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  Introduction




  



  "Welcome traveler. I see that you made the long trip to visit Archive 32. I am Archivist 971, only the third such archivist at this location. Is there a particular topic that you wish to review? Oh the Ghost-Robot War? That is a very interesting story being hundreds of years old.




  Still, it is lucky that you visited us. Of all the archives that reside on the planet, we have the only collection on the topic. If you go to the viewer to your right, you can read, watch, and listen to uncensored memories, hopes, and dreams of the combatants at the time."




  




  "You want to know a little bit about each group before starting? I am glad to help you with that. "




  




  "The ghosts were smaller in number and were very human-like. Yet there were far from human. They roamed the planet forever unless they were destroyed or left this life by some other means. Otherwise, they were stuck in the life that they had. They could materialize for hours at a time. They flew wherever they wanted to go. They were resourceful and could be quite loving with each other. Their weapons were less powerful than the robots, but the ghosts were more flexible in reinventing their tactics."




  




  "The robots were made of some material that was metal-like. Their faces look more like masks with large eyes, a minimal nose, and a small horizontal line for a mouth. They could walk but not fly on their own. To compensate for this, they made massive machines that made them the owners of the sky and the land. In addition, they had the ability to communicate to each other on internal channels. They thought that only their type should exist and would fight to the death to prove it. They loved the cry of battle and using their overwhelming array of weapons.




  Depending on the moods of the time, the robots enjoyed constantly changing their leadership.




  They were stymied by opponents that were apparently unpredictable or doing unexpected things.




  So read away and let me know what you think. I am always available to answer questions of our patrons."




  




  
Chapter 1: Ghosts: Introducing Ivy and Duluth 




  Ivy




  




  Hello wonderful world and happy anniversary to me!!! Another GREAT morning and all is well. I am SO awake and thrilled to be in this paradise. No more of those long unwieldy lines to the coffee shop, the music store, the video theater, or the library to read those novels in French. There is no workweek or career to worry about. There are more social relationships to get upset over. It's FANTASTIC having all of this free time!!!




  




  Dear digital diary let me continue. I do not recall much about my earlier life but at one time, I was a living, breathing human being and followed the course that my social status dictated - school, work, buying stuff, and boyfriends. It just does not seem that I was very happy.




  However, I was always busy and continuously filled with conflicting emotions and far too much stress. Mostly I felt alone and tired. Then one day, I died somehow while still being very young.




  Nevertheless, that is all the past. Poof -- it is gone.




  




  Three joyous short years ago that I took a ghostly form this planet, finding myself in a darling three-story house stocked with anything that one would ever need. I awoke in a charming bed, so blessed with these great looks of a twenty something year old woman and killer body for eternity! Instantly, I knew that I had knowledge to do things that were never possible before as a human. Such as, flying around, materializing or not (chuckle), transporting myself anywhere just by thought, moving solid objects, and the ability to manipulate the five worldly elements --




  Water, Wood, Fire, Earth, and Metal in any form. I knew that I could also read or manipulate someone's thoughts but have not put it into practice yet. Woo Hoo! Just keep these superpowers a coming yeah! It beats continuously dealing with diets, cravings, or looking so fine.




  




  I like not being dependent on water (although ghosts found it relaxing to swim in their physical form.)




  




  Now others would view this situation differently. I could see those dreary and brainy types solely focusing on getting "answers" and seeking the "truth." They would be totally consumed by spending all day walking around with a wounded look and painfully asking "What am I? Why am I here in this place? And how am I supposed to spend my time?" However, that is not for me. Not any more -- I am happy, happy, happy being in this wonderful place.




  




  I pretty much stay to myself and consciously avoid non-positive types. . It must hard to spend all day listening to yourself and getting angrier each minute. Please leave out of your mental minefield! Enjoy the rest of your day. I am going to the beach!




  





  Duluth




  




  To those that may see this, I apologize that you had to listen to Miss Overly Positive. I live two building down from her and avoid her like the plague. She calls me Mr. Commotion because she thinks that I am always agitated. However, that is not true. I try to look at all aspects of a situation, the negative, and the positive.




  




  I can see that she gave you no context about our situation and you probably think that life is one happy theme park ride. She's smart, and attractive, but clueless. I hacked into her digital diary some month back to relieve the boredom and I am debating whether I regret doing that.




  




  Like her, I was human once but the details on the past are fuzzy as well. Vaguely, I remember overall doing things but nothing more. Sometimes, I see glimpses of myself going to work or kissing some woman. But, that's it. It is all just impressions with no meaning behind them. I awoke in the makeshift bathroom in this loft. I look to be a guy that is in his early thirties and pretty plain looking. However, to compensate, I was given speed and smarts. I can live with that.




  




  So let me give you some needed background. Both of us live on a planet where there used to be a lot of humans, flora, and fauna. However, something happened -- the humans, the plants, animals all mysteriously got sick and die. It looked rather quick and painless. It must have been sometime within the last five years because the buildings are starting to crumble. Normally, plant life would be overtaking the cities. But all the plants died. There are animal skeletons in what used to be fields and forests. The human skeletons are mostly confined to people's beds. At least they passed away in a comfortable location.




  




  Before they died, we humans had cleaned up the environment and controlled the weather.




  But wherever, the weather machine was, it was broke. Each day, the weather was usually rainy, cloudy, and damp. It just sucks.




  




  So other than be bored by watching Miss Ever Grateful’ s confession, I move around.




  First, I flew around the city to get my bearings. It seems there are about five thousand ghosts and they spend time by themselves for various reasons. A few are into knowledge for knowledge's sake. Some are just shy or scared. Some are like Ivy and just happy being alone. But the majority was hungry ghosts. These were specters just stuck in time being captives of their emotions or thoughts. They live in their own self-imposed mental prison. That is no fun to be around! No doubt that they were continuing the same self-destructive behavior that experienced throughout their lives.




  




  After encircling the city, I drew up a map of places visit. It helps filling in the hours. Still, once you got to these new places, you have to do things by yourself. It was hard at first.




  However, eternity gives you a long time to practice and get things right. I learned how to do many jobs that I had not done before. That included starting the video screening, making coffee to drink in my materialized form, starting the rides on the amusement park, and other things. The most important job is keeping the power running through the city. I ran into another ghost interested in the same thing and we alternate the operations and maintenance.




  




  One day, I was too much in my comfort zone and started transporting to other places. I found almost the same thing -- cities with small pockets of ghosts each doing their own thing.
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