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PROLOG





  Some time ago:




  The day started right. I had overslept; just today, the day of the entrance examination. I had decided to study parapsychology.




  Here at the university Gravopark MERLIN; even though my parents are not going to be delighted.




  But finally it is my life that lies ahead of me. Our Gravopark was the eldest of eight Gravoparks here on Mars.




  The city had now reached almost ten thousand inhabitants, and my father worked with three other techno architects on extending the settlement.




  How far the energy field that kept the atmosphere through the villages also could be affected, he was silent about it.




  It was certainly not without danger. It was an open secret that the majority of the people was not for an expansion of the building complexes, but argued for a new, independent district, with a separate field.




  Today was the practical review of the brain structures of us candidates. There have been more than one hundred applications.




  To be even admitted to this study, it was initially an organic verification for the appropriate brain structure of the subjects.




  Only those who had a certain affinity for supernatural actions got the chance to further practical tests.




  It was all very complicated.




  For my parents, too complicated, or as my mother used to say: "Everything just nonsense or idiotic mumbo jumbo."




  Where she got these ancient formulations from, I do not know.




  At the breakfast table, I was punished with silence. Except for the MERLIN digital radio you could hear no sound.




  "Inhabitants of MERLIN, today there is an important special message of the Earth Government.




  The contact with the living intelligences in the Vega system could be further developed.




  It is even planned to give a delegation the opportunity to visit our solar system.




  We will keep you informed on further steps to this topic"




  "That’s nonsense! Let these beings stay where they belong. Why are interfering always in everything?”




  My mother broke the silence. She was a simple woman and slightly easy to confuse.


  Then it was time. We had assembled us in the University Auditorium.




  The medical screening was held in a side room. It was always called pairwise.




  "You tell me, those are well over a hundred people here," I was approached from the side.




  "Man that definitely takes the whole day. I have a residence permit for this day only.




  This means I'll probably have to go back again at night. What a bummer. "




  "You're not from MERLIN?"




  "No, I'm from the Gravopark REMINGTON, I just arrived today to do this stupid test.




  By the way, my name is Reginald,” he held his hand towards me.  




  "Marlon," I said. "Yes, the test will probably continue all day. But at the end we get a clear statement whether we are accepted or not. "




  Reginald and I were called up together.


  The next room where we went to was not bigger than my Youth room in which I was still asleep.




  Two chair-like structures were located in the middle of the room.




  At the headboard there was an apparatus in head shape, only hollow.




  Several cables came out of it and disappeared into the floor. A man in a white, floor-length jacket welcomed us.




  "So, gentlemen, please put your upper body free and sat down. You still have free selection.”




  Reginald looks at me a little concerned. It should be just a joke. We sat down.




  The good man, whose name we did not know began to wire us individually. Several electrodes were attached to the chest; similarly to the head portion.




  Finally, the hood-like device came over our heads and I saw nothing more.




  A buzzing sound was heard that intermittently changed by short and very loud vibrations.




  The whole procedure seemed to last for hours. 




  But not more than half an hour had passed when I looked at my timer, as I could again, and the cap had been removed from my head. 




  The doctor, I assumed that it was probably a doctor looked at the holo-display, which hung in front of him at the air, and muttered something to himself. 




  He was so engrossed in the presentation that it seemed he properly did not notice the presence of Reginald and me. I tapped him on the shoulder and he looked at me as if I were a ghost. 




  "Is something wrong?” 




  He just shook his head. 




  "No, no, everything was perfect. The values are extraordinarily at both of you, if I may put it that way.” 




  He looked back at the hologram. "But you still get an official decision. Please wait in the hall.” 




  We were dismissed. The next two subjects were already standing at the door. 




  Reginald was getting more nervous now. 




  Then, even after another half an hour we were called in the second room, one after the other. 




  Reginald first. When he returned, he beamed all over his face. He briefly nodded at me. 




  "I must hurry; maybe I'll get the last Parkliner yet. See you later.“ 




  I had lost sight of him. The professor of parapsychology met me with a serious face. 




  "Young man, I'll make it short and painless, at our university we give you the opportunity to begin with maybe one of the most important studies of the next century. 




  They have recorded an amazing Fabus rash. In particular, the associative fields are very strong. 




  Of all the subjects I see in you a maximum potency.
 Of course, it is entirely up to you, how you want to decide.” 




  He took a chip from the table and handed it to me. 




  "Here are your documents. If you have read and accept everything, please sign with your ID scan and submit it next week. " 




  So I was dismissed. I had really hoped for more information. 




  That night I could not sleep well. Again and again the statements of the doctor went through my head. 
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