyani is rescuing from his memory what his ancestors had told him, to see if he could find anything, Aramoon with his devices was trying to understand where he was and Tra, he was reading with me, while looking for some food and drink.

Tillyani had reached exactly as far as we had accessed so far; he guessed it would be easy to look for the weapons and something to take away.

It does not seem like it is.

We are learning their languages, I am advancing in science and sharing.

Tra catches our attention with a yell.

He had discovered that this environment we are in, is infinite, we could walk one way and the other, and never reach what we saw as a limit or wall. 

The only way to reach those limits is to think about wanting to arrive in the language of these beings, to explain it better, if you knew how to say ladder, a ladder would appear and you could go up or down until you change the order saying something else.

If you got lost, it was enough to say go back, think where, and will guide you.

Then Tra thought that everything in this Sanctuary must be resolved by thinking on it. He thought of drinking in the language of sharing, and a cellar which also seemed endless, opened up before him, with all kinds of containers and tubes with liquids of unlimited colors, smells and flavors.

Everything could be drunk without problems. Part of which, was fermented and distilled, and the other stuff within the famous tubes, were juices, kinds of milk, waters, jars of honey, and mixtures of various fruit juices, guess from every possible fruit you may want. 
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