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FOREWORD
Through the many centuries of Earth’s history
leading to space travel and the capability to travel at
the speed of light to visit new civilisations in the 24th
century, the population of Earth has never been
alone. The Galactic Police Federation has been
around for thousands of years, gradually expanding
as new civilisations reached the age of light speed
and aware of its existence. Before this new scientific
age, classed as Ratio-5, came into being, only
invisible observation was accepted. Some planetary
cultures caused their own self-destruction in the
incredible advancement of technology. Others
struggled and were set back a century by the quest
for individual power and territory. Many planets
never survived their own planetary environment and
though earthquakes wiped out the surfaces of these
worlds including meteorite bombardment and
destructive weather, after several thousand years
survivors were ready to start again.
The speed of light now allows a single
spacecraft and crew to travel to the nearest star
systems to visit other civilisations, the Galaxy Police
Federation openly visiting and initiating diplomatic
relations in the form of a Galaxy Police Embassy. A
signed charter protects the planet and its inhabitants
from being an aggressor to another civilisation or
falling prey to a high technology advanced group of
predators. Police Federation Headquarters is
currently based in a small solar system near the
centre of the galaxy, incorporating two suns and five
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planets. Three of the planets are fully life supporting
and the principal Krakor specially manufactured and
landscaped by the ancient ones of light – primeval
creatures of the spirit and guardians of the galaxy.
Krakor is a place of great beauty with oceans, rivers,
lakes, streams and waterfalls viewed throughout the
landscape. Recruitment for the Federation is from
every life-bearing planet in the galaxy above Ratio
Five and the other two planets are living quarters for
five million members and their families.
Transport for the Federation consists of Intergalactic craft (IGCs) that travel at light speed and
then switch to an alternate dimension that diverts
the craft out of time, allowing it to travel 10,000 light
years in just 24 hours. Travel from one end of the
galaxy to the other and back can be achieved in 20
days in the same time continuum, allowing
occupants to arrive back at Krakor with only normal
time loss. In some areas of the galaxy, interdimensional problems are now causing anxiety and
the ancient beings of light have introduced two new
computers of immense size and power, positioned
at the centre of the planet Krakor. The CTD
computer (Coextensive Transcendent Dimensions)
allows its recipients unlimited travel to other realities
of time co-existing alongside our own, facilitating
inter-dimensional transportation. The second
computer TC (Telepathic Computer) permits the
spirit to travel out of body in astral flight in the
domain of the spirit world.
Only two men have the knowledge and
operation of the computers activated by their own
brains and engaged by bracelets operating on their
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wrists: Chairman of the ruling Galaxy Police
Federation Supreme Chief Officer Vanders and
Space Agent Jim Long. Jim is one of a very few
specially trained space agents: a man of high
integrity and moral standards but with normal human
instincts and vulnerability, and an unusual sense of
humour. He always aims to attain a higher level of
understanding.
UPDATE SPECIAL DATA REPORT.
Hystera System quadrant 3/z106
Escalation of war in this vicinity imminent.
Diplomatic peace efforts futile. One SSC officer
killed on duty and one CPO and CSO seriously
injured whilst negotiating. Uniformed officers
withdrawn. One SA on duty collating facts. Last
report: advanced technology of unknown origin
acquired by the Zzar race, assuring them of
invincibility. Urgent investigation required by the
highest authority. IGC1 ordered to return to Krakor
with all speed possible.
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CHAPTER 1
Six cylinders appeared in the great void, each
one containing a human crewmember and
surrounded by a glowing, yellow haze of light. The
light slowly spread outwards, changing to blue and
then red. To the right of the cylinders a white cubic
shape emerged, reforming in a shimmering pattern.
Coloured lights flashed on and off as it reached
solidity. A beam of light travelled outwards from the
cube revealing the skeleton perimeter of the huge
Galactic Craft, slowly tracing the emergence from a
parallel dimension into normal time and space.
A stairway had appeared and another, then a
gangway, a small control panel then emerged
resulting in a huge half circle linking up with the
others. The ship was slowly coming together again,
linking up section-by-section, like a giant threedimensional jigsaw puzzle. The floor of the flight
deck came next, followed by the ceiling, with the
outer middle section of the hull still missing. It
slowly visualised, moving from left to right in a
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ghostly image. There was a violent shudder as all
the parts and pieces met together as a whole,
bringing the ship and its occupants back to
normality.
They were now travelling just under the
speed of light, slowly decelerating. The computer
had now fulfilled its transferal duties as the cylinder
doors swung effortlessly open. In the first cylinder,
Jim Long blinked twice then opened his eyes. He
removed a small suction cap from his forehead, an
electronic device that directed the brain's senses,
cutting out all visual contact with its surrounds. The
space-time dimension allowed the space travellers
to move incredible distances and nothing more.
Within one month, IGC1 could travel the length of
the galaxy at a normal time ratio of existence.
The dimension of travel was beyond known
time, in another universe co-existing amongst many
others. Upon entering, the visual sensation was one
of enclosure in a large pipeline that stretched in
several directions into infinity. Movement caused the
pipeline to spin, inducing a translucent effect, which
interfered with the balance of the inner ear, which in
turn produced nausea and dizziness.
Jim slowly eased himself out of the cylinder,
his arms and legs stiff after the two-day voluntary
incarceration. He quickly did a few body exercises
as CFO Fraser arose out of the second container,
stretching his own arms in an upward motion and
grinning in Jim's direction.
"Cramp Jim?" he said, still smiling. Jim
turned,
nodding
his
head
in
mock
acknowledgement. The crew were now all
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assembling and moving to their operational
positions.
Jim replied to Fraser, laughing as he did so. "I
don't think I'll ever get used to those damn
cylinders.''
He was just thirty-five years of age, sporting a
head of light brown hair, which complemented his
blue-gray eyes and athlete's body beneath his tight
fitting uniform. Jim was normally quiet spoken but no
one could mistake the authority in his voice.
At the age of twenty-eight, recommended for
Agent Training at Krakor graduating with honours to
one of the elite squad of twenty, being one of the
youngest to do so. There were now only three ranks
left ahead for him and then he would be on the
ruling council, but it would be ten years before he
would be allowed to reach the rank of ASCO and
leave operational duties, a thought pleasing him
immensely.
Suddenly, without warning, the computer's
main alarm sounded. It was a high-pitched whine,
which repeated itself until stopped. Knowing that the
activated alarm meant danger, Jim tensed and then
relaxed. Seated at the main control panel Tony
Fraser ran his fingers up and down the keyboard,
issuing instructions to the computer. A few seconds
elapsed as a refined synthetic voice replied.
'Intruder vessel in Krakor space- sector fourIdentification pending.' In the background, a soft
bleeping sound broke the silence, indicating that the
ships scanners were still at work.
The flight deck was circular in design,
supporting a small balcony, three feet in width, one
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foot in height, which straddled its perimeter. Both in
the center of the ceiling and the floor were large
volcano orifices from which a band of light emitted.
The light slowly dissolved into a large hologram
image of an alien spacecraft, which in turn filled the
whole of the circular enclosure. The computer spoke
again. 'Vessel identified - Class One Battleship of
the Darkainian Empire.'
Jim shook his head as he gazed at the
picture before him. The Darkainian sector was
located on the other side of the galaxy, a distance
that only the police could have travelled. He had
been in that sector only once before, on a survey
mission, and knew that the planets there were
inhabited by races of warriors whose whole
existence was to fight and conquer for their empires.
A new dark age had been established where
militarism and war were the reigning attributes. As
he mulled these thoughts in his mind, he walked
slowly towards Fraser.
"Tony - see if the sensors can plot the flight
path of that ship," he said. Tony looked perplexed.
"There are no readings there at all," he
replied.
The positive voice of the computer broke in.
"The Darkainian Battleship is on a collision
course with IGC 1 - estimated time ten earth
minutes."
Tony shouted out a command to his ACSO.
'Take evasive action immediately.''
The image
veered completely off the screen leaving a blank
space. As quickly as it disappeared — it reappeared
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again. This happened several times but still the
Darkainian ship came at them.
He spoke to the ACSO again. 'Evasive action
negative-opening all communication channels."
The ACSO answered, "All channels open –
no response."
Jim spoke quietly to Tony. "Can we turn and
outrun them?"
Tony pressed several buttons and the
computer spoke. "Negative. Both ships have equal
sub-space speed." Red lights came into operation
on all panels.
Jim cursed out aloud. "What the hell's going
on?" Everyone turned to the three dimensional
image on the screen.
The computer broke into a bedlam of audio
and visual alarms. "Neutron bolts have been fired –
Impact three Earth minutes." Neutron bolts were
rather old weaponry but very efficient. If the bolts hit
the structure there would barely be any damage but
everyone on board would die instantly. The
explosion was small and the ship bombarded with
deadly rays that could penetrate any thickness of
metal. Jim had seen many sights of this in various
space wars throughout the galaxy.
Tony spoke loudly to Jim above the noise.
"I'm taking manual evasive action." He then took
control of a floating orb, suspended on a ball of light.
He placed his hands horizontal upon it and moved it
in a hundred and sixty degree motion. IGC 1
completed a spectacular backward loop coming in
behind the bolts. Four of the crew rose in the air
such was the violence of the maneuver. It was of
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little use, wherever the ship moved the neutron bolts
followed locked upon the ship's mass and nothing
was going to shake them off. There were five
minutes left for decisions. Many thoughts raced
through Jim's mind at that moment.
How had this Darkainian ship reached this
sector? It was impossible, at light-speed, it would
have taken five hundred years and its fuel source
would have run out after fifty. Only one outlandish
explanation was available somehow it had passed
through the STW alongside them.
IGC 1 had enough power to destroy the
battleship but then Jim would never find out how and
why it had arrived in this sector. In his code of
practice and that of the Police Force, the safety of
the ship and its crew came first. He intuitively knew
there was something radically wrong. It was so easy
to destroy that ship, too easy.
The computer again broke his thoughts.
'Collision time is one earth minute.' Tony looked at
Jim, his face full of anxiety. He was the officer in
control of the ship but Jim was the senior officer
aboard and had to make the decision. Jim kept ice
cool, not a sign showed on his face, though his mind
was racing wildly. He was aboard for a specific
reason, to report to Supreme Headquarters for
special briefing. It seemed as though someone in
the Darkainian Empire was trying to stop him.
According to the three-dimensional viewing
screen, the battleship was at full throttle towards
them on a collision course, with two neutron bolts as
a forerunner.
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The final computer voice pushed him into
action. "Operate STWD immediately," he shouted at
Tony. Tony and the rest of the crew looked startled
but all training made them act without hesitation.
"And programme a one hundred and eighty degree
trajectory-three second's duration." Tony's fingers
moved rapidly across the dials yet again.
Jim turned and faced the crew. "No time for
the cylinders - travel discs on," he stated, quickly
placing a small suction disc on his forehead. "And
for God's sake don't move an inch from where you
are." The crew was not anxious to know that one
small step could cause a thousand mile detour into
space and death.
The Space Time Warp machine came to life,
flickering through its various colours. The flight deck
ceiling disappeared, then the floor and panels,
leaving ten men seemingly standing in open space.
Then there was nothing, just the vast void of
limitless space as the two neutron bolts passed
harmlessly through; onwards into infinity, until their
propulsion became exhausted. The whole incident
took three seconds as the ship reappeared again,
thousands of miles away. Jim had pulled it off - he
had avoided destroying the battleship and escaped
from its terrifying weaponry at the same time. The
computer's voice answered as if on cue.
'Battleship sector four - IGC One sector six.'
Tony shook his head as if in amazement.
Never before had he heard of anyone putting a craft
into space time warp without the proper precautions
for the crew. What a remarkable man he thought as
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he counted the crewmembers, just to be sure. Jim
seemed to read his mind.
"All present and correct Tony?"
Tony nodded in agreement.
"It's not so unusual- it has been done before once!"
"Its hard to believe that it just happened."
"There were three options - we took the right
one."
"Well, we got away with it, this time."
"If we hadn't, there wouldn't have been a next
time." Jim chuckled.
Tony laughed as well, more with relief than
anything else. He had not met Jim until this voyage
but he had heard many stories about him. In Tony's
mind, the man certainly lived up to his image of what
a space agent is, and should be. Tony had tried
three times to join the honoured few but the waiting
and selection list was enormous. It was a natural
progression for a CSO to become a space agent,
and if not, he could embark on a higher rank
amongst the administrators. He was good at his job
and would have his chance in time, but now he was
quite happy where he was, piloting IGC 1.
Jim gave an order to the ACSO. "Locate
battleship on viewing screen, then fire disabler
beam." IGC 1 was now moving at tremendous
speed towards the rear of the alien craft as the
ACSO carried out the order. A beam of intense light
moved from the ship at a great velocity, coming into
view on the holo-scanner screen, and hitting the
central portion of the battleship. It spread like a
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golden haze around the ship's mass, holding it in a
magnetic force field.
The ACSO reported to Jim. "Disabler beam
on target and holding sir." The D.Beam was a
superior weapon to anything they had in the
Darkainian Sector. Now Jim had to board the
battleship to seek an answer for the almost reckless
suicide attack.
Tony read the situation and keyed in to the
computer, which answered after five seconds.
"Matter transference distance in one minute."
Jim turned and spoke to Tony. "We'd better
not take any chances as yet. Set up a camera
probe in the matter transmitter." Tony nodded and
repeated the order to the ACSO who revealed a
hidden panel in the bulkhead. A floating ball
appeared seemingly full of small craters. The
'craters' were actually the lenses of a camera that
transmitted first purely as a safety measure in
unknown circumstances, due to the unreliability of
the proto-type machine. On the starboard side of the
craft, dispatched matter was generated from bodysize cylindrical compartments. The camera guided
by the ACSO finished its journey across the control
room and hovered in the number one section. A
beam of shimmering blue light crept down the
cylinder and the camera was gone.
The three dimensional image at the centre of
the control room changed from an external to
internal view of the battleship. The image slowly
revolving three hundred and sixty degrees as the
camera rotated. It soon became apparent that the
craft was completely deserted. The camera then
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rotated again in ultra-violet and infrared the skeleton
of the ship seen clearly, apart from a 'hot spot' in the
control room, nothing else.
Jim spoke quietly to Tony. "Are the life
support systems working?"
Tony replied watching a steady succession of
figures move across his viewing screen.
"Functioning one hundred percent."
“Then we'll go aboard."
As Tony operated the necessary controls, Jim
walked towards the matter transfer machine, turning
and pointing his finger at two of the crewmembers.
"S01 Clark-S02 Farmer, small arms." They both
sprang into action, opening a small compartment in
the bulkhead above their heads. Each took out a
pistol, which had a small handgrip and a large
sausage like barrel that looked not unlike a large
combination lock. Jim always carried one because
of his rank and status. The guns were a standard
type used by the police force and had two uses,
each with varying strengths. One could put a force
field around the holder, and the other fire to stun or
kill.
They joined Jim and each stepped into the
various compartments of the transmitter. On
command from Tony Fraser, the blue light appeared
for five seconds, and they were gone. As the three
of them reappeared aboard the Darkainian vessel,
Jim could see it was unmanned; everything was
quiet – too quiet. Each adjusted their own weapons
and activated the force fields. Jim glanced upwards,
nodded to Norman and Gail, and moved up the
stairway leading to the control room.
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As Jim reached the upper gangway two
piercing beams of light hit his personal force field
with such a shock that he nearly tumbled back onto
the other two. Within seconds, they had both
opened fire on the laser defence system above the
door and put it out of action, but other beams were
now trying to locate the other two.
Jim shouted, "Defence-attack strategy." The
training manual on guns was quite explicit. In a team
of three, two had their weapons on defensive force
field, and the third on attack or blast. The two were
to cover the one. In a split, the same applied. In this
case, the two on defence were Clark and Fanner
who stood back to back with Jim kneeling between
them. With his gun on set on blast, he quickly
located the other weapons and picked them off
systematically.
Norman Clark and Gail Farmer were very
quick thinkers and, after working together on several
occasions with Jim, found their teamwork
extraordinary. Clark was of a stocky, small build,
with dark, closely cropped hair and a ruddy
complexion and at twenty-five, one of the youngest
S.O.I's with a degree in astro-engineering. Farmer
was a complete opposite. She was and tall and
slim, fresh and aloof with a sophisticated cold
exterior attitude; hence the nickname, 'Frosty'. She
was an intellectual with a degree in Astro-computers
and navigation.
Jim crouched, not unlike a wild animal,
sensing in which direction to go but nothing
happened. The battleship was an empty shell of
electronic engineering.
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“Cover me, Nobby,'' he yelled, as he sprang
forward through the open doorway and into the main
control room. Clark took up his stance, his handgun
levelled with both arms stretched forward. After ten
seconds, Jim appeared at the door and beckoned
them through. He looked puzzled. "Any idea who or
what is running this ship?" he said to the two of
them, his eyes scanning the various control panels.
Gail moved toward the panel most central
and replied. "A fully automated craft directed by a
computer no crew necessary.
It has been
programmed to do what it has to do."
"And what is that?" Norman humorously
directed to her. Her reply was cold and efficient.'
'I am not a mind reader."
"Thank God for that," said Norman with
tongue in cheek.
She fixed him with a steely gaze, and turned
to Jim. "Information unknown." was all she said.
Norman spoke again, this time seriously. "If
this ship is fully automatic, then we must be
intruders."
The strange logic of that remark made Jim
spring into action, fastening his communicator to his
lapel and locating an open channel. "S.A. Long to
IGC One, standby to transmit us aboard."
The voice of Tony Fraser replied, "Standing
by."
Jim turned to Gail and spoke, “Frosty, do you
know where the sensor locator is?"
She moved to a large square panel pointing
as she spoke. "Between the main computer and
control module - about here. It should be linked to all
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the ships sensors." The sensors on an automated
craft gave the computer all the information
necessary in order for it to function.
They were unusually sensitive and could
even detect a falling hair and complete a computer
feedback on its composition within a few seconds.
Jim took from his pocket a small electro pen,
activated it, and ran it around the seam of the panel.
The cover now demagnetised, fell off. As they gazed
into the panel, a look of total horror overcame them
all.
Jim broke the silence. "There's a
protoneutronic bomb linked to the computer."
The protoneutronic bomb was one of the
most devastating weapons in the universe, and the
priming lights were already glowing in the darkness
of the panel.
Gail spoke calmly to Jim, "It must have been
activated as we came aboard." The bomb, when set
off, was very similar to a planet exploding. It would
send giant shock waves through space itself and
could even nudge a moon out of orbit, and a
runaway moon was not force to ignore and to add to
it all, the Darkainian civilization was scientifically
backward. Clark spoke with just a note of anxiety,
"Can we diffuse it Jim?" He wanted to know —they
all wanted lo know.
Only Jim knew the futility of trying, as he
answered. "We can't take the chance, if this thing
goes off it could cause tremendous damage to
Krakor and besides these bombs have antipersonnel devices planted in them." His face was
grim, and he knew action was needed - and fast. He
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spoke into his communicator. ''Standby IGC One
we have a red situation.''
He then spoke to Gail. "Frosty, I want this
ship on manual immediately." She nodded and
swiftly reacted by opening another two panels.
Inside were long thin cables glowing internally. She
traced them mentally and found the one feeding the
control panel from the computer, and with a quick
movement, she pulled out the socket.
The
automatic circuits on the control panel, linked to the
computer, flickered and died. The ship was now on
manual. As Jim stood facing the controls there were
two keyboards one with Darkainian symbols and the
other with numbers. On the side were six small
levers, each with a number. Numbers were the
same all over the universe and this particular panel
was the astro navigational link. "Engine thrust
controls?" he said as if to himself. Both Norman and
Gail nodded in agreement. The picture was now
complete in his mind.
Jim placed both hands spread out over the
six levers and gently eased them forward. At the
same moment, he spoke into his communicator
clipped on to his lapel. "SA Long to IGC One-release
disabler beam." Immediately the ship vibrated and
shook with the sudden acceleration as it leapt from
its inert position. The electronic speed digital
indicator was moving so fast it was a blur. He spoke
into his communicator once again.
"SA Long to IGC One - I need immediate coordinates for deep space."
There was a silence until Tony's voice came
through the air.
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"Co-ordinates FOUR-THREE-FOUR-ONESEVEN." Jim nodded to Gail but she had already
programmed them in. The ship veered dramatically
to starboard and all three of them fell to the floor.
The communicator crackled again with a note
of urgency in Tony's voice. "IGC One to SA Long -You will be out of range of the matter transmitter in
thirty seconds."
Jim answered quickly. "SA Long to IGC OneFull reverse thrust Earth One engines-standby
matter transmitter—-TRANSMIT."
An agonising five seconds elapsed before the
three of them slowly dissolved in the air.
As they reappeared aboard I.G.C 1, Jim
shouted across the control room to Tony Fraser.
"Tony, what are the relevant co-ordinates of
the two ships?" Where the picture of the battleship
had been was a three dimensional chart. The
different sectors were split into squares, but the
three Dimensional effect changed it into cubes. The
small blinking light in the middle was IGC 1.
In the far right hand corner, disappearing
from the matrix was the battleship. Tony's voice
barely heard above the bleeping noise. "The scan
will be increased to the maximum screen level." The
matrix of cubes dissolved slowly into smaller
sections and the battleship seen clearly moving very
quickly towards the perimeter.
The computer rapped out further information.
"Battleship is now in sector ten of deep space. IGC
One in sector five, Krakor space. The estimated time
of arrival on Krakor is two hours at Earth time.''
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Jim spoke quietly, "That should be far
enough," and then shouted, "Activate force field."
"Force field activated," replied Tony
consumed with curiosity as to why all these
maneuvers were taking place. Jim sensed Tony's
inquisitive thoughts and swiftly moved to his side.
He spoke quietly and simply. "It was a trap
Tony, to destroy Krakor and us. There is a
protoneutronic bomb aboard the battleship."
Tony's face drained of colour at the
statement. "Good God!" he said, and changed the
matrix back to video screen. A big blinding flash
filled the whole control room and the computer
spoke.
'Explosion sector fifteen deep space-shock
waves approaching strength four." Both Tony and
Jim breathed a sigh of relief. Shock waves
measured from one to twenty, with twenty being
maximum taking a shock wave of fifteen to dislodge
a moon. Four was relatively weak due to the
distance they had placed between the two ships. A
strength four shock wave hit the ship and caused a
slight shudder, but nothing more.
Jim broke the silence. "Tony, I'll make a
report to the computer in conference room two with
you Clark and Farmer."
Tony nodded and then turned to his ACSO
and gave the following orders. "Link in the computer
to conference room two; check coordinates to
Krakor; transmit special code and take control of the
flight deck."
The ACSO replied, "Roger sir," and then
adjusted the necessary controls. The four of them
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entered a vacuum elevator and proceeded from
level one to level two.
Altogether, on the ship there were fourteen
levels built in space by the very best engineers
carrying five hundred people in normal space and
fifty in STWD, presently used for general duties with
a skeleton crew of ten. The structure was simple;
built like a fourteen storey cylindrical building. Level
one was the control room and only certain officers
allowed there. Level two had four conference rooms
and the officers' mess and quarters, level three the
computers. On level, four was the 'other ranks' mess
and quarters. Five, six and seven were the power
and engine rooms only one officer was needed to
supervise them as everything could be controlled
from level one. Four large engines graced the
exterior, covering half its length. The other levels
were for transit and freight, including six shuttle
ships and various armaments.
Several levels were isolated and power and
life support switched off to conserve energy. There
were by-pass stairways to each level and the
elevator would only stop at certain points.
Conference room two was a small circular room in
the centre was a 'mini' version of the three
Dimensional vision screens on the flight deck. It was
set in the middle of a circular table on which six
computer digital consoles rested.
As the four of them entered the room, Jim
spoke to Gail. "Frosty, re-programme the computer
and give me all relevant facts regarding the
Darkainian battleship, a top priority full analysis
report."
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"Roger, sir," she replied, being rather formal
because Tony Fraser was present. Jim chuckled as
her busy lingers moved across the console.
He slowly sat down, turned, and spoke to
Tony. "That damn battleship was waiting for us
Tony. When we arrived on the flight deck, its
sensors triggered off a protoneutronic bomb.
Something is trying to destroy us of that there is no
doubt."
Tony sat with a puzzled look on his face as
he spoke. "I can't understand how the battleship
arrived in this sector."
Gail finished on the consul and looked at Jim.
"Everything has been computed," she said. "I have
requested a probability analysis,"
"Thank you, Frosty," replied Jim turning to the
others. "Has anyone else got any ideas?"
Tony sat back in his chair and continued.
"Nothing adds up - a ship that shouldn't be here and
a bomb of advanced technology inside it. I thought
that type of bomb was forbidden as from the twentythird century."
Jim answered. "That's correct, manufacture
was completely forbidden. It was an executable
offence. Obviously someone has a stockpile hidden
somewhere in the Draconian Empire.''
"Or was it just a red herring to put us off the
scent?" Nobby chimed in.
Jim nodded in
agreement, but he knew inwardly that something
was terribly wrong.
The monotone drone of the computer's
synthetic voice flowed around the room. 'Analysis
report on battleship, class one of theDarkainian
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Empire." The viewing screen in the middle of the
table flickered and came to life, portraying a matrix
of the battleship. "All positive signs show normal
designs with no advanced technology.
The
Darkainian Empire is not capable of galaxy flight or
of construction of protoneutronic bomb. The
Reason for a battleship in this sector is unknown.
Feasibility-Battleship locked onto IGC One in SpaceTime-Warp-Drive in a mirror stance, therefore
reflectors would bounce back without registering.
Conclusions from data, unknown, highly intelligent
beings or entities have used battleship as a weapon
against IGC 1. End of analysis."
"We knew all that already," said Norman
glumly.
"Yes, but it's nice to get a second opinion,"
Jim stated with a touch of humour.
Norman looked puzzled and questioned Jim.
"What or where is a mirror stance?" he exclaimed.
Jim tried to explain. “An unexplained
phenomenon that occurs as the ship goes into time
warp drive. Mirror images of our craft are set up in
the other dimension. These images travel with us
until we come out again. Anyone can travel in the
image so long as its mass is not larger than the
image itself."
Norman nodded but was still puzzled. "But
how does a ship as large as that get in the mirror
image? We would have seen it in normal space," he
retorted.
"Can't help you, Nobby," Jim replied. "Even
the computer doesn't know the answer to that."
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All the data was now complete. There were
no more calculations made. The unknown elements
were now completely for speculation. Jim gazed at
the video screen mentally assessing all the facts. All
the events that had taken place in the past few
moments seemed so unreal. In the normal
exploration situation, the computer with its unique
sensors could establish all facts, relay them verbally
into the ship and compute several feasible answers,
all in a few seconds. Many chief officers used
computers totally. Special Agents, on the other
hand, were a very special breed. Many, like Jim, had
travelled all the way up through the ranks to their
present positions. He knew through experience that
computers, although a valuable aid, were too logical
at times and lacked the human factor.
In the case of the Darkainian battleship, the
IGC One computer would probably have ordered the
battleship's destruction as one of the alternatives, an
order which would have proved fatal to everyone
concerned. It would have undoubtedly ignited the
bomb. There were so many 'ifs' involved in the
recent decisions as if they were in the middle of
some intergalactic panel game with the loser facing
total annihilation. The ACSO's face visualised on
the screen.
"I have an important message from Krakor,
sir, for S.A. Long," he said. "Will you take it on the
Flight Deck or in the conference room?" Tony
turned to Jim, enquiring with his face as to what he
wished to do.
"I'll take it down here, Tony," he said.
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Tony relayed the message back to the screen
and it blinked off. Tony spoke to Jim.
"Perhaps they are going to enlighten us."
“I only hope they can but I doubt it very
much," replied Jim. Headquarters on Krakor would
already know all about the incident, because as they
entered the Krakor sector a computer link up was
established. The huge central computer on the
planet would have automatically been relayed
information, instantaneously. They were now only an
hour away from their destination.
The screen started to glow again, indicating
that the message was imminent. The face that
appeared on the screen was that of Special Agent
Chief Officer (SACO) Ben Carlton, Jim's superior,
whom he knew very well.
"Nice to see you again Jim, I know you've
had problems but you overcame them."
"I did, thank you sir.”
"Good. When you obtain orbit, I want you to
proceed immediately in a shuttle ship to
headquarters- I will meet you there at debriefing.
See you soon Jim."
"Thank you sir, I look forward to it." The
image quickly dimmed from the screen. It was
unusual procedures for SACO Carlton to meet him
at debriefing, normally all sessions were through
visual channels to all the top echelons. Although
Carlton had seemed rather 'matter of fact',
underneath was an underlying urgency.
Something big was happening, and, whatever
it was, Jim was already a part of it.
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CHAPTER 2
Tony Fraser made the final computations on
his panel. A small forward inertia made the crew
sway slightly and then the computer sounded out
amongst them.
"IGC 1 is now in elliptical orbit around Krakor
and waiting instructions for stand-down."
Tony then broadcast through the main
communication system. "All crew members will
report to level ten to board Shuttle Craft."
He then relayed on private intercom to Jim,
who turned as he heard the communicator chimes.
Tony spoke as his face visualised on the screen.
"Hello Jim. We're leaving the ship when
you're ready, assembling on level ten and departing
on the shuttle."
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"Thanks for informing me Tony,” said Jim. “I'll
be there in a few minutes." Tony smiled and faded
from view.
The time had now arrived for IGC One to
completely change its officers and crew. Jim moved
quickly to a corner of his cabin and waved his hand
over a light sensitive control opening a medium size
panel on the wall. He then placed two sausage-like
containers into the opening and the panel closed.
Now, his accoutrements transported to luggage
control and then in turn, to his office and living
quarters on Krakor. Amongst its contents were four
uniforms. Two were for working, one for outdoor
duties and a dress uniform for special occasions.
The other working uniform he was wearing. Each
ship had a full wardrobe of space uniforms up to the
rank of Special Agent. The working uniforms were of
a one-piece design made of soft, yet toughened
fibre and worn with soft soled, shin high boots.
Jim carefully checked the cabin for any
personal belongings and then ran his hand down the
sensors on the door panel opening the door and
extinguishing the lights as he stepped into the
corridor outside. Although he had completed both
his basic and agent training on Krakor, Jim felt an
inner excitement; after all, he was at the centre of
the galaxy once again. Based at Krakor for several
months in the past training to be an agent, he had
wandered about quite freely on the planets surface.
Entering the vacuum elevator, he ran his hand
across the appropriate sensor for level ten and the
elevator began to descend. There was a sharp,
sudden pressure on his legs as it slowed down and
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came to rest. The doors opened and he stepped out.
The passage that he now walked down had a
viewing panel at eye level that stretched the length
of the corridor. He stopped and gazed through it, as
he had done so many times before.
The sight that greeted him was of a huge
cavernous pressure chamber. At one end were six
shuttle ships and at the other were probe fighters
with special armament aboard. The noise from the
escaping air pressure made him turn toward the
second elevator, situated thirty yards along the
corridor, as the bulky frame of Tony Eraser
emerged. They both nodded their heads in
acknowledgement and proceeded through the large
air lock on to level ten. Once through Tony moved
left and using his electronic pen quickly opened a
panel on the sidewall. A keyboard came into view,
which he activated by pressing several of the digits.
A visual message came into view above which
read—-Computer Control. He then took out a black
triangular box, placed it into a case, closed the panel
and turned to Jim.
"Shall we go now Jim? Everything is now in
the hands of the computer." Jim nodded in
agreement and they both walked towards the shuttle
ship. As they entered, one of the junior officers
closed the air lock behind them as they seated
themselves in softly padded armchairs.
The inside of the shuttle ship, although
dwarfed by IGC 1, was quite roomy for its size. It
was long, cylindrical, and had a flat bottom with
individual seating arranged up either side. Fronting
the interior was a rectangular viewing portal with two
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pilot seats placed in front of the control panels. The
journey they were about to make would be fully
automated although there were manual controls if
necessary. The young pilot set off the required
sequence and the ship rumbled slightly, rose four
feet in the air and slid quietly forward.
The gigantic cavern door in front of them
moved slowly upwards as the ship passed through
and then stopped. It then came down behind them.
After thirty seconds, the outer door opened revealing
the glistening stars. They passed through the giant
air lock and into space, veering to the left, passing
the main control deck and the vast structure of the
mother craft. As the shuttlecraft left the shadow of
the giant Star Ship, the even bigger spectacle of
Krakor came into view. It was slightly smaller than
Earth with a blue-golden haze reflecting from the
surface. There were no clouds anywhere to be seen
just man made lakes scattered here and there on
the large mass of land.
Krakor was a beautiful planet; scrupulously
clean with huge lakes replenished from beneath the
surface. There were no natural polar ice caps or
equatorial regions, just two large weather controlled
sections of each, and the rest of the planet kept at
an average variable temperature. The cities could
be seen, and linking them, long straight lines.
The ship was now descending at a
predetermined computer speed, travelling on an
invisible beam, of which there were many, linking
the outer atmosphere to the inner at a forty-five
degree angle. Once fastened onto the beam, the
ship would descend to four thousand feet and then
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lock onto one of the many horizontal beams of light
crossing across the planets surface. Tony was busy
scanning his log balanced on his knee. The log was
placed into the main computer terminal on entering
the craft and taken out upon departing thus a
continuous report of each voyage was created.
Jim reclined his seat and rested his body
whilst keeping mentally alert. His eyes picked up the
digital counter situated above the pilot. It was
moving at a steady pace showing the rate of
descent, but every few seconds it seemed to speed
up, as if the ship was slipping down the beam. The
young pilot had not noticed and, if he had, it
probably would not have meant anything to him. He
looked at the reciprocal counter at the rear of the
ship for over a minute. It was also reacting in the
same manner. Both counters gave an identical
reading.
Danger signals flashed through his mind. He
moved forward quietly and slipped into the second
pilot's seat. His vast experience showed that one or
two things were happening. Either the computer
was malfunctioning or something was wrong with
the beam's strength.
It was difficult to see directly below the ship at
forty-five degrees as it trimmed for level flight. Jim
operated the trim control and the ship's nose slowly
moved downwards onto the beam. There was the
answer below, another ship on the same beam
coming up.
The computer showed no indication of it on
the scanner. Jim pressed the red alarm button and
placed the ship under manual control. As soon as
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the computer control released, the ship slipped off
the beam and started to spin. Auto shuttle ships
were not easy to operate in gravity atmosphere
conditions and Jim had to wrestle with the controls.
The other ship narrowly missed them as it
accelerated on the beam to ascension from the
gravitational force. He had averted one disaster and
now had to find the answer to another.
The spin was increasing, gaining momentum
because of the bulk shape of the shuttle's design.
He knew he had to stabilize the ship by firing the
side and base power thrusters, which, if done
incorrectly, would result in a head over heel spin that
would prove impossible to control. The young pilot
stared at him horrified.
"We're out of control, sir," he managed to
stammer out.
Jim never took his eyes off the control panel
and through clenched teeth replied. "Not until we hit
the ground son and we've another two minutes
before that happens."
The ship was now in a very fast left hand spin
as Jim fired the front left booster. The landscape
spinning beneath them gradually slowed down and
he fired all base thrusters in an on-off sequence for
ten seconds. The descent meter slowed down from
its crazy pace and started to tick over more
rationally. The spin had nearly ceased as he fired
the left and right side boosters simultaneously and
then trimmed to level flight. He then fired the rear
main engines at quarter power until they were once
again on level forward flight.
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A red light flashed on the control panel; just
ahead was a mountaintop and the ship was heading
straight into it. Jim operated two of the front base
thrusters and the nose agonisingly lifted. It seemed
like an eternity as they sped towards it and then
over the top. As they cleared the peak, Jim brought
the craft back on level flight at two thousand feet
and as he turned to his left, the young pilot and Tony
Fraser were changing places.
Tony strapped himself in and spoke. "Thank
God that's over. What happened?"
"We were set on a collision course—two
ships on the same beam—one up and one down."
"Highly irregular but, I suppose, not
impossible. There was no visual or audible warning."
"I think I've reached a stage where nothing
surprises me."
Tony looked puzzled.
"When did you realise we were going to
collide?"
"The descent digital counter kept slipping we
were losing and gaining momentum."
"It's a good job you spotted it Jim, or we
wouldn't be here."
The conversation ceased as Tony tried to
send out a distress signal.
"Krakor control this is Shuttle IGC One, we
have lost contact with control beam can you
advise?" There was no answer as something
interfered with communications. The electronic
guidance system's visual screen was a mass of
squiggles and flashes.
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Tony spoke to Jim again. "There should be a
horizontal guidance beam at about two thousand,
Jim."
"Let’s see if we can find it," Jim replied
automatically. He operated the rear-based thrusters
and moved down to level flight at two thousand feet.
It was almost impossible for two craft to be on
opposing directions on the same beam. That it was
not human factor but computer error was completely
unimaginable. Currently, computers did not make
mistakes unless they had a programme error and
there were several fail-safe devices implanted into
the system including a visual audio alarm.
A bleep on the screen indicated that they had
found a travel beam en-route to Pisia, one of the
central cities. Jim held the craft on the beam
manually but there was a bad vibration and he
pulled off to the left. It was becoming obvious that
control was being lost and he made an instant
decision.
"The ship's been tampered with; I'm setting
her down." He cut the base thrusters and rear
engines and the ship fell towards the landscape,
corrected now and then by side boosters to alleviate
spin.
At fifty feet, he engaged full base thruster
power slowly dropping to twenty feet and hovering.
Suddenly, and without warning, all power ceased
and the ship dropped heavily on to the ground. No
one was hurt, just badly shaken.
By this time, the ship on the outward journey
should have reported a near miss and control on
Krakor would have initiated an immediate search.
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Up to now, there had not been a single incident
within ten years since the introduction of the invisible
safety beams. Jim tried his communicator once
more with little success; the whole ship's system
was dead.
He ordered everyone off the shuttle and they
all left quickly and quietly, then, moving to the rear of
the craft, he opened up the main engine inspection
hatch. He stared inside at the engine as a thin haze
of black smoke emitted from the fuel-mixing
chamber.
He started to run and flung himself out
through the escape hatch, yelling as he hit the
ground. "Everybody down!"
The ground shook and then the ship
exploded in a bright orange flame, scattering debris
through the air. There were two fuels on board in
separate tanks, one of which reacted with the other
as they met in a special catalyst-mixing chamber.
Individually they were harmless, together, a highly
explosive mixture, which under controlled
circumstances gave a tremendous drive thrust. The
mixing chamber had a bad calibration and Jim
wondered if it was someone on the crew.
The shouted verbal warning had saved lives
and no one was hurt as Jim took Tony a short
distance away from the rest of the crew, his face
grim as he conveyed his impressions. "Someone's
been tampering with the controls of our ship with a
deadly efficiency could it be someone who is here
with us now?''
Tony frowned, continuing the conversation.
"That would be suicide for them."
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"I know it doesn't make sense. We're dealing
with a highly trained fanatic."
They sat and talked for a while exploring the
possibilities. Tony leaned back against a rock and
gazed at the horizon.
"I consider it possible that it is one of the
crew, but I think it unlikely. We are thoroughly
screened when we join the service and once yearly
thereafter."
Jim nodded in agreement and glanced
upwards as he spoke. "Maybe the answer lies up
there on IGC One."
Tony patted the box he was holding. “Or
maybe it’s in this log.''
"No,” said Jim. “My intuition tells me that
what we are dealing with is not physical or
technological." They both knew that it was virtually
impossible to interfere with any of the computers
without alarms sounding. Because of this, routine
maintenance was a nightmare of audio and visual
alarms and never attempted on voyage except in a
grave emergency. Yet, somehow, one of their
computers had placed them on a collision course
with another ship and caused a malfunction in the
main fuel-mixing chamber.
A loud call broke into their thoughts. "Sir,
there is a craft approaching on the horizon."
Everyone turned and stood up as Jim heaved
a sigh of relief, knowing the system was still
working. When the shuttle fell off the beam, the
nearest station dispatched a search craft and the
Planet Inspection pod travelling in their direction was
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half-spherical with a small rim skirting round the
outer perimeter.
As it flew closer, Jim could see the forward
thrusters firing against the yellow-red sky. It
reached them, hovered for a few seconds and
slowly descended.
Tony smiled as he turned to Jim. "I think that
is what they call landing by the book."
"To get down in one piece is always the
proper way to land," replied Jim. Both laughed but
with a little hint of nervousness as they approached
the slowly opening doorway.
A very young P.O.I came into view and
saluted smartly at Jim. "Sir, you're alive," he stated
with his mouth wide open.
"You may be right, indeed I hope so," said
Jim laconically and quickly adding, "See that all
personnel board immediately P.O.I."
"Sir!" came back the shouted reply as he
saluted wildly again and then began the job of
directing all personnel aboard the craft. Jim gazed
out of the observation portal as the planet Inspection
ship slowly rose in the air shuddered slightly and
moved into forward motion.
Tony turned to Jim, smiling. "I do hope our
misfortunes are over and we don't have trouble with
this craft."
Jim answered. "If we do I'm sure we have a
good pilot aboard."
The young P.O. jumped into the
conversation. "Oh I am sir, I passed with honours."
He then became very embarrassed as he met the
deadpan gaze of both Tony and Jim. "That is - if
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you didn't - I mean if you did," and then completely
deflated. "If you mean me."
Tony and Jim exchanged a wink and Jim
patted the young man on the shoulder. "Of course 1
meant you P.O.I."
The young man sighed with relief as Jim,
Tony exchanged a grin, and the ship sped on its
way. Within a few minutes, they were flying
alongside one of the large transparent tubes they
had seen from space, linking the cities. Inside,
small bubble-like cars were moving at incredible
speeds. The cars in the top section were all moving
in the same direction as themselves and in the
bottom, the opposite way. The gravity on Krakor and
atmospheric pressure was just slightly less than on
Earth. The large tubes or airways were unique.
Scientists had first sealed them and then inverted
the planet's atmospheric pressure inside. Each car
had an inlet and outlet manifold, front and rear, top
and bottom, respectively. The whole car operated
on manipulative air pressures.
They landed at the major air terminal and met
by an A.C.P.O. sent in an air-car to collect Jim and
Tony to taxi them back to headquarters. The rest of
the crew had to travel by airbus. Speeds in the giant
airway tube were very misleading and they were
now attaining at least a hundred miles an hour. Up
ahead the tube split into three sections. The
Assistant Chief Officer manipulated his controls and
indicated right on his scanner whilst slowing the car
down. The directed backward signal reached all
vehicles, showing on their scanners within two
miles.
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They then entered the right hand section and
moved slowly along for several miles until they left
the tube and moved into a huge terminal building
similarly pressurised. On the walls were thousands
of alcoves in long straight lines indicating the actual
pressure air locks.
The car proceeded under
automatic guidance into one of the alcoves and a
shuttered door opened and when they entered,
closed.
The car was set down and a large hissing
noise heard as the air lock de-pressurized. Green
lights flashed on a panel to inform them that
pressure was now normal. Jim and Tony exchanged
handshakes with the A.C.P.O. and continued down
the main corridor of the building. They were now in
Circa, capital city of Krakor. They stopped at a door
marked - security – and Jim took a card from his top
pocket and placed it in a slot at the side. The doors
slid open and they both entered an elevator. As the
doors closed, a video screen appeared on the wall
and on it a face. "Please identify," a voice said.
Tony answered, "C.S.O. Fraser and S.A.
Long." The light in the compartment changed to a
hazy blue as scanning took place. The next phase
was the handprint quickly verified by their right
hands placed on a panel.
Tony spoke again "Classified de-briefing IGC
One-Level fifteen."
The lift moved upwards then came to rest and
the doors slid open. They stepped into what
seemed like another compartment the same size as
the one they were stepping out of; this was second
stage security.
A hazy red light filled the
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compartment and then doors ninety degrees to the
left and right of the others, opened.
Tony shook hands with Jim. "See you in the
mess later for a drink, Jim," he said. Jim nodded and
moved down the right hand corridor while Tony
departed to the left; he would then proceed to debriefing and the officer’s quarters on level twenty.
Jim reached his office and quarters on level fifteen
and using his magnetic key, entered.
Positioned in the middle of the room, a huge
desk console covered with controls with two viewing
screens in front of a large padded swivel chair. He
seated himself and operated a small keyboard. A
panel in the wall opened and a large square
machine with a dome mounted on top slid forward.
The dome completed a couple of one hundred and
eighty degree rotations and two apertures lit up like
giant eyes.
This was Irma the automatic secretary. The
robot spoke, making a female metallic sound.
"Welcome back."
"Thank you Irma," replied Jim. "I have had a
bad but good trip."
"That does not compute." Jim grinned. He
knew it would not.
"It was a bad journey filled with trouble, but it
was good because I came back alive."
Irma's head spun wildly nearly coming off as
she tried to take in the intricacy of the human
language and Jim stopped her automated thought
process with a question. "Any messages?"
She clicked and clunked and then spoke, "All
messages on screen one."
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The left hand video screen lit up and each
one came on in turn. He viewed the recordings from
when he had left, all he had dealt with except the
last.
There was just a dark silhouette on the
screen and an eerie muffled voice came out of the
sound system.
"So you are the chosen one. We shall be
meeting soon Mr. Long to settle an ancient
difference between us." An evil laugh followed and
the screen became blank. Jim rapped out an
instruction to Irma, "Replay the last message."
Her head spun again and the screen lit up,
but this time there was nothing seen or heard. He
then played all the recordings in succession but the
last one was still blank.
"Irma,
get
me
central
information
immediately."
Irma moved to the rear of the consul and a
small antenna telescoped from her body inserting
into the rear panel. She then informed Jim to
transmit, which he did.
"I require investigation of MF message bank.
Final message number ten."
"Message transmitted and received," Irma
replied as she unplugged herself.
Administration on Krakor was by computer
and automated, no paperwork was necessary. The
screen lit up and a young woman's face appeared
and spoke to him.
"Sir, in answer to your request regarding
section ten of your message recorder it has been
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verified as a blank section. There was no message
recorded on it."
Jim fixed her with an enquiring gaze. “What
or where is the origination of section ten?”
"There is no origination sir."
"Then why is there a blank section after nine
which has been recorded on?" he enquired.
"It is possible there has been a malfunction.
Two messages transmitted at once was a possible
cause but it was checked out."
"–and?”
"No automated computer signals caused it,
sir.”
"Are you telling me it was a psychic
message?"
The girl looked puzzled and ill at ease.
"I beg your pardon sir—-I don't understand."
Jim smiled. He had received as much
information as he was going to, on a scientific basis
that was. "It doesn't matter. Thank you for the
analysis, cease transmission."
Irma spun her head again and the screen
became blank.
"Irma, I wish a complete installation computer
check of the console," he stated as he moved from
his chair and down the side of the office. Irma
plugged two of her extensions into the console and
began a thorough check as Jim operated a wall
panel and entered his living quarters. The complex
was a three in one, consisting of office with living
and sleeping quarters.
He operated a wall control and a sudden
transformation occurred. The four walls made a
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complete inversion from an empty to full room.
There was a food and drink bar with long stools, a
long comfortable padded settee, large French
windows and two large padded chairs. One had a
control panel on the right hand arm. Jim sat in it and
moved the controls.
The harsh light disappeared, replaced by a
much softer hidden light. A beautiful moving
hologram picture of a beach and sea at sunset
completely filled the French window.
Two small dish-like antennae appeared out of
the wall and moved together until they were three
feet apart. Jim tapped out a number on his operation
pad and it appeared briefly between them, three
zero three.
The face of a middle-aged man visualised.
"C.P.O. Glenn, debriefing."
Jim addressed him informally. "Glenn, Jim
here. I'd like a little word before I see you tomorrow."
Glenn's face broke into a huge smile. “Hello,
sir nice to have you back. What can I do for you?''
"I suppose you now have all the information
of what happened on voyage?"
"Indeed we have sir."
"Have you any idea of why we were
attacked?"
"The debriefing committee and I seem to
think that an unknown entity of persons tried to stop
your return to Krakor. We can only assume that the
reason you have been recalled here is very
important and that someone wanted to destroy you."
"Even I don't know why I'm here Glenn."
"Precisely my point, sir but someone does."
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"Then I presume it is supposed to be an
enemy?"
"Yes indeed sir."
Jim thanked Glenn and the screen once
again disappeared into the bar fittings. Jim then
carefully took off all his clothes and entered an
archway in the wall. A transparent panel slid down to
the floor and different coloured speckled lights
moved all around him. The machine was nicknamed
‘the dry shower’ because it cleaned all the pores in
the body in one minute. It could also give a short,
sharp analysis on his condition if required.
The glass panel slid away and Jim started to
dress as Irma entered the room. “Panel re-serviced
and checked no malfunction,” she stated. Jim did
not expect anything different another mystery that
remained unsolved.
He playfully tapped her on the dome as he
spoke. "Irma you've done well."
Her eyes blinked several times.
"But isn't it rude to watch a man dress?"
Her head spun again.
"Rude does not compute."
"You have a lady's voice."
"This is due to voice programming. I am Irma,
mobile computer secretary."
"Just laugh Irma."
A metallic laugh echoed around the room as
Jim finished dressing and sat down. Irma stopped
laughing and spoke again, "There is an incoming
message on the main console. Shall 1 transfer
through to here?"
"Affirmative," Jim replied.
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The screen came into view on the bar again
and Ben Carlton's face came into vision. "Ah Jim
could you report to my office first thing in the
morning, say, nine a.m. prompt? Counteract any
other orders, you're passing debriefing?"
"Yes of course sir, nine a.m," Jim replied,
surprised.
"Just relax Jim and have a good night's rest.
We will talk in the morning. Goodnight."
Carlton faded from view. Jim needed an
answer to so many questions but now he would
have to wait until morning. He operated some
controls on the arm of the chair and it slowly
flattened out and extended into a bed. Soon after,
he was fast asleep.

He was up early the next morning, his mind
filled with thoughts of the day before. He refreshed
himself with a cold drink and moved towards the
door, pausing slightly to instruct Irma. "I'm on duty
Irma, in conference with SACO Carlton."
Irma flashed a light and then stood unmoving
as Jim left the office. She would now answer all
communications until he returned. As he reached
Level One, he was scanned for the second time.
Stepping from the elevator, he saw Carlton
beckoning down the corridor. Jim quickened his
pace and they met with a warm handshake.
Carlton smiled as he spoke. "Welcome back
Jim, come into the office and sit down."
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When seated, Carlton immediately became
serious.
"Your security clearance at the moment is
class four."
Jim nodded.
"You are being re-classified as from now, to
class one." Jim raised his eyebrows; class one
would mean that he could go anywhere on Krakor.
Carlton interrupted his thoughts again. "Anything
you'd like to ask?"
Jim nodded and replied, "A lot of unusual
things have occurred in the last twenty four hours
that cannot be explained."
Carlton stood up and walked slowly around
the room. "I'm afraid I can't explain to you Jim because I don't know, I am assured that it will be
explained. You are to meet the Assistant Supreme
Chief Council very shortly. From there I'm not quite
sure what will happen you are so to speak, on your
own."
Jim was perplexed. What was happening? He
now had a classification one clearance, whilst his
superior was still class three. Sudden realisation
took hold of him. The only people who could now
enlighten him were either one or all of the supreme
council.
He could not make up his mind whether he
liked the situation or not, as Carlton spoke once
again to him. “All crew members have been debriefed and are being confined to a special sector.
My orders are very simple, sidestep debriefing and
get you here to meet the council."
47

Jim felt embarrassed. "I'm sorry sir, I'm
completely in the dark, and I don't know why I am
here or for what purpose."
Carlton placed his hand on Jim's shoulder as
he spoke. "I know that Jim, that makes two of us. It
must be important for the unusual precedence of
higher classification without rank."
Jim also now knew that the Assistant Council
meeting would also be just a formality, for they were
only class two. A yellow light flashed on the panel of
the console; Carlton stood up and Jim did likewise.
Carlton motioned with his arm towards the door.
"It's time for you to meet your destiny Jim," he
murmured in quiet tones.
They moved out of the office through a side
door and on to a moving conveyor, which
transported them along the corridor, stopping
outside a large circular door and as they entered, it
opened automatically. The shape of the room
fascinated him, designed like a diamond, the same
as the rank markings, and was empty except for a
small panel of controls on the far wall. Standard
architectural design, Jim thought to himself, a room
within a room.
Another sliding door opened at the far end of
the room and a distinguished person entered. Jim
recognised ACSO Gray of the Assistant Supreme
Council.
He crossed the room and shook Jim by the
hand. "Relax Mr. Long, there is no formality here."
He then addressed Carlton. "Thank you Mr. Carlton,
I'll see you later at the officers' meeting."
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Carlton clicked his heels together, bowed his
head slightly, nodded to Jim and made his
departure. Gray operated the panel and a large
semi-circular settee slid effortlessly out of the wall.
When seated, Gray opened the conversation.
"You are here to go through specific tests and reorientation for a period of one month in controlled
circumstances. I can tell you nothing more at this
stage except that you must treat everything as if it
were real and react accordingly.''
"Am I to use weapons sir?"
"You must handle any situation that arises as
you would normally."
"When do I start?"
"Right now, Mr. Long,” replied Gray as he
pointed to a square door on the other side of the
room. "In a few moments I want you to enter, but
before you do I want you to wear this helmet."
This he produced from a panel in the
sidewall. "Please wear the helmet and do not take it
off for any reason. Do not be alarmed, it just a
monitoring device."
Jim put on the helmet and walked towards
the door. It did not open, so obviously there was no
automatic sequence. He placed his hand on it in the
hope of finding an opening and it went straight
through the solid structure.
He took a deep breath and then stepped
through. It must be some kind of optical imagery he
thought to himself, for he had now entered into what
looked like a courtyard surrounded by small square
shaped buildings. He heard screams and a woman
ran towards him and fell at his feet. She was
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wearing a tight fitting body costume of a strange
colour. Around the corner came a repulsive balloon
type humanoid clad in shiny blue armour. Jim
unfastened his hand weapon. His first instinct was
to blast the ugly creature before it came any nearer,
but instead he activated his defence shield.
An arm came from the creature, more like a
tentacle in appearance and wrapped around the
woman's midriff. She screamed. "Kill it. Kill it, or it
will kill me."
The creature started to pull her towards him
while she pleaded with Jim, her face full of anguish.
Jim never moved he stood still as he questioned the
creature. "Why do you want the woman?"
The creature turned and answered in a shrill
squeaking voice. The words were not spoken they
entered into his mind.
"I am Grot of the planet Lala. This woman has
murdered four of our kind and is an evil influence. I
am taking her back to face trial."
The woman's face of pity turned to one of evil
hatred and in her hand appeared a weapon, which
she pointed at Jim and fired from point blank range.
The force of the blast lifted him in the air and he
landed heavily on the ground. His defence shield
had saved him but now it was faltering because of
the high-energy discharge. She spoke as she
levelled the gun at him again. "No one is taking me
anywhere."
Before she could fire, the balloon creature
kicked the weapon from her hand with his tentacle
and then pinned her arms to her body with the other.
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Jim slowly got to his feet. "Thank you Grot. I
owe you my life."
"Remember Mr. Long, looks can be
deceiving."
“How do you know my name?'' replied Jim.
"Simple. I am communicating by telepathy
and therefore I can also read your mind."
"See that she also stands trial for my
attempted murder." Grot nodded his huge head and
led the woman away. Jim turned and decided to exit
where he had entered. He stepped through and
found himself at the top of a mountain range
encased in a swirling mist.
A voice spoke to him. "Jim Long, you are the
greatest warrior amongst men. You could conquer
the whole universe using my powers. Join me now."
Jim moved around in all directions trying to
determine where the voice was coming from but to
no avail.
It spoke again. "What is your answer?"
Jim turned his head as he spoke. “With
whom or what would I be joining?"
"That is of little consequence. I can give you
the power to rule the universe and every being in it.
Now what do you say?"
"Who are you?"
The voice told him to look and a picture
materialised in the mist. Jim gasped as he saw
himself at the top of a huge floating city. He sat on a
high throne with a long line of creatures of different
species bearing gifts. The picture slowly faded and
the voice spoke again.
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"All this can be yours choose your destiny now."
Jim could not determine in his own mind the
motives of the entity with whom he was conversing.
He directed his reply once more into the mist. "If
one of those creatures bearing gifts refuses
allegiance, what happens then?"
"Anyone who does not bow down to you by
my power will be destroyed where they stand."
“Then I must say no to you, for I could
enslave no man."
"You are rejecting absolute power over all
subjects and that is foolish and fools must be
destroyed."
A huge black metallic robot with a gargoyle's
head appeared out of the mist wielding the most
fearsome hand-weapon ever known - a laser whip.
It could take pieces of flesh from the body inch-byinch, cauterizing at the same time. It was a
merciless weapon of torture and death, making its
victims die screaming. Jim moved his hand quickly
towards his gun. The robot flicked out its huge arm,
the end of the whip cutting his holster clean in two
as the weapon fell to the ground. The gun would
now be his only chance. He flung himself sideways
to the floor and his hand grabbed the weapon.
The whip cracked once again and he felt a
searing pain as it took his hand from his wrist. The
pain was enormous as he looked at the stump now
left on his right arm. He stood up and gazed at the
robot, its arm moved slowly backwards ready to
strike once more.
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The voice spoke again. "Do you die now? I
can give you your hand back and many kingdoms to
go with it."
He needed stalling time, the robot was
standing a few yards away on the edge of a
precipice. Jim tensed every muscle in his body as
he spoke. "I need time to think."
"There is no time left, yes or no?"
Before the words were finished, he flung
himself forward hitting the robot's middle section
with both feet before it could use the whip. It
staggered and then fell into the vast depths below.
The forward momentum sent him sliding over the
edge but he managed to hang on with his good arm.
He slowly pulled himself up on to his feet and
staggered back through the doorway. The scene
had dissolved and he was now standing in the
diamond shaped room. He gazed down at his
hands; they were both there, intact. As he removed
his helmet, he became intrigued. The machine that
created the imagery must be a superb technological
achievement, a real lifelike game with its own rules
and pain. It was all very profound, was he dealing
with a created psychic illusion? Obviously, the rulers
of Krakor had far more extensive powers that he or
any one else had ever dreamed of.
He sat on the semi-circular seat and, as he
did so, it sprung backwards into the wall. Darkness
followed and then a red light came on, he was
descending at a tremendous rate, which gave him
cause for alarm. After what seemed like an eternity,
a shock of pressure hit his body and everything was
still.
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CHAPTER 3
A door slid open and he stepped out into a
breathtaking panorama. He was standing on a ledge
halfway up a gigantic valley. From one side to the
other, shrouded in mist was a matrix of intercrossing
pathways. At each intercross was a large sphere
and the same matrix was seen at different levels,
disappearing into the swirling mist.
He was certain in his own mind that he had
observed such a scene before but on a micro scale.
It looked very much like the inside of a computer,
and, if it was, it was a colossus. The huge rock
entrance towered over him as he passed through
into a room of machinery around the perimeter.
There were robots of all shapes and sizes working
on various parts of the machinery. As he stood in
awe, a hand touched his shoulder. With almost
automatic reflexes, he spun round levelling his gun
at whosoever was there. Standing there, with large,
blinking, illuminated eyes, was an android. Its
shape was almost human, except for the head,
which had two eyes and an orifice for a mouth. It
spoke in staggered English.
"Please excuse-you are standing on my
energy source." Jim looked slowly down and saw
that he was standing on a small circular disc. He
holstered his gun and took a pace to the right. The
android stepped onto the disc and turned a
54

fluorescent blue. After five seconds, it stepped off
again. "Thank you. I am now energised," was the
firm statement as it moved away.
Jim replied, "My pleasure." He was slightly
worried about his whereabouts as his mind tried to
keep track of all that he was seeing. He surmised
that the environment around him was internal rather
than external. It was possibly a hollow world with its
own climatic conditions. A strange humming noise
made him turn to investigate. It was ACSO Gray
hovering three feet in the air on a large disc; his
arms folded and a smile on his face. The disc was
very much like a large coin, probably six feet in
diameter. It dropped slowly and gently until it was
floating six inches from the floor.
"Climb aboard Jim,” Gray spoke quietly.
“There are a few things I wish you to see."
As he boarded, the disc seemed almost solid,
there was no sign of the slightest wobble. It was like
standing on a solid object.
Although the disc moved away quickly and
negotiated corners at speed there did not seem to
be any danger of falling off. It seemed to generate
its own gravity as it sped through a doorway and
swung to the left, and then just as quickly, started to
descend. The speed of the disc was impressive as
it sped by the cavern wall and in-between the
differing matrix like a parachutist without a chute.
Gray spoke again. "Don't be alarmed, we do
tend to forget that all before you is second nature to
us."
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Jim was pleased to converse as he wiped his
dry lips with the outside of his tongue. "Where the
devil are we sir?"
“Don't you know?'' Gray replied in a surprised
tone.
“I’m afraid not sir,” said Jim in bewilderment.
"You are approaching the very centre of
Krakor.”
Realisation came to Jim quickly. Of course,
they were many miles under the planet's surface.
The disc mode of transportation was amazing he
had never seen anything quite like it before. The
whole planet was synthetic; all on the surface were
the effects. The green fields, the mountain regions,
the great lakes, all man made! His head filled with a
million questions all screaming for an answer.
He questioned Gray again. "The technology
down here is far advanced to that of the surface.
Why Is that so?"
"The planet is a gift from the Ancient Ones of
Light."
"Forgive me sir, I am acquainted with the
theories of light and dark, but that is all."
"Here, they are no longer theories and that is
all you need to know at this stage. You must learn to
seek the knowledge slowly, for in the timescale of
knowledge that exists here, you are but an embryo.
Even I myself have not yet reached kindergarten."
Jim stared hard for a moment at the disc
below as Gray's words sunk into his brain. If so, he
would still be as wise in a month as he was now. He
had to be careful and impose strong self-discipline
to his bewildered thoughts. The disc began to slow
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down and a strong pressure exerted on their legs.
Within a few seconds, it stopped moving downwards
and proceeded onto a horizontal course.
Gray turned and spoke. "We have now
reached the inner core a world within a world." Large
buildings loomed up ahead and the disc swung to
the left and entered a huge dome. The dome was a
machine within itself and in the centre was a spiral
whirlpool of light energy. The disc moved slowly
around the light as Gray spoke. "What you see is an
ultra dimensional vortex. Our own universe is one
amongst many. There are many worlds within and
without all co-existing at the same moment of time in
differing dimensions."
Jim relaxed his body and his mind as the disc
circled the light. It was so beautiful and calming such
was the strength of its hypnotic lure. "Can we visit
those other dimensions?" Jim asked inquisitively.
"It is possible, but only after certain
preparations," replied Gray.
The disc suddenly picked up momentum and
sped horizontally through several huge caverns
moving out into the open. They were now speeding
over a huge lake of clear blue water matched by a
sky of yellow and pink clouds. Rising out of the lake
on a golden stem was a gigantic light blue sphere,
out of which came hundreds of others in varying
colours. The structure reminded him of a molecular
diagram that he had once studied on a training
course.
He found it all so stimulating as Gray turned
to him, smiled and talked. "Jim you are now at the
very centre of the universe and have reached your
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destination." The disc gained speed as it skimmed
at a height of twenty feet above the still blue water.
The sphere became larger as they approached and
when it seemed they were going to crash into the
side, an aperture opened and the disc slowed down
and passed through.
The inside, as without, was vast. The whole
of the inner walls glowed. Hovering at various
heights were hundreds of different size discs and
squares, some with robots on, others with
machinery. The whole design was an 'open plan'
development of floating floors, each one different in
size, serving the others by inter movement. There
was a lack of the normal requirements needed to
maintain a structure of this size, no cables, supports,
power or lighting points. The small disc slowly
ascended to a floating floor approximately thirty feet
square, hovering above them.
On it was a large circular seat with gaps at
intervals to allow access. In the centre was a large
consul not unlike the one in his own office. Gray
moved from the disc onto the platform indicating for
Jim to do the same. They moved through one of the
gaps and sat down.
Gray suddenly spoke answering one of the
questions in Jim's mind. "Atomic magnetic gravity
holds everything in its place." Jim had never heard
of it before. Gray continued, "The same force, on a
smaller scale, which brings order and stability, and
position, to every planet in the universe."
In the distance, Jim could see a small disc
with a man aboard, rapidly approaching. As it drew
close and stopped, Jim recognised the man
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immediately. It was Supreme Chief Officer Vanders,
the Chairman of the Supreme Council. Jim and
Gray stood up as Vanders stepped onto the
platform, his hand outstretched. He was about fifty
years old and greying at the temples.
They shook hands and Vanders spoke. "S.A.
Long. I'm very pleased to see you at last," he
murmured. Jim could not believe it, here he was
with the most powerful man in the universe. He felt
great inner warmth for the man's eyes glowed with
love and compassion. He knew he had just shaken
hands with a giant of a man, not in physique, but in
stature. He felt a great spiritual presence, he was no
longer tense, but at ease and happy.
They all sat down and Vanders opened the
conversation. His voice was quiet and deep and
both subordinates listened intently. "Jim, you have
been chosen, not because of your academic
qualifications, but for the quality of your self. Being
human, we all make mistakes but you have that
special quality of being a humanitarian. The other
officer chosen with you died on the way here in an
accident. I suspect that the evil elements of our
universe caused his death and very nearly yours,
likewise. However, whilst you are here in Krakor you
are quite safe. The psychic forces of evil can never
penetrate the inner planet but there are still great
dangers in the physical sense. It will take time for
you to comprehend this and all will become clearer
as you learn more. You might think it easier that we
banish darkness and evil from the universe-that
could be disastrous to the order of things at this
moment, and will not happen for some time. How
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can you know what the light is if you have never
experienced the dark? The human mind alone has
the power to chase evil away but it takes only one
erring mind out of millions to bring it back. An
imbalance created in the dark sector benefits a
certain man with extra-ordinary powers. We, here at
Krakor, have to balance that power. You are the one
chosen to do just that. I cannot emphasize the
dangers enough, not from the evil without but from
within where good and evil generates. Now I will try
to answer a few questions for, time is short."
Jim nodded, he had been enlightened as to
why he was there and this ran through his mind as
he began to speak. "During the last few days many
disturbing things have happened to and around me.
Were they all tests?"
"The only tests were given to you by ASCO
Gray. The one of darkness knew that you were of
the chosen two and tried to stop you. There is still
danger, for in the next few weeks you will be going
where only two men have ever been before and
survived-the one of darkness and myself. Now we
must start your training."
Vanders strode over to the console and, after
sitting down, operated the controls, The platform
they were on started to move forwards and then
down. A huge iris shutter in the floor below opened
and they passed through into what seemed like a
large funnel. As soon as they had entered, another
iris below opened and they dropped into a large
circular room. In the center as they descended,
were two large spheres standing like giant golf balls
on their tees. The floating floor circled just above
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floor level as robots busily scurried around them one
of them, larger than the rest, moved towards
Vanders and stopped.
Vanders communicated by telepathy
informing the robot that he required two bracelets
one for the Ultra Dimensional Vortex and the other
for the telepathic computer, no words uttered; they
seemed to enter into the brain. The robot's chest
opened and two wrist bracelets came into view. It
was then that Jim noticed that Vanders had identical
bracelets on his own wrists. The bracelets sprang
open and Vanders placed one on Jim's left wrist and
the other on the right. They sprang shut and Jim felt
a tingling sensation as they adjusted to his wrists.
Vanders then held out his left arm. "The left
bracelet will give you access and the power of the
Coextensive Transcendent Dimensions of time
computer. The right bracelet will give you the power
of the telepathic computer." He then paused and
pointed to the two spheres. "These two spheres are
just the control points of the power. The whole of
the inside of this planet is the actual computer
involved."
The two bracelets on their right hands started
to glow. Jim could now feel Vanders psychic
presence even more and he heard his voice echo
inside his skull. "Clear your thoughts Jim, your
whole mind is babble, concentrate on the light I give
you." A yellow glow appeared in the imagery in his
brain, a warm and diffused light that cleared his
whole mind.
He then heard Vanders again. "That's better,
until you lean how to communicate with me, I
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suggest that you concentrate on the light, otherwise
you are bombarding me with every negative thought
and force that is in your mind."
Jim smiled to himself, he was beginning to
realise just how naked he really was, his innermost
thoughts sacred to himself and God were now open
to another mortal.
He heard Vanders again. "That is correct
Jim, but only for a short while until you gain
experience and you lean how to build a personal
telepathic barrier. Where we shall travel now it is
not always possible to communicate verbally." Jim
nodded as Vanders continued. "Now, with my
assistance, try and project your thoughts a great
distance to someone you know. A small message is
all that is necessary, nothing to alarm or confuse
them."
Jim concentrated on 'frosty Farmer' and her
thoughts flowed freely to him. She was in the
middle of a computer checkout and he could see the
panel in front of her quite clearly. He felt her
shudder as he implanted a message in her brain.
The message was, -I love that mole on your
stomach, Jim. He felt the blood rushing to her face
as he left and returned to Vanders. Then Gray's
thoughts entered his mind.
Vanders with the power of his mind cut off the
telepathic link as the thoughts became confused,
pointing to his left wrist as he spoke again. "This
bracelet will allow you to travel out of time as we
know it exists and into the outer and inner worlds of
other dimensions. Two of these dimensions have
forbidden entry; they would cause damage to our
62

physical and astral bodies. They are the infinite and
the twenty-fifth dimensions. The infinite dimension
is entered by invitation and the twenty-fifth upon
death of the physical body. Several dimensions
have specific points of entry and exit on the physical
plane and you will be able to enter them at will.
Your first initiation will be to travel with me into the
thirtieth dimension, which is one of colour and
tranquility.''
Both bracelets on their left wrists began to
glow and Jim found himself reading Vanders'
imagery. Large numbers loomed before him,
appearing and fading in sequence from three
onwards until the image number stopped at thirty.
His body and that of Vanders seemed to dissolve
with the scenery around. The circular room had
gone and they were now standing on a large flat
plane. Rainbows of different colours and spectrums
were all around them, a huge kaleidoscope of
breathtaking beauty. The colours seemed to stretch
for miles over the flat surface. Both minds were as
one, in total enrapture.
Jim heard Vanders' voice in his head once
more. "If ever you find yourself under tremendous
stress, always remember this dimension. You can
travel here at any time and the one of darkness will
not worry you." He waved his arms in the air several
times and the flowing colours acted like a swirling
mist, moving in circles and squalls around them.
Vanders then explained one of several golden rules.
He informed Jim that he must never put his physical
body at risk. First, put the physical frame in rest in a
safe place and then proceed with telepathy or in the
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astral or psychic form. The spirit could only operate
as part of the physical existence if the body were to
be destroyed, so would the psyche.
The body, void of its spirit, returned to the
matter of its environment. The spirit returned to the
twenty-fifth dimension, there it was not certain what
happened. The Ancient Ones of Light would not
divulge that information, but only from that
dimension, could one attain freedom as a spiritual
entity and dwell in the infinite dimension of light or
darkness. Failure necessitated a physical rebirth,
which meant a complete erasing of character,
personality, and memory of the previous life, and a
new physical infancy.
The belief was that there were several levels
of existence within that dimension, ranging from
good to evil. In fact, it was the guardian of all
perpetual life. The astral body could go anywhere
without harm; telepathy could be blocked by
someone with a stronger mind and only the physical
body could be destroyed.
Vanders took Jim to another dimension but
this time in astral form they were at the top of the
black mountain where he had fought and destroyed
the robot.
He tensed as Vanders spoke to him again.
"Don't be alarmed although this dimension looks
hostile the body cannot be harmed, as it is not here.
Both of them are still in the thirtieth dimension and
therefore safe."
"Yet the fight I had with the robot was real not
illusionary?"
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“It was real, but then you did not know that
you could not be harmed here."
“And if the robot had 'killed' me?''
"You would have returned back to your body
with no physical damage."
Vanders suggested a duel to prove the point
and a laser whip appeared in both their hands. Jim
seemed hesitant and reluctant, for his own body felt
solid. Vanders cracked his whip and with a deft flick
of the wrist took off Jim's arm. Jim acted on reflex
and, before he knew what he had done, the whip
had cut Vanders completely in two across the
midriff. The two pieces of Vanders rocked and then
fell to the floor. Jim was horrified as he stood and
stared at what he had done. There was no sign of
life at all. The scene dissolved and within a few
seconds he was standing amongst the colours again
his severed arm now again normal.
A hand touched his shoulder and made him
jump around to face a rather whole, live, grinning
Vanders. Jim pondered how this could all be so
very and yet unreal. Vanders, partly reading his
mind, answered the question. "Don't try and reason
it out, just accept every situation as it occurs.
Otherwise you'll fill the thought waves with negative
forces."
Jim nodded. "It's like taking part in a legend
or fable,” he replied. “The imaginary becomes real.
Vanders gazed upwards into the interweaving
colours and the enumeration appeared again in
sequence backwards, stopping at one. The scene
changed and they were back on the floating platform
at headquarters. As he sat back on a comfortable
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easy chair, Vanders beckoned Jim to do likewise.
The yellow glow appeared in both their minds and a
great calmness overcame them. The right hand
bracelet glowed and Jim felt Vanders guiding him on
to the next phase.
The two astral bodies touched in pure thought
energy above their physical frames. Jim let his mind
wander and immediately moved back into his body.
Vanders pointed to the light again and Jim
concentrated and floated back. He was beginning to
realise the importance of clearing the mind and
letting events take place naturally.
Vander s then spoke to him again. "We have
now reached the pure thought energy stage that
surrounds and envelopes our physical bodies, a
creature of the sixth sense onwards. In this form,
you are but a ghost to the physical plane of
existence. You must learn to under stand and
control by pure thought, for there are no boundaries
here and the spirit can travel anywhere, instantly.
Never forget that we are still bound to our physical
body, for the spirit and it are as one, developed
integrated from birth. Staying away from your body
too long can cause complications. Since birth, many
of your functions are automatic from your subconscious. For instance, you do not have to think
how to breathe, it happens naturally. If the life or
ethereal form separates from the physical for long
periods, the body can forget how to function. I
advise only a few hours at a time and remember
time in the spirit world is irrelevant and misleading.
Time only exists on the physical planes. I will now
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give you a demonstration of the power of travel.
Choose your destination."
Jim paused and then replied. "To the Police
Control Centre on earth, many light years away."
"Let me see that would take about a month in
warp time drive, wouldn't it?"
"Yes, and many, many lifetimes at light
speed."
"Good. Now you will witness the fantastic and
the unexplainable. Join hands and concentrate on
the light."
He sensed a great rushing sound in the ears,
like being sucked into a giant vacuum at tremendous
speed. Suddenly it stopped, and they were hovering
above earth in space. Jim turned to his left and saw
a giant satellite about to hit them. He tried to move
as Vanders smiled and held Firm. The satellite
passed straight through them and carried on with its
journey.
Jim, being startled, spoke. "That was the old
W.Three automated weather satellite." The rushing
sound then continued and within seconds, they were
standing in the control room of police headquarters.
It was a huge room, square with a curved
roof. There was a bank of machines down the
centre, and at each end, two consoles. Seated at
one was Phil Patterson, a CFO with whom he had
trained. Jim had just adjusted to the scene in
disbelief when the now familiar rushing sound
occurred and in seconds, they were back at Krakor
hovering over their bodies. He watched as Vanders
psychic form moved downwards and slid slowly into
his physical frame.
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The eyes opened as Vanders now complete
again, stood up and gazed into the air at the position
where Jim now floated, and then began to speak. "I
want you to listen carefully to me Jim. You are now
out of my control because you are going to visit the
Ancient Ones of Light. They have requested that
you do so now. Do not be alarmed for no harm can
befall you whilst you are under their power."
The sensation that now occurred was quite
different from the rushing sound experienced when
travelling great distances. He found himself in a
spiral of strange blue light. At one end was
darkness, and at the other, a brilliant white light that
tended to blind him even in psychic form as he
moved into it and became stationary. It was so
strong a light that he could not see more than twelve
inches in any direction and from the waist down he
did not seem to exist. The light did not reach him for
there was some kind of protective bubble encasing
him. His own intuition told him that if the light were to
touch his spirit form it would consume his imperfect
soul.
A gentle but firm voice then spoke to him.
'Jim Long you are now in the sixth plain of
attainment and have been chosen as the physical
protector of righteousness. You must use the special
powers granted to you with extreme caution, for if
misused, they can destroy your very soul. These
powers are a great burden to physical man. Our
name is not important known to you as the Ancient
Ones of Light with other names in many dialects and
languages. We have tried to guide man from the
beginning of time itself. In every man are two voices,
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one of evil one of good. You must balance these
voices in all decisions."
Jim was puzzled. Should he listen to the evil
as well as the good, even to tell lies if necessary?
The Ancient Ones picked up his thoughts and
answered. "How can you know good if you do not
know evil, and how can you know evil not knowing
goodness? Truth can be evil if used incorrectly. To
perceive a physically ugly man or woman and to
inform them truthfully of their appearance could hurt
or destroy them. Then you would be listening to the
evil side only, for the good would advise a lie or
silence. The inner conflict you call conscience.
Therein the spiritual growth either retards stands
still, or advances."
Jim was satisfied with the answer but thought
how naked he still was telepathically; he still had not
had time to build up a mental barrier.
The Ones of Light replied to his thought.
"There are no barriers that we cannot see through.
We are the eyes and ears of eternity."
Jim scolded himself mentally. What a fool he
was to think that he could hide his thoughts from the
creators of the universe. He felt stupid and rather
humble.
The thought was immediately answered. 'We
can see into a man's heart and tell at a glance what
he is or is not. Nothing can be hidden, always
remember that. When you meet the one of
darkness you may call on us for help by means of
deep meditation, others of you call it prayer. We
can only help if an imbalance appears otherwise you
must fend for your self. We are certain that you will
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do what is right to the extent of your human
capabilities. Now you must return to your earthly
dimension."
He then found himself in the blue light again
and moving down the spiral and back into his
physical form. His body, still seated in the armchair,
seemed very heavy and cumbersome after the
astral flight.
Vanders smiled as he sensed the enormous
privilege that Jim now felt within himself. "Its time
for you to rest Jim, come with me," he said. The
huge platform they were on moved slowly upwards,
out of the main room and into an antechamber. The
interior was illuminated with a warm diffused light.
Vanders operated a control and out of the wall came
two broad beams of light, each one approximately
eight feet in length and four feet wide, rising two feet
off the floor. Vanders proceeded to lie down on one
and beckoned Jim to do likewise on the other. As
Jim sat down he realised that he was resting on
what seemed like solid light. It was so comfortable
that he soon lay back and fell into a deep sleep.
He awoke slowly and eased himself off the
bed of light. As he moved away the beam slowly
disappeared into the wall. He stood wondering if the
latter day's events had all been an illusion. Had he
really visited earth in just a few seconds and seen
his old friend Phil Patterson? All these and many
more negative thoughts rushed into his head, as
they normally did upon awakening. He gazed across
the antechamber and realised that Vanders was not
there. He then looked at the bracelets on each wrist,
nothing seemed imaginary any more, just a stark
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reality. The super powers that made him a God
amongst men now made him fraught with self-doubt.
Would he use the powers properly or would the new
Godlike countenance push him into insanity?
For the first time in his professional life, a
strange and unreal personal crisis had arrived and
he wanted to be alone to face it. The only thought in
his head was to test the incredible gifts that had
been bestowed upon him. He concentrated hard
and the bracelet on his left wrist glowed and the
numbers appeared in the imagery of his brain.
Pausing at thirty, he sat upon the floor cross-legged,
as the prismatic colours enveloped him. It was now
becoming an obsession to test his ability in some
way. The solemn warning from the Ancient Ones
reverberated in his head. Would he become a victim
of his own earth history? A Nero, a Napoleon or
even a Hitler, obsessed with power. He was now
capable of reaching, in seconds, any of those tiny
pinpoints of light that shone and flickered on a
darkened sky.
He reflected his thoughts upon his own past.
Running through his mind were the spiritual and
political ideologies that he had known in his lifespan.
He retraced his memories back to when he was a
boy. He had received a very gentle religious
education and allowed to make up his own mind in
his own time. This approach by his parents had
given him time to evaluate all the religions and had
left him with an open mind. He now respected them
all without necessarily agreeing with them. At that
particular time, a new creed had been formed called
'the voice of God'. They had grown and spread their
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doctrine very quickly with an evangelistic fervour
that shamed the normal Orthodox Church.
Their interpretations of the holy book
consumed a large section of the world population
and they then formed an offshoot political party.
The party quickly gained momentum and became
the next world government. They drove everything
they considered evil underground, and fought a
ruthless campaign against those who would not
comply. Their religious doctrine made moderate
men shudder.
Legislation pushed through
parliament had the full weight of the law brought to
bear on all sinners.
A large group of political idealists opposed them
with a manifesto that included that all laws be
abolished so that Man could live in complete
freedom. Over the period of several years, the two
opposing factions caused an underground bloodbath
of gigantic proportions. Then each party governed
for two years at a time, over a period of several
years. Chaos reigned. The world thrust from one
extreme to another, democracy at its very worst.
As he sat in the thirtieth dimension, he knew
that he was trying to rationalise his intentions. An
in-depth self-analysis had begun. It was typical of
the man that he questioned all his own motives and
was now committed to self-circumspection that
would not end in a conclusion and would go on
forever more.
The imagery started to return in his mind but
somehow there was a blockage, it kept fading away.
Nothing seemed to induce it back and a brief
moment of panic ensued. He was completely in the
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unknown and had ventured there with only limited
knowledge.
He concentrated again, but the
sequence would not fall, only rise. The realisation of
redirection to an alien dimension where he could not
exist nor defend himself drove him into concentrated
action. He knew that he was not going to be able to
hold it at thirty much longer and his physical body
was quite safe there, so he moved into astral form
by using the telepathic bracelet.
In seconds, he was back in the control room,
hovering above the seated Vanders. Everything
was abnormal, quiet and still, like suspended
animation. His ethereal body had moved out of
time. For a man who knew no fear on the physical
plane, a mild panic started to overwhelm him. He
tried to communicate to Vanders via telepathy but it
seemed useless, there was no response or
movement at all. The whole situation needed reevaluation as calmness overcame him and he
started to retrace his training. On the physical plane,
he was a highly experienced senior officer, but here
he was a raw recruit floundering from one situation
to the next.
To try exploring the unknown by himself after
only one training session was an act of stupidity. His
mind wandered and in a moment, he was back in his
body. With a determined concentration he forced the
numbers to appear and move slowly back in
sequence. At number twenty-five, it became very
easy and he was soon on the platform that he had
left earlier.
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He stepped onto the small travel disc and it
started to move towards the main control room and
then stopped level at the floating platform.
He moved quickly and without hesitation onto
the large platform as Vanders spun around in his
chair.
"Good morning Jim," he said with a
faint glimmer of a smile on his lips. “I trust you
rested well?''
Jim nodded. He wanted to tell Vanders about
his excursion into the unknown but before he could
Vanders spoke again.
"You seem to enjoy
tranquillity of the thirtieth dimension," he said,
laughing at the expression that Jim had on his face.
"You knew?" Jim said surprised.
Vanders laughed loudly. "It seems that when
we mortals are given special powers we become in
conflict with our selves and our consciences. I have
travelled along that path many years ago."
"There was a force trying to pull me forward,
is that normal?"
"The force to which you refer is the natural
one. The computer's natural progression is forward
into infinity, and then returning to one, and so on.
As there are no solid keyboards to operate, your
own mind becomes the key through which the
computers activate. You have just completed your
first solo journey without my help. You must learn to
use the psychic key properly or the computer will
just run on through its own programming. There is a
natural rhythm to learn and understand. If you leave
your body against the rhythm, you fall in between
time itself, as you have already found out.
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"Why didn't you help me?" Jim replied
indignantly.
"Because you have to go solo like flying, you
have to do it your self."
"I feel so clumsy and ill at ease trying to
comprehend these new environments."
"That is natural, until you master them. I think
that you are now ready Jim to go on a journey with
me. I will show you what is possible after ten years
of training."
They both sat back in their chairs and
relaxed. The bracelets glowed and Jim could feel
his ethereal self, falling out of his body, through the
large platform through the floor of the building and
into the light below. Then there was total darkness,
as if everything had gone out of existence except
himself.
Surrounding him was a blinding white light,
which seemed to propel his ethereal form at great
speed away from its source. His form finally
outdistanced the light that was itself still moving
outwards. Large spheres came past him at great
speed, some were red hot, some white hot, and
others just gaseous masses. Then the light caught
up with him and he moved once again away from it.
He thought that he must have been at the
very centre of a supernova. Even in spirit form, it
was physically breathtaking. The light that he had
been in had now formed into a large spherical
nebula. Not only was he moving in space in spirit
form, but in time as well. When the nebula fully
formed, he seemed to move into it at a speed
difficult to assess. It was like watching through a
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prism. Suns, and their planetary systems, flashed
past him at two-second intervals until he recognised
Krakor in the distance.
A sudden change of direction occurred and
he slowed down and proceeded toward the sun. As
the huge solar flames reached him, he knew even at
that distance, that if he were in physical form he
would be dead. He hovered on the surface of the
sun and realised that no normal man would see a
sight like this, ever. It was like being in the middle of
a multi-numbered hydrogen bomb storm, terrifying
and yet spellbinding at the same moment. These
pictorial revelations had a profound effect upon him,
just as his first trip into space had done years ago.
Nature was not unlike the temperament of an angel
and demon, calm and serene or a pitiless holocaust.
He left Krakor's sun and within a few seconds
had sped from the galaxy into deep space. It was an
incredible feeling of being in a zoom camera lens
that could cover a million light years in a few
seconds. Then he seemed to expand in size to
such an extent that there were fifty galaxies in front
of him. He stretched out his ethereal hand and
touched one of them that just covered his fingernail.
He expanded more until the galaxies were just
pinpoints of light. He knew instinctively that he was
filling an eternity of space with his own spirit form
and that he would go on expanding forever never
reaching the end. He started to contract again and
the galaxies grew huge as he moved through them
and into the Milky Way. Upon leaving his body he
had not seen Vanders at all; he knew he was there,
he felt his presence, guiding his every move. He
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then found himself standing on a sandy shore on
one of Krakor's beauty spots.
He began to shrink in size until he was
standing on a grain of sand that in proportion looked
like a small mountain among many.
He then became so small that he was floating
in a void, gazing at interlinking spherical atomic
structures of sand. It was then that he entered into
the atom itself, a void of great energy impulses all
moving in a preordained pattern, the source of all
physical matter. Within seconds, he was back in his
body, reclining on the soft upholstery.
His body started to disappear, but there was
no imagery in his head as he reappeared in a clear
area, surrounded by a three hundred and sixty
degree red mist. The mist partially cleared in
sections, revealing differing viewpoints. He knew he
was looking through the windows of other
dimensions. As he looked into one particular
section, he saw an image of himself. He stepped
towards it as it beckoned, but held back by an
invisible force. It was then he realised it was not
himself in duplicate he saw, but another creature in
a strange dimension that could take on the shape
and form of anything it surveyed. It suddenly
changed in front of him into a digestive lump of
matter with a large orifice that filled its very bulk.
This hostile dimension lured its victims in by
duplicating their physical forms.
His body slowly disappeared and reformed
back on the armchair on the platform. He smiled at
Vanders as if in acknowledgement of what he had
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seen. “Words could not describe what I feel within,"
he said.
"Now we start your basic training in depth,
Jim," Vanders replied firmly but gently.
For the next two months, Jim worked hard
learning everything that he could which seemed like
very little at the time. He mastered the operations of
the two computers and personally visited twenty
other dimensions. Locked in his memory were the
co-ordinates and dispositions of another twenty.
The use of telepathy was a new existence to Jim. It
was not unlike being a child again, learning how to
speak that first word and then continuing into a
sentence. He started to grow as a person and the
burden of all that power began to lessen.
Vanders spoke as both he and Jim sat facing
one another. "Jim, I've given you all the training and
knowledge that I can in the time allotted. Now it is
time for you to go and help those in need. Do not,
and I repeat, do not try to overstretch your
capabilities. Keep to what you know and within the
limits of your knowledge. I will personally give you
as much support as I can, but, as you know, I must
have my eyes in a million directions and upon
millions of systems. I want you to take IGC-One,
with a small crew of three, to the star system of
Hysteria. The sixth planet of the system, Cestre
bears life. Their progression ratio is five. There are
two warring cultures. The Zzars, ruled by a dictator
with a ruthless ideology, are intent on total
domination of the planet. The other culture the
Phetres, are democratic and wish to live in peace on
their own lands. The Zzars have inherited an
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overbalance of power and we are certain that the
one of darkness is responsible. You must redress
that balance of power. Put the names of your crew
on to the computer and they will be there waiting for
you on IGC-one."
Jim ran the information through his mind.
Progression ratio five meant that civilisation had
reached a level of advanced technology, probably
with laser weaponry. He was once again setting off
into the unknown, but this time with a strange and
wonderful gift.
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CHAPTER 4
After five days leave at Cape Sernia, one of
Krakor's beauty spots, Jim was now back in the
shuttle and heading for I.G.C.1. During that period,
he had let the power lie dormant within himself. He
felt calm and relaxed, knowing that he was now
equal with his dark counterpart. No longer was he
as vulnerable as he had been on his journey to
Krakor. It was inevitable that he would soon be in
contact with that person who maliciously opposed
him from the dark side. Although relaxed, he was
mentally alert as the shuttle travelled up the beam
into space. The journey was normal and uneventful
as the shuttle, released from the atmosphere, began
to manoeuvre on its engines.
The huge starship loomed ahead like a giant
pillar standing without support in a black void, the
sun glinting off the large polished hull. As the
shuttle entered the air lock the cavernous door came
down behind, shutting out the cold inhospitable
vacuum.
The crew were already aboard as he bade
farewell to the shuttle pilot and moved towards the
elevator. The elevator doors opened on the flight
deck and Nobby Clark was the first to greet him with
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an outstretched hand. “Thank you Nobby,” Jim
replied. “Is everything in order?”
"Yes sir," said Nobby, rather reluctantly. "I
think you know everyone except S.A. Daniels."
It had not taken Jim more than a few seconds
to realise that there were four members on the flight
deck and he had only proposed three. Daniels
swung round in his swivel chair, stood up, and
walked towards him. He held out his hand speaking
in a rather refined voice.
"Garforth Daniels, pleased to meet you."
Jim grasped the small stocky hand as he
replied, "Jim Long, happy to have you aboard
Garforth."
Daniels was a small man, about five foot five
inches in height, but making up for this with a rather
cocky, exterior attitude.
"I presume you wish me to take the ship out?"
said Daniels with a touch of arrogance. Jim had
never been the type of man who either liked or
disliked anyone instantly, but something about
Daniels made him feel on edge. Daniels was a
loner, used to giving orders but not taking them, was
Jim's instant assessment. It was Tony Fraser's job
to pilot the craft and there was little Jim could do
without making Daniels look an idiot.
"You know the course and co-ordinates?"
said Jim.
"Already fed into the computer," replied the
pompous Daniels. "Didn't they tell you my area is
Hystera."
Jim needed time to think as he turned.
81

"Frosty, have you collected the personal log
discs?" he asked.
"They've all been placed in the computer sir,"
responded Gail. Personal log discs issued to all
personnel were of a small circular variety filled with
micro information relating to personal histories. All
training and qualifications recorded, plus a short
resume of all operations and journeys under taken.
It suddenly became obvious to Jim why Daniels was
on this mission, he must have been operating in the
area for sometime undercover.
Whilst running his hand over the computer
keyboard, Jim's own thoughts were still on Daniels.
If Hystera were Daniels' area, it would have been
courtesy and procedure to contact him upon arrival
at Krakor and no one had done so. Why was
Daniels on Krakor at the time and not on operational
duty?
An added problem was the fact that they
were of equal rank and it was unusual policy for that
to happen on a starship. Although technically in
charge, Jim had an obligation to extend courtesy to
the other officers. Turning around from the control
panel, Jim faced Daniels and spoke quietly,
"Garforth, if you would like to get us under way I
would be most obliged."
"As you wish, Jim," replied Garforth smiling,
happy in the knowledge that he had compelled Jim
to treat him as an equal.
As Daniels started the operation to get under
way, Jim moved across to Tony Frazer and spoke.
“Nice to have you aboard Tony, we'll have a chat
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later." Tony nodded m acknowledgement sensing
that something was not quite right.
Gail Farmer turned her head slightly to one
side as Jim approached. The ends of her long hair
were pinned to one side and she smiled as he
whispered into her ear.
"Did you receive my message, regarding the
mole?" She seemed to freeze for a moment and
then her face flushed bright red as she answered.
"I got the message," she said, both smiling
and shaking her head in astonishment. Jim then
turned and walked towards the elevator.
"I shall be in my cabin if anyone needs me,"
he said authoritatively. He then moved into the
elevator and proceeded to his quarters. Upon
entering, he seated himself at a small keyboard and
running his fingers over the appropriate keys, he
requested information on Garforth Daniels from the
ship's log.
A picture of Daniels materialised on the left
side of the screen. On the right, graphic information
began to show with small paragraphs. Garforth
Daniels was aged forty-two years old and received
basic training at Krakor. He had degrees in
computers and cartography.
Jim keyed in the forward movement, cutting
out a large biographical section until it reached the
section Mission Three - undercover, Hystera. The
section read—-Authority ASCO Gray, cover, Captain
of a Zzar transporter, Mission transport I.G.C.9 - At
this point the screen became blank and the words
'Code classification' flashed several times.
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On the discs, coded clearance was required
so that any secret material needed a password. Jim
fed in his clearance and the text came back on the
screen. It seemed, according to the transcript, that
Daniels had been providing maps for the Phetres
whilst undercover as a Zzar Captain, working as a
double agent. The Zzars at that point had gained a
technological, military superiority, thus gaining a
balance of power.
They had received a new computer from an
unknown source nearly rendering the Phetre
defences and attack useless. The computer could
destroy enemy missiles as they left the launch pad.
Discovered by both sides Daniels had his cover
broken. Death squads sent to eliminate him made
him leave the area immediately, making a
rendezvous with I.G.C.9 in deep space.
The log then went on to give details of the
present mission authorised by ASCO Gray. He was
to report to S.A. Long aboard I.G.C.1 as second in
command, and upon reaching the Hystera system,
he was to act only in an advisory capacity.
A special reference made to his instability
and rank inefficiency told of a reprimand issued
losing him five years seniority and nearly his rank.
Here, the log ended.
Jim assessed that Daniels had been left on
his own too long and was due an operational
refresher course. He felt that it was an error of
judgment to become involved as a double spy
known to both sides, hindering rather than helping
the situation. Jim knew that Daniels should have
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remained a policing observer instead of setting
himself up as a political target for both sides.
As was procedure, Jim started his own first
assessment of Daniels.
The visual communicator glowed in the
center of the table and Daniels' face appeared. "Ha,
Jim," he said. "Just to inform you that I have set the
co-ordinates and that we are now moving out of
Krakor territory. We shall be ready for S.T.W.D. in
fifteen minutes."
The image faded from view as Jim reclined
back in his chair. Daniels had equal rank, the same
training and more years experience in the
operational field. Yet, Jim felt strangely uneasy
about having him aboard. Under normal conditions,
two special agents together were a formidable force,
but in this case, Daniels was more of a liability. A
testing situation would soon arise and a weak link
could prove costly.
Jim arrived on the flight deck and seated
himself in the operation's chair, which was of a
large, high backed swivel variety. He then spoke to
Tony. "Tony, I'd like to do an I.G.C.1 disposition
check."
Tony nodded as Daniels broke into the
conversation. "I've already carried out that check,"
he retorted, gazing at Jim in amazement.
Jim was annoyed but it did not show as he
replied. “Very well Garforth, but you do realise that
as Chief Officer I must personally carry out the
check."
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Daniels seemed to splutter as he answered,
“Yes, of course Jim, I do understand. I did log the
findings."
"Thank you Garforth," Jim replied coldly.
Jim and Garforth then had a sharp but
restrained exchange of words.
"Was everything satisfactory?" said Jim.
"There was a slight malfunction on level six.”
"What type of malfunction?"
Jim was going to carry this through to its
logical conclusion as Daniels replied. "The life
support system became intermittent. I logged it as a
crystal malfunction."
"Have you received a computer engineering
report?"
"I'm still waiting for it."
"Then was it not rather premature to guess
the answer and officially log it?"
Norman looked in disbelief at Garforth. The
situation was starting to get out of hand. He had
seen Jim like this only once before with a young
officer who had tried to countermand an order. The
man was arrested losing his rank because of his
folly, but Daniels was not a young officer and was of
equal rank.
Garforth Daniels was maybe guilty of
possessing a large ego, but he was also not a fool.
He knew he was only second in command and Jim
had full authority over the ship and crew, the equal
rank situation was at its limit. He spoke softly in
reply to the last question. "You are quite correct
Jim, I apologise. I will delete the log entry
immediately as erroneous."
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Jim nodded. The confrontation was over for
the time being as he replied, "Apology accepted.
Delete assumption for the life support system from
the record and, when it arrives, file engineer's report
in its place." The first battle was over, but by no
means won. Jim realised that he only had to make
one error and Daniels would be waiting.
Tony Fraser spoke through the uneasy
atmosphere Daniels had created. "Computer
engineers report has just arrived sir. No physical
malfunctions, all circuits one hundred percent."
This created a problem that was not of a
physical kind, causing a mild reaction from Gail
Farmer as she turned and spoke. "It is an external
energy force and I detect strange readings in the
atmosphere."
"Thank you Frosty," said Jim as he turned to
Tony. "I want a full malfunction check on all sensors,
to fifteen minutes previous." Tony affirmed the order
as he set about the task of finding the appropriate
section in the computer. The answer came very
quickly. Sensors three hundred and three hundred
and one had been disturbed, but not enough to
sound a general alarm. The two sensors had been
located in the hull of level six, on either side of the
main terminal. Something had passed through them
and affected the life support system in that area.
Jim spoke quickly to Gail. "Report on why
ship's defence systems have not been activated?"
She keyed in the question and the computer replied.
"All defence systems operating to ninety five percent
capacities. Slight malfunction on sensors three
hundred and three hundred and one indicate they
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are being put out of action. Renewal programme in
operation." Scanned from a sophisticated source,
which could obviously magnify a weak signal, Jim
knew replacing them would be useless.
Daniels broke into his thoughts. “If I may point
out, it is time for Time Space Warp drive.”
Jim nodded and gave the order for
preparation. He was unhappy that they were
continuing with the problem unresolved. The orders
were to reach the Hystera system with all possible
speed, and this he had to do regardless of the
consequences.
After ten days in S.T.W.D., the craft was now
in normal space/time and only a short distance from
the solar system of Hystera. Tony carried out his
normal post S.T.W.D. check as Jim ordered the
engines shut down onto standby. The order
surprised everyone. He then initiated a full check on
all systems, which would take over an hour. Whilst
the check was in progress, he retired to his cabin
and lay down on his bed.
Just as his astral body was leaving the
physical, an urgent message came through from the
control deck and Tony Fraser's face appeared on
the screen. "Sir," he began. "There are two ships
locked onto our coordinates and I estimate ten
minutes before they reach us. The first ship is
transmitting an S.O.S. and as been identified as a
freighter; the second, in close pursuit is a fully
armed Zzar battle cruiser.
Jim quickly replied, "Put me through to telescan and keep in vision."
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The screen mixed, leaving Tony's face in the
top left hand corner, with the two alien ships filling
the screen.
Jim spoke again, “Are they within matter
transmitter distance?''
“Just in range, sir," replied Tony.
“Fire a disabler beam on both of them.”
"Disabler beam fired," affirmed, Tony.
Two beams of light hit both ships and the now
familiar haze of light surrounded them. There was
doubt in Jim's mind of the chances of two technically
inferior craft ever finding them in deep space. The
odds were probably a billion to one.
He intended to enter the Hystera system just
beyond the outer planet and then scan and survey
its technology and military disposition. The mission
was already in jeopardy and their position identified.
Jim ordered Tony to place a traction beam on
the smaller ship and quickly pull it into the area on
level ten. "What are the sensor readings on the
larger craft?" Jim enquired of Tony.
"Ten life forms aboard sir," replied Tony.
Jim gave a further command. "Place an anaesthetic
bomb in the life support system of the battleship via
the matter transmitter." The bomb would render the
crew unconscious for forty-eight hours and, upon
recovery, it would take over three months to return
to the Hystera system.
Tony Fraser spoke again, "Life support systems
located. Anaesthetic bomb now being transmitted."
Within minutes, his voice was heard again. "All life
forms aboard battle cruiser out of action."
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The smaller ship was now entering the
landing area and as it came to rest, Jim, Gail and
Norman proceeded to meet it. As the three of them
entered level ten, an air lock opened aboard the
freighter and a woman appeared in the doorway.
She was tall, with a delightful head of blonde hair
and an outward beauty that was completely
astonishing. As her eyes met Jims, he knew she
was not as delicate as she looked. She started to
point a gun at them, but even more quickly, Jim hit
her with a tranquillizer beam from his own handgun.
As she started to collapse, Norman caught her in his
arms. "Spirited lady isn't she?" he retorted as they
all moved in the direction of the conference room via
the elevator.
She would recover in two hours and by that
time I.G.C.1 would be well into the Hystera region.
Travelling at just under the speed of light,
they were soon in position behind the outer planet of
the system. Jim instructed Gail to stay with the
woman in the conference room and sent Daniels
down to question her. The other three then watched
the three dimensional viewer in the control room.
She slowly awoke and sat up gazing intently
at the scene before her. "Who are you, and where
am I?" she stated in rather commanding tones.
Gail answered her. "There is no need to be
alarmed you are aboard a starship from another
system." She then handed her a drink that the other
woman took hesitantly.
Gazing at the drink, the woman spoke.
"Where are the Zzars," she said. "They were
pursuing me?"
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Daniels, seated opposite the two women,
came into the conversation. "They have been dealt
with. Now, I wish to ask you a few questions. Why
were the Zzars’ pursuing you?"
"They did not want me to leave the Hystera
system." She looked at him straight in the eyes as
she spoke again. "I am a princess of the Phetre
Empire and was to be held captive for ransom by
Emperor Vahn of the Zzars. The craft following me
was manned by a special squad of guards."
Daniels gazed into her strong defiant eyes as
he slowly asked the next question. "Why were you
alone?"
She carried on the conversation without a
trace of emotion. "My own security guards were
ambushed and killed, and my pilot, although injured,
managed to evade the attack and then died of his
injuries."
Her story was plausible but unconvincing.
She was wearing a one-piece body suit made of a
black stretch material, with white trimming. She had
the body of a goddess, a high priestess of the
feminine gender. Jim, watching from the control
room, projected his telepathic power towards her,
seeking the truth from her mind.
Her eyes widened for an instant as his
thoughts bombarded her. She was obviously
telepathic because of the strong mental barrier she
immediately put between them. Jim began to
perspire with the effort; she showed not a single
trace of stress. He then stopped and listened as
Daniels continued his questioning.
"What is your name?"
91

"Annah"
"Have you any sisters?"
“I have two, Samia and Bethleh.”
“What is your father’s name?”
“President Gepha Artella.”
There was a pause before she answered as
Jim listened intently.
"I have no brother, you must be mistaken."
Obviously, Daniels had used a trick question that
she answered correctly. The questioning then
continued for another fifteen minutes without her
making any mistakes or errors. Finally as Daniels
and Gail started to leave the room Annah spoke.
"Am I a prisoner?" she said.
"You are our guest," replied Daniels, "and for
your own safety you are confined to this room until
further notice. The doorway is charged with
electronic impulses which will render you
unconscious if you try to pass through.”
Jim watched Annah's face as Daniels and
Gail made their exit. There were no emotion; she
stood as if in a trance. Daniels made his report to
the control room. "Every question I asked she
answered correctly. I can find no deception
whatsoever," he said, shrugging his shoulders.
Jim spoke to him. "Do you think she is who
she says she is, Garforth?"
"Not without seeing any verification, no."
Jim pondered upon the situation; it was either
a very clever set-up or true. If it was a set-up, for
what were they being set-up? Was attacking
I.G.C.1 one of the ploys? It seemed improbable
because the Hystera technology was far behind that
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of the policing force. Jim did not believe her and
placed her in a category of danger to his crew and
his ship. Just how dangerous, he was soon to find
out. Jim spoke to Daniels. "Are there any telepaths
or clairvoyant specialists in this region?"
Daniels laughed, "No," he said. "But there is a
mystic called Erka residing upon the planet Minerva,
are we to proceed to Cestre?"
Jim shook his head. "We shall wait here
awhile and see what transpires." He ordered Tony to
put the computer on D.A. (Defence-Alert). It would
then report all hostile actions within certain
distances from the ship.
Then he ordered a rest period for everyone. If
the girl was hostile, he wanted her to make her
move now before they began their mission. The
woman was aware of Jim’s telepathy, hiding
something by blocking his thoughts.
He lay down on his bunk bed and completely
relaxed as his astral body moved from its physical
form. Hovering for a moment, he then directed
himself through several levels to number six. Whilst
in astral form the physical world viewed as if through
a prism, hazy on its perimeter. His every move
directed by pure thought as he moved at incredible
speed across the ceiling and down the huge
cavernous interior.
Stopping and hovering, he then moved
upwards through several floors and into the
chamber where the girl sat.
Momentarily, her eyes caught his glance and
he knew she was aware of his presence. What was
the mystery surrounding her as she poured forth
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hidden signals a siren from ancient earth mythology
and dangerous. Daniels entered through the
doorway, stopping and gazing at her. "Annah," he
said, "Princess of the four satellites. Why are you
here Annah?"
She gazed at him coldly, unmoving. "It was
as I told you," she said.
Daniels moved towards her. "That you are a
Princess may be true but how did you arrive here in
deep space?" he asked slyly. "It would have taken
years in a freighter ship.''
"It did take considerable time," she stated,
fixing him with a steely gaze. “Now will you leave
this cabin please?"
Jim was sure it was some kind of game
because she was aware of his presence and
Daniels was asking awkward questions. She had
the power to lure men to do her bidding, showing no
indication of this as Jim placed her under scrutiny.
Daniels moved towards the door and
stopped. "We are aware that you have pin-pointed
our position, but it will be to no avail, this ship could
fight and control both your empires together," he
said as he made his exit. This was supposed to be
Annah, Princess of the four satellites, whom Daniels
had heard of before.
Jim moved quickly away from her cabin and
up to the flight deck. He projected himself to the
very perimeter of the planet Cestre.
Two ships were fighting for supremacy. Each
was firing missiles and projectiles, trying to gain an
initiative. On the surface, a war was in progress, yet
here in space it was quiet except for the two ships
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locked in combat. The war was still contained within
the planet's boundaries, only a small part had
escaped to space.
There was no danger to I.G.C.1, as it would
take several years for any of their ships to travel the
diameter of their own system, based on the current
technology. He decided to do what he had originally
intended, to bring I.G.C.1 behind the outer planet in
the Hystera system.
He arrived back in his body just as there was
a knock at the door and Daniels entered. "One
moment Garforth," said Jim as he cued into Tony on
the Flight deck. "Tony, set course immediately for
the outer planet of the system, light speed."
Tony acknowledged and then Daniels spoke.
"I have been to see the woman Annah, again and I
don't think she is a Phetran Princess."
"How did you reach that conclusion,
Garforth?" replied Jim.
“I called her princess of the three satellites.”
“I don’t see the point.”
"The Princess of the Three Satellites is a
myth, a legend."
“Is this another of your trick questions?"
"Yes. That woman is dangerous she could be
from anywhere including another galaxy."
“I agree with you and until we have
verification she will stay confined.”
The usual cold egotistical exterior of Daniels
had disappeared and he was now a frightened man.
Jim spoke to him. "How easy would it be to
contact President Artella and Emperor Vahn?"
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“Emperor Vahn impossible, he is guarded
night and day and will see no one. President
Artella is a reasonable man and will listen. He is at
the moment under intense pressure as his
weaponry has become outdated.”
"I want you to arrange a meeting with
President Artella as soon as we reach Hystera."
"I don't know whether I can manage to do
that, they are both after me."
"I’m sure you'll do it," said Jim persuasively.
"Is there a communication frequency?"
"Yes, I've already fed it into the computer,"
concluded Daniels.
After two hours, I.G.C.1 slid slowly into
position behind the outer planet. Jim strode onto the
flight deck and issued his orders. He would keep
Gail and Tony on board whilst Norman and he took
one probe fighter and Daniels the other. They would
contact the President en-route.
As preparations were underway, Jim handed
Tony a computer disc. "Tony, it will take two hours
to Cestre, if I do not contact you within another two,
follow the instructions on this disc to the letter."
Tony nodded and pocketed the disc. The two probe
fighters on level ten were long and sleek and had
five fins running from nose to tail. They both hovered
and then left I.G.C.1 simultaneously, thrusting into
the dark, black void.
Three hours later, they reached the outer
atmosphere of Cestre. The planet was slightly
nearer to the sun than earth and Krakor and
consequently its equatorial region was a hot,
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steaming swamp. The Polar Regions were smaller
and large inhospitable deserts scattered its
landscape amongst two small oceans.
Both Norman and Jim had been watching a
computerised history of the planet, showing its
evolution over a period of fifteen centuries after a
cosmic disaster of such proportions that it had wiped
out nearly all remnants of humanity.
An asteroid as large as a moon had come
very close to the atmosphere of Cestre, causing the
planet to swing on its axis, moving the polar regions
to the equator and visa-versa. Vast tidal waves, five
miles high, had swept from the oceans, destroying
seventy percent of the population in one cruel blow.
Before the disaster, the planet had been a virtual
paradise, in the aftermath, two warring tribes.
Their progressions were slow and painful and
with the advent of aerial bombing all cities driven
underground. Both were mighty nations. The Zzars
could not convert by subversion and ideology, so
resorted to war. Both continents were now on a
continuous war footing.
The balance of power swung to the Zzar's
side via a computer installed by an unknown source,
which
rendered
the
Phetran
missiles
incommunicado. The Zzars could now penetrate the
opponent’s territory without fear of retaliation. Jim
now had to investigate both sides of the conflict in
order to assess the amount of involvement needed
to right the injustice.
Daniels' voice came over the ship-to-ship
communicator. "I have contacted the Phetre
headquarters and have them on the video scan."
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Jim then informed them who he was and
requested a diplomatic audience with President
Artella. A brief pause followed as the Phetre high
command made their decision. According to
Daniels, both regimes were aware of the existence
of the policing force. The reply came back quickly,
diplomatic audience accepted, move to following coordinates. As the figures came onto the screen they
were automatically logged by the computer. The
two probe fighters slowly turned and entered into the
planet's atmosphere, following the pre-determined
course. The two craft came out of their descent just
below cloud level, looking down on an ugly cratered
landscape, hideously scarred by constant bombing.
Above the noise of the engines the fighters'
warning system was heard a high-pitched bleeping
sound. The computer then confirmed that a cluster
of Zzar missiles was on the horizon heading towards
them. Jim keyed in instructions to the computer for
a thermo laser spread-destruct. As the missiles
came into visual range, a fan like spread of light
beams left both ships instantly hitting each missile.
Each one dissolved in mid-air, the dust
dissipating in the strong air currents. The two craft
were now in horizontal flight at two thousand feet.
What seemed like a huge bottomless crater
appeared just ahead and they slowly flew into it at a
forty-five degree angle.
They landed on a large, square-lit area, and
Jim switched off the engines. Upon alighting, a
body of men approached, all heavily armed, wearing
red body-fitting combat suits. The leader had a
broad band of white across his chest, obviously a
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higher rank marking. He stood to attention and
addressed Jim. "I am General Bayna of the Imperial
Guard."
Jim acknowledged. "I am Jim Long a space
agent of the Space Police Federation."
“Would you and your party please
accompany me?" Jim nodded and they moved
through a rock face into a corridor beyond. Entering
a large room, the guards formed into a semi circle,
whilst the General and Jim's party remained in the
middle. A door opened in front of them and two men
in white combat suits stepped forward to greet them.
President Artella was a very tall, well-built man in his
fifties. The general introduced him to Jim and they
both shook hands. The President opened the
conversation.
"Welcome to the planet Cestre and the
Phetre nation. Before we talk I would like to request
that you turn that man over to me." He was pointing
at a rather uncomfortable Daniels.
Jim replied, "May I remind you Mr. President
that we are under the terms of diplomatic truce, and
S.A. Daniels is still under my command. If he has
exceeded his authority here on this planet, he will be
disciplined by my high command."
The President spoke again. "It has been
established that he dealt in espionage as a double
agent for the Zzars."
Jim returned an explanation. “His directive
was to observe and report. If there has been a
violation I will register a complaint to my superiors
on your behalf."
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The President showed no emotion as he
spoke again. “I request to you, that he be dealt with
by my own courts.”
“I will lodge your request in my log when I
return to my mother ship. Until then he remains
under my command.”
The President seemed satisfied as he
beckoned Jim over to the far side of the room where
they could talk alone. He spoke quietly to Jim.
"I am aware that you have superior weapons
and therefore it would be a useless exercise trying
to intimidate you.
However, I must request
information as to your mission here?"
"Mr. President," began Jim. "There has been
a severe misbalance of power on your planet.
Normally, the Federation does not interfere in
domestic matters and S.A. Daniels instructed to
report, not act, on the situation. There are dark
forces with the same technology as ourselves,
whom we believe have supplied the Zzars with a
superior weapon, namely a computer. I must either
balance that power or take it away. I shall, if you so
wish, inform you of any decisions that I may make.
My first requirement would be to let you negotiate, at
a neutral venue, with Emperor Vahn."
The President looked alarmed.
“With all due respect to you Mr. Long, I do not
think that is at all possible.”
“Nevertheless, I must try Mr. President.” The
President nodded as he spoke. “If I may acquaint
you with a little history, which I am sure you already
know the Zzars are a proud and arrogant race who
feel that they are mentally and physically superior to
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anything or anyone on this planet. They rule by
propaganda and fear, breeding a super race to
eliminate all that is inferior.”
“My thanks Mr. President, but I still have to
make contact with the Zzars.”
“Then I wish you well.”
"If I may ask a question, sir?" said Jim as
Artella nodded. “We have a female aboard our
mother ship, who we rescued from the Zzars; she
claims to be your daughter Annah."
Artella's face paled. “Then she is lying, my
daughter Annah died three years ago."
Jim took out of his pocket a small flat
rectangular computer and a picture of the girl
appeared on it.
“I wonder if you can identify this woman, sir,”
asked Jim as he handed the computerised picture to
the president.
“Yes,” replied Artella, “That is Karla, daughter
of Emperor Vahn!”
Jim now knew she was the link with the dark
forces.
The President spoke interrupting his
thoughts. “Please accept our hospitality,
refreshments are available.”
They all sat down, ate, and drank. Both
General Bayna and Daniels kept exchanging
awkward glances. Jim realised that Daniels was a
definite liability and through his own actions had lost
his neutrality, he had to remove him from the area if
the negotiations with the Zzars were to continue.
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Daniels was ordered to return to I.G.C.1 and
keep Karla under strict observation, whilst Jim and
Norman tried to arrange a meeting with the Zzars.

The two probe fighters moved slowly out of
the large crater and into the murky, dust-laden
atmosphere; Daniels towards the mother ship, Jim
and Norman towards the Zzars' continent. Efforts to
contact the Zzars' headquarters were fruitless.
Several missiles were directed at them, but the
probe was travelling at a height of five hundred feet
and at such a speed that left them hopelessly
behind.
The sudden force of deceleration came upon
them, slowing the probe down to an observation
pace. Jim landed the craft by the side of a volcano
from which the computer had pinpointed a large
power source. Setting the automatic defence
system onto ‘alert', both he and Norman clambered
out onto the rocky landscape. Just ahead of them,
cut out of the hillside, was a large cave entrance.
Upon entering, they found a track leading
downward into the mountain, gradually becoming
illuminated. They came out at the top of a high
ridge, which overlooked a huge valley hollowed out
of rock. Below them were rows and rows of missiles
standing on an endless conveyor belt that stretched
for miles in both directions.
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Moving down a sloping ramp, they entered a
small anteroom, which had, on long racks, rows of
black, full-length cloaks. Putting on one each, they
stepped out into a corridor beyond. Several people
came towards them without any apparent
recognition of who they were. Six men chained
together came out of a side entrance, followed by an
armed guard. As they turned a corner in the
corridor, a control room of some kind loomed ahead.
They entered and waited. A large man seated on a
swivel chair which was slightly elevated, was
visually checking all his instruments. He was
wearing a long black skullcap with two large fin-like
protrusions running horizontally from the rear,
obviously a rank marking of some kind.
As Jim and Norman edged towards him, a
young man gave him some papers, addressing him
as General. Reading the document, the general
waved the young man away as Jim and Norman
operated their defence shields. Jim raised his
handgun to the general's temple and spoke.
“General, I wish you to take me to Emperor Vahn
immediately.” The general gazed at the handgun
with surprise and uncertainty, knowing it was a
weapon he had never seen the like of before. The
three of them moved through several rooms that led
into a transport area in which were parked several
small 'bubble' craft with front and rear seats. Jim and
Nobby sat in the rear with the general in the front at
the controls. The small transporter moved swiftly
away from the platform and down a long winding
tunnel.
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The general spoke. "Who are you?" he
enquired.
"I am Jim Long of the Police Federation, here
on diplomatic duties."
“We have our own laws. You are not from
Cestre?”
“No,” replied Jim, “we are from another star
system.”
“Your technology will be welcomed by us.”
“I'm sure it would."
The general was of such a low intellect that
Jim could read his mind. He saw promotion for
himself delivering them to the Emperor's personal
guard, unharmed if possible, dead if necessary.
The small craft came to rest outside a tenstorey building. The general had brought them
straight to military headquarters. Two guards on
duty in the doorway saluted the general as they
walked into the building. As they moved towards the
elevator, the general spoke. “Emperor Vahn is in
the operations room on the fourth floor.”
They were now walking through a kind of rest
area frequented by twenty armed guards as the
general made his move. “Intruders,” he shouted as
he flung himself to the floor. Before the guards
could move, Jim and Norman, back to back, sprayed
the room with their handguns. A flat green beam
came out of both weapons spreading out at one
hundred and eighty degrees, rendering everyone
except the general, who was on the floor,
unconscious.
Jim picked up the general by the collar and
warned him through clenched teeth, “The next time
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will be your last. Now take me to your Emperor.” The
general nodded as they moved into the elevator up
to the fourth floor.
The door opened onto a large, spacious
operation's room. In the centre was an unusual
spherical shaped computer. The general, upon
entering the room, bowed from the waist.
"Your excellency, I have two visitors here
from the Space Police Federation," he stated
blandly.
The Emperor seated on a higher level than
everyone else, moved his arm and the guards used
their guns. Jim and Norman remained motionless
as the general flung himself to one side. The
weapons were of an automatic type firing rapid
rounds of heat tracer bullets that hit their defence
shields and harmlessly dissolved. The Emperor sat
in disbelief and ordered a ceasefire. Jim pointed his
handgun at the emperor. “Clear the room Emperor
Vahn, immediately," he said.
Vahn waved his arms and the guards quickly
made their exit except for the general.
Jim moved towards the Emperor, speaking as
he did so. "Jim Long from the Space Police
Federation, based on a star system far from here. I
am here on diplomatic duty."
The Emperor replied in sneering tones.
"There is no diplomatic immunity here. If you are not
a Zzarian then you are hostile."
"Then you will listen to what I have to say,"
Jim answered. "I wish you to meet President Artella
of the Phetrians.”
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The emperor sprang to his feet in a rage.
"Never will I meet that imbecile," he stated with
hatred on his face.
Jim moved over to the spherical computer,
obviously an advanced model from another star
system. "You have a military advantage," said Jim,
to the Emperor.
"And I intend to keep it," rasped the Emperor
back.”
“I cannot allow that Excellency.''
The Emperor leaned forward with his eyes
once again full of hatred.
"I can tell you Mr. Long that you will not leave
here alive."
"I repeat," said Jim, "will you meet the Phetre
leader?"
"I will meet no one," replied the glaring Vahn.
Jim nodded to Norman and they both circled the
computer and then pointed their guns at it. Vahn
screamed out. "No" and flung himself behind his
large chair. The general who was hiding behind
another computer suddenly appeared holding a
large weapon on his shoulder with a cylinder
attached. The general fired as Jim caught him in a
paralysing beam. A fountain spray of gas hit both
Jim and Norman in the face. The only weapon they
had not guarded against, a gas gun from another
star system. Jim knew he had miscalculated as
both he and Norman slowly collapsed onto the floor.
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CHAPTER 5
Jim and Norman slowly awoke from the
stunning effect of the gas gun. They found
themselves in a small windowless room with one
door, lined with metal bars. Jim looked down at his
waistband, both their handguns were missing. He
surveyed the room as he spoke. “Did you see the
weapon they used?” He asked.
“Yes,” replied Norman. “It was a gas gun from
another star system. I hope they don’t have the gas
bomb.”
Jim felt into his inside breast pocket. They
had missed his personal communicator.
He
checked the time it was now nearly four hours since
they had left IGC 1 and Tony would now be listening
to the disc he had left with further instructions. Only
Jim knew what was on that disc and the action to
follow. It worried him that their guns were now in the
hands of the Zzars, but he doubted whether their
scientists would be able to work out the complexity
involved in firing them. Jim looked through the
doorway and up the long corridor. There was no
sign of any guards. The lock was an old-fashioned
mortise design. He had a strange feeling of
abandonment, left to perish. Norman interrupted his
thoughts with me same answer.
“I think we have been left here to die,
skipper,” he said.
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Jim nodded. "Or for ransom, let’s get some
rest Nobby while we can."
Norman’s eyes opened wide in amazement.
"Aren't we going to try and escape sir?"
"We might do if we kept at that lock for a few
weeks, but there is no need. IGC 1 should be in
orbit within the next few hours."
Something clicked in Norman's mind, "Ah-the
message disc you left with Tony."
Jim nodded again and then leaned back and
closed his eyes.
Daniels arrived back at IGC One in the fighter
probe and met Tony Fraser in the control room. He
spoke in rather worried tones.
"We visited President Artella, and then Jim
and Clark proceeded to the Zzar Empire."
"Thank you for the report sir," replied Tony,
respectfully. "I'll log it immediately."
Daniels continued. "The woman on board is
not who she says she is. She is Karla the daughter
of Emperor Vahn." Tony listened as Daniels gave
him the details logging each item into the computer.
He pressed a control panel and the room she was in
came into vision, but there was no sign of her.
Tony frowned in astonishment. "It's
impossible, however could she pass through that
door," he said.
Daniels responded quickly. "I'll go down and
investigate. Put out a full internal sensor probe," he
said, as he charged towards the elevator and
disappeared from view. Tony turned to Gail who
was already putting into progress an internal sensor
search. The computer clock registered that it was
108

time to activate the disc that Jim had left. Tony
listened to the disc, which was of one-minute
duration and then took action.
He shouted a command across the control
room to Gail. "Set an immediate course for Cestre,
estimated time of arrival, two hours. Then proceed
into elliptical orbit."
Gail nodded, feeding all the relevant
information into the computer. The ship's engines
roared into life, propelling the giant bulk forward
towards the centre of the planet of the system.
Tony spoke to Gail again. "Frosty, have the
internal sensors picked up any life forms?"
“The computer is still engaged on internal
probe,” she replied as she turned and answered.
“No answer as yet.”
Tony nodded and sat back with his arms
folded, waiting patiently. Daniels' face visualized on
the main viewing screen. He looked haggard and
unwell as he spoke.
"Somehow she has slipped passed the
electronic defences on the door—she's hiding
somewhere down here, I know it. I'm going to search
every level, keeping in communication as I go."
Tony turned back to Gail. "Why the hell
doesn't he wait for a report from the computer then
we can pinpoint where she is," he retorted.
Gail shook her head in disbelief, she was
sure Daniels was heading for a complete
breakdown. All of his responses to stress and other
problems were very much like Jim's, as would be
expected from such highly trained and motivated
individuals. Both were clinical, analytical and
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positive in their behaviour but a wave of uncontrolled
emotion was starting to destroy those qualities in
Daniels.
Tony Fraser was now in an unenviable
position. He was in charge of a large complex ship
having on board a senior officer who was gradually
becoming unstable.
The ship's computer, still on its own internal
sensor search, suddenly spoke. "Present situation
aboard - five life forms accounted on IGC One."
Tony and Gail turned and stared hard at each other.
Tony immediately programmed for a re-check. After
a thirty second delay the computer spoke again.
"Re-check - four life forms aboard IGC One."
Tony knew that the computer was reading the
internal sensors, and could not be wrong, but who or
what was the other person? Tony keyed in an
identification and position demand.
The computer reported again. "Two life forms
on level on - one life form on level two - one life form
on level six.''
Tony tried to contact Daniels again but there
was no response. He stood up and took out a hand
communicator from a small aperture, and armed
himself with a handgun, as he moved towards the
elevator he spoke to Gail. "You're in command
Frosty, I'm going to try and find Daniels and the girl."
She nodded as he entered the elevator and
the door closed. Tony crouched as the elevator
reached level six. The doors opened and he flung
himself out in a forward roll with his gun pointing
down the corridor. He kept to the sidewall as he
entered into the engine room and passed through
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the complexity of throbbing machinery, pausing at
each corner, until he reached the main translucent,
engine inspection hatch located on the floor.
He gazed into the hatch at the five large,
spheres that created the electro-magnetic energy
force fields giving the engines their enormous
power. The setting was in a circular motion with
various light-energy pulses of differing colours
moving in a continuous lightening effect, between
them. The craft speed governed by the distances
between them. When the spheres moved apart the
ship slowed down, when close together the ship
reached light speed.
A hand touched his shoulder; with instant
reaction, he turned levelling his gun. It was Daniels.
"There's no one here," he hissed.
Tony realised that Karla must have been on
the second level and nearer to the control room. He
informed Daniels and they both moved to level two
via the elevator. Tony tried to contact Gail with his
communicator but met with an ominous silence. He
then decided to proceed directly to the control room,
but the elevator would not pass level two. Both he
and Daniels moved up the stairs approaching the
main door into level one. Daniels operated the door
controls and nothing happened. Tony took off the
hatch cover to the door control and inside was a
liquefied mess of fused wires.
"Sabotage," he snarled to himself. Daniels
seemed deflated, not knowing what to do as Tony
took command of the situation. "We'll try the
conference room on level two and hope that one of
the keyboards is still operational,” he said, as they
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moved down again. The conference room was in
semi-darkness as they entered. Tony checked the
keyboards on the circular table and the screen in the
centre lit up. He then requested information on how
to open the level one door.
Daniels sat down grimfaced. "We've had it,"
he said. "Something's in control of this ship."
Tony knew that Daniel's command was
deteriorating, depression being the first stage. The
computer gave out the instructions with regard to the
blocked door. The text read manual door controls
situated on level three, computer room located on
main computer panel.
Tony looked at Daniels and spoke to him.
"Sir, I'm going down to the computer room. I would
like you to stay here and keep trying to contact
Gail.''
Daniels nodded, and Tony proceeded down
the elevator to level three.
The whole of level three was a huge spiral of
eight-foot high computer banks. He entered at the
centre of the spiral and gazed at the control panels;
this was one of the most sensitive areas of the ship,
and any damage here would have severe
consequences. He moved his hand over a light
sensitive key and a small screen lit up in front of
him. The text on the screen informed him of how to
switch to manual control. He warned of the dangers
of manual flight, and that the ship's defences would
not operate automatically. The C.S.O. aboard would
be responsible for all errors of judgment.
"Damn it," he said to himself, "I only want one
door on manual, not the whole ship."
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The warning sequence finished and he keyed
in the reference for the level one door. Completely
filling one wall section was a matrix containing twoinch squares, each one an individual control. There
was a click and one lit up springing open like a small
door revealing a small button, which he pressed.
The door on level one would now be open, and
would stay so, until the manual button operated
again.
Tony hurried back to level two and found that
Daniels had received no response from the control
room. Both he and Daniels moved up the stairs to
level one and Tony crouched as he entered the
open control room door. Karla was standing in the
middle of the room laughing, then stepping sideways
and slowly evaporated as if sliding behind an
invisible wall. Tony ran over, but whatever was
there had disappeared. He gazed around the
control room but he could not see Gail. He
presumed kidnapping and she had disappeared the
same way as Karla.
Tony keyed in the computer for a re-check on
life forms. The computer spoke, "Re-check - two life
forms only on level one."
Tony was perplexed. He checked the
computer once again to see if any of the outer air
lock doors had been opened but with negative
results. The only explanation he could think of was
that some kind of matter transmitter was in use.
Daniels remained seated, his head propped up by
his hands. "We're under the control of some alien
force, I know it," he said flatly.
113

Tony answered, "There are only the two of us
on board this ship sir. Whoever was here, has taken
Frosty with them."
He did another computer check, this time
requesting the nearest life forms to the ship. The
computer then started on a tirade of information
about each planet in that system. He cut the
computer off and rephrased the question, requesting
the presence of alien life forms. The answer was
negative.
He never believed that it would be
otherwise.
IGC 1 came slowly into orbit around the
planet Cestre. Tony put the plan that Jim had left
into action. He released six black spheres, which
moved around the planet on the same orbit as
themselves, fully covering the whole of the surface
area with their weaponry. A thermo laser beam
from one of the black spheres destroyed a bank of
missiles sent by the Zzars. The computer now had
full observation of any hostilities occurring anywhere
on the planet.
Jim suddenly sat upright; his communicator
was making a strange buzzing noise that informed
him that IGC1 was in the near vicinity.
He
immediately called the ship and heard Tony's
relieved voice. Jim spoke quietly to him.
"Has the observation plan been executed
yet?" he asked.
"Yes sir," replied Tony.
"Good. I want you to take a fix on our
coordinates and send two hand weapons down on
the matter transmitter."
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There was a short pause and Tony spoke
again. "Guns dispatched now."
A white hazy glow appeared at Jim's feet and
two handguns slowly materialised. Jim picked them
up threw one to Norman and then adjusted his own
aiming at the door and firing. A large spread beam
of white intense light came from the nozzle and hit
the door with a small explosion. The six inch thick
metal disintegrated leaving a hole four feet square.
Jim and Norman climbed through into the corridor.
Jim then used his communicator once more.
“Tony, keep our coordinates under observation."
Tony acknowledged as they set off down the
corridor. They found themselves in some kind of
prison catacomb sloping gently upwards to other
levels.
They passed through several empty
chambers until they reached a small cave with an
outer door. Two armed guards turned as Jim and
Norman entered. Jim fired onto the wall between
them and a large gaping hole appeared. He then
ordered them to throw their weapons to the ground.
As the two weapons fell to the floor he told them to
proceed to the control room, the two men walking in
front. They moved into a lift slowly upwards, twenty
or so levels and Jim adjusted his handgun to stun,
firing at the two men, knocking them unconscious.
The door opened and both he and Norman
stepped out into the control centre where they had
stood before. Jim adjusted his handgun to full blast
as Emperor Vahn turned and stared at them, two
stolen pistols tucked into his large belt and as he
tried to jerk one free, Jim fired at the metal chair he
was seated on. It completely disintegrated throwing
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the Emperor heavily to the floor. One of the guards
nearby tried to fire a gas gun, which was liquefied in
his hands by a remarkable shot from Norman who
then pulled the Emperor to his feet, took the two
pistols from his belt and marched him towards Jim.
"You have one more chance," said Jim coldly.
"You will see the Phetre leader and stop this war."
The Emperor's look of hatred gave Jim his
answer and he aimed his gun at the large spherical
computer and fired. A great shower of white hot,
exploding metal filled the air as the computer
disappeared from existence. Jim pointed the gun's
nozzle at Vahn's temple and coldly gazed into his
eyes.
"Tell your men to bring out all the gas guns
and place them onto that table over there." Vahn
nodded as he spoke. "Do as he wishes."
Four gas guns appeared and placed on the
tabletop as Norman levelled his gun and fired. The
guns glowed white hot and then disappeared. Jim
had passed the stage of patient diplomacy. Action
and force were the only behaviour patterns that the
brutal Zzar regime understood. Marching the
Emperor before them, Jim and Norman moved
quickly into the corridor outside.
Using his
communicator, Jim spoke to Tony and requested a
directional finder upon their probe fighter. As he
expected, the fighter was not in the original landing
position and had moved. No one could have
entered the ship because of the defence systems.
As they reached a junction in the corridor, a
red pulsating light came on at the top of the
communicator. As he moved it to the left the light
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became dim, to the right it became brighter. They
moved down several corridors following the stronger
light until they reached a large cavern. The probe
fighter was standing on a large transporter in the
middle. As they approached, Jim operated the
security lock via the communicator and the hatch
opened.
They all entered and Vahn snarled at them.
"You'll never leave here alive."
Jim fired the engines and handed control to
Norman who controlled the craft by hovering three
feet above the ground. The craft moved slowly
forward along the cavern. Above the roof gradually
sloped upwards into a large volcano type orifice.
Hovering just below he contacted Tony to take a
bearing, and requested one two-second burst of
thermo-laser power.
The craft moved slowly backwards to its
previous position and within seconds, a red beam
from one of the black spheres circling the planet, hit
the armoured section of the orifice, blowing it to
pieces, leaving a large hole through to the surface.
As far as the Emperor was concerned, Jim
had no further use for him. He knew that whatever
happened, Vahn would neither concede nor
arbitrate. He looked at Vahn and warned him.
"War is useless, there are no winners only
losers," he said as he shoved the Emperor through
the hatch. Vahn hit the floor and rolled over then
struggled to his feet and shook his fist in anger. The
probe fighter then moved swiftly through the orifice
and sped into orbit.
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As Jim and Nobby entered the control room
of I.G.C 1, they saw a grim faced Tony seated at the
controls. Tony spoke first.
"I'm sorry to have to tell you sir, but Gail has
been kidnapped. I have no idea by whom or what.
The woman Karla has also disappeared."
Jim nodded and replied. "There is nothing
you could have done Tony. She has certain powers
that are above that of a normal human.''
"At one point," said Tony quietly, "the
computer stated that there were five of us on board
the ship!''
Jim turned speaking his thoughts aloud. "So
the dark one has arrived and he dictates the next
move," he said turning to face Tony. "Send a
message to the Phetre headquarters. Tell the
President that the balance of power is now equal
and Cestre kept under observation until further
notice. I'll be in my cabin if you need me."
Tony proceeded to relay the message as Jim
walked over to the elevator and entered. In his
quarters, he concentrated all his thoughts towards
Gail using the telepathic communicator. Her mind
slowly came to him, instead of the usual logic and
precision he felt a modicum of panic. He could see
through her eyes, encased in some kind of elastic
bubble. He spoke to her and her mind became
calm.
She answered him saying that she did not
know where she was, but it was not in this universe.
The picture then faded and his thoughts ceased.
Jim knew that she was in no immediate danger but a
prisoner in a hostile environment. He could not
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even find her with his astral body, unless he knew
her location. It was, as with the physical body,
possible to search for years without finding her
present position. He thought of Vanders, but that
could take a long time and he could only work in
astral form from that distance.
The one of darkness must have been
involved, and contact made in the near future,
probably to lure him into a trap. While Gail was
hostage, Jim felt under threat. His only answer was
to project his astral body to the planet Cestre, and
observe the Phetre headquarters.
The President was under heavy ground
attack from the Zzars as his spirit form looked
downward and he knew that he had to quickly find
Karla and extract the whereabouts of Gail from her.
His psyche quickly moved towards Zzar
headquarters and within a few seconds he was
there floating over the main control room. The Zzars
had started the attack, moving their forces in vast
waves of armoured hover ships across the surface.
Everything in the air was destroyed by IGC 1's black
observation spheres. What Jim had done in effect,
was to move the war from air bombardment to full
ground offensive.
Emperor Vahn was nowhere to been seen,
but his generals scurried back and forth, giving
orders for the assault. Jim moved through the
control room wall sideways and came out in another
anteroom. It was some kind of throne room; the
Emperor himself sat at a control console, viewing a
large screen in the corner of the room, showing his
forces attacking. Jim moved just behind the
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Emperor's seat and concentrated on him
telepathically. A great confusion of thoughts ran
through his mind. The Emperor's conceptions were
very basic and distorted. Jim could see quite clearly
mental pictures of his past conquests and his future
ambitions. The Emperor was standing on a temple
in the sky with billions of people worshipping him.
He knew Jim was in his mind and put his hands over
his ears as if in anguish. A mental battle ensued
with Jim trying to gain the information regarding the
present location of his female companion.
A picture of Karla came quickly into focus,
and by her side was Frosty. In the background was
a strange looking man with no hair on his head and
no protruding ears, just small holes where they
would normally be.
The mental pictures began to break up and
another force entered and blocked Jim's mind. The
Emperor fell across the desk in exhaustion and Jim
felt a black barrier trying to surround his astral form.
Karla had entered the room her mind was
powerful with a strong mental barrier and he knew
she was being aided by a very strong evil force. He
immediately projected himself back awaking aboard
IGC 1 in physical form and looking at the time on his
communicator. One hour exactly had passed since
he had left his body. Entering the control room, he
acknowledged Tony with a wave of his arm, and
seated himself alongside Garforth who was looking
ahead with a glassy stare.
"Garforth?" said Jim quietly. "I have seen a
picture of a man with no hair on his head, and no
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protruding ears. Have you any idea who or what he
is?"
Daniels' eyes blinked, and his head turned
slowly towards Jim as he spoke. "That is Erka, a
strange mystic who dwells on the planet Minerva."
"Thank you Garforth, I think that it's time you
rested," he said quietly, quickly walking over to Tony
as Norman entered through the elevator door.
Sitting down slowly he addressed them both.
"Nobby, Tony, I want you to do a computer
check on the Planet Minerva," he said.
Jim had now technically ended his mission.
The advanced computer which the Zzars had held,
was now destroyed and he could do very little else
under the conditions of his orders. Someone
kidnapped a member of his crew and his actions
were very concise and clear. He must make every
attempt to rescue the crewmember without
endangering either the ship or crew.
The computer's metallic voice broke into his
thoughts. "Detail reference Planet Minerva-a ratio
six planet circling planet Rhoda (ratio fifteen) Rhoda
atmosphere contains no life forms-large gaseous
bulk-hydrogen, helium-Planet Minerva supports life inhabited by Troads - half human animal tribe - also
the one called Erka - guardian of the mind –
information incomplete-end of details."
The information that the computer gave was
sketchy and without complete factual substance, but
enough for Jim to piece together. Ratio six was the
same size as Krakor and Earth, ratio fifteen was
more like Jupiter in its dimensions. The unusual
point was that Minerva was a planet circling a
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planet. He did not know the meaning of Erka,
guardian of the mind. Under Jim's instructions, the
spheres were ordered back to the ship and IGC 1
left the orbit of Cestre, bound for Minerva. The war
on Cestre was now in the hands of destiny.
The estimated time to Minerva was one and a
half hours. As Jim sat in the controller's seat, he
programmed the computer to intercept all
information from the Phetre and Zzar planet based
computers. Somewhere in the memory banks was
the answer to where Gail was located. Jim needed
every small detail to enable him to find out where
the 'dark one' was hiding.
The whole control room lit up as panel by
panel came into operation. The computer began to
use more and more power as it probed into space,
its sensors searching for the invisible key that would
unlock the mysteries of the planet-based computers.
The ship's computer was so powerful that it
was nearly inexhaustible. Its only limitation was the
power needed to allow function. In space, there
were limitations. IGC 1 had three power packs
linked together. One of them was capable of
providing lighting and power to a whole city for
twelve months, at which time it reached the end of
its life suddenly. There were no repairs, as the
materials in the sealed electronic-magnetic core
came to the end of their existence. The more power
used, the shorter the life. By linking three together,
there was less chance of overloading and their joint
life extended to five years. Situated on level eight
was an emergency power pack, automatically used
upon failure of the main three.
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Each power pack measured fifty feet square
and replaced when the ship had a major overall
every five years.
Jim issued further instructions to Tony
requesting that any messages regarding Minerva be
relayed to control after interception. It was not long
before the computer reacted and information came
on to the visual screen.
The Zzar headquarters sent an urgent
transmission to one of their ships patrolling in the
Minerva section, with instructions to land and harass
all aliens. The Zzar fighter was no match for IGC 1
in space or on a planet, but it needed to be
neutralised before Jim and his party arrived. A
space sensor search was initiated with negative
results the ship having already landed on the planet.
As Jim gazed at the main screen, he could see
Karla's face on it. He drew Tony's attention to the
screen, but Tony saw nothing. He then knew it was
obviously telepathic and that she was using some
kind of occult power. She must have located the
ship with her own mind, to come aboard in astral
form or to pinpoint their position. He gave out a firm
instruction.
"Tony, the computer room on level three,
isolate it and take out life support systems."
Tony obeyed the command and several air
lock doors slid shut, completely sealing level three.
If she did manage to materialise to cause damage,
she would find her self without life support. Jim tried
to find her with telepathy but blocked by a small
black cloud. He cleared his mind and concentrated
on Gail's image and soon the cloud disappeared.
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His own power was naturally stronger than
hers was and he could actually see her in astral
form. She was aboard the ship on level three but
could do no damage being unable to materialise.
He still could not be sure how strong she was
mentally. In a second, she had disappeared and
Jim knew she had returned to her body.
His own mental powers were getting stronger
each time he used them. He knew the location! She
was waiting for him on the planet Minerva. Her
presence faded and he sensed another entity as
strong as his own. Telepathy was still new to him.
What he had just witnessed was just a jumbled
mass of pictures and events. He had to expand and
develop his own mind in a logically and disciplined
way or it would all remain pieces of a never-ending
jigsaw. Telepathic intuition told him Karla had the
use of a more powerful entity, probably the One of
Darkness, his own counterpart. She had no powers
of her own and everything that she had done in the
paranormal was through the other being.
Jim supposed that he could, with the aid of
the bracelets, take one of his colleagues with him to
another dimension. Presently neither of them knew
of his special powers, although Gail must have had
a slight awareness that Jim could probe her mind.
He had planned to tell them as soon as possible but
events had moved too swiftly against him. He now
had to tell Norman without Tony or Daniels
becoming aware of the fact.
His mind then transferred to the problem in
hand. Karla was the bait dangling in front of him
and he had concentrated on her for too long. He
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cut her from his mind and placed his thoughts on the
other stronger entity. Surely, he thought to himself,
it should not be too difficult to find an aura of evil
from another being, telepathically. Vanders had said
that they were equals, evenly matched in all things,
and the other did have the advantage of surprise.
Jim knew that somehow a marker placed
aboard his craft allowed his enemies to know where
he was located at any one time. He felt that the
sensor problem on level six was probably something
to do with it, a fact that he would investigate after
Gail’s release.
His thoughts reached out to Minerva. A
picture of Erka materialised. His face was puzzled,
as his unblinking eyes gazed at Jim. The picture
then dissolved and the picture of a cave formed in
his mind. It was very strange, shaped like an A with
the bottom cut out of the letter being the entrance.
His mind moved towards it, blocked by the face of
Erka again. It was a warning of some kind that it was
dangerous to enter. A man's dark silhouette stood
in the entrance.
He was laughing as he spoke. "Come and
find me Mr. Long I'm waiting."
The words uttered with a chilling authority in
the voice and Jim knew this was the being with who
he was in conflict. He could almost sense the power
and corruption that was within that dark human
frame. The images then faded and he was back
with his own thoughts. He had now at last found the
source rather than the diverting obstacles sent to
mislead and misdirect him.
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Minerva and the larger planet came into view
on the screen. The gravity pull of Rhoda was so
immense that every time the ship lined up for
Minerva it pulled away.
After several tricky
computer decisions and power acceleration, IGC 1
moved forward on its course. A normally powered
ship would have to plot a special course, keeping
quite a distance from Rhoda. IGC 1 reached orbit
around Minerva and Jim activated a sensor search.
One third of the surface was covered by thick
vegetation another third was water, and the
remaining third hot swamps. The ship's computer
seemed mystified by its mass. It was as if,
somewhere on the planet, the physical world
disappeared into an invisible one. Jim gave Tony
full instructions and then both Jim and Norman
transferred to level twelve and the waiting probe
fighter.
The fighter moved swiftly into the outer
atmosphere and through the high-scattered cloud
base over its equatorial sector, on a slow
descending flight path. They levelled off at two
thousand feet and travelled horizontally northwards,
observing the landscape below.
The bubbling,
boiling, turbulent swamp seemed like a nightmare
below them, where a forced landing would mean
instant death. Gradually the scene changed to large
landmasses of thick jungle growth with large
clearings scattered here and there, populated by
trees, which grew long branches from the trunk
parallel to the horizon.
A mountain range loomed up ahead as Jim
placed the probe on to automatic systems. The ship
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would now take a zigzag level course whilst the
computer scanned the planet's surface. Jim settled
back in the pilot's seat and keyed in a computer link
between IGC 1 and the probe. He decided to inform
Norman of his special powers and spoke mentally
as Norman's head swung towards him in surprise.
"Was that you skipper?" he exclaimed. “I
heard you speak to me, but you didn’t.”
"Yes Nobby,” replied Jim mentally. “As you
are probably now aware, I have special powers
granted to me by the use of these two bracelets."
Norman stared at Jim's wrists and nodded.
Jim sensed a barrage of thoughts, which he
cut off, because Norman's mind became chaotic.
"I have the power to visit universes
undreamed of by man,” he said, this time speaking
normally. “Both inner and outer worlds of thought
and imagination that co-exist by natural order, and
have done so since time began. There is also a dark
force, my own counterpart, who has taken Frosty
prisoner somewhere on this planet.''
“I wondered why we were travelling to
Minerva; there didn't seem to be any leads in that
direction."
"That is correct the trail leads in that direction
telepathically. We must find the guardian Erka who
has the knowledge of Gail’s precise location.
According to the computer there are several
nomadic tribes wandering about down there. One of
them the Troads are half human, half beast.''
"That's a chilling thought do they behave like
an animal or a human?"
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"The computer suggests that many of them
are probably cannibals. I think we would do well to
avoid them if at all possible."
Jim paused for a moment and then spoke
again. "Before we land I would like to experiment in
order to find out the strengths and weaknesses of
these bracelets in regard to you."
“You mean to take me with you?"
"Just a short trip, Nobby, all existences are
relative, we would automatically return to departure
point. I want you to concentrate and clear your mind
and whatever happens accept that I am in full
control."
"I will try and do as you say skipper."
There came a few moments of contemplation
and then Jim slowly disappeared from view, much to
Norman's surprise. After seconds, he reappeared
and grasped his arm with his left hand. They both
disappeared from the cockpit of the probe fighter
and materialised again in the thirtieth dimension.
As Norman watched the rainbows
intermixing, he revealed his thoughts aloud. "What
a beautiful place," he exclaimed in awe. "There are
such wonderful colours, and so peaceful."
Jim nodded as he replied. "Now we must
return to the probe."
They both returned to the ship, Norman still
exhilarated by the visit. Below them an ocean in the
middle of which lay an island. Jim took the probe off
automatic and circled the perimeter looking for a
place to land. There was not a flat section to be
seen anywhere. The whole land mass was made up
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of crazy horizontal trees and rocky pinnacles of
varying height and mass.
The craft could land onto sloping sections but
it was very dangerous to do so. A slide would cause
damage to occur to the underneath hover thrusters
and then they would need a runway in which to take
off with the rear thrusters. Jim sighted another
island in the distance and promptly maneuvered the
probe again over the ocean. He flew about twenty
feet above the water on a steady straight course.
A computer warning came nearly too late for
Jim to take avoiding action. The large head and
neck of an amphibious beast rose out of the water in
front of them. It was about thirty feet high with huge
bloated eyes and two armoured tentacles protruding
from its temples.
Jim's quick reaction pulled the nose of the
ship sharply upwards as he tried to avoid the large
head and open mouth displaying sharp, jagged
teeth. Before he could operate the throttles to allow
them to escape, a tongue appeared with remarkable
speed from the monster's mouth and wrapped itself
around the ship three times. The huge head then
slowly began to sink in the water its prey in its
tongue. Jim minimized engine thrust in order to give
his weapons full power. All probe fighters thrust
power came from two small chemical electromagnetic engines situated at the rear.
Jim snapped an order at Norman. "Hazer
power strength five."
Pressing the firing button a green beam of
light hit the beast on its armoured neck, causing little
if no effect. He then tried strength eight and a red
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beam hit the large reptilian head. The ship jerked in
the air as the beam failed not unlike delivering a tenvolt electrical shock to a whale. There was no time
to think as the probe sank below the surface firmly
gripped in the tongue of the beast. He had no idea
how the ship would respond underwater, if at all.
Surviving underwater was not a problem if the
engines were still responding. First, they had to
avoid a move into the beast's large mouth.
Jim keyed a question into the computer. It
was feasible that the tongue of this beast, unlike its
armoured head and body, was ultra sensitive. The
computer gave confirmation and instructions on how
to direct hazer power through the force field
surrounding the body of the ship. There was a
warning that a short circuit could occur underwater
leaving them with damaged engines and a loss of
power and life support. Norman moved to the rear
section and interchanged two movable parts into the
computer banks.
The beast was now sinking deeper into the
ocean, probably to its lair in order to eat and digest
its catch. A quick computer check told Jim that they
were now at a depth of three hundred feet and
dropping, and the beast was about a hundred feet in
length.
Norman returned looking stressed as he
spoke. "I've interchanged sections ten and twenty
four as the computer instructed."
Jim nodded and replied. "I'm only using one
engine for power, Nobby. We may need the other
one to get out of here."
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He again keyed into the computer to give him
manual control of the defence shield. One of the
keys on the side of the consul lit up, notifying him of
the change. He pressed the button for five seconds
as the whole ship vibrated causing a green haze
making the water boil and bubble. The beast
obviously felt pain as it writhed in the water, tossing
the probe in all directions but without losing its grip.
Jim pressed the button again for fifteen
seconds. The beast's tongue completely unrolled
releasing the ship. Its throes of pain caused near
tidal waves as the probe buffeted, thrown through
the water. The rear thrusters fired and the ship
moved swiftly through the depths with the beast
following. Its tongue snaked out from those
cavernous jaws and caught the ship with a simple
wrap-over of its tongue.
The force field diverter was fired again for ten
seconds; in great pain, the beast released the ship
yet again. A red warning light and audible alarm
activated, indicating that the engine controlling the
force field was overloading. The beast caught them
up again but this time it opened its jaws. It was
going to swim towards them and swallow the whole
ship. As the ship hovered between those huge
teeth, the diverter fired again for fifteen seconds and
the beast writhed in agony and dropped away.
A stream of black smoke with an
accompanying burning smell filled the cabin and
they were plunged into darkness as the computer
flashed a message across the main screen.
Number one engine malfunction - number two
engine operational.
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Jim knew that malfunction was an under
statement; the engine was completely burnt out.
They were now functioning with one engine that was
controlling thrust power, life support and the
computer. The danger of overloading was imminent
and would be disastrous. The beast now was very
angry and still seemed determined to have its meal,
as it once again moved towards the ship with great
speed. All power routed to the engine leaving a
small percentage for life support.
Tremendous turbulence erupted around them
and Norman pointed to another huge beastlike
serpent approaching from the starboard side. The
engine gave a five-second power boost and the ship
sped to the surface leaving the two monsters locked
in combat. All ancillaries routed to quarter power,
including the computer and life support system. The
remaining engine, could, if preserved, take them
back into orbit.
The probe broke through the water surface
and skimmed across the waves with the rear
thrusters on half power. As they approached the
landmass, Jim cut the engines and decided to test
the base thrusters. Rising slowly in the air the craft
hovered at a forty-five degree tilt, nose down. The
forward base thrusters were not working because of
damage by the beast's tongue and Jim had great
difficulty in preventing the ship flipping over onto its
back. He slowly slid the ship forward until it rested
once again on the sea. Because of the damaged
thrusters, the craft could neither be trimmed nor
balanced. To attempt orbit he would have to use the
sea as a runway or dive into the depths and thrust
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upward like a missile. Moving slowly around the
coastline they looked for a place to land. By now all
information would have automatically been relayed
to the main computer aboard IGC One, including the
clash with the large sea reptile.
On the computer screen various options
appeared.
One option was that the matter
transporter could send another engine down. After
conference with Norman, they decided against
because it would take a week to ten days to install
and test. The second was to take the probe into the
upper atmosphere and use the mother ship's
traction beam. This he shelved for the time being, as
his first objective was to try to find the mystic who in
turn would lead him to Gail.
Not under consideration was the third option
of another probe fighter ferrying down using
Garforth. He could send for Tony but that would
mean leaving IGC 1 in automatic orbit around
Minerva, and standing orders did not allow this on
operational duties. Jim knew he was dealing with
supernatural powers and his duty was to keep Tony
aboard at all times, as the computer could not deal
also with paranormal situations.
The loss of IGC 1 meant that they would be
stranded for many months, even years. Norman
broke into Jim's thoughts with a pointed finger.
"Look down there skipper! I think we've found
a landing place."
Instead of the usual sandy beach or rock,
normally seen joining land and water, here were
long green stretches of vegetation, resembling
grass.
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Norman spoke again. "Shall we land here
skipper?" he said gazing into Jim's unmoving face.
Jim could not take his eyes of the mass of
green that confronted them as he replied.
"Let's try sensors first Nobby, Eh?"
Norman nodded in acknowledgement as he
cued the computer to do its work again. The
information slowly came onto the screen. 'This is an
immediate warning of carnivorous vegetation and
plant life.' As they approached nearer a pattern of
green oval discs emerged, set out like crazy paving
and stretching inland for several hundred yards.
"We have to find a way around that green belt
Nobby," said Jim quietly. "One thing is certain we
can't land near it."
Norman was puzzled. "Why ever not?" he
replied. "It shouldn't damage the craft."
Jim grinned. "If that's what I think it is, we
wouldn't survive more than a few seconds,'' he said
grimly.”
“It looks very beautiful and picturesque,''
retorted Norman.”
”And inviting,'' finished Jim.
Norman puzzled by the answer but knowing
Jim's experience was invaluable. Time was now of
the utmost importance and they were being diverted
by a cruel and inhospitable planet.
The green vegetation infested the whole
coastline. The two options were, anchor the ship at
sea in the shallow sections, or try to hover their way
over the green mass onto the land beyond. He
decided to anchor the ship moving slightly starboard
and towards a huge rock that jutted out of the water.
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He brought the ship alongside and operated a
switch on the panel. There was a loud thud heard as
a spike with wire attached embedded itself into the
rock.
Disembarking each took a handgun and one
rifle plus their two communicators. They then left the
ship, setting the defence system and moved towards
the rocky shale acting like a bridge over the green
vegetation. Jim led the way up the rocky path
looking nervously to the left and right. They stopped
at the top of the ridge and Norman stared at the
large green mass below entranced by its beauty as
he pushed the rifle nozzle towards it with Jim
stopping him abruptly by grabbing his wrist.
"Don't touch it Nobby," he said. "Let's get out
of here quickly."
They moved down the long path and down
the other side of the green beach towards the
jungle. In front of them stretched fifty yards of flat
landscape where the trodden ground turned into
several crossing pathways. Jim stopped and put his
ear to the ground. He stood up again and beckoned
Norman to a clump of bushes on their left for cover.
Norman's eyes opened in amazement at what
he saw. Across the clearing galloped a man-horse;
a centaur from earth's past mythology. From the
waist upward, he was like a normal man, from the
waist down, the body and legs of a horse. The
creature chased by other beings that had the two
legs of a human, whilst the upper part looked like a
cross between a dog and a cat and covered in hair.
The leader of the bipeds stopped, lunged backwards
and threw a large spear towards the quadruped.
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The spear skimmed off its back leaving a large flesh
wound as the other bipeds surrounded it, chanting
and waving their spears. It lashed out with its front
legs and then turned with a well-timed back kick,
sending one of the bipeds spinning into the air to
land on part of the green section.
There was a horrific gurgling and gobbling
sound as the green section opened up twenty feet in
diameter, showing rows of pin type projections
slowly shutting tight on its helpless victim as it
disappeared from view under the ground.
Norman stared in horror and then toward Jim.
He was glad that Jim had not let him touch it.
They feared for the safety of the quadruped and
decided to intervene. Jim gave a nod to Norman
and they both took out their handguns, placing them
on stun and thirty degree spread. They stood up
and fired at the front running bipeds causing them to
collapse as the others ran off in terror back to the
jungle.
They walked towards the dazed quadruped
and spoke.
"We mean you no harm," Jim stated as the
startled creature backed away and spoke to them.
"Thank you, where are you from?"
Jim showed surprise at how well the creature
spoke. "We are from another galaxy," he replied,
pointing to the sky.
"Yes-I understand, you come from the sky,"
the creature said gazing upwards. "My name is
Huurzd."
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"I am Jim Long and this is Norman Clarke.
Who were the others?" replied Jim pointing his hand
in the direction of the bipeds.
"We're all members of the Troads tribe which
is split into two sections-the lower forms and
ourselves.''
Huurzd suddenly moved his head from one
side to the other, as if sensing something that
neither Jim nor Norman could see or hear. He then
spoke in an urgent tone. "We must move quickly,
we are in great danger in this clearing. I will take
you to a place of safety, follow me."
He set off at a small gallop with which Jim
and Norman had great difficulty keeping pace. After
several minutes of travelling through the jungle, they
reached another clearing and Huurzd stopped dead
sticking his nose in a forward direction sniffing in the
air as the two caught up with him. "There are others
like you waiting ahead in ambush for us."
Jim was confused for a moment by the
statement suddenly realizing that it must be Karla
and her crew of the Zzar ship. His thoughts
projected and Huurzd reared slightly gazing at him
in amazement. “You are telepathic,'' he said with a
surprised look.
Jim nodded his head. "I'm sorry if I startled
you," he said grinning. "There is only one on our
planet who has such a gift, Erka the guardian.”
At last, Jim had some information that he
needed. "Where can I locate Erka?"
"Yonder island," replied Huurzd pointing back
the way they had come.
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Jim nodded; it was the island that they had
circled twice looking for a landing place. Jim
addressed Huurzd again. "How do we get to the
island?"
"It is forbidden for our people to set foot there,
except for Rall our leader."
"It is not forbidden for us Huuzrd. Tell me,
how does Rall visit the island?"
"Erka sends over the floating sphere to take
Rall there and bring him back."
"Then we must go to where the sphere
lands."
Huurzd nodded in confirmation.
Jim did not wish a confrontation with the crew
of the Zzar ship so they took an evasive course up
the coast to the landing zone of the sphere. Their
progress was long and hazardous due to the
horizontal trees in front of them. Huurzd knew the
jungle well and led them through several clearings
avoiding all contact until they reached a small village
on the coast.
It was strangely silent; no one came to greet
them. As they wandered through the large square
shaped buildings, Huurzd spoke to Jim. "My tribe
will have sensed danger and will have fled to a place
of safety until the strangers have gone." Jim nodded
in agreement, as he looked at the carnage inside the
buildings, pleased that there were no people
involved in the maliciously destroyed and burnt
contents. Jim wanted to continue to where the
sphere would land, but Huurzd said it was too
dangerous in the dark, so they decided to stay in the
village.
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Jim took this opportunity via his
communicator to report to the large computer
aboard IGC One-Tony would now probably be
sleeping or on a rest period and when he awoke the
computer would relay him the information. He then
placed the communicator on sensor guard to give
audible indication of anyone or anything that came
within fifty feet of their position. They then settled
into a deep exhausted sleep in one of the large
square buildings built on the perimeter of the village.
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CHAPTER 6
After four hours, the low-pitched bleep of the
communicator woke Jim. He took out his thermo
laser handgun and beckoned to Norman to cover
the door. Huuzrd already on his feet looked through
a small window sniffing in the air. He placed his
hand gently onto Jim's gun and shook his head.
Outside in the clearing was a small glowing
creature. It was about eighteen inches high and
resembled an elf-like human creature in miniature.
It had a large almost square nose and two
protruding eyes with pointed ears on an oval head.
Its luminosity was so intense that the area
around it for several yards was completely
illuminated. It was busy eating some kind of
vegetation that grew in the clearing. Jim's gaze
averted to a clump of trees to the creatures right.
There he could see two shapes, emerging into the
dull glow. There was no mistaking the shapes of
two Zzar warriors. The leading one laughed
levelling his gun at the creature and firing. The
bullet hit the creature midriff and ricocheted back at
exactly the same speed and velocity hitting the Zzar
in the throat from the position where he had levelled
his rifle.
The second warrior approached the creature
and using the butt end of his rifle, brought it crashing
down on the creatures head. For a brief few
140

seconds the warrior himself lit up, as did the small
animal and then the warrior disintegrated into large
pieces that slowly fell to the ground. This small,
seemingly tranquil creature had a natural force field
protection that destroyed its enemies.
Huurzd explained that the creature was a
Tuusra and that during the day it was harmless and
it was possible to hold them in your hands, at night
the self-generated force field gave protection. They
had had a short, but refreshing sleep and Jim
needed to continue on the journey. Huurzd
explained that daybreak was in an hour and that it
would be foolish to start their journey in the dark, as
there were many dangers. Jim agreed and they all
settled down for a short rest. It was not very long
before streams of daylight started to glow on the
dark cloudless sky.
At daybreak they gazed through the windows
at the magnificent sight of the huge sister planet
Rhoda emerging from an ocean skyline. It was
green in colour tinged with reds and blues and with
a clear haze surrounding its circumference.
It evoked a strong emotion as Jim and
Norman stared in awe at the beautiful spectacle
feeling they could reach up and touch it as it hung in
the sky. A planet circling a planet, in turn circling a
sun, must cause many breathtaking variations,
including some very unusual eclipses. Huurzd
picked up their thoughts and spoke. "You admire
the view?" he said cautiously.
Jim looked at him and then back at the
skyline. “Oh yes, it has a charisma of its own,'' he
said smiling realizing that Huurzd saw it every day.
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Huurzd pointed to the coastline. "We are
very near now to where the sphere will land," he
said. "I suggest we leave immediately." Jim nodded
and then both he and Norman followed Huurzd until
they reached a hill over looking a large bay. Huurzd
looked down into the ocean below. "That is where
the sphere lands," he stated rather nervously,
casting his eyes in all directions and then turning to
Jim. "I must speak to Rall first, alone."
Jim nodded, he understood. Huurzd then
cantered down the slope and into the bay. Jim sat
down resting his back on a large rock clasping his
hands beneath his head as he surveyed the scene
below.
Norman spoke as he watched the quadruped
gallop across the beach. "Do you think we can trust
them?" he said.
"We can trust them," replied Jim, "but
whether or not they will let us aboard the sphere is
another thing. What we are dealing with here is
some kind of ancient, sacred ritual."
"And we are classed as outsiders," said
Norman as they then walked down a small path to
the sea. Upon entering the bay, Jim kept to the left
screening their movements behind a large ridge of
rock, which stretched inland for a few miles, and
took up a watchful stance from one of the jutting
sections. It looked out onto a flat plain of land
showing no sign of the green vegetation that they
had encountered earlier. In front of them was a
large section of the strange horizontal trees and,
beyond that, tall green vegetation.
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Huurzd and another quadruped came into
view talking to one another as they moved over the
flat plain. Jim stood up on top of the rock and
waved. Huurzd waved back and moved towards
them, stopping just below where Jim was standing.
Jim opened the conversation. "Greetings Rall," he
exclaimed, looking directly into his eyes. "We would
like to visit the island with you."
Rall shook his head. "Only the chosen ones
can visit there," he stated quietly. Jim did not wish to
argue; he had to go to the island therefore strongly
made his point. "I must go out there Rall, Erka is
expecting me."
Rall looked startled as Jim uttered those
words and moved his head slightly to one side. "If
Erka is expecting you, he will inform me."
Rall had given Jim his answer. Jim would
contact Erka telepathically in order that Rall would
comply. Jim sat down and closed his eyes in
contemplation. As he did, there was a loud rumbling
noise from the trees and half a mile in front of them
a large craft rose into the air, hovering menacingly.
Jim opened his eyes and quickly stood up
shouting at Huurzd and Rall. "Take cover." The two
galloped up the slope and all four of them moved
behind a large rock face. The ship fired a projectile
that hit the side of the hill where they had been
standing and erupted in a ball of flame, shooting out
long tentacles of thermo-laser light beams. Jim
snarled at himself.
“They have thermo-laser
bombs?'' he exclaimed.
Norman, still in shock, answered, "It must be
something to do with that woman Karla you were
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talking about.'' The thermo-laser bomb was a
natural progression from the handgun, and although
in police scientific circles they had progressed much
further, the Cestre civilisation had only just reached
the space age and was not capable of producing
such weaponry. Jim knew that what he had seen
over the past few days was a gross violation of all
the federation principles and taking out his
communicator he signalled a danger alert to IGC
One while the Zzar ship hung in the air above the
trees, unmoving.
Norman took out his
communicator activating the danger signal, lifting up
his rifle and taking cover behind the rocks, he
commenced firing at the ship. As was expected, the
rifles were not powerful enough and the beams just
deflected from the ship's hull.
The ship fired another thermo-laser bomb,
which hit the hillside and erupted in a huge ball of
flame, its powerful thermo-rays destroying a huge
boulder in front of them. This was what Jim had
dreaded, the craft obviously had an adequate supply
of bombs and it was only a matter of time to instant
annihilation. He realised that IGC 1's orbit would be
crucial to their survival, only IGC 1 with its superior
and advanced firepower could hope to destroy or
cripple the Zzar ship.
The craft started to move slowly, probably to
gain more height, and then stopped. Jim had now
moved two hundred yards down the rocky ridge and
pointed his communicator in its direction. Norman
did likewise and a red light blinked on and off
indicating that they had formed a tri-co-ordinate of
its position. Now it was up to IGC 1. As the Zzar
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ship moved towards them, out of the sky a giant
green beam hit the ground in front of it resulting in a
large explosion of beach debris, causing the ship to
roll slightly. Jim now knew that Tony had their coordinates and was taking appropriate action from
orbit.
The first shot was a warning, as the orbit
would only last for possibly five minutes at an angle
from which they could fire with accuracy. Jim knew
that if the Zzar ship did not back off or even if it did,
Tony would have to cripple it to save them. The
ship still crept forward, firing another bomb as it did
so. The beam came out of the sky, this time red,
and striking the rear of the craft it penetrated straight
through and hit the ground below leaving a large
hole. Tony was using concentrated beam and had
just destroyed part of the engines. The alien craft
rolled about the sky and then dropped slowly with a
sickening thud behind the green foliage in front of
them.
Jim wiped the dust off his brow and shouted
up to Norman. "Tony's done it, reset
communicators." They now had only to contend with
the ground forces as the Zzar ship was completely
disabled. Jim closed his eyes and began to
concentrate creating a mental image of Erka's face
into his mind. He spoke to it asking for permission
to enter the sphere when it arrived. Erka nodded
and projected a verbal message into Rall's mind.
Rall looked in amazement as he received the
message informing him to bring the two visitors. He
acknowledged the message to both Erka and Jim
and then the image faded.
145

Jim opened his eyes and gazed at the Zzar
landing position. About half a dozen warriors, all
carrying weapons came towards them from the
cover of the trees. Jim crouched and fired the rifle
just ahead of them causing them all to dive for
cover. He then heard their return fire as bullets
screamed overhead. A stalemate followed leaving
the warriors in a position where it would be
impossible to enter the sphere when it arrived.
Somehow he had to get round behind them and stop
the attack.
"Give me cover Nobby," said Jim. "I'm going
to try and come round behind them."
Norman nodded, and leaning over the top of
the gradient fired a couple of short bursts. Jim crept
down behind the ridge, using it as a cover and then
when he thought he had travelled far enough leapt
through an opening and into the jungle behind his
foes. His eyes searched the ground to the left and
he noticed a small trail. He moved down on bended
knees, keeping as low as possible. Before him was
a gradient leading onto a small hillock. At the top, on
the right hand side he could see the Zzar ship
settled onto a small clearing.
There was not a sign of life as he hurried past
and into the foliage again. He kept to the vegetation
in order not to break cover and suddenly found
himself in another clearing.
On the far side was a clump of boulders in
front of which were three Zzar warriors, shielding
themselves against the firepower of Norman's rifle.
He placed his gun onto stun, setting the firing angle
to forty-five degrees and open fire with a short burst.
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The spread effect caught all three together,
rendering them unconscious. Jim crept slowly
forward taking their weapons and threw them into
the thick foliage. Then he moved cautiously up the
trail that led to the beach. As he turned a corner he
came face to face with two Zzar warriors who raised
their guns to fire, but Jim was quicker, diving and
turning, firing his rifle from the ground and hitting
both of them with the forty-five degree spread.
As far as he now knew, there was only one
soldier now hidden in the foliage. He stood up, but
the sound of a bullet whistling past his ear made him
dive for cover.
He used his communicator,
informing Norman of the situation, and then keeping
to the green vegetation moved to the location from
where the gun had fired.
He looked upward
hearing a rustling above in the trees as a warrior
leapt down toward him. Jim moved quickly, caught
by a glancing blow on the shoulder that threw him
onto the ground. The warrior rolled over on the
grassy slope aiming his gun at Jim, rasping out an
order for him to throw his handgun down. Jim
unclasped the locking mechanism on the holster and
activated the energy field locator on the barrel, and
slowly brought the gun out of the holster and up to
fire. The warrior fired, the bullets harmlessly
deflected much to his surprise as Jim swung his arm
level and fired.
The warrior rolled over,
unconscious.
Climbing on to high ground, he spoke to
Norman through his communicator that all was now
clear as he moved in the direction of the beach.
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Soon they were all together again on the
sandy shore looking out to the ocean. Jim spoke to
Rall. "Rall when does the sphere arrive?" he asked
patiently.
"It will be here very soon," Rall replied.
Jim nodded and they all walked down the
beach, Norman looking nervously towards the
jungle. Jim was concerned that Karla was strangely
absent as she had been on the Zzar ship. It was as
if the One of Darkness was playing a mischievous
game in a maze and they would never find the path
through the middle. The advantage was his at the
present of being able to transfer with others, great
distances without using conventional spacecraft.
Jim could go to any dimension physically but
would always return to the point of origin. Likewise,
he could travel any distance in metaphysical form
but his psyche would return to the point of origin, his
body. He wondered if Karla was using a special
personal matter transmitter or had the Dark One
gained some extra manipulative knowledge of the
C.T.D. and telepathic computer. The whole science
of matter transmission was unstable and only used
by humans in emergency conditions. Therefore, the
power source of the Dark One gave him a distinct
advantage in physical travel.
He knew it could not be so, for the Dark One
must be using a similar power source. Both their
powers were equal according to Jim’s information.
The words of the Ancient Ones repeated in his mind.
We can only help on a created imbalance. He
convinced himself that there was no imbalance and
that the answer to the Dark One's method of travel
148

must be in the application and manipulation of the
present power source. At this time Jim could not
experiment, he had to use the powers that he now
possessed to the best of his ability.
As they gazed across the water towards the
island, Jim saw a slight movement about two miles
away. It soon came into view travelling at a
tremendous speed, revealing itself as a large
transparent spherical object, some twenty feet in
diameter. It skimmed across the top of the ocean,
slowing down as it approached them, rolling gently
from the water to the beach. Rall approached the
sphere and motioned with his arm for Jim and
Norman to join him. A large opening appeared in
the object and the three of them entered into it. As
Jim waved to Huurzd, the aperture closed.
The sphere suddenly picked up momentum, it
was spinning but they were standing still inside, held
by a strange centrifugal force. Jim estimated the
speed at approximately two hundred miles an hour
and in just a few seconds the beach that they had
been on was a great distance away and the island
was becoming larger by the second. They were
almost into the jutting rocks when the sphere left the
water and floated gently into the air, moving directly
between the large bizarre trees and craters coming
to rest in a clearing under horizontal trees.
The aperture opened once again and the
three of them stepped out into a circular enclosure.
Jim slowly turned, moving in a full circle and
counting a total of eight entrances or exits situated
on the perimeter. Each entrance led off into a glass
tunnel.
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One of the tunnels seemed to glow and Rall
spoke to Jim. "I believe it is your entry point,'' he
said, his head motioning in that direction.
Jim was puzzled. "Aren't you coming with us
Rall?" he asked.
Rall shook his head. "This is as far as I go,"
he said. Jim nodded, and both he and Norman
entered the tunnel.
It seemed as though they had walked for
miles when the tunnel abruptly finished, separating
into two clearings the same as the ones, they had
just left with another illuminated entry ahead. The
two of them carried on for over an hour, through
many clearings, guided on their journey by the
illuminated entrances. It was a gigantic maze from
the outer edge of the island to the centre and any
unexpected visitors would roam forever.
It was obviously a kind of deterrent to keep
out uninvited guests. Everything seen from the air
contained the thick jungle vegetation, an
impenetrable mass of green foliage and trees. Jim
began to wonder if they would ever reach their
destination. Both men were feeling tired as they
entered yet another clearing suddenly producing in
front of them the huge ‘A’ shaped rock Jim had seen
in his visions. There was no sign of any living
creatures in the near vicinity; the air around them
was still and perfumed with a sweet scent.
Jim touched the flat surface of the lower
section of the A. One thing was certain; it was not
natural rock, but some kind of synthetic material
very similar in touch and vision. He and Norman
walked around the rock many times crying to locate
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a concealed entry point, without success. They
checked the whole area, but there was nothing there
except the huge ‘A’ rock. Although they were
completely enclosed by thick foliage the light was
strong and in the same colour as the plants.
Plucking a leaf off a tree, Jim knew the reason why.
They were translucent, and the sun's rays
penetrated through, resulting in a wondrous glowing
effect.
Jim heard a slight sound and as he turned a
door opened in the lower section of the A rock. He
moved forwards cautiously with Norman at his side.
They entered through the door and it closed behind
them. A strange sensation overcame them as the
floor gave way and they floated gently downwards,
settling on the large floor of a cavern. The walls
were smooth rock without a sign of another exit or
entry. Above them was a normal, rock-scarred,
natural structure. It was difficult to understand how
they had come to be there.
A small hole appeared in the wall opposite,
gradually expanding into a tall rectangular entrance.
The synthetic substance was capable of changes of
form in its structure that had an amazing effect on
the senses. One thing was certain, no man or beast
could accidentally penetrate this stronghold. They
both moved forward into a small rectangular room
which had smooth walls and a ceiling lit by unseen
lights that did not cast shadows. At the far end of
the chamber seated on a throne-like chair was the
personification of Jim's vision, the guardian Erka.
Erka spoke, not from his lips but from his
mind. "Greetings," he stated, the words penetrating
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both minds. "Jim Long at last we meet." He
extended his arm and two comfortable seats
appeared from out of the floor on which Jim and
Norman seated themselves.
Erka stared at Jim intently as he spoke.
"Why have you come to me? You have power and
knowledge to enter from any time or place."
Jim nodded as he answered the question. "I
would like to thank you Erka for your hospitality and
to inform you that you are correct. I do possess
certain powers, but many are still a mystery to me. I
do not wish to blunder into environments that are
hostile, where without knowledge I could perish."
"You are wise Mr. Long, we will rest a while
and then we shall talk some more." The chair on
which he sat swiveled around a hundred and eighty
degrees returning to its normal position, with Erka
gone. Norman was surprised as he mumbled to
Jim. ''You could have entered here, skipper,” asked
Norman incredulously.
Jim nodded and smiled. "Sometimes it is
wise to proceed with utmost caution. My counterpart
on the dark side has the advantage of experience
and therefore has the element of surprise on his
side. To jump immediately into combat would place
me at a disadvantage."
Norman was a little on edge but Jim knew
instinctively that they were quite safe in Erka's
stronghold. The whole island had been carefully
sealed at all points so that no intruders could enter
into this inner chamber, by accident or otherwise. To
what Erka was a guardian of Jim could only guess.
In present circumstances, he needed guidance and
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information and began to wonder whether he should
contact Vanders via telepathy for instructions, but
decided against it. After a period of thirty minutes,
the chair once again took its course and Erka
materialised, stood up and walked towards them.
He bowed curtly to Jim and spoke. "Mr. Long
you are one of the chosen two and I am the
guardian, I am at your service."
"Thank you Erka," he said. "What are you
guardian of?"
Erka raised his eyebrows surprised by the
question. "It was written many years ago,” he
replied. “That yourself and another would visit the
fantasy dimension of time."
"Please explain Erka," he replied, slightly
bewildered by the answer.
Erka nodded and continued. “Many, many
years ago a doorway was created in this very room,
a doorway to another dimension and many of my
ancestors entered to never be seen again. I am the
last of a race of telepaths who once populated this
planet. For the safety of all, a chosen guardian elect
became responsible and the entrance sealed off.
This doorway created by ten of our most powerful
minds came about by contemplation.
Their
combined telepathic powers were enormous and the
power they created reached a machine in a distant
star system. That machine I think you already know,
and is the source of your power."
Jim looked at his bracelets and then at Erka;
realisation dawned in his mind. Somehow, the ten
beings on this planet had tapped the psychic
computer on Krakor that in turn cross-linked with the
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Transcendent
Dimensional
computer
and
interrupted its programme whilst in session. Erka
listened to Jim's thoughts and nodded, and for the
first time smiled.
"Can you inform me, Erka," said Jim, "the
numerals from which the door was created?"
Erka frowned and concentrated. "I believe the
number you wish is One, Zero, Three."
Jim turned to Norman closing his eyes as he
spoke. "Nobby don't be alarmed, I'm going to
disappear for a few seconds."
Norman acceded and Jim once again turned
to Erka. "If you will forgive me for a moment while I
visualise the numbers."
"As you so wish Mr. Long,” Erka replied as
the bracelets glowed and the numbers started in
sequence in Jim's head, first slowly and then quickly
until he reached ninety. He then sped forward until
he reached one hundred and three. His body form
shuddered and disappeared from view and Jim
found himself in a strange environment completely
shrouded in a white mist. For a moment, his
bearings were lost. He was actually floating through
the white mist as if walking on a cloud, but there was
no ground and no sky.
The numbers quickly reversed in his mind
until he reached one and his body reformed by the
side of a startled Norman.
Jim spoke to Erka. "I would be obliged if you
would inform me of any knowledge that you may
have regarding this dimension of time."
"It is a world where humans are in mortal
danger. Only one of our races ever returned to
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inform us. For one person to enter is reasonably
safe, for two or more, there is great danger. Now,
another being has imprisoned a young woman
there. The world that is beyond this can take living
thoughts and ideas and transform them into living
entities. Indeed, it is its only function, nothing more
or less."
Jim was intrigued that a race of telepaths had
actually succeeded in using the machine at Krakor.
How many more races had used it?
Erka
broke
into
Jim's
thoughts.
"Unfortunately, the members of our race only had
one entrance and once they were in, found it very
difficult to find their way out again. However, you
and the other being leave and enter at your own
bidding."
"The guardian who entered and returned,"
said Jim. "Did he ever relate his own experiences?"
"When he entered he found one survivor
trying to find his way out, and he noted that two
minds, no matter how moral or how disciplined were
so far apart that they could not exist there together.
A great fight took place between their minds, a fight
that neither of them wanted. The stronger mind won
the battle and managed to find the exit back to this
world."
"And the other?" said Jim.
"Destroyed," replied Erka. "The laws of nature
of this particular dimension do not allow two minds
to co-exist. The girl imprisoned there is safe for the
present, as she is there alone. But as you are
aware, the other being can move in and out of there
at any time he may so choose."
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Jim spoke quietly but with urgency. "In other
words, when I enter, there will be a conflict that will
put my life and hers in danger?"
Erka nodded. "You have a certain time in
which to find her; she is imprisoned in a defensive
psychic bubble and her mind cannot penetrate to the
outside until the bubble bursts. If you do not, you
must leave and re-enter again."
Jim now had most of the relevant information
that he required, and he thanked Erka who smiled
and turning in his chair disappeared once more.
Norman spoke. "Take me with you skipper,
maybe I can help," he said pleadingly. Jim had
decided that Norman would be a possible enemy
rather than an ally within that dimension.
"No Nobby," he said. "I want you to stay here
and wait for me until I've had a chance to
reconnoitre." He then closed his eyes and started
contemplation. Once again the numbers raced
through his mind until they stopped at one hundred,
then crept forward another three places.
The swirling mist enveloped around him and
he knew that he had materialised in the fantasy
dimension of time. It was a strange sensation that
he then experienced as if he was standing in midair.
There was no ground or sky observed and he was
physically floating without movement. He moved
one leg forward in front of the other, but there did
not seem to be any forward inertia. He felt like a
living animation.
Although in a physical
environment, his mental instincts told him otherwise.
He started to walk briskly, but found himself
going nowhere. He knew he was expounding
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energy because he soon became breathless. There
were no indications or guidelines as to his relevant
position. He could have been in a large room, a
small room, on a wide-open prairie or even in a
small box. The mist allowed him to see only the
extent of his own body and nothing more. He
needed to find the imprisoned Gail somewhere in
this dimension; encased in a cocoon. He had to
make progress, what directions should he take,
there did not seem to be an answer.
He began to concentrate on moving by pure
thought and found himself propelled through the air
at tremendous speed with the mist swirling behind
him. He quickly controlled the thought and came to
an instant stop, once again floating in the still air.
The situation started to dawn on him slowly. He was
in a physical state, but could move and travel by
thought, as he would have done normally on the
psychic plane.
Concentrating on the ground or a solid base,
he began to move downwards and saw the ground
coming up to meet him as he touched down gently
onto it. The landscape was limited to a short viewing
distance because of the mist and emitted a glowing
bright pinkish colour. He started to walk in a forward
motion, the mist staying with him cutting his vision
down to twenty yards. It was maddening, what
direction was he taking? Where was he going? He
had no idea.
Taking out his small handgun with his left
hand, he aimed at the floor and fired. Nothing
happened. The weapon seemed useless in this
dimension and as these thoughts entered his mind,
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a replica gun appeared in his right hand. He fired
into the mist and a hot beam of thermo-laser power
blasted through it.
He placed the gun in his left hand back into
the holster and his thoughts concentrated onto a
communicator. The gun in his right hand slowly
dissolved and a small white communicator appeared
in its place. Closing his mind completely he saw the
small white box disappear from his vision. The fact
that thought could turn into physical reality was very
difficult to accept in practice.
His thoughts centralised on Gail and she
materialised in front of him. She was solid but
without a soul, an exact physical replica without
knowledge and recognition. Shutting out his
thoughts, she disappeared again. This time he
centred his thoughts on her location and a large
channel appeared clearing the mist in front of him.
It gained momentum, moving quickly onwards some
ten feet in width. He could see now for many miles
along the channel to a distant mountain range.
On top of one of the pink mountains was a
glimmering yellow light, obviously Gail’s location.
The thought left him and the mist came down again,
blanketing his position. He knew he had to get
some kind of a bearing, and he did not know how.
Should he take to the air and fly to the mountain?
Where was the mountain now? He tried to clear the
fog mentally with little success it seemed to be a
permanent fixture of this dimension.
His thoughts reached the mountain where
she was imprisoned, succeeding in building a
physical mountain wall in front of him. Once again
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he cleared his mind and thought of her location.
The channel appeared before him travelling to the
same point on the horizon. Now all he had to do
was to walk or fly along the channel, seemingly the
logical thing to do. He started to propel himself
through the air but trying to hold his thoughts on two
items became a strain and the channel disappeared.
He held his course in the air and reasoned
that by keeping in a straight line he would gradually
move nearer to his intended destination. Several
minutes on, he moved down to the ground, suddenly
coming out of the mist and into a large deep valley,
the bottom completely flat. Circling the valley were
a range of high mountains shrouded in the mist he
had just left. He came down slowly placing both his
feet on the marble type surface.

*

*

*

*

*

*

*

Tony slowly awakened from his rest period
and brought his swivel chair up from horizontal to
vertical. He then requested computer recall. A swift
report ensued giving full details of Jim and Norman's
progress. Tony turned and looked slowly across the
control room at Daniels who was lying gazing at the
ceiling above with an unblinking stare. The stress
had finally broken him and Tony knew it would not
be long before restraint became necessary.
IGC 1 was now in a large elliptical orbit
around Minerva travelling one full circle every four
hours. He gazed at the screen indicating the
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position of both Norman and Jim. There was only
one reading, that of Norman Clarke and although
puzzled Tony decided not to interfere. Jim would
obviously contact him if deemed necessary. He felt
the vibrations of one of the main engines firing, and
turned to the computer screen.
The orbit they were in was starting to decay,
the ship pulling towards the greater gravity force of
Rhodia. The computer had just automatically
adjusted the course to keep them in orbit and
everything seemed to be functioning correctly.
From a horizontal position, Daniels slowly sat
upright. He was gazing at the computer screen in
front of him as if transfixed.
Tony spoke. "Mr. Daniels," there was a long
pause as he waited for the reply. "Sir?" he finally
added. Daniels never moved and showed no
recognition of the remark. He was still gazing at the
screen nodding his head as if in acknowledgement
of some message. Tony gently placed his hand
onto Daniels' shoulder. He realised he could take no
chances with only two of them aboard, and if
incapacitated; Daniels would be in control, probably
with disastrous results.
Tony thought fast as he spoke, on how he
could get Daniels down to level two and into one of
the restraining cells. "Sir," he said, "I think we ought
to do a visual check of level two."
Daniels turned towards him slowly with a
strange smile on his lips. "Fine, Tony. Shall we
proceed now?"
Tony was disturbed by the rather casual
answer, he had not thought it would be that easy.
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"Yes sir we'll go now," he said without a trace of
emotion. They proceeded to the elevator and
moved down to level two.
Tony pondered on whether or not to use his
handgun to stun Daniels making it easier to place
him in a restraining cell. His only doubts were that
he was dealing with a senior officer who had given
him no reason to take any action whatsoever and
would have to log any irregularities and face the
consequences later.
As they walked down the passageway past
the cells, Tony decided that he would try to do it
diplomatically. "Sir," he said, "would you check the
cells while I check the conference room?"
Daniels smiled, chuckling as if he had an
inner knowledge. "Shall we check them together
Space officer?" he said with a smug smile on his
face.
Tony decided to take immediate action. "Shall
we go in together sir?"
Side by side they reached the first restraining
cell doorway as Tony suddenly stopped and tried to
swing away pushing Daniels into the cell. Daniels
fell to the floor twisting with his boot catching Tony
off balance. The conflict now in the open caused
Tony reached for his handgun. Daniels was quicker
moving his foot he kicked the weapon into the air
several yards up the corridor over Tony's head.
Slowly getting to their feet, they faced each
other across the corridor. Daniels was chuckling
hysterically to himself. "Thought you could get me
into a restraining cell, did you? Do you realise that
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this is mutiny Space Officer? I must ask you to step
into this cell."
Without his hand weapon, Tony was now at a
disadvantage to the physically and mentally superior
Daniels. He mentally chastised himself for not
taking action on the control deck where he could
easily have stunned him. Now he had a fight on his
hands. He lunged forwards at Daniels and they both
slid on the floor along the corridor. Daniels
somehow placed his boot into Tony's groin and
catapulted him overhead; he fell heavily but was
quickly on his feet. He attacked Daniels again, this
time with a wrestling hold, trying to reach the
pressure point on his neck. Daniels was even
swifter in his reaction and chopped with his hands
lightly at Tony's neck.
Tony felt a blackness overwhelm him as he
slumped to his knees onto the floor. Tony fought to
regain consciousness, as Daniels ran up the corridor
without even looking back.
Minute’s later Tony managed to stand up, his
senses dulled by the numbing effect of the blow to
his neck. He retained his handgun and slowly made
his way back to the control deck. As he entered, a
strange sight met his eyes. In the centre was a thin,
vertical strand of light, an inch across and some six
feet high. Daniels walked into it disappearing as if
behind a large column. The line then started to
recede at both ends, until it reached the middle
where it became a glowing dot, finally evaporating
into nothingness.
Tony knew that he must report to Jim
immediately but a violent shudder through the craft
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sent him racing to the control panels. Before he had
made his escape, Daniels had blasted
indiscriminately at two of the panels leaving large
circular burnt out holes, through which could be
seen the charred remnants of circuit boards.
Tony seated himself and started a computer
systems' check trying to locate the damaged circuits.
He breathed a sigh of relief when he realised that
there were only two systems damaged. The
automatic steering and pilot circuits were repairable.
Damaged, IGC 1 had left its orbit around Minerva
and hurtling towards Rhodia with an increased
velocity as the gravity of the giant planet pulled them
closer. According to the graphic display, he had
three and a half minutes in which to save the ship
from total destruction. The audio alarms were
screaming in his ears as Rhodia loomed upon the
screen. He quickly ran his fingers over the
keyboard, placing the ship under manual control that
would probably take one minute in time to transfer.
The steering orb slowly moved out of the consul and
floated in the air. He placed one hand onto the orb
and the other onto the keyboard, gazing at the
screen intently.
He swung the orb to the right, at the same
time firing the main engines. A large shudder went
through the ship as it started to move away from
Rhodia's immense gravity pull. The engine thrust
was nearly equal to sub light speed strength as the
ship's structure groaned from the intense stress that
it was undergoing. Rhodia swung across the screen
and out of view as Tony swung the orb to the left
and round to the other side of the planet and into
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deep space some hundred thousand miles, where
he brought the ship to a halt.
The unknown force that had taken Daniels
was now going to be a constant source of worry for
Tony. This was the second time that the strange
'door' had appeared. It meant that the ship's
defences were useless and that whoever or
whatever could penetrate at any time. He decided
to take further precautions. One, to repair the
damage, and two, he would control the ship from
level two and take out the life support systems on
level one and three to fourteen.
If the unknown antagonists reappeared on
level two, Tony would be waiting for them. The
control room of IGC 1 had been very cleverly
designed so major control units of the large
computer were on level three and in the control
room on level one. Each Control made up of
several smaller units of interchangeable parts and
components.
He exchanged the replaceable units and
interconnecting leads in just a few hours, placing the
ship back on automatic course for Minerva. All life
support systems excluding level two shut down,
except for light and heat. He programmed the
computer to carry out a sensor search every few
minutes and then tried to contact Jim.

*

*

*

*

*

*
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Norman was startled as his communicator's
audible alarm came into operation. He was so deep
in the earth that voice communication was not
possible. The communicator was so sensitive that it
could pick up electronic signals from a great
distance. The alarm stopped and a message text
appeared on the screen. It read, DANGER DANIELS DISAPPEARED IN SAME WAY AS
FROSTY.
PLEASE ADVISE – AWAITING
INSTRUCTION - TONY.
Now Norman was in a quandary. He called
to Erka. The huge chair once again swung round
and faced him. “It is urgent that I contact Jim,” he
said quietly. Erka nodded and closed his eyes for a
few seconds and then murmured. "It is done."
A few seconds later Jim reappeared. "Thank
you Erka," he said facing him, and then turning to
Norman. "What's the problem Nobby?"
Norman re-ran Tony's message with Jim
shaking his head slowly as he turned to Erka.
''The one with the unbalanced mind is being
used against you,” answered Erka and the next
question waiting in the subconscious mind of Jim.
''The one with the unbalanced mind is being used
against you, being prepared in order to enter the
fantasy dimension.''
Jim nodded as he explained to Norman. "The
Dark One is going to use Daniels' deranged mind to
try and destroy me, I still haven't located Frosty and
with a disturbed mind in that dimension the chances
of doing so are getting slimmer. I have to find an
answer."
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Erka blinked with his large eyes, listening to
Jim intently as his thoughts entered into Jim's head.
"Your thinking and whole being is still that of a
physical entity. You must learn to use your powers
to their full realisation. Only then will you succeed in
your quest."
Erka was right. Jim was fumbling along with
straight thought as he had done so many times
before and could not expect to beat a foe that used
vastly superior techniques. If the bubble encasing
Gail were to burst then the conflict would be
between Gail and Daniels. The Dark One had no
need for a face-to-face confrontation, leading him on
a futile chase.
Erka disappeared once again leaving Jim and
Norman alone together. Jim gave Norman a
message to relay via his communicator to Tony,
then he lay down comfortably and projected his
astral form up to IGC One. Within minutes, he had
floated onto level two and arrived behind Tony as
his transmitted message came up on the screen.
The order on the screen was to initiate a
massive scan of the planetary system in order to
locate an unusual vessel lurking somewhere in the
void. Tony put the giant scanners into operation and
half of the computer banks came to life consuming
an immense proportion of power. Shortly after,
information began to emerge, vast descriptive
notations of all that was out there.
Several hours later, the computer brought to
notice a ship lying motionless in a large asteroid
belt. Tony immediately noticed the abnormality. It
was colossal, at least five times larger than IGC One
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with the same weaponry capability. As Tony relayed
the message back to Norman, Jim in ethereal form
moved to the outside of the hull. There was a sight
that normal human eyes would never see, a hazy
blue projection into space thrusting out like an
umbrella from the large scan initiated. Suddenly, the
umbrella changed to a sharp blue beam of pulsating
light racing into infinity.
Tony had put a concentrated scan onto the
unidentified object. Jim's ethereal self moved swiftly
down the beam and into the large vessel in just a
few moments. Inside the ship on the control deck
were four humanoids with large squat heads and
large areas of body hair, obviously a race whose
technology was highly advanced but their bodies
were still in primitive form.
Moving around the ship Jim tried to find his
counterpart from the dark side, without success.
Instinctively he knew that this vessel was the Dark
One's entry and exit into this planetary system.
Much of the machinery, although of a strange
design, was similar to that of the Police craft.
The basic computer banks were of a radical
design and completely transparent so that every
circuit could be seen from one side to the other.
One of the crewmembers a kind of controller barked
out an order to the others. The controller accepted
a small object not unlike a handgun. He in turn laid
it on the floor and operated one of the controls on its
side. A pencil beam of light appeared vertically
travelling up to about six feet in length, looking like a
large, illuminated zipper. Another of their kind
emerged from the light carrying a small black case.
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Jim was amazed. The backward race of
humanoids was actually manipulating a portable
matter transmitter and receiver. The controller
touched the base of the machine and the light
disappeared. Floating down through the various
decks and through a computer, the strange lights
danced all around him as he passed through
another floor and stopped. At last, he had found
what he was looking for, the main power source.
Power for the whole craft came from this large pack
of cubic sections with a smaller secondary unit for
back up.
If he could damage the large pack, it would
be days, maybe a month before repairs were
possible, but could he do it in ethereal form? He
had somehow to get back his physical form, so he
moved back to Erka’s stronghold. Within seconds,
he had again become conscious beside a startled
Norman.
He smiled at his reaction as he spoke. "I'll be
with you in a moment," he said, relaxing once more
in his chair. This time he projected his thoughts
across the vast areas of space and finally located
Vanders.
Their two minds met clearly and consciously.
Jim explained to Vanders about the devise that he
had seen used by the aliens. He felt Vanders nod
his head and the answer returned, dimension one,
six, zero, use the mirrors of time in conjunction with
a matter transmitter. The two minds then parted as
Jim opened his eyes speaking quietly to Norman.
"Nobby, you and I are travelling again." Norman
nodded remembering the rainbow dimension clearly.
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Jim took him by the arm and the number sequence
came into their minds until it reached one, six, zero,
and they both faded from view.
They reappeared in what seemed to be a
dark area, around them in a circle were eight
rectangular prisms, eight feet high by four feet wide
and covered by a shimmering white light. Jim stared
hard at one of the rectangles and a picture emerged
of Erka's anteroom. Turning to another, a second
picture appeared showing the flight deck of the alien
craft. After several viewing sessions, Jim realized
that he was simultaneously viewing different
locations within that universe as they actually were
in the present state of time.
It was not unlike having cameras situated
anywhere that the mind so wished. Jim tried to
explain as best he could to Norman. "It seems
Nobby, that through these portals we can view
everything within the universe. Our own minds must
be the trigger. The One of Darkness must have
used this dimension to follow our every move."
Jim moved close to the picture of the alien
flight deck and stepped straight through it. He was
actually standing on the flight deck, not in physical
form but made up of small energy particles, like a
ghost. Norman watched in amazement as Jim
stepped back through the picture and became solid
again. Gazing at the picture, he murmured aloud.
"We need a matter receiver and then we can
materialize anywhere we wish." Norman nodded,
more in astonishment than realisation.
The primitive matter transmitter-receiver
aboard IGC 1 was nothing like the sophisticated
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version he had seen on the alien craft. Several
accidents had happened mainly due to errors in
computing the entry or exit coordinates. The
slightest error in calculation had people killed by
transmission into solids or deep space. There was
no margin of error allowed and even a computer
took several minutes to plan a course.
The One of Darkness had probably visited
IGC One several times, one of them being to kidnap
Gail, which led Jim to believe that matter transmitter
locators had been placed on board. It was
perplexing and yet simple. Entry and egress from
one, six, zero was the quickest form of travel in the
present locality. Both he and Norman had left Erka's
anteroom and arrived at the Hall of Mirrors in
physical form and when Jim recounted back to
number one they had materialised back in the
anteroom or point of origin.
Jim was frustrated, even with all these
powers he was limited to the laws that governed the
supernatural and the physical state of matter. He
seemed to be at such a disadvantage that he
decided to experiment. If he were to follow the
physical route it would mean trekking back to the
shuttle ship, which could take days, and there was
still no guarantee that he could obtain orbit. He
could use the matter receiver on IGC One, but both
he and Norman were so deep in the planet's interior
that the matter beam would only need a slight
deflection and they could be lost forever. There was
only one course of action, experimentation.
Taking the communicator from Norman, he
quickly keyed in several commands, transmitting
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them to Tony. Jim and Norman then proceeded
back into dimension one, six, zero.
Jim realised that the Dimensional and
Telepathic computer at Krakor always relayed the
physical form back to point of origin, as the ethereal
form always finds its body again. It was a safety
factor built into the system to make sure that the
user's physical self could return safely from any
other dimension. Jim needed to travel the same
way as his counterpart did otherwise he would be at
a disadvantage. If the theory in his mind were
correct, his immediate problem would be overcome.
A picture emerged on one of the prisms, showing
the flight deck of I.G.C One. They walked through
the prism and onto the flight deck, turning back into
ghostly forms as they moved toward the matter
transmitter, which as Jim had instructed, was
working at full capacity.
Jim steered Norman through the transmitting
rays and they both turned into physical form once
more.
Tony, sat at the control panel was
mesmerised.
"Sir," he said dropping his lower jaw
somewhat. "You just materialized on the flight
deck.''
"I'll explain later, Tony," replied Jim.
"Somewhere hidden aboard this ship there are
possibly one or two alien auto matter receiver
locators. We must find and destroy them as quickly
as possible." Tony nodded as Jim continued. "Have
we still got a scan on the alien vessel?"
"Yes sir, but its getting weaker."
“Have you pin-pointed the power source?''
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"Yes sir, I have it under concentrated scan."
"Put one concentrated matter beam onto that
deck containing the power modules and leave it
there."
"I will do as you order sir; it's very risky at this
distance. A fraction out and you may end up in the
middle of the power source."
Jim smiled. "I just require a transmitted
beam. Norman and I will pass through it at the other
end.''
Tony looked puzzled as they walked into the
matter beam again and disappeared from view. Jim
then concentrated on another window on which the
alien flight deck appeared, and then blurred, and a
picture of the power pack appeared. He beckoned
to Norman and they once again stepped through the
prism. They walked around the power pack and
came upon the green light projecting from the inside
of the hull, across the deck and into the power pack,
their own matter transmitter beam projected from
IGC One.
Walking through the beam, they both
returned into physical entities. Norman spoke. "Is
that our matter transmitter beam?"
Jim nodded. "We have to move fast I don't
know how long Tony can keep the beam constant.
If we are stranded here I am without my powers until
I return to my point of origin."
He took his handgun from his belt and aimed
it at the power pack. Slowly, he fired at the base,
where a large hole appeared. The lighting around
them shimmered and faded as he fired another shot
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into the middle. The ship was now on emergency
system from the smaller power packs.
The green light started to falter and Jim
realised that they had to leave immediately. He
grabbed hold of Norman's arm and ran back through
the beam as it ceased behind them. The number's
visualised and receded back to the number one and
both reappeared in Erka's anteroom. Jim had now
succeeded in doing what he had thought impossible,
disabling the alien craft.
Norman was full of questions. "How many
dimensions of time are there skipper?" he said.
"I don't know," replied Jim. "There could be
hundreds, maybe thousands of parallel existing
worlds." He now had only one thing on his mind, to
rescue Frosty as soon as possible. First, they would
rest and then explore the Hall of Mirrors yet again.
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CHAPTER 7
Returning to dimension one, six, zero, the hall
of mirrors, Jim busied himself exploring all the
different pictures implanted upon them. They each
contained a different image, except for one, which
was a constant colour gray. He took hold of
Norman’s wrist and walked through the mirror.
Norman seemed to be just holding an arm in empty
space and
Jim reappeared again smiling.
"Humorous to say Nobby, there's another hall of
mirrors through there."
Norman frowned, his comprehension of the
situation was not one hundred percent and he was
floundering somewhat.
Jim continued, "This whole dimension must
be made up of duplicated halls of mirrors, stretching
into infinity." He was certain that there were many
rooms available in order to accommodate several
hundred people if necessary. Each person directed
to separate compartments. He decided that they
had spent enough time in there and they quickly
returned to Erka's anteroom.
He informed Norman that he was now going
to try to find Gail and bring her out. With that, he
disappeared from view and re-entered one, zero,
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three, back in the clearing from where he had
departed. He examined the floor, a marble-like
substance stretching for some miles across a wide,
deep valley. Towering above was a mountain range
that was shrouded in the mist that he had already
travelled through.
He concentrated on Gail's mind, but nothing
happened. Maybe he was out of range, if there was
such a thing as a range in this dimension. Slowly he
began to float upwards towards the mist,
concentrating on the fact that this dimension had no
gravity and that he could travel anyhow and
anywhere he wished. At a height of twenty feet he
felt a rush of air around him that made him wobble
slightly, breaking his concentration, leaving him
floating in mid-air. Ahead in the distance, he spotted
a half-shaped spheroid craft moving across the
skyline at tremendous speed with the silhouette of a
man seated in it.
As the craft drew nearer he could quite
clearly see Daniels' face gazing out like a schoolboy
with a new toy, his mad laugh echoing against the
side of the mountains. Jim floated back down to the
ground as he watched the small craft continue one
manoeuvre after another in the air above. After a
while, Daniels became bored and dived towards him
from a great height. At the front of the craft, a small
nozzle protruded not unlike the nozzle of a thermolaser gun. Jim threw himself to one side as a beam
of destructive light hit the ground where he had been
standing throwing a cloud of marble debris into the
air, leaving a small scorched crater behind.
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Erka's words of warning flashed through Jim's
mind: "You are thinking only as a physical man." By
this time Daniels had circled once again, and
gaining height, he proceeded to dive once more. A
split second before the spheroid opened fire Jim
threw himself to the right as the scorching beam of
light hit the ground, the blast throwing him ten feet
into the air and spinning him like a top. He chastised
himself as he mentally corrected the spin and
became stable again.
It was true, he was still thinking in a physical
sense and he knew that the craft and thermo-laser
gun were only physical figments of Daniels'
imagination but were horrifyingly real and could kill.
Daniels had obviously had a good tutor who had
shown him that there were no limitations as to what
could be conjured by the mind. There was also no
gravity and no danger of falling, only if self-willed.
Jim concentrated hard and in so doing shot some
thirty feet into the air with a thermo-laser rifle
appearing in his hands. As the craft circled above
turning to dive once more, Jim aimed his rifle and
opened fire. The beam struck the craft and it
disintegrated, throwing Daniels in the air, laughing
hysterically. Daniels was floating some two hundred
feet above him, Jim knew that he had at last
mastered some of the mental techniques; with
thought control, he could do anything and a feeling
of godlike euphoria overcame him for a split second.
He was a super person of the comics of old nothing
was impossible.
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The feeling soon left him as his thoughts
returned to normal. How was he going to cope with
a deranged mind, broken by extreme stress?
Daniels floating above corrected himself
diving at incredible speed and moving out of sight
behind a small mountain peak. Jim moved slowly
toward the peak allowing plenty of time for the
unexpected.
As he slowly moved over the top, an amazing
vision appeared, starting from the ground and
moving upwards, shaping into a medieval castle of
huge proportions. It was square in shape, five
storeys high and had a stairway of battlements
completing its full perimeter. Daniels was standing
on one of the towers gazing towards him laughing
loudly and insanely. The complete structure was
incredible, as Daniels had conjured, out of his own
mind, a mythical, physical castle worthy of Earth's
twelfth or fifteenth centuries.
Jim moved slowly through the air towards the
battlements, watching Daniels disappear through a
door set into an internal wall. Settling down onto the
parapet adjoining two towers, Jim looked around for
any signs of his adversary. He had to decide
whether to leave the noble structure and continue
the search for Gail, or to find its creator and try to
apprehend him.
Jim decided on the latter course of action, as
Daniels would be a constant problem until be could
be moved to a safer location. This strange fantasy
dimension, seemingly calm and without danger,
made Jim sense a feeling deep within him of total
and utter destruction. The controllable conscious
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was fighting the deep, uncontrollable sub-conscious.
It was only a matter of time before they both could
no longer contain or discipline their thoughts and
ideas, and so release unthinkable horrors into
physical form.
Although Jim had only spent a short time in
that environment, Daniels was now a resident of
several hours and gathering strength in the
creations of his mind. How to evict him was still a
matter of conjecture. Moving along the parapet
towards one of the towers, Jim found himself looking
down on a large, square courtyard below. He was
hoping to catch a glimpse of something or anything
that would indicate where Daniels was hiding.
Apprehension gripped his senses. He was
walking across a structure that created by a man's
mind. It was hard to believe that he could be hurt
physically from another man's mental aberration. In
this dimension, there were no physical boundaries.
The creative ability of one's senses was limitless
and the structure made to disappear as quickly as
its construction. He had nearly convinced himself
that he knew the secret of this strange new world.
To shield or cut down his thought processes and
those of Daniels was the only means of survival.
It worked like a drug on the senses, invoking
greater achievements until finally all those hidden
dark corners were brought to the surface and the
subconscious dominated all else. Unfortunately, the
human race genetically endowed with the ego,
made this dimension thrive. The only ultimate goal
was a final physical destruction. He was now
halfway to understanding Erka's grave warning and
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knew that Daniels, now completely insane, must be
on the last threads of mental consciousness.
From where he was standing could be seen
the complete structure as a whole. The parapet
linked into a large circular turret and continued
onwards to yet another. It was an octagonal castle,
stretching approximately an eighth of a mile in
diameter with a tower at each of its eight points. In
the centre stood square shaped buildings of differing
heights all interlinked by pathways and small
bridges.
It was not correct structurally, it was an open
castle battlement within battlements. He leaned
forward touching the wall, which seemed to have a
texture of perfect stone. He did not wish to get
involved internally, by searching through chamber
after chamber causing a long delay. Holding
imagery of such huge proportions within the mind
held Daniels under immense stress so Jim decided
to wait.
He walked off the parapet and slowly floated
to the ground below, touching gently down on the
hard surface. Ahead of him was a large open
doorway leading into another courtyard. He did not
wish to enter into a confined space, as he would
probably become vulnerable to attack but Daniels
entered through the doorway behind him.
Jim turned quickly as Daniels spoke. "Do you
like my castle?" he said, gazing straight ahead.
"You must return to the ship, Garforth," Jim
replied gently.
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"Return to the ship! Oh no, I'm having much
more fun here. In this world, I am a king! I can do
anything I wish."
"I don't want to fight you, Garforth. Let’s go
back to the ship; this dimension is dangerous as
your own thoughts can kill you."
Daniels laughed hysterically; the sound
echoing on the thick stone parapet. "Watch this,"
yelled Garforth, producing a handgun from nowhere.
Daniels fired but Jim moved faster as the thermolaser beam hit the wall causing stone splinters to
scatter.
"Don't you see Jim," said Daniels
pleadingly. "We don't need weapons anymore. We
just think and they appear."
Jim chastised himself again. He had dived
out of the way of the blast instead of using his
thoughts; neither could he understand how Daniels
had adapted so well to this world.
The castle, suddenly without warning,
disappeared completely, leaving them on a wideopen plain again. The pressure of holding that
master -sized structure had obviously proved too
much. Daniels reacted suddenly as Jim took a step
towards him. It was like some kind of defence
mechanism at work as ten physical bodies of
Garforth appeared before him. Jim shook his head.
"One of you is enough Garforth," he said jokingly.
The figures all laughed hysterically like ten
mirror images. Jim stepped forward and heard ten
voices perfectly synchronised.
"Be careful Jim, which one is the real me?"
said Daniels hitting him with stereophonic clarity.
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There was no chance of spotting the real Daniels,
they all moved and talked as one.
For Daniels it was a game played to evade
capture; for Jim, any delays could cost Frosty her
life. His mind sprung into action and a great wind
blew at the clones. They all gradually disappeared
as Daniels lost control, until only the real physical
body stood facing him. He began to panic and a
castle wall appeared behind him supporting an
escape doorway. Jim realised that if Daniels
managed to escape it would take hours to find him
in the maze beyond. Daniels hovered in the air and
suddenly propelled himself towards the opening.
Jim used his thoughts and closed the aperture with
a solid wooden door as Daniels reached it. The
hysterical laughter turned to a howl as he hit the wall
with a sickening thud and floated in the air semiconscious.
The castle disappeared as Jim moved
towards the floating figure. He shook his head at
the prostrate Daniels. "You should always open the
door before going through Garforth," he retorted,
sarcastically.
Daniels eyes suddenly opened and he held
his hand up in the air. The whole ground shook, as
though a giant quake was imminent and a bolt of
lightening hit the floor between them.
Jim backed off a few feet, not sure of what
had happened. He could see by the look of
surprised fear on Daniels' face that he had lost
control of his thoughts for a split second, and that
the bolt of lightening and quake from his
subconscious could have destroyed them both.
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Jim spoke to him urgently and quietly trying a
reasoning tone. "The first one to tire will be
destroyed. If we stay here any length of time, our
own sub-conscious will destroy each of us. We must
leave as soon as possible."
Daniels snarled defiantly as if he had not
heard Jim at all. "I have a garden of creation. I
have reached the status of a God. Whatever I wish
is mine. I must stay here forever! The outside world
has nothing more to offer, only ordinary functions
and reality."
Jim edged forward trying to get into position
in order to disable the verbally rambling Daniels and
hoping that Daniels would not disable him. A
deadlock now ensued as Jim likened the situation to
a game of chess, where a stalemate existed
between them. Daniels closed his eyes, and slowly
disappeared from view.
Jim was alarmed and
rightfully so. Was Daniels trying to exit the
dimension with the help of the Dark One or was he
using his thoughts to create invisibility, as the area
now clear had no sign of movement or visible
presence.
Within a split second of time, standing
towering above was the giant frame of Daniels,
some fifty feet in height. Alarmed as he was, Jim
could only gaze in awe at such mental dexterity.
The giant Daniels roared with laughter echoing
around the valley in never ending thunderous peels.
Jim closed his eyes and concentrated as Daniels big
foot came crashing down on where he was standing.
Daniels smiled to himself as he rubbed his
heel into the ground, again and again, and then,
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bending down he slowly lifted his foot in order to
view the remains. Jim slowly reappeared behind
him at the same height and proportions. Daniels
startled, tried to unbend as Jim brought his knee up
sharply under his chin knocking him out cold.
Daniels now unconscious, shrank at an incredible
rate, which Jim did the same until they were both
normal again. He placed his hands on Daniels'
shoulder and visualised the numbers mentally back
to zero in order to pull himself and Daniels back into
Erka's stronghold.
It was of no use some force was holding
Daniels back, possibly the point of entry system.
Realising that he was stuck with Daniels with no way
of getting him out, Jim decided to try restraint.
Concentrating, he produced from his mind a large
coil of wire mesh that he wrapped around Daniels'
unconscious body many times. He then produced a
mask, which fitted tightly over the prostrate Daniels'
eyes. Jim knew that he could not stop the thought
process of Daniels, but curtailed within the limits of
his bondage.
Jim realized that he would not be able to hold
the wire mesh and mask for a long period just
enough to allow him to locate and free Gail. He kept
the image of the bondage in a corner of his mind as
he moved swiftly through the air. It was possible to
hold three mental images at the same time, although
they were weaker than normal and liable to break
up.
In this dimension, a mentalist would rein
supreme, being able to conjure up several physical
images at once and make them all work. At this
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point Jim was holding two, flying through the air and
Daniels’ bondage. It was not easy, and Jim wished
that he had taken special training in the mental
disciplines, a course that had been available on
Krakor.
Even this thought had nearly diminished the
other two as he shut out the other negative
thoughts. He moved at incredible speed, reaching
the mist above in seconds. There was a problem
trying to hold two images as Daniels had awakened
and struggled for release from the bondage. Jim
tried to find Gail's location breaking his imagery into
three and thus enhancing the chances of a mental
break-up.
He did not know what he was capable of and how
long he could last, but try he must. Stopping in midair, he concentrated on Gail and a channel
appeared in the mist again moving downwards in a
straight path for about a mile touching a plateau on
top of a large mountain. The top of which was
covered with large transparent spherical objects. He
moved down the path quickly into a clear area,
leaving the mist hanging above.
He stopped and hung in the air like a giant
human swaying pendulum, viewing the scenario
beneath him. Touching slowly down onto the
ground, he walked towards the spheres. Something
in his mind told him they were not as harmless as
they looked.
One came rolling his way at
tremendous speed.
He immediately moved himself into the air as
the sphere stopped suddenly where he had just
been standing. He floated over the sphere moving
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from left to right watching it roll on the ground in
unison with his movements. One thing was certain,
they were limited to ground movement only. He still
had to figure out what danger they represented, if
any. There were hundreds of them spread in large
clusters all over the plateau. Moving slowly over the
top, he examined them with a trained eye, looking
for signs that would give him some indication as to
their existence. They were all much the same size,
about seven feet in diameter and transparent.
Looking to his left, Jim saw a cluster of
spheres, one larger than the others did. As he
moved overhead, he saw Gail inside it, gazing at
him with a faint smile on her face. She was trying to
alert him mentally. He spoke to her telepathically
and she warned him of the 'bubble'. They would
encase and imprison anyone they touched and she
could not envisage how she could escape.
Jim nodded as he listened intently trying to
block out any sudden thoughts that might destroy
his imagery and release Daniels. Already he felt a
great stress, as Daniels, regaining consciousness
fully struggled to get free. Daniels tried to release
the mesh that bound him but was unable to do so
because of the physical structure of another mind.
Now, Jim was having difficulty in holding the mesh.
Daniels had conjured up a large pair of wire
cutters that were busy snipping at the net. The
incident would have been quite humorous were it
not for the deadly implications of Daniels escape
and he was gaining in strength with only one point of
concentration. The strain of listening to Gail and
avoiding the spheres became too much for Jim’s
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mental focus and the net disappeared leaving
Daniels to stand up laughing insanely.
The spheroids seemed to be some part of a
defensive mechanism; they encased the human
body sealing the mind from the creative mental
environment. As Jim had already conceived, the
human mind with all its creative and destructive
abilities could annihilate itself and the area around.
His analogy was that the spheres were like physical
antibodies, encasing any alien life form before they
became dangerous. He now had to figure out a way
to free her before they could imprison him.
If the spheres were able to encase any life
forms, then the opposite must also occur. Now was
the time to test his hypothesis. Daniels was now of
secondary importance to the main priority of giving
Frosty her freedom.
Jim gently floated fifty or so feet away from
the main section and a large portion of spheres left
the main cluster and followed him as he moved in a
giant circle around them. When they caught up with
him, he simply hovered in the air, before moving
away again.
Jim required a diversion and decided on a
duplication ploy. Concentrating hard he produced
fifty clones of himself, which he placed around the
perimeter of the main spheroid body. The spheres
sensed the intrusion and broke up, charging towards
each clone, which in turn moved away from them.
This left Gail's sphere standing alone in the
centre. Quickly, he mentally built a six-foot high,
square wall which encased the remaining sphere, in
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doing so the clones disappeared and the spheres
stared to return to the centre.
He then floated down and stood on top of the
structure gazing down into her calm but puzzled
face.
Jim punched with his fist quickly into the
surface of the sphere and was amazed to find his
arm just passed through the outer layer, not unlike it
would pass through water. She grabbed his hand
as he started to pull her out. There was only a small
resistance as obviously the sphere could only
handle one person at a time. Before releasing her
any further, another two spheres penetrated his
'wall' and attached themselves to her sphere.
He felt her grip lessen and only just managed
to retrieve his own arm. When threatened, they
joined making a formidable resistance. The spheres
had now gathered all around and were climbing over
each other making a ladder for the others to reach
him. He floated in the air again and the wall
disappeared then, rapidly moving away another idea
came to him. Shouting at Frosty, he told her to be
ready and she nodded, even though she could not
comprehend what he meant.
He had realised that if there were no physical
boundaries then he could go where he so wished,
even underground. There was no mass to stop him
mentally and he could still travel at any speed.
Moving once again from the main body and
hovering twenty feet in the air, he suddenly dropped
straight into the ground disappearing completely.
It was an amazing sight, as he moved
downwards at a staggering speed. It was not unlike
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swimming in a clear lake, he could see the surface,
but no bottom. The ground, although physical was
only a mental illusion to the mind. He checked his
direction and started to move upwards again looking
for the sphere that contained Gail. He could see
them all bobbing about on the surface, darting too
and fro in all directions.
They were obviously an inanimate defence
mechanism devised by nature to curtail thought in
this dimension, by imprisoning any intruders.
Another alarming feature that Jim now observed
was the fact that they were multiplying. It meant that
they were in their infancy and would eventually grow
to an enormous size so that they could encase and
imprison any mental intrusion to the environment.
Jim had guessed as to why they could not
leave the ground yet. Maybe he could free Gail by
isolating the sphere encasing her. Gail was now
about fifty feet above him and Jim could see her
curvy shadow against the bright sky above.
He outstretched both arms above him,
flattening his palms, and then moved swiftly
upwards. There was a slight resistance as his
hands hit the sphere and moved it upwards as he
came out of the ground and sped into the air whilst
the others behaved frantically below.
Gail looked into Jim's eyes in amazement as
the 'bubble' started to dissipate, leaving her standing
in mid-air. She threw her arms around Jim's neck
and hung on, looking down at the seething mass of
spheres below. Jim smiled as he looked into her
eyes speaking softly. "Are you alright?"
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"I am now," she replied, the icy exterior
completely melting for a few moments. She kissed
him gently on the lips and then drew back suddenly
realising that they were both hovering in mid-air.
"Where are we?" she said in amazement.
"I'll explain later," replied Jim. "At the moment
concentrate on movement. Here, pure thought is
directed into action."
He took hold of her hand and they both
moved in a horizontal direction, picking up in speed
as they travelled. Jim headed back towards the twin
mountain peaks where he had left Daniels. As they
came around the side of the mountain, Jim directed
downwards onto a large crevice that encircled the
peak. He then concentrated on the numbers that
would take him and Gail to safety. The sight that
met his eyes as they moved to the other side of the
peak abruptly stopped him.
Below on the floor of the valley, Daniels was
dancing and skipping around in circles surrounded
by cartoon characters. He had wild, staring eyes
and he was laughing madly.
Jim spoke to Gail. "I'm afraid he's gone
completely mad," said Jim gazing in disbelief at the
scene below.
"Is there any way of getting him out of here?"
replied Frosty.
"We wouldn't get close enough to him."
“What are those creatures he's dancing
with?"
The creatures numbered a large bear, a cat
standing on two legs, what resembled a type of pink
elephant creature, and a large owl. Jim shook his
189

head as he gazed downwards. "This is just one of
many parallel worlds that exist to our own. Here
thought becomes reality, a physical manifestation of
one's own mind."
"Is it a dangerous world to live in?"
"The environment itself is not hostile, but the
longer we stay the more danger we face. Our own
minds are the enemy, we must use our thought
processes sparingly. Now we are using our mental
consciousness of which we are in complete control,
but suppose the subconscious takes over. Buried
deep in our minds are horrors best forgotten, and we
have no control over them."
Gail nodded in acknowledgement at Jim's
statement just beginning to understand the full
implications of what he had just said. Her gaze left
Jim and moved to Daniels. A quick and sudden
metamorphosis changed the friendly bear into a
nightmarish creature with a large mouth, large green
eyes and razor sharp claws. It was a horrific
vicious, ugly animal, a figment of Daniels' subconscious mind.
Daniels looked at it and spoke almost
childishly. “Go away, I didn't ask you to come." The
beast licked its lips, showing four rows of razor
sharp teeth. It swung its paw into the air and took
out a large chunk of the mountainside. Daniels fell
over backwards terrified.
A thermo-laser gun appeared in Jim's hand
and he fired a continuous burst at the creature
encasing it in a prism of light. After a minute, it
disappeared.
Gail asked a question. "Have you killed it?"
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“No, I've just used my energy to dissipate it."
He then shouted down to Daniels. "Garforth, are
you ready to leave? I have found Frosty and we are
ready to go."
Daniels looked around to see what was
happening and then gazed upwards towards Jim
laughing madly and shouting back.
"You're trying to take me away from my
wonderful new world, aren't you?"
"We have to go back where we belong,"
returned Jim loudly.
"Stay away from me or I'll destroy you," said
the hysterical Daniels. Jim moved in the air towards
him.
Daniels could no longer think logically and
asked his subconscious to defend him. Across the
valley, a terrifying picture started to emerge. First
visualisation was a fifty-foot dragon that lunged
forward and blew a ball of fire completely
evaporating the top off a mountain. Appearing
around Daniels were creatures from the darkest
depths of his mind including demons and
hobgoblins, creatures with human heads and animal
bodies. It was a grotesque, unbelievable sight and
they were all now in deadly physical form.
Jim moved, through the air towards Daniels in
one last attempt to rescue him. They were some
quarter of a mile apart and closing fast as Jim made
an effort to avert his attention, trying to break his
sub-conscious thought. It was useless. Daniels no
longer had any control over any of his physical
apparitions.
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Behind Daniels appeared a fifty-foot high,
deformed, twisted figure of depravity and
depredation. It had a large tail and two horns
protruding from its forehead; the devil incarnate.
Jim stopped in his flight, astonished at the
grotesque manifestation spewed from Daniels' inner
mind. It was a culmination of several mental
variations and interpretations of the devil image, a
slimy, nauseous, abomination. He was now in midair some eighty feet above the hysterical Daniels,
gazing down on an unbelievable scene of carnage.
A quarter of a mile behind the devil the
ground erupted in a giant wall of flame expanding in
width that moved towards them slowly. The intense
heat, even from that distance was obvious. The
whole landscape was slowly becoming a bubbling
cauldron of white-hot flames, devouring everything
in its path.
Jim shouted once more, but Daniels' mind
and thoughts were now out of his own control. They
belonged to this strange dimension, which prayed
on the unguarded and unseen thoughts of man.
The heat was now becoming unbearable as Jim
started to move backwards in order to gain some
relief. He used his mind to create a large square
heat shield to his front, as he moved swiftly
backwards to protect Frosty. The great fire moved
towards Daniels, not as a flowing river of molten
lava, but appearing in sections at a time, as if
building a slow picture up to full reality. Finally, it
erupted under where he stood, and in a split second
consumed him, vaporizing his very form.
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The heat shield in front of Jim and Frosty
turned black with the roasting and as it disappeared
so did the searing landscape. It was as if it had
never occurred or existed. Frosty clung to Jim,
visibly shaken by what she had seen.
He spoke to her gently whilst gazing at the
now tranquil valley below. "You have just seen the
fate of any person who overstays his welcome in
this world. Once the sub-conscious takes over,
there is no help or redemption." Numbers came into
his mind and they both reappeared in Erka's
stronghold.
Norman who was laying asleep in one of the
large chairs awoke suddenly, in amazement, a large
grin spread over his face. “I was getting worried
skipper. Glad to have you back, you too Frosty," he
said with a great sigh of relief.
Gail was now back to her normal calculating
self, but she still managed to give Norman a small
hug and then began to question Jim with a
scientist's curiosity. "You haven't told me what
those ugly manifestations were," she retorted
inquisitively.
Jim nodded and smiled as he spoke.
"Something in that dimension delved to the very
core of Daniels' sub-conscious. Then, magnifying a
minute portion turned it into a living nightmare.''
"What was that creature and why the intense
heat?"
"Something that is inherent in all human
religious folklore God and heaven, the Devil and
hell."
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It then became clear to Gail that she had just
witnessed hell turned into reality, and the subject
closed. All three of them now had to find their way
back to IGC 1. Jim thanked Erka and they returned
to the surface of the planet. Upon reaching the
mainland, Huurzed led them back to the fighter
probe craft. Jim and Gail checked the computers
whilst Norman started the remaining engine. It
worked perfectly and without problems enabling
them to achieve orbit successfully.
Jim bade goodbye to Huurzed and decided to
take off vertically with a small underwater run.
Moving on the damaged thrusters with a fortydegree list towards the nose he hovered thirty feet
above the ocean, then cutting the engine plunged
into the water firing the thrusters at three quarter
power.
As the probe sank in the water nose
upward to a depth of eighty feet the rear engine fired
and the craft thrust forward through the water and
into the atmosphere at full power.
The power generated from the remaining
engine was more than enough to take them through
the atmosphere and into the cold dark void of space.
Unable to use the damaged thrusters to maneuver
Jim advised Tony on board IGC One to use the
tractor beam.
Tony greeted them all feeling relieved that
they were now safely on board and then set about
the task of updating all the log entries including the
sad demise of Garforth Daniels. He then produced
two small ellipse shaped objects which he held in
the palm of his hands. “Matter transmitters and
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receivers,” he said. “Far in advance of anything we
have. They transmit a small six foot high beam.”
Jim nodded as he studied them guessing at
their application, timed to remain invisible and then
reappear. A matter transmission from another
vessel would allow them to be placed anywhere on
IGC 1 then, using dimensions one, six, zero – the
hall of mirrors - anyone could materialize on board
without being seen and pass through the beam to
solidify. By this method none of IGC Ones intricate
and sensitive alarms be activated and only a body or
life check would reveal the intruders.
Jim spoke to Tony quietly. “Take a course to
the alien craft – slowly.” Tony activated the control
panel quickly keying in the numerical sequence and
the IGC shuddered slightly as it sped away.
Jim’s next command was to isolate all life
support systems except for level one that would
provide security against intrusion. He now had no
worries his mission was complete with the loss of
one life but he was curious to know where the ‘dark
one’ was hiding. A battle with the alien ship was out
of the question a conflict between two heavily armed
craft would be devastating. They were now traveling
at sub-light speed with the force field around them at
full strength.
An audio warning alerted them as the
computer spoke.
“Alien Vessel wishes to
communicate.”
Jim held up his palm on an outstretched arm.
“Hold communication. Full scan report on the alien
craft,” he ordered as Tony immediately
acknowledged and the computer responded.
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“Scan report of alien vessel. Structure of
unknown origin – weaponry thermo laser with
disabler capabilities – power source damaged –
craft functioning on secondary system – no crew on
board – end of scan.”
Jim slightly puzzled by the scan report
opened a communication channel and listened to an
audio warning of a voice repeating a message of
attack for anyone approaching too close. He
ordered the disabler beam in action and as it
connected with the other craft, the beam scattered
causing no effect. Several questions came to mind.
Earlier he had seen several crewmembers aboard
but he had no idea where they were now. Where
was the dark one who was obviously using the craft
as a means of transportation? Something was
wrong and Jim reached an obvious conclusion.
“Scan for the nearest planet to the alien vessel,” he
asked Tony waiting impatiently for the answer.
The computer quickly answered Tony’s
query. “Nearest planet to alien vessel five million
miles – atmosphere ammonia, sulphur, carbon
dioxide – uninhabitable for human life – end of
scan.”
Jim paced the control room perturbed at the
computer scan. His intuition was to keep away from
the alien craft as it was a decoy and the Darkainian
incident was not one to emulate. He made a quick
decision and shouted out a command to Tony.
“Place us in orbit around that planet with all haste.”
Seconds later, they moved on the new course
leaving the crippled alien craft behind.
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As they circled the planet, Jim realised that
no hostile action had occurred from the alien vessel
leading him to believe that reprogramming had
taken place to attack any craft within a certain
radius. They were far from safe, as in a battle they
would be the only loser in a vessel containing life.
Further scans confirmed the environmental
hostilities on the planet below. Raging on its surface
were hundred mile an hour hurricanes of sulphur
and ammonia, ravishing the isolated and grim
landscape.
Norman spoke to Jim, jokingly. “Not even a
flea could live down there, skipper,” he retorted
rolling his eyes at the same time.”
It’s not the surface I’m interested in,” Jim
replied smiling at Norman’s puzzled look.
As if in anticipation of Jim’s thoughts, Gail
keyed in more questions to the computer. Within
seconds, an answer emerged. “Internal scan
rejected – no information available – end of scan.”
Jim wondered if the rejection was natural or
conceived. “I’m going on a psychic scan, Norman
will explain. As Norman spluttered Jim sat down in
his control seat and a picture appeared in his mind
conjured up through the psychic computer on
krakor. He found himself in a deep cavern in the
planets interior. It had smooth clear walls and was
so huge that a transporter ship stood in one corner
with six crewmembers of the hairy variety were
standing by its side. Seated some distance from
them was a sinister human shape dressed in a long
black cloak and hood concealing his face with
darkness. Jim knew who it was he could sense the
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evil, he was the one of darkness the same vision he
had seen before.
The picture slowly faded as he returned to his
body and gazed up at the others explaining briefly
the psychic powers he possessed. “I have found
our enemies in a cavern deep inside the planet,” he
stated. “They will be safe until rescued. I think it is
time for me to meet my counterpart on the dark
side.”
“I would suggest that a rescue craft may be
on the way,” said Gail offering her opinion. “We may
be subjected to attack at any moment.” Jim stood
up and walked over to the main controls pausing as
he checked the settings once more. All life support
settings were zero except for level one and no
human life forms could penetrate and live.
“I have to know,” replied Jim with a hint of
urgency. “What he looks like and who he is before
our next encounter.” Gail nodded as he moved back
to the controllers chair and sat down. He closed his
eyes and his psyche reached the cavern below as
he moved in close to his adversary placing the
number one six zero into his mind.
The dark figure slowly raised his arm
acknowledging the message and Jim slowly
reappeared in the room of mirrors. He stood for a
moment as the dark hooded shape materialized in
front of him. “At last we meet, will you reveal
yourself?” said Jim quietly.
The dark figure slowly moved his arms
upward and then quickly dragged the hood from his
face laughing loudly at the expression on Jim’s face.
He was looking at himself. “I am known in my
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kingdom as the annihilator, Mr. Long,” he said his
face sneering. “But you can call me as everyone
else does, Anni.”
“Are you my twin?” exclaimed Jim.
“We are spiritual twins born at exactly the
same moment millions of light years distance from
one another,” returned Anni. “Just think with both
our divine powers together we would be
indestructible.”
“You are like my evil self.”
“Oh no, I am a separate entity on my own
born in the darker regions to fulfil my destiny from
the Ancient Ones of darkness.
I am the
representative of chaos and disorder, mistrust and
jealousy, war and annihilation.”
“Then I am the only one to oppose you?”
“Yes, apart from out superiors of dark and
light who exist separately in time and space holding
infinity together, neither able to destroy the other.
You and I, we can be killed by a third party but never
by our own hands for one would destroy the other.
“Then I must oppose you as you oppose me
through other beings.”
“I found great satisfaction in trying to outwit
and destroy you. The Darkainian ship was a master
plan you were lucky to escape death. Your own
mad Daniels then nearly destroyed you.”
“You were trying to kill me as I returned to
Krakor?”
“Not personally, just putting you into danger,”
replied Anni putting both his hands on Jim’s
shoulders. Jim sensed numbers plunging into his
mind. Differing landscapes and environments
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erupted around them from hot to cold and then a
mist of strange colours and darkness as Anni tried to
lure him into a dark dimension to be held prisoner or
lost forever.
The darkness around them closed in leaving
their heads in a grayish light. A great weakness
overcame him as he fought in his mind with the
numbers that could save him. A mental battle
ensued as they plunged deeper into the darkness
with Jim becoming weaker Anni tipping the scales
with his vast experience. Jim had only one course
of action as he fell back placing both feet in Anni’s
stomach and pushed with all his strength.
Anni spun away into the darkness laughing.
“You defeated me with a physical move, until next
time, Mr. Long.”
Jim moved back to his place of origin and
jerked into his body aboard IGC 1.
Gail looked down as his eyes opened. “Is
everything all right,” she murmured.
Jim nodded smiling up at her grabbing her
face and kissing her forehead. She shook her head
in mild astonishment. “Yes, I see that you are quite
well,” she said shaking her head.
Norman walked over fixing him with a
quizzical stare. “Would you recognize him again,
skipper?” he said enquiringly.
Jim smiled and then laughed as he spoke.
“Oh yes I would definitely recognize him, Nobby,” he
said turning to Tony. “Set a course for Krakor, we’re
going home.”
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COMPUTER BIBLIOGRAPHY

One light year - the light that travels ten million,
million kilometres in one year. The speed of light,
light that travels at one hundred and eighty six
thousand miles a second. The universe itself a vast
void of unimaginable distances of space and time.
The galaxy a mere pinpoint of existence, measuring
approximately in length one hundred thousand light
years and twenty thousand in depth, possibly
containing a hundred to two hundred thousand
million stars, much still uncharted.
The police galaxy federation formed by the ancient
ones of light thousands of years past, date of origin
unknown. The federation is located at the centre of
the galaxy in a small solar system incorporating two
suns and five planets of which three give full life
support. The principal planet is Krakor, galaxy police
headquarters for five million members on active
service and the other two planets Kalla and Kayya
for dependants and families. Recruitment to the
federation is from every life-supporting planet in the
galaxy above
ratio five (Advanced technology). Federation rank
structures consist of:
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Ruling Galaxy Council with its chairman Supreme
Chief Officer Vanders (SCO),
Deputy chairman Assistant Supreme Chief Officer
Gray (ASCO) and ten other ASCO's
plus two Space Agent Chief Officers (SACO)
forming the supreme council.
The rank structure continues downward with:
Twenty operational Space Agent Officers (SA), Solar System Controllers (SSC) for each solar
system. Further officer structures are Planetary/
Space.
Chief Planetary Officer (CPO)
Chief Space Officer (CSO)
Assistant Chief Planetary Officer (ACPO)
Assistant Chief Space Officer (ACSO)
Planetary Officer 1 (PO1)
Space Officer 1 (SO1)
Planetary Officer 2 (PO2)
Space Officer 2 (SO2)
Planetary Officer 3 (PO3)
Space Officer 3 (SO3)
A solar system council consists of one SSC, one
ACPO, one ACSO, five CPO's and two CSO's.
A council would be the ruling body in that system
for the federation existing laws standing.

FEDERATION POLICY and
STRUCTURE
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The federation would try to consolidate the moral
and humanitarian laws of each solar system. They
would protect all life and stop contamination
upholding the law governing travel between solar
systems. The laws dictate to stop any one race or
creed from dictating or interfering with another and
to act as an intermediary between warring systems.
Armed technological aggression against lower life
forms would be actively neutralized and interference
in the development or progression of other life forms
would not be tolerated.
Police embassies were visibly built on any planet
above ratio five, invisible observation on all planets
below. The mode of travel of the federation is
primarily intergalactic craft (IGC) incorporating
shuttle craft for use between the mother ship and
planets and interceptor probe craft for defence and
attack all capable of sub light speed. Each IGC is
powered by the natural successor to electricity,
electonity that produces power from the atom in the
form of colossal magnetic forces producing
antigravity, gravity, electonic force field, traction and
disable beams and a light speed propulsive force.
The IGC reaches light speed and then switches to
Space Time Warp Drive (STWD) that changes the
craft to travel in another parallel dimension of time.
A relative speed is reached of ten thousand light
years for every day travelled in normal time allowing
the occupants to traverse the length of the galaxy
within ten days. One of the greatest scientific gifts
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ever bestowed on the police federation by the
ancient ones of light.
The IGC weaponry is thermo-micro laser bolts and
beams plus black observation satellites for planetary
surveillance and control. Matter transmitter-receiver
transports still in a stage of development only used
over short and concise distances.
PERSONAL DISC DATA
J IM LONG - SA. Qualified space agent
35 years of age- an experienced astro-pilot
and navigator and trained detective.
NORMAN CLARK –SO1. 25 years of age –
astro-pilot and engineer – Specialist in craft
structures and propulsions – nicknamed ‘Nobby’
Clark.
GAIL FARMER – SO1. 24 years of age –
Specialist in computers and astro-navigation.
Nicknamed ‘Frosty’ Farmer because of her ice
cool disposition.
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