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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 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.
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Transport for the Federation consists of Inter-galactic 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, inter-dimensional
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 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 MISSION - DATA REPORT SOLAR
SYSTEM H/454/10 – CODE RATIO 3 –
CLASSIFIED MISSION TO PLANET THRAEOT
Detachment of Space Agent Jim Long- Space Officer 1 Gail
Farmer (Computers) and Space Officer 1 Norman Clark (engineer).

Operation instructions:
Highly classified
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Chapter 1

Planet Thraeot: present day
It was a peaceful afternoon in the city of Frondona on the
planet Thraeot. The air was warm with the scented smell of
flower displays outside the florists shop. Next door a young
man, wearing the standard robe of a cleric, walked into the
crowded police station reception, a whispering chanting prayer
on his lips. His thumb twitched nervously over a switch under
his cloak. He reached the counter as a young girl with a
friendly smile turned to greet him.
‘Can I help you sir?’ she said courteously.
He opened his cloak, exposing the switch, still chanting
with glazed eyes.
‘Praise to the Creator and death to his enemies!’ he
yelled, causing a stunned silence as every eye in the room
turned on him for a split second. The explosion that followed
blasted through the building with a white, red, fiery intensity,
causing a blackout and filling the air with dark, acrid, choking
smoke.
The carnage was absolute. As the smoke cleared,
others entered the room to see a crater in the floor and the
ceiling hanging down. Blood and body parts were everywhere,
giving the dark mist the stench of death.

Planet Krakor: Galaxy Police HQ
The sun was just rising over Krakor, the Police Federation
planet at the centre of the galaxy. Jim moved quickly to the
door of his flat within the officers’ quarters.
6

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘Jim Long 4539 exit,’ he murmured as the door swung
open via the voice recognition and he strode out into the
corridor. The door closed and locked behind him as he entered
the vertical-horizontal elevator.
‘Floor ground level, Space Agent Chief Officer Carlton’s
office.’
The elevator slid quickly downward to ground level,
stopping for a brief second and then horizontally passing ten
exits as it hissed to a halt at its destination. The door slid open
onto a long corridor opposite a semi-circular door marked
Space Agent Chief Officer Carlton. He moved towards the
door as it slid sideways and entered into a small antechamber.
‘Please state your business,’ said a female voice as Jim
identified the small rounded secretarial robot that emerged as
an Irma Ten.
Ha, the Irma Ten and her family of sisters, he thought.
Let’s spin your head and have a little fun.
‘Hi Irma, you look as beautiful as ever,’ he said with a
grin.
Her head spun several times, showing an overloading
flashing light. ‘Does not compute – state your business.’
‘You have a voice opposite to masculine,’ teased Jim.
‘Therefore you are feminine – and being feminine I recognise
your beauty.’
‘Do not understand,’ she replied, her head spinning
even more, her circuits trying to unravel the statement. ‘State
your business.’
‘My business is recognising your beauty,’ continued
Jim, laughing as her head spun crazily. ‘I have an appointment
with SACO Carlton,’ he hastily added before her head spun off
completely.
There was a strange groaning sound as her head
returned to normal, but her voice was now stuttering and
resonated at a slightly higher frequency.
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‘Pppplease follow me for your apppppointment.’
The office he entered was laid out like a media studio.
Carlton was seated at a console, viewing a hologram picture.
‘SSSSpace Agent Long for your apppppointment,’ she
stated, sliding backward out of the room.
‘What’s wrong with her?’ growled Carlton, turning to Jim
with an amazed expression on his face and beckoning him to
sit down.
‘I have no idea sir,’ he replied, seating himself with an
innocent look. ‘Could it be a language problem?’
‘We shall have to get her sorted,’ he mumbled,
activating another viewer. ‘Do you know anything about the
planet Thraeot?’
‘A Class Three planet,’ said Jim, trying to recall the
emergency worlds list. ‘They have passed the atomic age –
nowhere near the light speed age – therefore still a covert
listing.’
‘Correct, they have become a cause for concern. The
Solar System Controller in Space Station Two Five Zero
positioned behind their furthest planet has had to take avoiding
action because of their space exploration satellites. As you
know this is normal procedure at this stage of development
and we may have to pull back even further. But on their planet
there is a terrifying escalation of religious violence.'
‘Is this the same occurrence as on Ranal Five?’ Years
ago Ranal Five had car and suicide bombers, thought Jim. At
the time there was no sign of peace.
‘Yes, but on Ranal they passed this stage and
continued on peacefully.’
‘Won’t the people of Thraeot do the same?’
‘Possibly, except possibly the two leaders of this
religion. We know only one – Chief Master Cleric Jel Hal
Kinima – who is now obtaining small compact nuclear devices
that will destroy cities. However, just before this meeting
began I received information that Kinima was a top-performing
8
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artiste before he became a cleric. The main problems are on a
huge continent called Asurfa. There are twenty countries in
that region, some democratic with very little problems; others
with dictators and ruling councils. In the latter, where religion
fights religion for supremacy, a dark seed of violent hate
prevails. We know from experience that this world may
outgrow this hate or it may tumble into a bygone age of death
and destruction.’
Carlton activated the holoscreen and a newsreel from
the planet was initiated. The picture showed thousands of
ranting people shouting death to unbelievers. The commentary
told the story of a vast continent on the brink of a religious war.
The hatred and venom from the various religious orders were
now escalating. The democratic governments were trying to
stamp out the atmosphere of terror being created by nameless
people who could not be found; the religious factors would not
condemn it for fear of damaging their beliefs. The image
blurred and stopped as Carlton spun round in his chair.
‘We have to go in, Jim. There’s no other way.’
‘As you say, sir, it does look complicated.’
‘Complicated – that’s only half the story,’ said Carlton
his face grim. ‘The conflicts of the religions they all worship …’
He paused for a second. ‘The Creator.’
Jim sat back in his chair, searching his mind as he tried
to associate the word Creator. It was the religion here on
Krakor today. Creator, he nodded thinking. An ancient
advanced race – they worshipped the Creator.
‘How can a planet like Thraeot have accessed our
religion?’ he blurted out in disbelief.
‘That is the problem, they couldn’t,’ observed Carlton.
‘This means they had contact with the ancients at the dawn of
their civilisation?’
‘I see,’ Jim nodded. What am I getting into here? he
thought. It sounds like a nightmare and that is an
understatement.
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‘There are many gods and goddesses throughout the
galaxy,’ said Carlton. ‘Single gods, multiple gods, all with
different names. But the “Creator” is only associated with our
own beliefs through the ancient beings of light. That is our
religious heritage from the past. It has been preserved through
ancient civilisations passing on the knowledge.’
‘How do you want me to proceed?’
‘One leader we know lives in the city of Tersa.
Somehow he must be led to you. You must then identify the
other and stop both of them from destroying the planet and
plunging life into the dark ages. To do all this you may have to
find a link from the past. I now say this sincerely, Jim: the
conditions on this planet make this an almost impossible task.’
‘A challenge is a challenge,’ replied Jim, looking deeply
into Carlton’s eyes. ‘I’ll resolve it one way or another.’
Carlton smiled as he left his chair, beckoning Jim
towards the door. ‘It is time to see the Professor who will give
you as much assistance as possible. I have arranged for
SO1’s Farmer and Clark to meet you there. Your covering
identity will be given to you by the Professor. Any more
questions?’
‘I’m on my way, sir.’ He shook his head, quickly saluting
and then moving out into the corridor.
‘Good luck,’ said Carlton as the door hissed shut.
The Professor, Room 500 on the first floor, thought Jim
as he stepped into the elevator, issued the command and sped
horizontally to the end of the building. This is interesting. I
wonder what cover the Professor will choose this time. I was a
banker on Primar Three, and an officer in the Canterian Space
Corps. His thoughts ceased as he reached his destination and
walked into the Professor’s domain. He had entered a
medium-sized anteroom with walls that appeared seamless. A
scanning device picked him up and a band of orange light
moved up and down his body, swiftly turning to green. The
10
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walls of the room slowly dissolved, revealing a huge area with
several chambers.
In one section there were rows of costumes and
uniforms, in others high-tech props. As he walked through, the
walls re-emerged behind.
‘Mr Long again, I presume,’ said a voice from behind a
large stack of boxes. Jim followed the direction of the voice as
he turned the corner, and saw the Professor sitting in a large
chair.
‘Rupert,’ said Jim with a big smile on his face. ‘Here I
am again.’
‘So you are,’ replied the Professor, a small grin
appearing on his wrinkled face. He stood up and stretched
himself to his full height, six feet four, stroking his greying
beard with his right hand. ‘There are more little adventures
coming your way.’
‘That’s life,’ agreed Jim, clasping the Professor’s right
hand tightly. ‘What am I to be this time?’
‘Ah, all in good time,’ the Professor laughed. ‘I’m saving
that till the end.’
What is he up to? thought Jim, puzzled by Rupert’s
stalling. He’s almost enjoying this. His thoughts were
interrupted by a small bleeping alarm as the walls faded away,
revealing Gail Farmer and Norman Clark. Norman the
engineer, chin in his right hand, was gazing at the
disappearing wall. Gail stood staring towards Jim and the
Professor, her face expressionless as usual.
‘My crew, once again here we are in Aladdin’s Cave,’
Jim welcomed them, bending his head slightly to one side and
grinning.
‘Aladdin’s Cave? Old Earth folklore,’ replied Gail, raising
one eyebrow. ‘I thought this was a briefing.’
‘Aladdin’s Cave is indeed from old Earth folklore,’ said
Jim. ‘A wondrous cave, filled with riches and magic.’
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The Professor burst into laughter and all three stared at
him. ‘You might be closer to the truth than you think,’ he said
as he turned, still chuckling. ‘Follow me.’
Reaching a small staging area, the Professor stopped.
Hanging from the roof at head height, suspended by four
cables, was a hollow circular pot, three foot in diameter, two
foot in depth. ‘Would you like to inspect this item?’ he asked
Gail.
‘Why don’t you use it to cook a meal?’ said Norman,
folding his arms in agitation.
Jim grinned, thinking, this must be so unimpressive to
an engineer expecting state-of-the-art appliances on a special
mission.
‘As usual, your primitive mind gives primitive
conclusions,’ replied Gail, her face again expressionless. She
had noticed the square plate with small triangular sections on
each corner fastened on the base. Where have I seen that
before? she thought.
Her musing was interrupted as the Professor activated
the cables and the appliance rested on the ground. They all
gazed into the interior of the appliance as the Professor bent
down and clenched his fist, rapping his knuckles on the
bottom. ‘Completely solid,’ he said, grinning again to Gail.
‘Please step in and hold tightly on to the cables.’
She lifted her right leg and placed it carefully into the
appliance, thankful that she had chosen her trouser uniform.
Holding tightly on to two of the cables, she raised the other leg
into the pot.
‘Now place your hands on each side of the appliance,’
the Professor continued. ‘Keep your legs straight and brace
your arms.’ He hoisted the pot up to head height again as Gail
hung on tightly. A beam of light filtered from each triangular
section to the other as he activated a small handheld monitor.
As Gail looked down, the bottom of the pot became gluey, the
metal softening as her foot disappeared into it. ‘Now lower
12
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your legs slowly through; you should feel a platform below.’
The base of the pot still solid on the outside glowed eerily as
she moved down.
‘What the—’ blurted Norman, his mouth wide open,
seeing only Gail’s head on view. He knew that the depth of the
pot could not hide a full torso.
‘Now bend your knees and disappear completely,’
commanded the Professor. Gail raised an eyebrow as she
vanished from view. ‘Now stay there.’
Jim stood with a grin on his face, but inwardly he
thought: Where is all this leading? The Professor is creating a
picture or illusion.
The Professor averted all their eyes to a ten foot high
cabinet six yards away with closed curtains to the front. ‘And
now to reveal all,’ he uttered in dramatic theatrical tones. ‘The
curtains part – the trick revealed. How is it done?’
As the curtains opened, Gail could be seen crouching
on a small pedestal, above her a metal plate with the conical
markings.
‘A matter transmitter–receiver,’ was Jim’s answer.
‘Correct,’ replied the Professor. ‘Two constant units for
the projection of matter, placed wherever you need them.’
‘Are they safe?’ prompted Jim, knowing the problems of
long-distance beamed units.
‘One hundred per cent. To be used within a ten mile
diameter only.’
Gail lowered herself fully into the cabinet and slid off the
pedestal as the Professor motioned them to a unit with
hundreds of shelves. From one shelf he pulled out two flat
sheets of lightweight metal with the small triangular cones on
each corner holding one in each hand.
‘That’s all it is,’ he said with admiration. ‘They are small
and compact and deadly accurate. One transmits, the other
receives.’
Gail and Norman were each given a unit.
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‘Microtechnology,’ murmured Gail. ‘Now I know where
I’ve seen it before.’ She turned to Norman. ‘They were
experimenting with these aboard Inter-Galactic Craft Ten three
months ago. It was all highly secret. Remember, from the flight
deck to engineering in two steps?’
‘Yes, it would normally take an elevator two minutes to
reach engineering,’ replied Norman. ‘Aren’t they installing
these aboard the new IGC1A?’
‘Correct,’ continued the Professor as he moved to
another shelf, taking off what looked like a belt four inches in
depth and handing it to Gail. ‘Try this on, Miss Farmer.’
She took the belt and fastened it around her waist with
a magnetic metallic clasp, staring hard at the surface which
was mottled with tiny balloon-type fixtures.
‘Now, whatever happens, just relax.’
He moved away and raised his right hand, pointing
towards her. Her feet slowly came off the ground, causing a
startled expression for a moment as she rose vertically. He
moved his arm in various directions, floating Gail to different
locations and then steered her into a horizontal position so that
she hovered on her stomach. For a moment she was caught
off guard as her body bent with gravity, her legs and upper
torso flopping downwards, but then she straightened, exerting
strong muscle movement to keep level. He finally brought her
gently to the ground.
‘Is this the gravity belt from the scrutiniser?’ she
enquired as her legs took the weight of her body again.
‘A lighter and updated version,’ he replied, opening the
palm of his hand to reveal a small operating capsule. ‘All
controlled with this.’
‘Where is all this leading, Rupert?’ asked Jim, staring
hard into the Professor’s eyes.
‘Are you intrigued by what you have seen?’ he
countered, his face breaking into a huge smile.
14

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘If I wished to make a quick exit or entry, what I have
seen would be more than adequate.’
‘Yes indeed,’ said the Professor, pleased that Jim still
had no idea of what he was to become. ‘Just one more item,
then all will be revealed.’ He took out of his pocket an ovalshaped metal object one inch thick and slid it towards the
metal clasp on Gail’s gravity belt, causing a clunking sound as
they magnetically connected. For a second a light cube
appeared around her body and then faded, taking her with it.
The Professor turned and beckoned once more to the
cabinet, showing Gail standing under the square transmitter–
receiver unit. ‘These two items also work together,’ he said
‘What are we doing – creating illusions?’ Norman
muttered to Jim.
Jim smiled and nodded as the Professor burst into
laughter. ‘And now for the finale of this show in true dramatic
manner, let me present …’
A huge banner cascaded down the wall which read:
‘The great masked illusionist – he will amaze and startle you –
illusions beyond human belief – here now for one night only.’
‘You are now the masked illusionist, Jim,’ continued the
Professor. ‘You will inspire and mystify your audience with
your team of three.’
Another set of curtains opened, displaying three
mannequins. The central one was dressed in black with a
black mask on the face. The one on the left was dressed in a
light blue suit and the one on the right in a sequined leotard
with blue chiffon hanging from it.
Much to the Professor’s amusement, they stood and
looked for several seconds before speaking.
‘I’ll never get into that blue suit, skipper,’ said Norman in
dismay.
‘I must admit I like your costume, Frosty,’ said Jim with
a grin. ‘Frosty’ was a term of endearment as she could be a
little standoffish, especially with people she didn’t know.
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‘I bet you do,’ replied Gail, expressionless with an
eyebrow raised. ‘At least no one will be able to see you.’
‘And now,’ said the Professor in a serious voice. ‘Seven
days of intense training.’

Planet Thraeot
It was morning and the sun moved above the horizon in the
country of Acirfani on the planet Thraeot. The small town
Motarma at the edge of the desert was just a hundred miles
from the capital city, Tersa. The monks of the order of
Motarma rose from their beds and made their way to the main
hall. Motarma was one of the many sects that had, over three
thousand years, fragmented the religious order of the Creator.
Motarma was a fifteenth-century cleric who led a group away
from the main Church of the Creator, reinterpreting the Holy
Book. They were secretive but not classed as fanatics. As they
began their daily chant, the hum of the voices in harmony
flowed down the valley into the desert below. The desert
stretched for a thousand miles in an easterly direction. The
large complexes of stone buildings silhouetted on the hills
above as the sun moved slowly upward.
Each recruit entered the large hall furnished with solid
oak tables twenty feet in length. Each bowed on entering,
towards a huge chair upon which Master Cleric Jona Ben
Taggelli was seated. His gaze seemed to pierce into each soul
before him. He commanded great fear and respect as the
physical arm of the creator. When the recruits were all seated,
they bowed their heads as Taggelli stood to deliver the
breakfast prayer.
‘Hail to the Creator, our heavenly guide and protector. It
was he who made heaven and earth and placed man upon this
16
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world.’ He then spoke loudly, placing the palms of his hands
upon his chest. ‘Hail to the Creator!’
‘Hail to the Creator!’ responded the recruits in unison.
‘We shall continue his work and his will throughout the
land. We shall smite our enemies and bring the truth to all.
Bless this food we eat. Hail to the Creator!’
The recruits responded once more, then continued to
eat the meal laid out before them. There were no voices heard
during the meal, just the scraping and rattling of cutlery and
the clunking of goblets on the tables.
Taggelli stared hard across the tables, examining each
face and movement. He was skilled in the ways of observation
and able to spot the unusual. Most of the young men were
from the poor suburbs of the cities, he thought, his eyes almost
rolling from side to side scanning each table. They are still
boyish in their mannerisms, most without hope of any normal
working future. They are eager and full of anticipation of a life,
no matter how short, in the service of their creator. A young
mind is curious, unafraid and with the right training and
manipulation can be organised to follow without question.
Many of the boys never even looked up as they ate,
concentrating on the food set out before them. They had now
been resident for four weeks of religious training. Some would
be sent back to the cities for further evaluation, others to
various training camps.
If they continued in the religious order, none would have
a life expectancy above five years.
Taggelli concentrated on two of the young men seated
on the first table. One had short prickly blond hair, the other
combed-back brown hair. They were deep in conversation as
they ate. Obviously close friends, he thought, gazing away as
they felt his stare. These could be the chosen ones. He
continued his surveillance throughout the meal, staring intently
at many of the young faces. He made his decision. The two
17
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would be placed with Tameer, a young man a year older and
devoutly loyal to the religion and its cause.
The meal was stopped by a bell sounding three times
and all conversation ceased.
‘Let us pray and think,’ said Taggelli, his voice booming
throughout the large hall as each young man bowed his head.
We shall fight for the Creator. We shall dispel his enemies. We
shall do all in our power to destroy the unbelievers. Hail to the
Creator!’
‘Hail to the Creator,’ repeated the boys in unison. ‘Hail
to the Creator.’
‘You will now study the Holy Book of the Creator,’
continued Taggelli. ‘Tameer, you will report to me.’ Tameer
stood up and followed the master cleric from the large room
into an ante-chamber. Taggelli sat on one of the large wooden
backed chairs and beckoned Tameer to sit opposite. ‘Would
you tell me the whole truth, holding nothing back?’ he
questioned, staring with a devastating gaze at the young man.
‘I will, Master Cleric,’ Tameer replied, looking straight
into the cold eyes of the older man.
‘Would you die for the Creator by setting off a bomb
attached to your body?’ continued Taggelli, dramatising the
words with effect.
‘I would, I would,’ said Tameer passionately as he fell to
his knees.
‘Then you will be anointed in paradise and blessed with
many wives in the after life. To be remembered in this world as
a martyr and devout follower of the Creator.’
‘For the Creator I will do all,’ said Tameer, starting to
shake in a frenzy of emotional excitement.
He has been taught well, thought the Master Cleric.
Now he must teach others. He stood and taking hold of the
young man’s shaking hands, gently raised him to his feet.
‘Walk with me,’ he said, releasing the boy’s hands and
beckoning towards the outside door.
18
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I am the instrument of the Creator, he thought, giving
himself reason to talk of death and the manipulation of a young
mind. If I were not a teacher of the faith, would I not die for the
cause? He questioned himself on this but knew it would never
happen. Only the young were selected.
They walked out into the open air and looked across the
parched plains of the desert and the gentle sway of the palm
leaves in the hot breeze.
‘I have selected you for a special mission that will glorify
you and two others for ever,’ stated Taggelli. ‘But mine is not
the final decision.’ Tameer looked at the profile of the older
man as he stood thinking, gazing upon him in awe.
‘That you have chosen me is satisfaction enough.’
‘Our two leaders are coming down to confirm the
mission.’
‘Our two leaders,’ said an emotional Tameer, ‘to confirm
me?’
‘That is so.’
For a moment Tameer closed his eyes in elation before
staring into Taggelli’s eyes. ‘I will never let you down.’
‘That I know, but there are two others I wish you to train
in the coming months. They must have the discipline and
resolve that you possess. If they do not believe in the mighty
hand of the creator then they must be terminated.’
‘It will be done Master Cleric, it will be done.’
‘The mission is so important it is above any one man –
all three of you will be given martyrdom and written into the
history books.’
Tameer stood proud and regal, gazing across the
desert. He was completely obsessed with the idea of
destroying himself for his beliefs. Taggelli was also proud to
have trained this young man in religious thinking and absolute,
undeniable servitude.
‘May I ask of the mission?’ said Tameer quietly.
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‘You may, but only our two leaders can inform you. It is
divine in its nature. It will destroy thousands of non-believers
and is only the start to this great holy war.’
‘Who are our two great leaders?’
‘Their names are never spoken so our enemies cannot
profit against them. But just before this great mission, their
names may be revealed to you.’
‘Will I see them?
‘You will very soon, but now put all your energies into
training Dotani and Malasca.’
‘They are good men. I have studied with them for a
month. You have chosen them with me?’
‘Yes, only if they reach your standard. So teach them
well, Tameer. Failure by them will not be tolerated.’
‘May I inform them of the special mission?’
‘You may – but nothing else.’
‘I thank you, Master Cleric, for giving me this chance to
transcend into paradise.’
‘If there are any problems you will inform me
immediately.’
Tameer bowed and walked away, leaving Taggelli
staring out over the desert.
***
Outside that afternoon, the guards patrolling the roof saw a
cloud of dust in the distance on the long, straight road ahead
of them. One waved his rifle in the air to the men below,
indicating for the gates to be opened. The huge bullet-shaped
car sped through and the gates crashed shut behind them.
The car then slowed down and approached the main building.
As the car stopped, two armed guards leapt forward
and opened the back door. The first man to emerge was Kra
Beto Notari, spiritual leader of the breakaway Creator sect.
The two guards bowed as he moved from the car, pulling the
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white desert cloak around him. He was short in height with a
rather portly body. His cold eyes scanned the building as Jona
Ben Taggelli moved towards him.
Notari looked back for a second as Jel Hal Kinima, his
second-in-command, eased himself out of the car. The two
guards bowed once more as the tall, gaunt, handsome man
passed between them.
‘I trust you had a good journey,’ said Taggelli as they
met.
‘We did, Jona,’ replied Notari. ‘Jel and I appreciate your
hospitality in this hot desert climate.’
‘We must go inside, I have refreshments available,’
continued Taggelli, gesturing with his hand to the doorway
ahead.
Turning his head slightly and then upward, Kinima’s
eyes scanned the horizon and the sky above as they moved
towards the door. ‘You hide this place well, Jona,’ observed
Kinima. ‘How do you manage to stay covert and hidden from
prying eyes?’
‘All our training is done in the huge underground
chamber that runs the complete length of the building,’ Taggelli
replied as, once inside the premises, they entered a mediumsized room. ‘No training is done outside because of prying
satellites.’
Two armed guards took position outside the thick heavy
door as it closed. Pouring himself a drink, Notari was the first
to sit down and speak. ‘We are indeed fortunate that the
Creator protects our cause, as it is written in the divine book
that the enemies of the Creator will be destroyed.’
The two others nodded in agreement as they sat down.
To the outside world Notari was one of the top clerics of
his religion, thought Kinima. A man revered by fellow
worshippers. He preached all that was good, yet the
underlying subterfuge was one of hate and intolerance for the
non-religious worldly authorities.
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He laughed inwardly at himself. I joined because these
same worldly authorities put my wife in prison because of her
belief in the Creator.
Kinima’s wife was no terrorist, just an ardent believer.
She had been arrested and detained without trial for two years,
precipitating her mental breakdown and subsequent suicide.
‘How are our protégés progressing, Jona?’ asked
Notari, breaking into Kinima’s thoughts.
‘As with all our recruits, slowly with caution and
excellent progression. Within three months they will be ready.’
‘As the training becomes more intense they must not be
allowed to leave the building,’ returned Notari, staring intently
at Taggelli. ‘You must inform the others that they have been
chosen for training to become master clerics.’
‘As you wish,’ replied Taggelli, feeling a certain sense of
discomfort under the intensity of Notari’s gaze.
‘They must not be told the truth of the mission until ten
days before,’ continued Notari, the smile on his face affording
Taggelli slight relief. ‘Security is of the utmost importance.’
Taggelli nodded in agreement but said nothing as Notari
poured another drink. ‘The governments of the world have no
knowledge of this mission, only the three of us here and two
other scientists.’ He quietly sipped his drink gazing through the
window and letting his last sentence penetrate into Taggelli’s
mind. A strange silence invaded the room.
Was that remark aimed at me? thought Taggelli. A
warning from the leader that any leaks in information would be
my fault.
‘So there would only be the three of us in this room and
two others responsible for any leaks,’ said Kinima as if in
anticipation of Taggelli’s thoughts. ‘We must treat it as a
classified mission on a need-to-know basis.’
‘Indeed,’ replied Notari. ‘Any leakage would be
disastrous.’
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‘There will be no leaks from here,’ replied Taggelli
strongly. ‘Everything will be personally monitored by me.’ The
two other men nodded their heads and smiled as Taggelli filled
all their glasses.
‘We have in Kinima, because of his previous training, a
man who can create a picture and have everyone seeing
something else,’ said Notari, lightening the sombre mood.
‘Of course,’ beamed Taggelli. ‘You were the world’s
best illusionist.’
‘One of the world’s top illusionists,’ corrected Notari,
smiling. ‘There were others of great merit.’
‘The great nation of Acirem, with all their money and
technology, you have fooled many times,’ said Taggelli
proudly. ‘Every time you strike nobody knows from whom,
where or when.’
‘The Creator protects us,’ interrupted Notari, noting
Taggelli’s admiration of Kinima.
We can strike anywhere, thought Notari, but when an
enemy is on the move, invisible and without country, there is
no target to strike back at. ‘We must not forget that this is a
holy war fought against unbelievers,’ he said aloud. ‘We must
destroy them before they destroy us.’
‘Come,’ said Taggelli, standing up. ‘Let me show you
our training area.’ Notari and Kinima nodded as they rose and
moved towards the door.
Notari beckoned to Kinima, raising the hood of his cloak
over his head. ‘We must not be seen clearly by anyone,’ said
Notari as Kinima did likewise. ‘And for the moment we need to
remain anonymous.’
Taggelli led them down a corridor to the corner of the
building. He took hold of an ancient shield hanging on the wall,
moving it slowly to the right. A portion of the stone wall in front
of them retracted further into the wall, leaving a small space
exposing a stairway.
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‘This will lead us to our observation area,’ said Taggelli,
stepping inside and squeezing down the narrow stairway, the
others following. ‘This was constructed in medieval times in
which I believe the body structure was somewhat smaller.’
Taggelli was amused at the clumsy stumbling of Notari on the
stairway whilst the elegant Kinima moved effortlessly.
The stairway spiralled downward and just when it
seemed never-ending they entered a large room. Three of the
walls were of stone but the fourth was composed of one huge
pane of glass. On the floor were several large TV monitor
screens with four soft armchairs facing the monitors. One of
the chairs had a computer console on each arm. Taggelli
beckoned the two leaders to be seated as he sat down in the
console chair.
‘This new technology has just been installed,’ he said,
operating two of the touch buttons as the full wall in front
changed colour. ‘As you can now see, this wall is a one-way
mirror.’ The colour changed again and the wall became
transparent. They viewed outward into a vast chamber in
which many men and women were operating. Some were on
firing ranges, others were obviously being lectured by
instructors.
Two instructors appeared close to the wall, completely
unaware of its purpose. ‘Very effective,’ Kinima acknowledged,
inquisitive about the technology. ‘To what use do you put your
monitors?’
‘We can go anywhere within the complex,’ Taggelli
replied, proudly bringing the monitors into action. ‘We can also
see outside.’ Several outside scenes flashed across the
monitor screens from cameras mounted on the external walls.
‘We also have direct sound.’ He executed a close-up of an
instructor and the sound was heard clearly around the room.
Notari smiled. No secrets could be kept within these
walls, he thought. Everything was monitored with absolute
security.
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‘We are also connected to a radar station,’ said
Taggelli. ‘It is only to be used sparingly as it can be detected
by military aircraft.’
‘Your little playthings are indeed alluring,’ said Notari,
turning to Taggelli and then Kinima. ‘You admire these
facilities?’
Both men became a little uncomfortable. ‘They aid us in
our quest,’ Taggelli replied.
‘And what quest is that?’ said Notari.
‘I apologise, if I offend with the misuse of the word
“quest”.’
Notari tended to bully those under his command and
constantly needed to see how a person reacted under
pressure. ‘There is no quest or is there, Jel?’ he said, staring
into Kinima’s eyes.
‘Only in the use of the word as a crusade for the
Creator,’ replied Kinima. Notari is playing mind games again,
he thought. He doesn’t trust anyone, not even me. I will not
allow him to bully me though I must take care, for he has
powerful friends.
‘Yes,’ continued Notari. ‘It could be interpreted as a
crusade. Let our enemies have all the technology but it is pure
faith that wins. The governments of the world tolerate us but
have no understanding. They try to infiltrate our religion to
destroy us from within. But our doctrine and faith is too strong.
It is not technology that matters. Their technology just saves
their lives. It is strength of mind and purpose that will win the
holy war!’
A silence followed which neither Kinima nor Taggelli
wished to break.
Standing up, Notari smiled, making Taggelli feel even
more uncomfortable. He walked over to the glass and stared
through into the chamber beyond.
He doesn’t like me, thought Taggelli. Don’t I train these
boys well?
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‘I want you to understand what I am saying,’ said Notari
in a condescending tone, turning to face them. ‘The three who
have been chosen for this mission must have complete selfbelief. They must transcend life and death. They will eliminate
all thoughts of life and death and disregard the earthly life. This
will concentrate all attention on eradicating the enemy of nonbelievers with unwavering determination.’
Taggelli nodded, realising from Notari the depth of
commitment needed to succeed. And, Kinima thought, as
Notari thrust his face to within inches of Taggelli’s face, he is
browbeating the senior cleric.
‘Just before the bomb explodes, the bearer should feel
a great sense of elation,’ continued Notari. ‘For within seconds
he or she will gain direct access to paradise.’
Kinima sat and watched Taggelli’s face at the verbal
onslaught, thinking: Kra is worried that the three will not be
trained enough and with a mission so important he is
pressurising the cleric. The bottom line was: in all of us there is
a defence mechanism against death. The body will try and
survive unless there is no hope or life is taken suddenly or
there is such a strong belief in the immortality of the soul that
the death of the body is unimportant.
‘I understand,’ said Taggelli composing himself. ‘They
will be ready to die for the Creator.’
Notari moved away and seated himself. ‘Good,’ he
answered folding his arms against his chest. ‘And just to make
sure, at the end of their training they will have one full day with
… Sol Beta,’ he said after a pause.
Taggelli and Kinima visibly stiffened at the sound of the
name.
I know him only too well, thought Kinima, trying to keep
his face impassive. Beta had converted to the church of the
Creator from other religions. He was the worst kind of religious
mercenary, who worshipped fame and money, the situation
exacerbated by the fact that he was a clinical hypnotist.
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I have only met Sol Beta once, thought Taggelli, sitting
uncomfortably in his chair. A man into whose eyes you must
never look.
‘I see you are impressed,’ continued Notari, noting the
impact of silence. ‘Sol Beta will ensure that the mission is a
complete success.’
‘When will he be arriving?’ questioned Taggelli
nervously.
‘Within the next few weeks as your training reaches its
conclusion,’ Notari replied with a smile and turned to Kinima.
‘Did he not used to be in your line of business?’
He is enjoying this, thought Kinima. He quite openly
dislikes show business and personalities.
‘Yes, his act was banned in several cities for causing
mental stress to the public.’
‘Yes, a remarkable man,’ insisted Notari with a huge
grin on his face. All three then sat silently, watching the
training exercises. Notari had won this battle of the mind by
using surprise tactics. ‘Now we go our separate ways to return
when the three men have been fully indoctrinated and are
ready to meet Sol Beta. You, Kinima, can deal with all his
travel arrangements.’
***
The huge skyscraper in the city of Frondona cast a giant
shadow on the street outside in the noonday sun. The traffic
was heavy as the hover cars, suspended on a thin line of
pressurised air, queued up outside. Frondona was the capital
city in the country of Acirem, situated centrally on a vast
continent alongside two other countries, Dredoska and
Acirfani. Dredoska was in the north while Acirfani had a more
equatorial position. Chief Agent John Bentonis strode through
the outer door of the building, taking from his pocket a small
card with an imprint of his front profile image.
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The man behind the desk took the card from him and
placed it into a computer. A green light set into the counter
was generated and pulsed three times. ‘Thank you sir,’ said
the man. ‘You may enter.’ He pressed a button and a door in
the nearby wall opened. Bentonis passed through into an
elevator and moved upward to the twentieth floor.
The office was a quick walk down a quiet corridor and
as he entered through the door marked ‘Chief Agents J.
Bentonis and M. Trentarly’, he pulled off his square-cut jacket
and laid it on one of the armchairs. He then sat behind the
huge half-circular desk adorned with several TV monitors. On
one of the small screens, he spotted a news item and
transferred it to the large central monitor. It was the aftermath
of a bomb blast that had killed twelve people and injured
another twenty. He turned the sound down and gazed at the
screen, shaking his head.
‘How do we combat this?’ he said, trying to suppress a
feeling of helplessness.
The door opened and Bentonis nodded as Chief Agent
Marla Trentarly entered. She was five foot eight inches tall with
carefully styled, shoulder-length brown hair, wearing a trouser
suit with a square-cut jacket that complimented her figure.
‘The information we asked for,’ she said, sitting down at
the side of the desk and handing him two sheets of paper.
He glanced through them, flinging them down on the
desk. ‘Same old story,’ he retorted. ‘We need new intelligence.’
‘There are three surveillance teams out now, John,’ she
answered. ‘All watching suspected members of the Order of
the Creator.’
‘And yet, Marla,’ prompted Bentonis pointing at the
monitor, ‘they still manage to do that.’
‘Maybe we should think differently,’ she said.
‘What do you mean?’ he enquired, puzzled.
‘Try and place a mole in their organisation.’
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‘Have we got any religious nutcases on the team?’ he
said, half jokingly.
‘No, but we know the profile,’ she smiled. ‘All suicide
bombers are in an age range of sixteen to twenty-five. There
are never any old suicide bombers.’
‘That’s true, it’s all the older members who plan and
supply the brainwashing and training, protecting themselves
and sacrificing young lives.’
Trentarly gazed at him for a moment, her mind deep in
thought. ‘Maybe we need a recruit at, say, nineteen, twenty
years old who could infiltrate their training school, wherever
that is.’
Bentonis stared for a moment at the screens. ‘Let’s see
if we have any agents in that age profile,’ he said, slapping her
hand gently as she started to operate the keyboard. As she
withdrew her fingers and let him key in the information, she
smiled thinking, that’s John – he has to do everything himself.
He sat back in his chair as the computer sped through
its deliberations. It was several minutes before names started
to unfurl down the screen until the scrolling stopped,
highlighting ten names. ‘Ah, I got it right. I’m improving.’
‘Ten young agents in the department,’ Trentarly said,
thinking aloud, and then turned to John. ‘The second profile
should be a member of a small religious community.’
Bentonis typed into the keyboard again and excitement
swelled within him. Could it be possible? he thought. It is so
dangerous for a young recruit. His life would be at risk every
moment. As the scrolling ceased, two names remained on the
screen. The department with a full ten-page document on each
had extensively screened both agents. ‘Now who shall we
interview – the twenty year old or the twenty-one year old?’
said Bentonis as they both read the information on screen.
‘Possibly the older of the two because of his
experience,’ Trentarly replied.
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‘Let’s look at the précis profile comparisons side by side
on each,’ said Bentonis as he activated commands on the
keyboard.
The two profiles on the screen now showed the
difference between them. ‘The younger one is more
experienced in the field and has been on several operations.
The older one is a code analyst, office bound.’
‘I agree,’ returned Trentarly. ‘The younger one will suit
the purpose.’
‘Agreed, well, Cal Sheda Pateshka, let’s have you up
here for an interview,’ concluded Bentonis.
Within the hour, Pateshka knocked on the door of the
office. Bentonis welcomed in the young man and introduced
Marla, seating him on a swivel chair in the middle of the room
facing her. Trentarly smiled as she greeted the boy, knowing
that Bentonis would now stalk up and down the room while she
interviewed, throwing questions here and there. Bentonis
walked to the window and gazed out as she questioned the
young man.
‘You are Cal Sheda Pateshka?’
‘That is correct, Ma’am,’ he said.
‘You address me as Chief Agent,’ corrected Trentarly,
stifling a grin.
Bentonis smiled, looking at his reflection in the window.
This boy is ultra polite, he thought. Maybe too polite for this
mission.
‘You live in a religious community,’ she resumed. ‘Does
that clash with your job as an agent?’
‘It may do if the people in my community knew what I
did, but I tell them that I am a civil servant working in an office.
My head of department always works me out of the city.’
Good, but he’s been protected by his department chief,
thought Bentonis, turning and staring hard at the boy.
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‘Explain to me in your own words why you joined the
intelligence services?’ enquired Trentarly, still asking basic
questions.
‘I have two university degrees and wish to serve my
country in any way I can,’ he replied.
‘With your qualifications why not go into industry or
medicine?’ she prompted.
‘In industry I would be serving myself not my country,
and I have no interest in medicine.’
She was now curious. His answers are adequate and
simple, she thought. I wonder if he is telling me what I want to
hear.
Bentonis continued staring and then walked closer to
him, standing to his right and bending forward, talking in his
ear.
‘What religion are you, Pateshka?’ he asked in a
dominating manner.
‘I am Church of the Creator,’ he answered, turning his
head to the right, trying to look into the eyes of Bentonis to
gauge his mood.
‘Keep your head forward when I talk,’ commanded
Bentonis. ‘I will look at you when I wish to.’
‘What does the Church of the Creator believe in?’
continued Trentarly.
‘My religion is personal to me,’ he replied, standing his
ground.
‘When you work for the Interior Intelligence agency you
are an open book,’ growled Bentonis in Pateshka’s ear. The
boy looked awkward for a moment, not answering.
‘Tell me what your religion means to you,’ she said
comfortingly.
‘I believe in the Creator as the one and only God and in
his teachings to live in peace and love.’
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‘What of the others who worship the Creator by carrying
bombs and messages of hate?’ said Bentonis, turning the
swivel chair towards him and staring into the boy’s face.
‘They are crazy madmen who misinterpret the Holy
Book to suit their own agenda,’ he replied without hesitation.
‘And would you fight them and bring them to justice?’
enquired Bentonis.
The boy hesitated for a moment before answering. ‘If I
was sure that the person being scrutinised was using the Holy
Book to spread hate and death.’
Bentonis stared at him for several seconds. And now
let’s see what happens with this conclusion. ‘I don’t believe
you,’ he shouted, forcing the young man back in his chair. ‘You
have not convinced me of your loyalty.’ Bentonis could see the
hurt in his eyes but he was not intimidated.
‘I am loyal to my country and my conscience,’ Pateshka
said, standing up and facing Bentonis. ‘Of that I am proud.’
They stood staring at each other for a moment and then
Bentonis smiled and stretched out his right hand. Pateshka
hesitated for a moment, blinking and then clasped Bentonis’s
hand in a warm grip.
‘You have answered well,’ said Bentonis. ‘Now we can
get down to business.’ He walked behind his desk, operated
the monitors and put on view the aftermath of the bomb blast.
‘What are your opinions on this?’
‘Because it was a suicide bomb mission I would say it
was possibly the work of religious extremists,’ he replied,
carefully studying the pictures.
‘Would you say it was a religious organisation of the
Creator who is involved?’ prompted Trentarly.
‘It could be possible that whoever committed this act are
extremists of that church.’
‘Why do you say that?’ continued Trentarly.
‘I believe in this day and age it is the only religion that
sanctions extremists who advocate suicide and actually do it.’
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‘So I think we are all agreed that our focus should be on
that religion,’ concluded Bentonis, smiling and turning to
Pateshka. ‘Welcome to the team.’
They all sat down behind the desk and viewed the
different monitors.
‘We have a mission, Agent Pateshka,’ resumed
Trentarly. ‘It is one that could cause you great personal
anguish.’
‘You wish me to seek out the extremists in my own
church,’ smiled Pateshka, one step ahead. ‘I agree, so long as
the innocent are protected.’
‘The innocent are protected by our constitution,’ said
Bentonis. ‘But sometimes we have to question a lot to find the
truth.’ He stopped for a moment contemplating his own words.
Now I have to warn him of the danger of his mission, he
thought, looking into Pateshka’s eyes. ‘We are placing you
undercover into an area where we suspect there is a covert
recruiting centre. If your cover is broken there is no doubt they
will kill you.’
‘Do I require any more training?’ enquired Pateshka,
avoiding answering the remark.
‘Very little,’ replied Trentarly, admiring how calm he
was. ‘You would be going into an area that you know well, the
Church of the Creator. Your visual job here would cease until
the mission was over.’
‘If your infiltration is successful,’ added Bentonis, ‘you
will probably be taken out of the country.’
‘How will you know where I am?’
‘That you will need training for,’ smiled Trentarly,
becoming more practical. ‘Before you volunteer I want you to
be completely aware of the dangers you will be facing. The
group calling themselves “The Order of the Creator” are
ruthless. Once you are in their grip you can never resign, only
disappear for ever, your fate never known.’ She stopped
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talking, looked into the eyes of the young agent, and saw a
feeling of acceptance.
‘The Holy Book was never meant to be used and
distorted in this way,’ he answered, his eyes now filled with
determination. ‘I’ll try and stop them any way I can.’
‘Do not let your emotions betray you,’ warned Bentonis.
‘You must be as one with them until we can get you out.’
Pateshka nodded as Bentonis and Trentarly stood up.
‘Shall I go and see the Commander of Operations?’ said
Trentarly.
‘Yes,’ replied Pateshka, slowly rising from his seat. ‘I
accept the mission.’
‘Good,’ said Bentonis, smiling at Pateshka. ‘It will take
up to two weeks for me to plan the operation. Then you will be
called in for a week and then the mission starts.’ Bentonis and
Trentarly gave Pateshka a quick handshake and he left the
office. ‘Now let’s see what he’s really made of,’ continued
Bentonis, flicking a switch on his desk. A face appeared on
one of the monitors.
‘Drakus here,’ replied the face with no emotion.
‘I want twenty-four-hour surveillance for the next two
weeks on Agent Pateshka,’ said Bentonis. ‘I want the names of
everyone with whom he communicates. Full scanning bugs in
every area.’
‘This may take a team of five or six,’ said Drakus. He
then reminded Bentonis of the budgets.
‘Already accounted for,’ said Bentonis. ‘Just do it.’
‘Already in motion, sir,’ answered Drakus, his face
fading from the monitor.
‘Are you sure it’s wise to put him under such a blanket
of security?’ said Trentarly.
‘Yes Marla,’ he said thoughtfully. ‘If this operation is
infiltrated or compromised then we shall be funding a mission
that will disappear in clouds of subterfuge and double dealing.
We need to be sure that our golden boy is what he says he is.’
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***
Jel Hal Kinima, second-in-command of the Church of the
Creator, walked through the basement of his home on the
outskirts of the city of Tersa, looking at the array of boxed
illusions. Although now second-in-command to Notari, his love
and desire for magic and illusion was still close to his heart.
Illusion is what the eye doesn’t see, he thought, moving to one
of the covered shapes and hurling off the cover. It revealed a
huge cabinet with one door at the front and of seemingly solid
construction. He ran his hand affectionately down the righthand corner then opened the door and stepped in.
The container turned slowly three times on its rounded
base and stopped. The door swung open, showing an empty
interior. The door closed again and turned slowly in one full
rotation. As the door opened, he stepped out to turn and look.
The one-man illusion, he thought, throwing the cover once
again over the cabinet. There was no other person to distract
the eyes of the audience, just a plain and simple
disappearance. Tears clouded his eyes in memory of his
beloved wife who had performed the illusion many times whilst
he did a quick costume change.
He tried to clear his mind of the memories but could not.
They had deeply scarred his subconscious mind. The raging
desire for revenge returned and the warmth that had been was
gone.
His manservant Tekata appeared at the basement door,
a small-shrivelled man with a hooked nose and a
condescending face.
What is it this time, you slug? thought Kinima with a
stony face. Why do I have to put up with a Notari spy in my
house? He laughed inwardly. ‘He is here to act as a liaison
messenger between you and me,’ he recalled Notari’s words.
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‘How dare you come into this basement,’ he snarled at
Tekata. ‘Only I am allowed down here.’
‘Forgive me, Jel Hal Kinima,’ said Tekata in a
pretentious, condescending voice. ‘Normally I would not, but
Kra Beta Notari has sent a Dr Sol Beta to see you.’
‘Then give him tea and tell him I shall be there
presently,’ answered Kinima, trying to hide his nervousness.
Damn, he thought as Tekata left. Why has he sent him
here – is he still not sure that I am loyal? He crept to the top of
the stairs and swiftly moved down the corridor to his bedroom.
There he changed into a blue caftan and placed dark glasses
over his eyes. Walking into the main room, he raised the flat
palm of his hand in salute. ‘Welcome to my home, Dr Sol
Beta.’
‘Thank you for your hospitality,’ replied Sol Beta,
standing, and giving a small bow. ‘I believe we were both in
the same profession.’
He was a tall man, thin and gaunt, his eyes a piercing
light blue. It was very difficult not to look into those eyes but
Kinima, staring at him from behind his dark glasses, took
comfort in the thought that at least he couldn’t look into his.
He smiled, beckoning for Sol Beta to be seated. ‘Yes, I
believe we worked many of the same theatres on our travels.’
‘I hope that I do not upset you because of my
reputation,’ said Sol Beta staring at the dark glasses and
relaxing in his chair.
‘Ha,’ answered Kinima laughing confidently. ‘Forgive my
dark glasses but after staring into harsh spotlights for twenty
years, my eyes are a little light-sensitive.’
‘I agree, sunlight does cause my eyes to squint a little. I
was in the area and Kra Beto Notari asked me to introduce
myself.’
‘It was good of you to call,’ said Kinima, hiding his real
feelings and prodding Beta’s thoughts. ‘I hope business is
good.’
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‘Oh yes, very good, my work is now mainly clinical but I
still do a few private shows.’
‘Clinical sounds very rewarding.’
‘Oh it is, I have several establishments that I own. I cure
many who are unfortunate and without hope.’
‘That is excellent,’ Kinima said in a condescending
manner, shuddering inwardly at the thought of being in one of
them.
‘Our great leader Kra Beto Notari believes totally in
them,’ continued Beta with a sickly smile on his face, leaning
forward in his chair as if to deliver a secret. ‘We even have a
diplomat as an inmate.’
‘Is that so?’ replied Kinima, knowing that he was being
lured into a mind game. ‘I presume diplomats are as fragile as
anyone else.’
‘We are all fragile in one way or another; each soul has
unique frailties,’ said Beta, trying again to lure him into
participating and inducing empathy. ‘I have lost a loved one,
accidentally shot by the security forces.’
‘Indeed as you know, I too have lost a loved one,’
responded Kinima.
‘The love that we both have lost is immeasurable. It is
unfortunate that we must put this behind us and move on.’
‘Yes, indeed,’ replied Kinima, giving no further lead.
‘But the destruction of a loved one’s soul burns deep,’
returned Beta, his eyes now wide open and staring, trying to
invoke emotion.
‘Yes, you are correct,’ said Kinima averting his eyes
behind the glasses to Beta’s shoulder. How dare you try to
hypnotise me in my own home? he thought becoming angry
and then calmed himself. Your wife was wearing a bomb and
mine was pure and innocent. Beta then sat back, relaxing in
his chair, his eyes becoming narrow and cold, failing to invoke
any reaction and annoyed because he could not penetrate the
dark glasses.
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‘As you know I have been invited by our illustrious
leader to participate in a rather sensitive exercise that you are
both conducting,’ continued Beta, still probing. ‘I presume we
shall be meeting in about a month to finalise my involvement.’
‘About a month would be correct,’ offered Kinima, giving
nothing away.
‘Would you say I needed to bring anything special?’
queried Beta, smiling in a sickly way and pushing for answers.
‘No, I don’t think so,’ said Kinima, nonchalantly
concealing the truth in a pretence of not understanding. He
does not know the reason for his contract, he thought. Notari
has not informed him of the mission. He laughed inwardly for a
moment.
‘I believe there are three men involved in this mission
that I must assess,’ said Beta, again prodding for answers. ‘I
presume they must be suicide bombers?’
‘Yes, you are correct,’ replied Kinima, revealing the truth
of his question but not the underlying fact that it was a large
bomb.
‘Good,’ said Beta, pleased with the response. ‘As you
know I have done this many times in our holy cause.’
You have done it many times for your own monetary
cause, thought Kinima. So, I now know why you are here. To
try to pry from me what is going on. ‘I presume that our leader
did not tell you the details?’
‘No,’ replied Beta, trying to answer casually. ‘I am only
told that an assessment is required.
‘I presume that for you assessment is a simple job?’
‘Yes, I can tell whether they are completely consumed
with their mission or lying.’
‘Can you see into every mind?’
‘Indeed no, most of them but not all.’
‘Could that cause you problems?’
‘Not at all, I would then dig deeper for more answers.’
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‘Would that not hinder you, not knowing what was really
on their mind?’
‘No, unless they gave their mind to me I would reject
them.’ Beta then stood up, realising that he was the one now
giving the information and would gain none. ‘Forgive me, I
must go. I have a client to see.’
‘May the Creator be with you,’ said Kinima, standing
and giving the open palm salute.
‘And with you also,’ replied Beta, staring at the dark
glasses. ‘May your eyes be healed for our next meeting.’
Kinima smiled as Beta left. Not for you, Beta, he
thought. You are far too dangerous.
***
Marla Trentarly left her office and walked next door to see
Bentonis. ‘Information from Drakus,’ she said, handing him a
sheet of paper and sitting next to him. She watched him read
the report then place it down with a sigh.
‘Pateshka is a very private and personal man,’
concluded Bentonis smiling. ‘Or he is very secretive.’
‘You always see both sides of the coin,’ she laughed.
‘People have to gain your trust and that takes time.’
‘And we have little or no time. Do we send him or not?’
he said, looking into her eyes.
‘Yes, I think so,’ she replied positively. ‘We are both
jointly responsible for him.’
Bentonis sat back in his chair for a moment. He thought
highly of Marla, even if she was too trusting. ‘We don’t have
any other options at the moment. We either use him or forget
the mission.’
Make up your mind, you idiot, he said to himself.
‘Let’s make the final decision after he has completed a
week’s training with Drakus,’ she prompted, noting that he was
still not sure.
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‘Good thinking, Marla,’ he replied, relieved about the
delay. ‘I just hope we see something that makes us both sure.’
Bentonis operated the screens before him and the face of
Drakus appeared.
‘Drakus here.’
‘Initiate Plan One for our young agent Pateshka for one
week only.’
‘Initiating now,’ said Drakus, nodding as the face
vanished on the screen.
‘Plan One – pressure training and surveillance?’ said
Trentarly.
‘Might as well give him hell for a week. It’ll be far worse
where he’s going.’ Bentonis scanned through several visual
reports by agents in the field, stopping at one in particular.
‘There still seems to be terrorist activity around the city Tersa
in Acirfani. That’s where we’ll send our boy. We need a full
cover for him over the last five years.’
‘Already completed,’ she said, scanning through some
files. ‘He is an orphaned street boy with no record of
institutionalisation. Once established, his cover should hold for
two or three weeks. Getting him out of Acirfani could be a
problem.’
‘My dear Marla, there is always a problem in Acirfani.
The ruling government are made up of radical militants and
even religious terrorists.’
‘There are over twenty churches of the Creator, not
counting some of the extreme cults covering the whole
continent.’
‘Yes, and most of them are of a benign status and have
lost their power base over the last thousand years.’
‘I’ve always found it strange,’ said Trentarly smiling,
‘that one religion will never condemn another for atrocities.’
‘That is because through the ages they all have
committed atrocities. All are guilty of bloodlust for their God.
The only true areas of disagreement are in interpretation. Who
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knows what a mess they have made of that?’ Bentonis
skimmed through some more files before stopping at some
small news items saved for intelligence purpose. ‘Does the
planet know about these? No, they are not big enough for the
national communication channels.’
Trentarly looked over as he watched some of the small
headlines. WOMAN STONED TO DEATH FOR ADULTERY. ‘What
happened to the man?’
‘Nothing,’ Bentonis read down. ‘He cannot be blamed.
‘Why?’
‘Because he is a man,’ Bentonis replied, scrolling to the
next. MAN BEHEADED FOR CHANGE OF RELIGION. ‘He changed
from the Creators order of Motarma to the Church of the
Messenger of the Creator. The elders of the village called it
blasphemy and he was publicly beheaded in the town square.’
‘It’s all very brutal,’ she said, shaking her head in horror.
‘Why do they behave in this way?’
‘Well, two centuries ago religion was a powerful weapon
to keep the population in order. People who disagreed were
executed in public to warn others. This is just a continuation of
the ancient laws.’
‘Surely this is not in keeping with the glory of the
Creator.’
‘Yes it is – if you disobey any of the manmade rules or
doctrines of any of the churches you will be punished in some
way.’
‘But why?’
‘Because you are breaking the manmade laws, the
power base. Humankind has a power base for everything. We
are part of a power base of this country’s intelligence.’
‘We don’t get beheaded for making a mistake.’
‘No, we just get thrown out. True religion to me is
nothing to do with a human power base. It is your right to
worship a supernatural being in your own way. Not like that
poor sod in Motarma—’ He stopped and thought for a moment.
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‘Motarma!’ He keyed into the computer and a long list of items
appeared.
‘Is that all about the village of Motarma?’ she said,
reading the first four items.
‘It is,’ he replied, commenting on one. ‘It shows the
largest percentage for the disappearance of young men and
women. I think we are on to something, Marla.’
‘Where is this place?’ she said, scrolling down a map on
the screen and finding it. ‘It is on the edge of the great desert
of Amaris, approximately one hundred miles from the city of
Tersa.’
‘Four young men from Tersa were sent by the Motarma
order of the Church of the Creator to Motarma village. Two
disappeared and their parents pleaded for a public inquiry that
never happened. The two were never seen again.’
‘Local government involvement?’ she inferred.
‘Could be, especially if they are recruiting and training.
Near to a desert is an ideal place to train and indoctrinate. I
think a satellite surveillance of the area would be beneficial.’
His fingers moved fast over the control buttons as he
completed a survey sequence. Trentarly sat back as the words
were typed across the screen.
After ten seconds the reply appeared on the screen:
SATELLITE IN POSITION IN ONE HOUR FOR FULL SCANS OF THE
MOTARMA VILLAGE

‘Are you thinking what I’m thinking,’ she said, fixing him
with a quizzical look.
‘Yes,’ he replied eagerly. ‘This is where we should send
Pateshka.’
‘It’s the most dangerous place on the planet,’ she
observed, gazing at the other headlines from Motarma and
Tersa.
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‘I must admit that you are correct. The city of Tersa
does concern me. There are three factions of the church each
with its own interpretation of the Creator and in hostile
opposition.’
‘An excellent place to have a mole,’ replied Trentarly.
‘Because of the general chaos there, his cover may last
longer.’
‘The central government of Acirfani, based in the capital
Tersa, are struggling to survive. If there is a breakdown and
the militants get in, there will be a problem getting Pateshka
out.’
‘As you always say, we’ll face that problem when we get
there,’ she told him sadly.
‘I feel at last we may be making progress,’ he stated.
‘My only hope is that it will not be costly. I do not like losing
agents in the field. We must endeavour to give him all the help
and support we can. We shall send Drakus and a team as
backup.’
***
The Professor nodded as Jim, dressed in his costume and
mask once more, floated Gail in the air vertically using the
antigravity belt. She kept her body straight, maintaining a
graceful pose as Jim manipulated the gravity belt around her
waist turning her slowly horizontal. He turned and walked
towards her, stopping underneath and looking up into her face
some four feet above.
‘I always know if there’s something in the air, Frosty,’ he
whispered from the corner of his mouth.
For a moment, she grimaced. ‘You always have kept
me hanging about,’ she retorted with a forced smile.
‘As the nasty old lady said to Hansel and Gretel, let’s
get you into the pot.’ He spun her slowly round and guided her
towards the circular pot, suspended by four wires in the air.
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She stood still in the air, and then returned to a vertical
position slowly sliding into the small pot and disappearing
completely. The pot then lowered to the ground was turned on
its side by Jim, revealing it to be empty.
Gail then appeared from behind a curtain some thirty
yards away. She bowed as the Professor clapped his hands
enthusiastically. ‘Bravo,’ he shouted then returning to his
normal voice. ‘That was good.’
Behind them, the pot started to spark, showing a red
glow around the perimeter then disappeared from sight. ‘That’s
why you need an engineer,’ snorted Norman, walking towards
it, bending slightly with his hands stretched out in front, totally
missing its location and tripping over it. He sat on the floor,
operating his handheld remote controller and mumbling, much
to everyone’s amusement. The pot suddenly reappeared. ‘The
magnetic field became unstable. It should be alright now.’
Norman slowly got to his feet as the others stood
around him.
‘I hope that doesn’t happen during a performance,’ said
the Professor, chuckling. ‘You’d have a lot of explaining to do.’
‘I’ve sent for some new stabilisers,’ said Norman. ‘It is
all still experimental but that should do the trick.’
‘I couldn’t do the trick without you and Frosty,’ replied
Jim with a small grin on his face.
‘It’s not a trick, boss, it’s an illusion,’ continued Norman,
missing the pun.
‘Depends on your point of view,’ said Jim turning to the
Professor. ‘Now, when is the full dress rehearsal? Then I can
see my team as they really will be.’
‘Tomorrow,’ answered the Professor. ‘You have now
mastered all three illusions. Now, something I haven’t told you
yet. Already we have in place on Thraeot a masked illusionist
building up a circuit of venues.’
‘A real illusionist,’ remarked Gail.
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‘Yes,’ said the Professor. ‘Another of our agents but not
doing the illusions that you will do. Yours are spectacular and
should mystify other magicians, including Jel Hal Kinima.’
‘They are already performing in our place?’ said
Norman, amazed.
‘Yes,’ replied the Professor, amused at Norman’s
bewilderment. ‘It is normal procedure for staff to be changed
on the road. This team finish their contract when the show
reaches the capital city of Tersa. That is when you take over.’
‘The masked illusionist then changes his team,’ said
Jim. ‘But he still has a following.’
‘Precisely,’ agreed the Professor. ‘You are maintaining
a classy act.’
‘Let’s hope the new audience think so,’ commented
Gail. ‘Otherwise we could all be chased out of the building.’
‘Rupert,’ said Jim, ‘is there anything else we need to
know?’
‘Yes,’ continued the Professor. ‘You are due there in
two weeks from now, their time. You will arrive two days in
advance to check out your location and will be staying at the
Wolf Hotel.’
‘Where did we appear before that?’ asked Jim.
‘You mean, where you are appearing now?’ corrected
the Professor, smiling as usual. ‘You are eight hundred miles
away, in the capital of Frondona. Your crew will be changed
but you remain incognito as the masked illusionist.’
‘You know, Rupert I believe you are really enjoying this,’
observed Jim, grinning at Rupert’s boyish enthusiasm. The
wall behind them faded out and a small elderly man entered.
He was about fifty years old and his face was wrinkled and
serious, a man who rarely smiled.
‘May I introduce Professor Barry Naples,’ offered the
Professor. ‘This is Space Agent Jim Long and his crew, Gail
Farmer and Norman Clark.’ Jim shook his hand, as did Gail
and Norman.
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‘Well, we now have two professors on the case,’
acknowledged an amused Jim. ‘And what is your area of
expertise?’
‘Barry is an old friend and colleague,’ interrupted the
Professor. ‘He is an expert on planetary history. Our supreme
leader, SACO Carlton, thought we should do a survey on
Thraeot to see if we could pinpoint the origins of the Creator
some three thousand years ago. I thought it would be a good
idea for Barry to update you.’
‘Thank you, Rupert,’ said Naples, taking an old map out
of his pocket and opening it up on the table. ‘There are two
huge continents on Thraeot and this is the oldest map we
have. Events seem to have started in this area of the continent
you will be visiting. It started with the huge army of the Namori
attacking a city called Matania. Here the religion of the Creator
was born, and the city and the populace began to worship in
his name. From that time, the village of Motarma is still located
here on the edge of the vast desert of Amaris. We know
through the Holy Book of the Creator that the ancient city was
within five to ten miles of the village. There is a five hundred
mile mountain chain stretching eastwards from Motarma, with
the desert stretching south and west. We have surveyed here
where the mountains begin and have located a strange
background radiation not conducive to the planet’s natural
emissions.’
‘Fascinating,’ replied Jim. ‘I presume that the occupants
of this planet do not as yet have a scanning device such as
ours?’
‘Correct,’ replied Naples, looking at Jim and then
Norman. ‘What does your engineer think?’
‘Certain engines and power sources have their own
emanations and signatures,’ answered Norman thoughtfully. ‘If
the radiation is not natural then it could be a craft.’
‘That is our conclusion too,’ continued Naples, folding
the map. ‘We now have two teams investigating very slowly so
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as not to arouse suspicion.’ Naples was a very serious man
and, like Norman, somewhat lacking in humour.
‘Are you travelling to Thraeot?’ asked Norman.
‘No I’m afraid not,’ replied Naples. ‘I only handle things
at this end.’
‘Then who is in charge on the planet?’ Norman said,
surprised.
‘A technician, Solar System Controller Bandotti,’ said
Naples. ‘Now please forgive me, I must leave.’
‘Thank you, Professor Naples,’ concluded Jim as
Naples nodded to them all and left. ‘Well, Rupert, that was
short but informative.’
‘Yes, he is busy trying to directly pinpoint the position,’
replied the Professor, in a more serious mode. ‘If the position
is found, the resulting information could be startling. We are
talking about revealing an ancient civilisation with capabilities
even beyond ours.’
‘Do you know Solar System Controller Bandotti?’ Gail
asked Jim, enquiring of both man and rank.
‘Yes, my black friend Jack Bandotti is the best technical
officer in the Police Federation,’ said Jim, nodding and smiling.
‘He is a good man to have on the planet at the same time as
ourselves.’
‘Why is that, boss?’ said Norman.
‘Well, if any of the equipment fails,’ Jim teased, ‘we
have a top man on hand to put it right.’
‘That’s my job.’
‘Oh yes of course,’ Jim replied, winking at Gail. ‘That’s
only in the case of extreme failure.’
‘He’s pulling your leg,’ Gail told Norman, her face as
ever bland and expressionless.
‘Which one?’ said Norman.
‘Both I think,’ said Jim.
‘Well I think …’ Norman began and then realised.
‘You’re kidding me.’
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‘Correct,’ Jim grinned. ‘But he will be a good backup for
us all.’
‘I’ll leave you to rehearse,’ said the Professor. ‘I do have
other clients. Oh, and by the way, we are working on new
equipment daily so don’t be surprised by any sudden
changes.’
The wall dissolved and appeared again as he stepped
through. Jim crossed over to the Professor’s desk, checking
through several small flat rectangular information pods then
handed one to Gail. She recognised the pod format, though
this was slightly larger at approximately ten inches by six.
‘Just for you to glance through, Frosty,’ said Jim. ‘It is
the Holy Book of the Creator on Thraeot. There are several
varieties but this is the mainstream version.’ She activated the
pod and glanced at two pages.
‘There are five hundred pages to read,’ she said, seeing
the serious look in Jim’s eyes.
‘Just speed-read it like I did,’ Jim replied. ‘If you read it
thoroughly you might want to become a “monkess”.’
‘I didn’t know there were such things,’ said Norman.
‘There aren’t,’ answered Gail, ‘only monks.’
‘He means you could turn into a type of nun,’ Norman
explained.
‘I know what he meant,’ said Gail, irritated. ‘Can we be
serious?’
‘I thought we were,’ said Norman.
Gail shook her head in despair, with the hint of a smile.
‘Okay team, let’s rehearse,’ Jim said, still smiling. ‘We’ll
be into the serious world soon enough.’
I wonder what it’s like, thought Gail, gazing at Jim, to
enjoy every minute of your life.
***
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The sun began to disappear behind the mountain chain just
outside Motarma as two hover cars stopped at the road end
leading to a mountain trail. Two men stepped out of the first
one as the door slid open. The taller of the two, Bandotti,
gazed up the trail and then waved to the other car, indicating
for the other two to join them.
‘Each one of us will wear a backpack scrutiniser,’ said
Bandotti, pointing to the trail. ‘This track splits into two in about
a quarter of a mile. You two take the right, we’ll take the left.’
They each pulled a backpack from the front
compartment of the leading car. The packs were small and
neat, fitting on their backs comfortably with small fitting straps.
They then moved up the hill, their special lightweight protective
boots leaving an imprint in the muddy trail caused by a sudden
downpour.
They quickly reached the spot where the path divided
into two and Trent, the junior officer, turned to face Bandotti.
‘Sir, are there any final instructions?’
‘We are looking for a stronger signal that will indicate
the position of the artefact or craft if there is one. Do not use
the computer or antigravity belt on the scrutiniser if there are
planetary inhabitants about. We must keep a very low profile.
Are there any questions?’ There was silence as Bandotti
continued. ‘Then, let’s go.’
Bandotti and Trent moved up the left incline as the other
two proceeded right. The lights of Motarma could be seen in
the distance below as the track veered left, levelling out for two
hundred yards. Darkness came slowly, making their eyes
adjust as they stared at the path before them. The clear sky
above changed as light turned to dark and twinkling stars
appeared in the dark void. A faint white glow appeared behind
the mountain range forming a halo of diffused light.
‘What is that?’ said Trent in alarm. ‘Is it an aircraft?’
‘In another few minutes you’ll find out,’ replied Bandotti,
amused. As they travelled on, the light became more intense,
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now forming a half-circle above the mountain. Trent cast his
eyes warily upward, almost stumbling on the path, his mind not
allowing him to see the reality. Then all became clear as the
top of the Thraeot moon surfaced behind the mountain.
‘A moonrise,’ gasped Trent as he stopped and stared at
the vision before him. Both men rested for a few minutes as
the moon slowly emerged above the rugged mountaintop.
Once in full view, the spectacle had gone, just as when the sun
rises in its beauty and is then forgotten as it travels across the
heavens.
‘We’ll take a reading whilst we’re here,’ said Bandotti,
turning on the scrutiniser and talking to the computer. ‘AlphaBeta: use your sensors and find any unnatural emanations that
we will name as X.’
For a moment, a brief humming sound came from the
computer backpack. ‘X emanations very weak, now showing
direction,’ said the computer’s smooth, manufactured voice.
There was a light plopping sound as a thin blue line of light
slowly moved outward from the pack to six feet above them. It
transformed into a hologram picture of a regional map showing
the path they were on, a plateau two miles ahead, and to the
right a pulsating area of red with the letter X in the middle.
‘Shutdown Alpha-Beta,’ prompted Bandotti. ‘Guide us if
we go off course.’ The image faded and the blue light slowly
dissipated into the pack. ‘As I see it, we have to stay on this
path, leaving it in the dark would be too dangerous.’
‘I agree,’ replied Trent. ‘The X is somewhere to our
right. Do you know what we’re hoping to find, sir?’
‘An artefact, a craft of some kind, could be anything,’
answered Bandotti as they continued up the rocky path. ‘The
briefing I was given told me to explore this area for anything
unusual.’
‘This area,’ said a puzzled Trent.
‘This is the region where religiosity and spirituality were
born on this planet,’ said Bandotti firmly. ‘This is an area where
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a very ancient religion going back some three thousand years
was born.’
Trent was dumbfounded for a few moments as he
reviewed the statement in his mind. ‘I now realise how
important this mission is,’ he said, profoundly affected. He said
no more as they travelled a further two miles and reached the
plateau. To their direct right were small hills or crags, leading
up to the higher mountains. For thirty minutes they walked until
they reached the smaller sections of the mountain.
In front of them was a large crag some hundred to two
hundred feet high at which Alpha-Beta reactivated. ‘X is in the
structure ahead,’ stated the computer.
Bandotti and Trent could see nothing but a rock face in
the moonlight.
‘It looks solid to me,’ said Trent, moving forward.
‘Don’t go any closer,’ commanded Bandotti, placing his
hand on Trent’s shoulder. ‘We will wait for the others and more
equipment. Alpha-Beta: inform the other backpacks to proceed
to our location.’
The computer made a light humming noise noting the
instruction carried out.
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Chapter 2

Planet Thraeot: 3000 years earlier
A scorching shaft of white pulsing light shuddered down the
spine of the large spacecraft. It culminated in a small explosion
on the flight deck. Zartoft, flung from his seat, crashed into the
control panel on his left. For a moment, he lay stunned. His
heart pounded within his chest. Through the front window
portal, the planet Thraeot loomed large, a life-supporting
backward planet. The craft jerked and twisted, causing the
image to move in and out of the portal. Zartoft knew the
controls were down and he was spiralling. His body was
suddenly weightless. Pushing from the side, he propelled his
mass towards the seat in the centre. Grasping the chair arms,
he pulled himself down into the seat. Ignoring the stabbing
pain in his right shoulder, he ran his hand over the projected
three-dimensional control panels. Several large icons
appeared.
He lightly touched the one that read ‘craft diagnoses’. A
pulsating red message appeared across the console:
EMERGENCY POWER ONLY
NEGATIVE FLOW

-

ALL SYSTEMS OFFLINE

–

REVERSE

Hell, he thought, moving his fingers across the reboot
button. I’m not going to get out of this.
Many icons flashed for a few seconds and then returned
to a red status. Others returned to normal. He now knew the
plasma force field had burst and taken out two-thirds of the
circuits. I must stabilise, he thought. What circuits are still
usable? His fingers moved quickly over the rebooted icons.
The main engines would need physically tuning. There was no
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time. The gravity field of Thraeot was already pulling them in.
He utilised the surviving thrusters, angling the craft into the
correct pitch and entered the atmosphere.
The sudden realisation that he had averted one
catastrophe and left himself with another became apparent. He
had no main engines. His desperate eyes scanned across the
projected images as the craft plummeted downward.
‘I’ve still got the gravity engine,’ he gasped aloud. ‘I
should be able to hover.’ He touched the icon, bringing the
gravity engine matrix on to the screen. The green power line
showed zero. Touching his finger on the zero markers, he
slowly moved it upward. The green light followed as the craft
slowed down slightly to twenty per cent … thirty … forty … the
speed slowly decreasing. He was now under the clouds
somewhere near the equator. To the right a vast desert region,
to the left a mountain range with scattered, small villages.
The gravity engine was now at ninety per cent and the
craft was descending very slowly. Zartoft used the thrusters,
directing the craft towards a plateau on the mountainside. He
passed over a small village where a bunch of natives gazed
upward, pointing their arms in his direction.
‘Damn!’ he muttered aloud. ‘Why couldn’t it be an
uninhabited region?’ Protocols ran through his thoughts. The
craft swept down and hovered by the side of a hundred foot
high rocky crag. He activated the craft weaponry, causing an
intense circle of light thirty feet in diameter toward the rock
face. The rock began to bubble and melt, leaving a perfect
circular shape that moved inward some five hundred feet into
the mountain. He carefully fired the thrusters, moving the
craft’s nose in. When it was completely inside he energised the
matter hologram amplifier covering the entrance with rock.
Protocol 1 now established; hide and camouflage the craft.
His first priority now was to reset the main engines. He
moved to the rear of the craft and worked solidly for two hours.
Once fully calibrated he returned to the flight deck and tried a
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restart. An electromagnetic hum filled the air as they came to
power.
‘So far so good,’ he blurted aloud. ‘Now give me full
power.’ There was no change of pitch in the engine and a
written warning appeared across the console.
SEVERE POWER LIMITATION
FLOW

–

LACK OF PLASMA

–

INJECT PLASMA

Zartoft sat down heavily on the pilot’s seat with an
overwhelming depression. He had lost too much plasma. The
large craft that could transport over a hundred people between
planets needed a huge reservoir of plasma. The only
replenishment was twenty light years away on his home
planet, Paterna. He could fly around this planet but never
reach escape velocity into space.
He reflected on his own world a planet of infinite beauty.
It was an advanced civilisation of rare wisdom and
understanding. The wars and political manoeuvring of the dark
days of the past were lost in historical antiquity. He inwardly
warmed to the thoughts of the past hundred years.
Oh, now all disease eradicated. The genes and DNA
structures understood. People still have small illnesses, but
quickly overcome them. Birth regulated but not harshly, but
with love and understanding. All our children are revered and
taught to understand and love. All of us live for five hundred
years. On our planet there is still jealousy, hatred, passion,
and negative qualities that make us human, now, confined to
domestic life. His eyes started to water with emotion. Daplan,
yes Daplan, the scientific genius created a psychic projector
where we all finally realised the existence of the soul and could
travel in spirit form. Yes, then we all knew the existence of the
Creator or God. What a profound discovery after thousands of
years of only belief.
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Why did I have to leave such a wonderful world? He
laughed. I know it is because I am human and always will be.
My ego makes me into an explorer giving my life variety,
excitement and danger. He laughed again, nodding his head.
Now I have really done it – stranded on a backward planet!
After sitting with his own thoughts for two hours, he
sighed and became positive.
The medium-sized craft had an unlimited fusion power
supply and much of his planet’s state-of-the-art programmes.
Food and water was a priority. He had enough to sustain for
one month and there was plenty of water and food on the
planet.
He sat in a special padded chair at the control centre of
the craft. A large half-shaped transparent sphere moved down
from the ceiling, expanding over him then dissolving until it
covered the internal area. He focussed his mind and a threedimensional image of the outside appeared. Directing to where
he had seen the village, he passed through several solid rock
formations. Arriving outside the village, he moved virtually ten
feet in the air and hovered overhead.
He gazed down on the scene below and laughed at his
own technology. The psychic projector he was using was
invaluable. It projected his soul through all physical obstacles
and in any direction. His physical body stayed safely encased
in the craft and no human eyes could see him. The natives of
this planet were primitive. They had armour, swords, bows and
arrows and seemed to be traders or farmers. The warriors or
guardians of the village had light metal breastplates
interwoven with a black leathery material. The village seemed
relaxed as everyone carried out their business.
He moved about the village slowly through several of
the mud and rock structured dwellings. A simple but hard life,
he thought. Maybe I can help? Then he checked himself.
These simple villagers would never accept what I am. I have to
be realistic. I must ponder on the question of ‘help’.
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Zartoft increased the power of the projector and
elevated his mental body up to a height of five thousand feet.
At a distant point, he could see a large river. Even at the
shortest crossing point, the distance was approximately one
and a half miles. On this side of the river, the walls of a large
city loomed upward. It then continued in a circular direction,
encasing the populace, weaving in and out of the small hilly
contours. His image sped downward and he passed through
the huge open gates that protected the city.
He weaved his way through the small busy streets of
stone-built dwellings. A large marketplace stretched out before
him, all the stalls arranged in a square pattern. The buyers and
sellers were all in busy transition. What a peaceful and
structured environment, he thought. Even at this early
development, there is harmony and goodwill. He moved
quickly in the air, turning right and heading towards a large
palace built on top of a small hill. Let’s see what your king or
leader looks like, he thought as he entered the Palace.
Moving along several corridors, he arrived at the Great
Hall. It was magnificent. Tapestries graced each wall with
wondrous pictures of animals and landscape views of rivers
and country scenes. Different coloured silks adorned the
ceiling amidst the tapestries. The floor had mosaic gold and
black pattern of shapes in its intricate design. People
wandered back and forth, talking in small groups. Very
majestic, Zartoft told himself, I think a king is present
somewhere. Situated at the far end were three thrones, a large
centre one, and two smaller. To the side were six armed
warriors, an obvious bodyguard.
Three trumpeters broke the quiet dignity with a harmony
of three chords ascending. The crowd stopped conversing and
bowed towards the thrones in respect. Moreover, Zartoft
thought, as a man and two women entered, is this the King
and his wives?
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The man was six feet high in stature with grey hair and
a strong physique. One woman was older, the other young, the
physical resemblance indicating mother and daughter. Yes, he
thought. This is the King and his family. A small man with a
large mace stepped forward and drummed the base on the
floor three times.
Here, Zartoft heard a whirring sound around his head,
indicating the activation of the supreme translator aboard his
craft.
‘His Majesty King Atolia, ruler of the land and city of
Matania, Queen Mayer, and daughter,’ announced the man in
a loud voice as the royals sat down. ‘You may all rise.’
Then several merchants paraded before the King with
various silks and scents. The Queen and her daughter
indicated which to buy and the King nodded in acceptance.
The buying finished, the King took his leave as the court
bowed before him. Zartoft followed them, moving at ground
level into a medium-sized antechamber. Three men bowed as
the King entered and slowly sat down on a slightly smaller
throne. Two of the men were dressed in normal garments
while the third stood regally to attention in body armour.
‘My advisors,’ began the King, a grave look on his face.
‘A great army of the Namori is heading our way and will reach
the river within a month. Their aim is to create a huge empire
where we must be subservient to their laws and taxes. I need
your advice.’
‘We must fight,’ said Baltana the man in armour. ‘I will
rally the men.’
‘We will be slaughtered,’ said Karkah the wise man.
‘That army is fifteen thousand strong. We must accept the
reality. You will be left with a city full of widows and children.’
‘Then we close the gates and defend,’ blustered the
man in armour. ‘We can last three months at least.’
‘Let us defend our city,’ agreed Taparan, the third man.
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‘And then starvation, disease and pestilence,’ replied
the wise man.
Zartoft knew that the wise man, Karkah, was a psychic.
A plan formed in his mind. With thought control, he made the
man draw out a pack of cards from within his cloak and lay
them face down on the floor. As he turned the first card over,
Zartoft whispered answers in his ear which Karkah repeated
loudly, much to his bewilderment.
‘Karkah, a great army is approaching,’ he said, showing
a picture of men fighting. As the second card turned over it
showed the picture of a young man with a sword in his hand
and a halo over his head. ‘A man will come, a warrior who will
be guided spiritually.’ The third card showed several heavenly
figures in the sky. ‘He will be guided by the gods.’ Zartoft
shook his head in annoyance: he had whispered ‘God’ and the
man interpreted it as ‘gods’. The forth and final card showed
skeletons. ‘The great army will be defeated by this young man
who will heed the advice of the Creator.’
‘How will we know this man?’ replied the King. ‘Who is
the Creator?’
Zartoft whispered once more.
‘You will know – he will be positive and have a plan and
will be guided spiritually,’ answered Karkah the psychic. Zartoft
nodded and smiled as he left. He had planted the seed and
now he had to make it grow.
Karkah fell to his knees in front of the King. ‘O King,
please forgive me for I have been possessed by a god.’
‘Please arise, Karkah,’ replied the King, beckoning with
his arm. ‘For you are the most honoured of my advisors. Keep
me informed of all matters day or night.’
‘That I will do, my King,’ said Karkah, moving slowly to a
standing position as the King and his family departed from the
throne room.
***
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Evening approached as Zartoft returned to his craft with
certain preparations set in his mind.
Over several days, he scouted the city and the villages,
searching for a certain man. He had to be a warrior and
courageous, but primarily of good heart with youthful wisdom.
At other times he researched his own planet’s religions,
culminating in the best of theological thinking. He was now
ready for the induction. Three young men came under his
surveillance: two swordsmen and an archer. They were close
friends and kindred spirits, eating and training together. Could
one of them be my man? he wondered. I’ll follow them this
morning.
They trained early morning with their instructors and
then joined up to walk across the green pastures under the
mountain. They were boorishly loud with the dominant male
teasing the other two. Coming over the brow of the hill towards
them was a young man with a slingshot in his hand and a
pouch filled with stones around his chest.
‘Ah,’ said the dominant one to the other two. ‘Shall we
have a little fun?’ They nodded as he shouted across. ‘Hello
shepherd, guarding your flock?’
‘My name is Evolot,’ he politely replied.
‘I am Garth and this is Terrol and Marka.’
‘Greetings to you,’ Evolot answered.
Zartoft looked into the eyes of Evolot and perceived a
gentle but strong persona. Scrutinising the strong arms and
powerful legs accustomed to mountain climbing, he knew he
was gazing on the body of an athlete. There was something
unusual about him and he had little fear of the three.
‘I bid you good day,’ said Evolot, turning towards his
flock of animals.
‘Don’t turn away from me, shepherd boy,’ Garth replied
nastily. ‘I have not dismissed you.’
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Garth will not do for me, thought Zartoft. He is boastful
and without humility.
‘By what right do you command me?’ returned Evolot,
turning to face him.
‘We are soldiers of the army,’ said Garth.
‘And I am a security guard of the food you eat.’
‘A security guard and what do you protect?’
‘I protect against the wild beasts that roam through
here.’
‘Wild beasts,’ laughed Garth. ‘And where are these wild
beasts?’
‘Always looking for food,’ murmured Evolot, placing a
stone in his sling. ‘For instance, like the big cat hiding in the
long grass behind you.’
Garth looked behind for a moment, alarm in his eyes,
and then turned back menacingly. ‘Try to trick me, I’ll show
you, shepherd boy.’
At that moment, the grass parted and a huge tiger like
creature leapt from the grass into the air at the three men.
They all half turned to see the hungry beast nearly on them.
Evolot already had his sling spinning in the air and let loose a
large rock that hit the cat squarely between the eyes. It
dropped immediately to the floor, not moving. Garth withdrew
his sword and plunged it into the beast’s neck.
‘Is it dead?’ he said, withdrawing the sword and gazing
at the large fangs and claws.
‘It is,’ answered Evolot as the other two nodded.
‘I owe you my life,’ said the shaken Garth, placing his
sword back in the sheath. ‘If you require anything you have to
only ask.’
Terrol and Marka both nodded in agreement and
respect. ‘Good day to you, chief of security.’
As the day moved on, Zartoft followed Evolot home,
convinced that he was the one. That night he made final
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preparations, going through the planned strategy that was to
follow.
In the early hours of the next day before dawn, Zartoft
donned a cloak and manufactured a tall circular metal staff.
Internally, it was loaded with different transmitters and
receivers that could activate many programmes through the
main craft. He rubbed his chin, nervously thinking of the
meeting ahead: Could I be ready or have I forgotten
something? He frowned, nodding his head: I must play this the
right way or he will be alarmed and frightened. Here we go –
step one – the casual meeting.
‘Matter transmitter to set coordinates,’ he whispered.
The audio controller in the staff activated the command,
causing their physical properties to evaporate into the air. Both
reformed physically in the dark to within five hundred yards of
Evolot’s campfire. He slowly walked towards the figure of the
boy and then stopped short just in view of the glow of the fire.
‘Evolot,’ he said gently at the silhouetted figure sitting
on the ground. ‘May I warm myself by your fire?’
Evolot jumped up startled, and his sling started to
whistle in the night air. ‘I am a friend,’ he continued hastily.
‘Come to the fire,’ replied Evolot, his handheld sling still
spinning. ‘Make no sudden moves.’
That I will not do, thought Zartoft. I know how good you
are with that. He moved slowly to the fire and stretched his
hand over the flames.
Evolot looked at him suspiciously. ‘Who are you?’
‘A messenger,’ said Zartoft vaguely. ‘You can relax. I
am a friend.’
‘I do not meet many people out here at this hour of the
morning.’
‘No I would imagine not. A messenger works strange
hours and travels many days. Do you mind if I sit?’
Evolot beckoned with his arm and the open palm of his
hand. Then they both sat, Evolot still tense, staring intently.
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Zartoft gazed into the fire, the flickering shadows dancing
across his face. He thought for a while and then spoke. ‘Do
you believe in fate and the future?’
‘I believe in the Gods and if we displease them, then we
suffer,’ replied Evolot, still wary and unsure. ‘Are you a seer?
‘If I said you have been chosen,’ continued Zartoft,
evading the question, ‘by the Creator.’
‘Chosen by the Creator – who is the Creator?’
‘He is the one and only God who created this vast
universe and placed man within it.’
Evolot looked quizzically at Zartoft, unsure of what he
was hearing and trying to rationalise. ‘You are obviously a
priest, of what religion?’
‘No,’ laughed Zartoft trying a new approach. ‘I am a
messenger from the Creator.’
‘This is your God?’
‘No, the only God!’
‘We worship many gods, not one.’
‘Indeed you do and how many times have you had a
messenger from these gods?’
‘A messenger,’ said Evolot, stopping and thinking. ‘The
priests in the temple hear the Gods and pass on their divine
wisdom.’
‘But how many have seen a messenger from their
gods?’
‘I do not know,’ replied Evolot proudly. ‘But these priests
are held in high esteem by the King and the people.’
‘Do you know of Karkah?’
‘Karkah is the top holy man to the King – a great seer,’
Evolot replied, kneeling on the floor in reverence, his head
bowed.
‘I have spoken in his mind and told him of your coming.’
‘How can you speak in his mind?’
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‘Like this,’ replied Zartoft, touching another control on
his staff. You are the chosen one, he projected the thought into
Evolot’s mind. You are the one Karkah is looking for.
Evolot fell onto the floor as Zartoft’s voice came into his
head and mind. ‘Your voice is in here,’ he said, pointing with
his finger, his head shaking in amazement. ‘You indeed have
wondrous powers.’
‘Messengers from the Creator do have this knowledge,’
returned Zartoft in his normal voice.
‘Hail to the Creator,’ said Evolot as he stood up bowing.
‘Hail to the Creator,’ replied Zartoft, his voice raising.
‘The Creator is the one and only true God in which you must
believe. I have much knowledge of the Creator to give you.
Over the many nights ahead, we will meet and talk. Are you
also a scribe?’
‘My father was a nobleman and taught me to write.’
‘Then bring parchment and pen to our meetings so you
can record what I have to tell. A warning – no one must know
of my visit until you are ready to meet the King.’
‘I hear and obey your instructions, messenger.’
‘Then now hear this – The Creator is the one and only
true God. Many will try to distract you and say there are many.
They are worshipping but idols, physical replicas from their
own imagination. The creator hears you through prayer and
meditation and I as his messenger will help you and your King
against the aggressor.’
‘But who would believe that I have standing or
knowledge of war? I am not even a warrior, nor have I done
great deeds.’
‘Your deeds are yet to come – so have faith in the
Creator.’ Zartoft touched a control on his staff and created a
holographic vision over the campfire. It was a previous
recording of the King conversing with Karkah. When Evolot
saw the King, he fell to his knees and bowed his head.
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‘Your Majesty,’ he cried out in alarm, thinking the King
would see him.
Zartoft wondered whether he had gone too far as he
took the young man’s arm, pulling him back on his feet. ‘They
cannot see you,’ he said quietly. ‘Do not be fearful.’
‘You truly have great powers in creating a holy vision,’
he replied in awe as he listened to the conversation regarding
a young man with a sword in his hand guided by God. ‘Am I
that man?’
‘You are,’ Zartoft nodded, smiling in realisation that
Evolot was now beginning to understand. ‘You will defeat the
Namori if you believe through me in the Creator.’
Evolot once again fell to his knees, clutching the bottom
of Zartoft’s cloak.
‘No, no,’ stated Zartoft, shaking his head. ‘You only bow
to earthly kings and the Creator.’ He included the King
because of courtly protocol.
‘I am not to bow to you, messenger?’
‘No, not to me,’ replied Zartoft, helping the young man
once more to his feet. Then they both sat and gazed at the fire.
Good, he thought. I have now set the seed of our holy alliance.
How far will I go at this time? I must keep myself in check, for
revealing much is not advisable. He must slowly gain
confidence in me for my powers are unknown in this age. I
have given him the basics of my own religion and must make
him morally strong. How do I impart wisdom, understanding
and love? I don’t, they must be in his heart already.
‘I shall be here every early morning,’ said Evolot, turning
to face the older man. ‘I wish to know more of the Creator.’
Zartoft smiled and walked several yards away from the
fire. He then turned with staff in hand and whispered, ‘Stand by
matter transmitter.’ Then loudly and pointing with his arm, ‘I
shall see you in the early morning over there.’ As Evolot turned
to look in the direction of the pointing arm, the staff activated
the transmitter and dissolved Zartoft in the air.
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Evolot turned again, his eyes wide open in amazement
at the older man’s disappearance. He checked the spot
several times looking in all directions.
Zartoft materialised once again aboard his craft and set
to work compressing the huge knowledge data of the Creator
into workable chapters. He took the more positive elements of
many wise and truthful portions of the document and
formulated a historic story. He spent many hours moving
passages of electronic text, compressing and moulding,
careful not to lose the meaning behind the words. Then, he
finally devised a simplistic way of explaining the human body
and fell asleep exhausted.
He awoke at noon feeling refreshed and pleased with
the night’s work. ‘There is still much to do,’ he muttered,
moving to the psychic projector. His ethereal form moved
through the Palace to the chamber of Karkah the psychic. The
chamber was empty so Zartoft moved swiftly on passing
through several more. He slowly filtered through the outer wall
of the castle and into a huge circular chamber still under
construction.
He looked upward into the sky above and then down.
There were seats set in a circular rotation around a large black
statue some fifty feet in height. Its features resembled the
head of a lion with the body of a bear.
Zartoft for a moment was unnerved and then angry.
They are worshipping an idol, he thought as the anger
subsided. This I should expect from a backward civilisation.
Below stood three men, one of them Karkah. The other
two were dressed in priests’ attire. Zartoft gently floated down
behind them, his ethereal body unseen. The three kneeled and
began to pray to the giant idol.
Why is Karkah doing this? Zartoft asked himself. I have
already spiritually contacted him. Does he think I am this
creature, this stone idol? I must make my point and then carry
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out my judgement. He stood behind the psychic and projected
a message into his mind. Karkah, why do you mock me?
‘Why should I mock you?’ replied Karkah, opening his
eyes wide as he nervously glanced from side to side. The
other two stopped praying and gazed up at him. ‘Leave me,’
he said, waving them out of the chamber. When they had gone
he continued. ‘Please guide me,’ he said, gazing up at the idol.
I am not that abomination that stands in front of you,
projected Zartoft’s thoughts, annoyed with himself that he had
not made this clear. I am a messenger from the Creator, the
unseen God of all. Your people must turn to the Creator, the
giver of all life. Tell the King that if the people do not turn to the
Creator, the one God, then this beast, this idol will be
destroyed. The young one I have anointed will soon declare
himself as my emissary. He through me will save your City. He
then left, swiftly arriving back at the craft.
Karkah was troubled. ‘O heavenly messenger from the
Creator,’ he called out, gazing down on the floor and away
from the idol. ‘I will pass your message to the King. Can I
serve you in any other way?’
The silence was strong, the meaning clear.
***
The King in his private chamber relaxed on a soft-cushioned,
high-backed chair as his secretary announced that Karkah
wished to see him. Upon entering, Karkah humbled himself
before the King.
‘O Majesty, I have more news from the spirit within my
head.’
‘Rise, Karkah, and tell me what has been spoken.’
‘What I have been told is that we must only worship the
Creator, the only true unseen God. If we fail, destruction will
come to the great statue of the God, Bealio. The young one to
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come will save our city and be revealed to you as the emissary
of the messenger of the Creator.
‘Was anything else revealed?’
‘No, Your Highness, that is the message in total.’
The King sat back on his chair deep in thought for a
moment. Karkah became silent. ‘Karkah, you are the most
trusted of my advisors,’ said the King. ‘A loyal and devoted
member of our family and I know you believe in what you have
heard and in what you say. I will immediately issue a decree
for all my subjects to worship the Creator. However, I cannot
not make it law or I would bring all under subjection in a matter
that is for personal conscience.’
‘That is a wise decision,’ replied Karkah uneasily. ‘But if
I might remind Your Majesty, the great God Bealio is the main
God of the city and its court. People will not be easily swayed
and the statue may be destroyed.’
‘Yes,’ nodded the King sadly. ‘What other proof would
they need?’
The elimination of the statue does not cause the King
anxiety, thought Karkah. Indeed, it would cause a rallying point
for the King and his subjects but the high priests and clergy of
Bealio are formidable enemies.
‘My dear Karkah,’ prompted the King. ‘Let us pray that
we have taken the correct course of action. Return to me when
you have more news.’
Karkah made his exit as the King called in his scribes to
issue the proclamation.
***
That night Evolot attended his flock of animals and built up his
fire. As he gazed into the flames, he heard his name called out
and, swiftly turning, saw Zartoft moving towards him, his staff
in his right hand and a book in his left.
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‘My visit this time is brief,’ he said, handing the book to
Evolot. ‘This is the Holy Book of the Creator and I as his
messenger bid you read it.’
‘I will do as you ask, messenger,’ replied Evolot, taking
the book with both hands. ‘Do you wish anything else of me?’
Zartoft smiled. The boy is eager, he thought. I must
inspire and nurture him. My own doubts about imparting my
own religion, of which I believe passionately, must be
overcome. I am placing myself on trial as I do him. ‘Very soon
you will be given a formidable test of courage and faith. You
must carry out the instructions I will give you, knowing without
question that the Creator will guide and protect you.’
‘When will this be?’ asked Evolot nervously.
‘Soon, when we have further talks,’ continued Zartoft,
sensing the boy’s uneasiness. ‘There is much for you to digest
and comprehend.’
‘Can I show the book to anyone?’
‘No, only you can read it and understand. From its
pages, you must write down and create your own book in your
writing. Then others will see all that is written. You have
several weeks in which to do this and feed your own written
parchments into the book.’
‘I shall tell no one of our meeting or the book,’ returned
Evolot, but feeling inquisitive.
‘The book can do you no harm for it is divine and holy in
nature. Its purpose is to seek the truth and impart great
knowledge to the reader. Now I must go. The Creator is with
you.’
Zartoft turned away from the fire and slowly walked into
the shadows, manipulating his staff and returning to his craft.
Evolot sat down on his sheepskin cape, placing the
book in front of him, lit by the glow of the fire. What a strangefeeling material, he thought, running his fingers up the spine
and opening it. There are no words to read, just three oval
black shapes. He thumbed through several pages and all were
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the same. What kind of book is this? He told himself. There is
nothing to see.
He slowly placed his finger on to the first oval shape.
For a second it glowed, assessing his DNA and then a picture
of the messenger appeared in his mind. He was startled for a
moment, taking his finger off the oval, and the image faded.
Slowly he placed his finger on it once more and the picture
came back and started to talk. It is like dreaming whilst awake,
he thought, listening and watching the image intently. This is
indeed a holy book. He was so engrossed in the book that the
fire started to dwindle and he broke off to fetch more wood
from the stack at the corner of the field.
By morning daylight, his eyes tired as the animals
moved out of the compound to eat the grass and the stacked
hay while a relief came to take his place.
***
King Atolia moved swiftly into the throne room with Karkah
behind him.
‘Karkah, your advice,’ he stated, sitting down slowly on
his throne. ‘Zatahi, the high priest of Bealio has requested an
audience.’
‘I fear it will be to question you on the proclamation,’
replied Karkah, now standing directly below the King. ‘He will
feel an insult to Bealio.’
‘Stand here beside me,’ prompted the King, beckoning
Karkah.
‘Your Majesty, I am honoured,’ continued Karkah. ‘But
in this case I feel it prudent politically to stay where I am, to
stand my own ground on your behalf.’
‘As you wish, Karkah,’ said the King, showing a small
smile and turning to the man with the mace. ‘Bid the high priest
to enter.’
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The man banged his mace on to the floor. ‘Zatahi, high
priest of Bealio and his clergy,’ he called out.
Three men entered in white flowing robes with red and
gold braiding. The centre one had a high halo type collar and a
small hat fitting tightly to the head supporting a large brim.
Why do they wear such garments? thought the king. They strut
like peacocks.
‘Your Majesty,’ said Zatahi as the three men bowed.
‘May the great God Bealio send you good health and a long
life.’
‘I thank you, Zatahi,’ answered the King, not wishing yet
to show his power and remaining diplomatic. ‘I bid you tell me
the business of your visit.’
‘Indeed, Your Majesty,’ he answered, staring into the
King’s eyes to try to dominate. ‘The Great God Bealio, whom
many of us serve in this kingdom, has given us good harvests
and protected Your Majesty throughout the years past. Why do
you forsake him now?’
‘Zatahi, there is a huge army descending upon us. What
does Bealio advise?’
‘O King, we shall make sacrifices to Bealio so that he
shall make us invincible.’
‘Has Bealio spoken to you?’
‘I will pray to Bealio day and night for answers.’
‘Has Bealio spoken to you?’
‘No, my King,’ said Zatahi. ‘We must hope that with
enough gifts he will be pleased and save us from the great
army approaching.’
‘In this land that I command and rule,’ replied the King.
‘Each person is allowed to worship as their heart wishes so
long as each person vows allegiance to the King. A new God
has arrived who has spoken to me through my advisors. The
Creator has promised to deliver us from the Namori.’
Zatahi turned and glared at Karkah. ‘It is you who have
brought this God to our land. Bealio will be displeased and will
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punish us for this discretion. You are an honoured advisor who
will bring death upon us all.’
‘My God, the Creator has spoken to me. He will bring a
great warrior to us who will defeat the Namori. We must turn to
him now.’
‘Never,’ said Zatahi in defiance. ‘Bealio is the true God
of this great city.’
‘Enough,’ commanded the King. ‘Only time will tell us
the truth.’
‘Your Majesty,’ said Zatahi defiantly, ‘I will pray to Bealio
to bring you victory with a great feast and a sacrifice the like of
which has never been seen before.’
‘So be it,’ replied the King, terminating the meeting and
leaving as everyone bowed.
As the king left the chamber, Zatahi turned on Karkah.
‘You bring disgrace to the Church of Bealio,’ snarled Zatahi.
‘For this you will be punished.’
‘I have a right under my King to worship whom I wish,’
said Karkah quietly. ‘And I have never worshipped Bealio.’
‘Bealio will judge all unbelievers and a terrible price will
be paid,’ said Zatahi as he turned and walked to the door, his
two priests behind.
‘Be careful it is not you who will pay the price,’
concluded Karkah, noting for an instant a puzzled look on
Zatahi’s face as he left. He shook his head telling himself: I
have my doubts and fears but the voice in my head was real
not imagination. Zatahi is a religious bully who must be
challenged and I have the King’s favour.
***
Evolot slept in his dwelling until mid afternoon and then
continued with the book, writing all he could on to sheets of
parchment. The messenger has great faith in me, he thought.
Then with a little caution, I must do his bidding whatever he
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asks of me. He continued writing for two weeks until the task
was complete and he fell asleep exhausted.
The great feast of Bealio planned for the following night
kept the city alive with rumour and superstition. Karkah sat in
his chamber looking upward at the sky. ‘O messenger of the
Creator please give me guidance,’ he pleaded in anguish. ‘The
King has summoned me for news of the Creator.’
He sat in contemplation for an hour but nothing came.
My doubts and fears give me great anxiety, he thought. Why
can I not have absolute belief and faith? Because I am facing a
material world and that world is cruel and unforgiving. I must
rely on my own convictions or else I am disloyal to myself.
Other men must not see this weakness in me or I will deserve
their pity and cruelty. I will be true to my belief. I have heard
the messenger of the Creator and nothing can change that.
Karkah moved to the door of his chamber and walked
along the parapet leading to the temple of Bealio. He stood for
a moment looking down into the temple as the priests scurried
back and forth, adorning the foot of the great statue with
brightly coloured silk. Huge circular tables placed throughout
the temple were ready for the delivery of the food. In front of
the statue stood the sacrificial altar being scrubbed and
cleaned of blood ready for the sacrifice. He looked on the
scene in disbelief.
They take no heed of the warning, he thought. There is
a complete and utter disregard. I will wait for more guidance
and in the meantime restate all that I have been told. He then
proceeded down the stairway and into the main entrance of
the castle, swiftly turning a corner and opening a door into a
small chamber. Inside he saw the other two advisors of the
King, one still wearing his armour. Does he ever take it off, he
thought, moving quickly to the nearest chair.
‘Greetings, Karkah,’ said Baltana, looking up from the
table as Karkah sat down.
‘And to you, Baltana,’ replied Karkah.
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Taparan said nothing as he threw a bowl full of bones
upon the table. He stared down at the pattern they posed.
‘There will be great despair,’ he stated, his eyes wide open
and staring. ‘The forces of the Namori are approaching our
city. Unless we surrender, the city will be burnt to the ground
and all its citizens enslaved.’
‘We can defend and fight to the death,’ returned
Baltana. ‘At least we die fighting for what we believe in.’
‘You would destroy us all,’ cried out Taparan. ‘If we
surrender, we all will live.’
‘Yes, to be slaves of the Namori.’
Karkah sat silent. They were both right, he thought,
gazing across the table. Whatever happens, the city will be
under Namori rule.
‘You and your God will destroy us all,’ said Taparan,
turning to Karkah.
‘Would you turn to Bealio?’ enquired Karkah, defending
his stance.
‘At least we can see him,’ replied Taparan mockingly.
‘And what do you say, Baltana,’ said Karkah.
Baltana shook his head. ‘Who needs a god? We need
men who can fight and save the city.’
Karkah sighed and sat back in his chair. Two men, he
thought, looking directly at them. One needs to fight everything
and everyone, the other to capitulate. ‘There is a third option,’
said Karkah nonchalantly as the two turned towards him and
stared. ‘We could all leave the city and take to the mountains.’
Baltana rocked back in his chair and roared with
laughter. ‘Run away,’ he blustered. ‘That is the coward’s way.’
‘Where would we live and eat?’ muttered Taparan.
‘We would fight a hidden war, not direct confrontation,’
said Karkah to Baltana. He then turned to Taparan. ‘I’ve lived
in the mountains and the forest and know there is plenty of
food to hunt and water to drink.’ Both men sat and stared at
him for a moment without an answer.
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‘Leave the victors nothing and fight a guerrilla war,’ said
Baltana quietly. ‘That is reasonable.’
‘But the city will be taken and all our homes and
business lost,’ protested Taparan.
‘This will happen either way,’ replied Karkah, smiling
inwardly on how easy it had been to give another option.
Knowing that the logistics of moving a city full of people in a
short time, though not impossible, was improbable. Karkah
thought as the two discussed the idea: I have now given
myself time for the messenger of the Creator to destroy Bealio.
***
The village of Gabando was a small outpost of the kingdom of
Matania with a garrison of two hundred men situated in a
valley between two mountains. Around its perimeter was a
twenty-foot high wooden structure with turrets placed in
position every five hundred feet. Guards paced up and down
the small pathways linking each turret. They gazed into the
distance, scanning the horizon for activity. Spring was
approaching and the birds were whistling to each other, giving
a feeling of tranquillity and hope.
Suddenly, the distant drumbeats shattered the calm. It
was an incessant sound in strict marching time, the sound of
an approaching army.
***
The Namori army of foot soldiers and horsemen marched
behind six huge catapults, each towed by a team of eight
horses. Behind them came six carts carrying large pieces of
rock, each towed by three horses. To the side rode the
Emperor and his two generals. Emperor Zhanata of the
northern empire of Dredoska, raised his right hand and the
huge column slowly came to a halt as the drumbeat ceased.
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All eyes were upon the Emperor as he signalled for a short
break as he dismounted from his black stallion, his heavily
lined gaunt face looking older than his forty-three years. He
signalled again with a downward movement of his hands for
Generals Bonta and Jertan to dismount.
Bonta slowly swung his right foot over the horse while
sliding his left foot out of the stirrup and gliding gracefully down
on its side. At thirty-five, his fitness and agility was at a peak
as the youngest general of the Army. Jertan, the Emperor’s
chief advisor, older at fifty, moved slower, dismounting with the
ease of a veteran. Both men turned to the Emperor as he
looked at the stockade some two miles distant.
‘Will they surrender?’ asked Zhanata, his face
impassive.
‘Does it matter, O Emperor,’ said Bonta cutting in
quickly. ‘We can wipe them out within an hour.’
‘And what do you say?’ Zhanata turned to Jertan.
‘Your Excellency, we can ask, but it is of little
consequence,’ answered Jertan.
‘Let us ask,’ said Zhanata to Bonta. ‘I wish to observe
their reaction. Do you think they are stupid, Jertan?’
‘Stupid or brave, if they wish to save their lives against
an invincible force they will surrender,’ replied Jertan with a
deadpan face.
The Emperor turned to Bonta. ‘Give them the terms of
surrender.’
Bonta waved his arm and an officer rode to his side
bearing a pole with a white flag of truce. The two moved at a
slow gallop towards the stockade. Within half a mile, their
horses reared as they heard the whistling of arrows in the air,
plunging into the ground thirty yards in front.
‘With that answer I would say that surrender is out of
the question,’ murmured Bonta as they swung round and
returned.
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Zhanata waved his army forward, the great catapults
bouncing up and down as they moved across the rough
ground. Just within range of the stockade, three stopped and
fifty men rushed to arm them, tightening the ropes that armed
the slings. Within minutes, the Chief Marshal appeared before
the Emperor.
‘We are ready to fire, Your Excellency,’ he shouted. The
Emperor held his arm in the air vertically then swung it down
horizontally, his fingers pointing to the stockade.
The creaking of wood and rope reached their ears as
each fired one after the other, releasing three huge rocks into
the air. The sound of crushing wood broke the silence that
ensued as the huge rocks found their target. A whole section
of the wooden-built stockade was missing with crushed wood
and bodies on the ground. The great Namori army moved
forward led by Bonta, their shields glinting in the sun. There
was a small token of resistance still as arrows sped toward
them, some striking the ground, others into the protective
shields.
Bonta ordered the spears of each man to be thrust
forward through the vast array of shields as they marched
through the debris into the stockade. All before them were
mown down, even the few who were trying to surrender. Bonta
spared no one. The annihilation was ruthless and calculated.
Zhanata rode in with Jertan behind. ‘Set up our camp by
the river, General Bonta,’ commanded Zhanata. ‘When will the
river be at its lowest ebb to enable our crossing?’
‘It is predicted in five or six days, Excellency,’ replied
Bonta, moving to the Emperor’s side.
‘Provided there is no heavy rainfall to delay us,’
responded Jertan.
‘Rain or not later, or sooner, the city will be mine,’
growled Zhanata. ‘Come, let us go to the river before nightfall.’
***
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The report of the fall of Gabando reached the King by
messenger on the eve of the great feast of Bealio. Many in the
city scorned the news, building up fervour towards the
festivities. Karkah prayed quietly in his quarters, devastated
that the Namori army was on the threshold of their city, waiting
to cross the great river.
Zartoft, aboard his craft, operated the psychic projector,
flinging his mirror body into the Palace and towards the
praying Karkah. I am here, he said, placing his voice in
Karkah’s mind. Listen to me well.
‘I hear you, O Messenger,’ he replied, overcome with
gratitude that he had returned.
I have chosen a young man by the name of Evolot, said
Zartoft. He has the Holy Book of the Creator in his hands and
he will destroy the statue of Bealio. He is the one you will
follow, the one who will defeat the Namori.
‘I hear and obey, O Messenger of the Creator,’
murmured Karkah aloud.
Do not allow the King, Evolot or yourself to be in the
lower part of the temple for the great idol will fall upon them
that worship below, he concluded. Now go to the King with this
knowledge.
Zartoft then moved slowly away, his ethereal body
returning to his craft. He collected his staff and reset the
coordinates of the matter transmitter, ate a small meal and
projected his body into Evolot’s living quarters. His form slowly
materialised in front of the startled young man who dropped
the Holy Book he was reading.
‘Be calm,’ prompted Zartoft gently. ‘The time has come
for you to act.’
Evolot nodded, his eyes still wide open in wonderment.
‘I have done as you asked,’ he said. ‘I have copied the Holy
Book on to parchment.’
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‘Heed the book well,’ replied Zartoft smiling. ‘Now be
seated and listen carefully to what I say.’
Evolot sat down on his bed, gazing into Zartoft’s eyes
as he continued.
‘You will take the Holy Book of the Creator and present
it to Karkah. He will then present it to the King. You must then
tell the King that you are the chosen one from the Creator and,
with the Creator’s might and power, you will destroy the
Namori army. When the feast reaches the stage of sacrifice,
you will raise your arm in the air and say, I bid you to stop this
idol worship. After whatever happens then, you will say, “In the
name of the Creator I destroy Bealio.”’ Zartoft then stopped for
a moment. ‘The two commands are very important. Repeat
them to me.’
Evolot restated the commands as he concentrated,
staring at the floor. ‘O messenger,’ he said sadly. ‘I will do as
you bid. But what if my courage fails me?’
Zartoft stooped forward, placing his hand under the
boy’s chin and raising his head and gently looking into his
eyes. ‘Have no fear for whilst you are under my protection, no
harm will befall you.’
Evolot smiled and then nodded, still bewildered by the
enormity of the task. ‘I will try and do everything you ask,’ he
said quietly.
‘I will be with you throughout this period,’ said Zartoft,
sensing that the boy was troubled. ‘My voice will be in your
head to guide you.’
Evolot looked once more into Zartoft’s eyes, a smile on
his face. ‘I remember how you talked into my head on that
night by the fireside. It was startling but comforting.’
‘Go and tell the King and Karkah that you are the
chosen emissary of the Creator and with divine help will defeat
the army of the Namori.’
‘I will do as you ask,’ said Evolot proudly. ‘May I take my
three friends?’
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‘Not this time,’ replied Zartoft. ‘They would not have the
faith to follow. When you have destroyed Bealio, you will have
many followers. Now go. Take the book to Karkah.’ He
touched a control on his staff and his physical body slowly
dissolved from view, leaving Evolot astounded and on his
knees.
After several minutes he composed himself, collected
the book and headed towards the Palace. ‘I have a message
for Karkah,’ he said, approaching the two guards at the gate.
‘What is the business of the message?’ said the senior
guard suspiciously.
‘I bring a holy book to him,’ said Evolot.
‘A holy book – for that you need the high priest.’ He
pointed to the temple entrance.
‘I thank you,’ said Evolot, turning and continuing to the
doorway some hundred yards away. He cautiously entered the
temple, his eyes opening wide in awe of the huge statue of
Bealio. This is what I am going to destroy, he thought, backing
away slightly. It is so huge.
‘You have come to worship Bealio?’ said a voice from
behind one of the many partitions. ‘The temple will be opened
at sunset.’ Evolot walked towards the voice and moved his
head to gaze around the partition. There stood six priests in
full regalia and standing on the feet of Bealio the high priest,
Zatahi.
‘What do you want, boy?’ said Zatahi in a bullying
manner, his eyes coldly staring at Evolot.
‘I wish to see Karkah,’ he replied, composing himself. ‘I
am Evolot.’
‘Well Evolot,’ replied Zatahi disparagingly, now
interested in the book that Evolot held. ‘I am the high priest of
Bealio. What is your business with Karkah and what is that
under your arm?’
‘That is my business, High Priest,’ replied Evolot boldly,
clutching the book even tighter.
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‘You dare to defy me in the temple of Bealio,’ roared
Zatahi. ‘Seize him!’ The six priests moved quickly, two
grabbing each of his arms, the others standing around
menacingly.
‘I am head of the temple of Bealio under his majesty
King Atolia. Now give me the book.’
‘Never,’ said Evolot. ‘It does not belong to you.’
‘Take the book from him,’ commanded Zatahi. The
priests wrestled with him as Evolot stood firm, using his feet
and his other arm to floor two of them.
As the two regained their feet, all six started to close in,
surrounding him. ‘Is that my book, Evolot?’ boomed a voice
above. ‘The one the King wishes to see?’ All eyes turned to
the King’s circular balcony some fifty foot high, facing the
statue.
‘It is your book, Karkah,’ replied Evolot, recognising the
face above. ‘I am the chosen one from the Creator.’
‘The Creator,’ copied Zatahi, his voice filled with rage.
‘You bring the Creator into my temple.’
‘An unfortunate error,’ Karkah replied hastily to protect
the boy. ‘The King has granted an audience to Evolot and
wishes to see the book.’
‘How do I know this is true?’ queried Zatahi cunningly.
‘The King is in the high chamber, ask him yourself,’
Karkah replied equally craftily, beckoning Evolot to the
stairway below. Zatahi stood down, gesturing his priests away.
‘Do not ever return to this temple,’ he hissed to Evolot in
pure hatred, not wishing to fall foul of the King.
Evolot reached the stairway and climbed upward to
Karkah. On the balcony, Evolot began to talk but was silenced
by Karkah who placed a finger to his lips as they made an exit
through the door and entered one of the smaller rooms to the
side. Karkah then closed the door.
‘So you are Evolot,’ he said, thinking, this is just a
young boy not a warrior. ‘What do you know of the Creator?’
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‘His messenger talked to me by the camp fires.’
‘You heard his voice in your head,’ said Karkah,
relieved that another had heard it.
‘His messenger appeared to me two months ago,’
replied Evolot. ‘He bade me write this Holy Book to give to the
King.’
‘You saw the messenger?’ said Karkah, startled. ‘Did
you see him in human form?’
‘I saw him many times in human form and today he
appeared in my room and told me to give this to you.’ Evolot
presented Karkah with the book. ‘There are many wonderful
words inside.’
‘I thank you.’ Karkah took the book, trying to rationalise
his thoughts. ‘We must see the King for the feast of Bealio is
tonight.’
‘Karkah,’ said Evolot nervously. ‘You and the King must
not go to the temple floor.’
‘Why not?’ replied Karkah, puzzled.
‘The Creator will destroy Bealio tonight.’
‘The messenger told you that?’
‘Bealio will be destroyed through me.’ Evolot nodded.
For a moment, Karkah stood pondering on what he
should do next. ‘Come,’ he said, holding Evolot’s arm. ‘We
shall go to my working chamber and then on to see the King.’
Karkah quickly briefed Evolot in court procedure and
then they moved to outside the King’s audience chamber. Two
guards stood outside the door as Karkah sat the boy down on
a bench.
‘When the King questions you, answer simply and do
not offer to explain anything you think relevant. Saying too
much can be dangerous. I shall go inside to see the King,’ he
said gently, noting Evolot’s nervousness. ‘I shall be as brief in
time as possible.’ He marched in between the guards who
saluted with a right clenched fist on to their spears.
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Evolot gazed at the two soldiers, fearful of his pending
audience with the King. He had never been to the castle
before and was beginning to feel agitated. What do I do if the
King does not believe me? he thought. I am untried and
untested; the warriors of the King would laugh at me. I hope he
waits to see if I destroy Bealio. Will the messenger of the
Creator protect me? What did the Holy Book say? He began to
pray silently, the words running through his mind.
O great Creator, the thought of you strengthens my
spirit so that I can do what you ask of me. Make me strong.
His thoughts interrupted as Karkah returned. ‘Come, the
King will see us now.’ As they entered the great chamber,
Evolot saw the majestic throne raised up by four steps with the
King seated upon it. Evolot noted that he had the Holy Book in
his hands. The others on the lower floor to his right included
Baltana, still in armour, and Taparan with his piercing gaze. To
his left four soldiers stood at attention. They approached to a
position in front of the steps some ten feet away from the King
and bowed from the waist together.
‘Your Majesty, may I present the emissary of the
Creator, Evolot.’
Evolot blinked several times as he looked around. I
know what is on their minds, he thought. He is just a young
boy.
‘What is your second name?’ queried the King.
‘Tasata, Your Majesty,’ offered Evolot nervously.
The King’s eyes opened wider as he spoke. ‘Are you
related to Jonas Tasata who was the top law advocate?’
‘He was my father, Your Majesty.’
‘You are indeed of noble blood; both your mother and
he were good people. You have my condolences; it was a
tragic accident that killed them.’
‘I thank you for honouring them. It is now two years
since their death.’ Karkah was startled by the revelation but
pleased that the King knew Evolot’s parents.
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‘Tell me, Evolot, what you know of the Creator,’ said the
King quietly.
‘I have heard the messenger of the Creator in my head
and also have seen him,’ returned Evolot truthfully. ‘He gave
me the Holy Book to write and told me that through him I would
defeat the Namori.’
‘How will you do that?’ replied the King, startled by the
answer.
‘I do not know, Your Majesty, I have not received
instructions as yet.’
At this Taparan stifled a laugh, almost grunting. The
King silenced him with a stare as he turned and spoke to
Evolot. ‘What of the statue of Bealio? There is a great feast
tonight in his honour.’
‘Your Majesty, I was told that Bealio will be destroyed
through me by the Creator.’
‘Do you believe all this?’
‘I do,’ Evolot replied, gazing around at all the other
disbelieving faces in the chamber. ‘The messenger told me.’
‘What does he look like, this messenger?’
‘He is older and wise and kindly. He can vanish and
reappear in the air. He is very powerful.’
‘He appeared and vanished in front of your eyes?’
‘Yes, each time he visited.’
‘Will he visit me?’
‘I do not know, Your Majesty.’
‘Is he around now?’
‘No, Your Majesty. He will come tonight.’
‘Why did you come to Karkah and not my other
advisors?’
‘The messenger of the Creator bade me do so.’
‘Had you seen Karkah before?’
‘Yes, with you, Your Majesty, in a vision created by the
messenger.’
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‘A vision of me and Karkah,’ said the astonished King.
‘What were we doing?’
‘Just talking, Your Majesty,’ replied Evolot awkwardly. ‘I
saw nothing else.’ The King nodded, not at ease with the
answers but realising that the young man was honest and
truthful.
‘Karkah you have verified that you also have heard the
voice within your head,’ summarised the King. ‘So we have
two witnesses who have heard the messenger. What do my
advisors say?’ he continued, opening up the debate.
‘Your Majesty,’ stated a blustering Baltana. ‘This is but a
boy, not a warrior; we can put no trust in his statements.’
‘He could be under the influence of an evil spirit,’ said
Taparan more craftily indirect. ‘He could lead your kingdom
into disaster.’
‘A disaster that we are already facing,’ corrected
Karkah, defending Evolot. ‘I have also heard the voice of the
messenger as did Evolot.’ There was a silence for a moment
and then Taparan turned on Karkah.
‘We all hear voices at times and some who hear voices
are put to death as purveyors of evil spirits,’ said Taparan,
staring at Karkah.
‘Not in my kingdom, Taparan,’ said the king forcibly.
‘With respect your majesty, here, no. They are placed in
a madhouse,’ replied Taparan timidly.
‘There is a very thin line between madness and genius,’
offered Karkah thoughtfully. ‘And whether or not Evolot and I
are mad may be proved tonight.’ I please beg that my faith
prevail, he thought. Because if not, both the boy and myself
will be out of favour and I will be finished as a court advisor.
‘We need more practical solutions not spiritual,’ Baltana
offered. ‘If everything fails we should consider contingency
plans.’
‘Enough,’ said the King, rising from his throne. ‘Baltana
is correct and we shall set those very plans in action.’
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Baltana beamed, his head held high, nodding
pompously.
The King turned to Evolot. ‘I will study the Holy Book of
the Creator and give you my judgement. Then we shall see
tonight if what you say is true,’ he said to Karkah, wishing to
give him every chance. ‘Evolot will stay with you and then you
will all return to my balcony for the feast.’ He made his exit,
followed by his guards.
‘You were the favourite there,’ said Taparan to Baltana.
‘You are indeed honoured.’
‘Not a question of favour,’ said Baltana smugly. ‘It is a
question of seeing the full picture.’
Taparan smiled. ‘And you see that?’
‘That is my job as I am the Chief of Generals, advising
the disposition of the army.’
‘And you,’ said Taparan to Karkah. ‘Do you believe this
God, this Creator, can conquer a gigantic army that
approaches this city?’
‘That is what Evolot and I have been told.’
‘Then your faith is based on madness,’ blurted out
Taparan as he turned and scurried out of the chamber.
‘I’m sorry,’ blustered Baltana. ‘I have no personal malice
towards you but professionally I agree with Taparan. You are a
disaster and steeped in madness.’
‘And you, my dear Baltana, have no faith,’ replied
Karkah, smiling at Evolot as Baltana turned and marched out
of the chamber. The two stood for a moment watching his
departure. ‘The seeds have been set and hopefully tonight the
Creator will fulfil his prophesy.’
***
The great feast started in the early evening with several drums
beating out a rhythm. The huge statue of Bealio looked even
more sinister as the fire torches cast their light upward in eerie
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shadows. Several lightly clad female dancers moved in rhythm
to the slow drumbeat between the heavily laden food tables.
Throughout the city, rumours had spread of this great
unseen God, the Creator, and his message through Evolot of
destruction to Bealio. Many held fear and superstition and
decided not to attend, while others ignored it as nonsensical
and continued in their fine attire to the castle.
Zartoft stood in the large transport bay of his craft;
stacked around him to ceiling level were thousands of
machines of all various shapes and sizes. He looked down on
the hovering cylindrical, oval-shaped drone before him.
At ten feet long and two feet wide it looked rather small,
he thought. But what a punch it packed. He peered into the
open orifice of the devise that revealed several beams of
different coloured light all fluctuating. He adjusted the fingersensitive pad in his hand and the beams became stronger.
‘Now online,’ he said, speaking aloud to himself and
closing the orifice. ‘Now my little beauty let’s see what you can
do.’
As he operated the pad, the back door of the craft
opened and the drone moved out into the hollowed out cave. A
circular beam of light from the drone hit the rocks, covering the
entrance, changing from white to red, creating an opening to
the outside. The drone sped through and up into the air as the
aperture closed behind it.
Back in the control room, Zartoft sat down on his
rotating soft chair activating the drone’s holographic camera.
Around him appeared the picture from the drone some two
thousand feet in the air, a picture so strong as to eliminate the
view of the control room. The technology still gave him a thrill
as though he were piloting the drone from the rear underneath.
Below, as the city reached dusk, cradles of fire on the
sides of the internal walls cast a cumulative glow upward.
‘I need some cover for you,’ said Zartoft aloud, smiling
at the belly of the drone in front of him. ‘Let’s try magnetic
86

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

impulse four.’ Several circular pulsating airwaves left the drone
moving outward, distorting the air around and creating a
vibrating cloud with several rims or layers. The cloud extended
outward from the craft to a quarter mile away, completely
hiding the drone from view. It then moved into the scattered
cloud base above the city and hovered, each layer oscillating,
holding its shape. Zartoft operated the holographic camera,
penetrating through the cloud with a clear vision of the city
below.
He placed the drone some two thousand feet above the
temple and a square marker appeared in view that zoomed in
on the statue below. The marker moved to the centre of the
head of Bealio and glowed red for an instant then continued
down the centrepiece in a straight line, stopping and changing
colour at different points. Zartoft grunted, checking and
rechecking the coordinates until satisfied that they were
correct and then brought the drone with surrounding cloud
down to one thousand feet.
He then closed down the camera and the scene from
the drone cross faded into the control room again. The huge
half-shaped sphere moved downward as he brought the
psychic projector on line and arrived at the castle in an instant.
He sped through the outer walls and on to the King’s high
balcony. Several dignitaries watched the feast below, waiting
for the arrival of the King and his family.
***
The King’s messenger knocked loudly on the door of Karkah’s
living quarters.
‘The King will be arriving on his balcony within the hour,’
said the messenger as the door opened.
‘I thank you, royal messenger,’ replied Karkah, nodding
his head as the messenger stood to attention before leaving.
87

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘We must go now before the King arrives,’ he said, moving to
the door, his arm on Evolot’s shoulder.
They moved through the long corridor outside with
Evolot gazing in wonder at the beautiful tapestries on the
walls.
‘They are very magnificent,’ said Karkah, noting the
young man’s gaze and changing the subject. ‘It is protocol to
arrive before the King.’
‘So many manners and customs,’ observed Evolot. ‘My
father never brought me to the Palace.’
‘Sometimes I wish I had never visited either.’
‘You are held in regard and high esteem.’
‘That is only an image. There are some who hate and
mistrust me.’
‘But you have the King’s confidence,’ said Evolot.
‘The King is a wise and just man but he will not rule
forever. There are others who wish to gain power.’
‘Who would wish to harm such a good King?’
‘You are young and naïve,’ said Karkah, ‘and do not see
into the hearts of people. Battles for power are all around us
every day. We must fight for what we believe in.’
‘I thought the Namori are the people to fight.’
‘As a race of people they are just like us. Their Emperor
is a man consumed with power and domination who leads
them to conquer and attack all within reach.’
‘That, I would call evil.’
‘There are people with those intentions within this very
court but the King knows the joys of peaceful living and keeps
everything in check.’
‘So you believe that evil is in the heart of a man,’ said
Evolot, stopping for a moment outside the door of the balcony.
‘Indeed it is,’ answered Karkah. ‘And like attracts like.’
The two then entered the balcony and watched as the feast
below built in its festivities. There were now twenty lightly clad
dancers weaving back and forth across the floor as the
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drumbeat quickened. At the feet of the great statue stood five
high priests dressed in a dazzling array of coloured robes with
bowls of burning incense and other scents in each hand giving
out a sickly sweet aroma. Evolot looked down on the many
people now entering the temple below, swarming around the
tables of food.
‘Why are they not eating?’ whispered Evolot.
‘First we wait for the King to open the ceremony,’
answered Karkah smiling. ‘Then we witness the great
sacrifice.’
‘I don’t think I could eat after watching an animal killed.’
Karkah blinked several times, searching in his head for
an answer and realising that Evolot knew nothing of the
protocol of a Bealio religious feast. ‘My dear Evolot,’ he said as
gently as he could. ‘Because of the importance of this feast – it
is a human sacrifice.’
‘But why?’ said Evolot in horror.
‘It is to appease and please the great God Bealio.’
Evolot was stunned. To take a life for a giant stone
statue was abhorrent to him. ‘Now I realise why that “thing”
must be destroyed,’ said Evolot, disgusted and angry, his
thoughts interrupted by a trumpet fanfare as the King entered.
Even you, he thought, must obey protocol and ancient beliefs
for it is indeed time for a new spiritual God to emerge.
The fanfare ceased as the King waved his right arm and
sat down. ‘Let the great feast begin,’ he said as the drums
started a slow beat. Below, a young girl appeared in a flowing
white robe followed by high priests in procession towards the
prepared altar. Her eyes were glassy, her movement sluggish.
‘Why does she look so strange?’ said Evolot.
‘She has probably been drugged by the priests.’
‘Why would anyone wish to follow a religion of blood
lust?’ said Evolot, thinking aloud.
Both men were astounded as they heard Zartoft’s voice
in their minds. The time has come for you both to stand
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together in the name of the Creator, he said, followed by
silence. They looked shocked for a moment until Evolot’s
anger returned, giving him strength as he watched the girl lie
down on the slab and the priest’s dagger rising to strike.
Evolot stood on the edge of the balcony, pointing his
finger at the crowd below. ‘Leave this temple now and stop this
idol worship,’ he yelled out, freezing the sacrificial priest. For a
moment there was silence, followed by an eruption of voices.
‘Silence,’ bellowed Zatahi below, eyes narrowed,
nostrils flared as the crowd stood silent. ‘To interfere with the
feast of Bealio by royal protocol means death. You will be
sacrificed instead.’
Everyone turned to the sad face of the King who looked
down at his feet and nodded.
Karkah became alarmed for a moment. Why could I not
have warned him? he thought, moving to Evolot’s side. ‘I will
stand and die with you,’ he whispered.
Evolot smiled and then with an angry face he turned to
the scene below and shouted out Zartoft’s words. ‘In the name
of the Creator, I destroy Bealio.’ For a moment there was
silence, followed by laughter and ridicule. Above, the sound of
a storm heard, a hissing and crackling, pulsating cloud
hovering above the open temple of Bealio. A moment later,
everyone in the temple was mesmerised by the swirling dark
cloud, and even the king stood in amazement. Enveloping it
was a coloured blue tinge that spat out beams of light. The
wind increased and several beams of lightning left the cloud
and struck the idol down its centre with a deafening sound.
Clouds of dust bellowed out with the ferocious force of the
impact as the idol split down its centre and collapsed into great
chunks of rock that fell on the crowd below.
The King watched in horror as the crowd rushed to the
exits, some caught by the falling rock. While several other
priests were killed instantly by one huge chunk, Zatahi
somehow survived, along with the sacrificial girl. When the air
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cleared, the cloud above moved away, showing huge portions
of Bealio scattered below amongst the food and dead priests.
Karkah turned to face the King, tears in his eyes. ‘The
Creator must not be mocked,’ he stated sadly, relieved that
both he and Evolot’s prediction had been justified, ‘for only he
can save us from the powerful Namori.’
‘Summon a meeting of my full court in the throne room,’
said King Atolia, shaken by the events but still commanding.
‘And clear out all that debris below. We shall convene at
sunrise. Four of my guards will stay to protect you.’ He nodded
to Karkah, acknowledging his statement of the Namori, and left
with his entourage, leaving Karkah and Evolot on the balcony.
The two looked at the carnage below as the voice of
Zartoft entered their minds. You have done well as emissaries
of the Creator, he said quietly but firmly. Now you must inform
the King and citizens of this city that all must believe in the
Lord Creator and all who do shall be saved from the Namori.
For the Namori will witness my might and purpose.
Both men stared at each other, nodding their heads in
belief. Then the usual silence followed. Zartoft did this
deliberately, making them realise he was there only when they
needed him.
Throughout the evening, the events that had just taken
place in the temple were the source of gossip that spread
throughout the city. The news that the new unseen God had
destroyed Bealio was on the tongue of many men and women.
People were now fearful because of the destruction of their
main god whom many had worshipped from childhood. Many
turned to the Creator to fill the resulting spiritual vacuum while
others turned to an alternate god. The threat of the Namori on
the other side of the river was also imminent as military envoys
conveyed intelligence of both armies.
A large group led by a former priest of Bealio
approached Karkah and Evolot.
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‘We have turned to your God, the Creator,’ said the
priest as they all bowed in unison. Evolot moved across to the
priest, much to Karkah’s alarm.
‘Do not bow to me,’ replied Evolot, grabbing both the
man’s arms and gently raising him, remembering Zartoft’s
words. ‘I am only an emissary of the Creator.’
‘Please advise us on what to do,’ said the priest.
‘Go and tell everyone about the Lord your Creator,’
replied Evolot, remembering text from the Holy Book. ‘The
innocent and the pure of heart will be protected. Pray to the
Creator for deliverance from our enemies, for the Creator is
the one true God and will save the city from the Namori.’
‘We will do as you ask, emissary,’ replied the priest as
the group began to leave. They all turned in horror as a
bloodthirsty scream reached their ears. From behind the
nearest pillar came a demented Zatahi clutching the large
sacrificial knife in his right hand. His face was a picture of
twisted hate as he lunged towards Evolot. The chief of guard
stepped forward, swinging his sword, smashing the dagger out
of Zatahi’s hand and then preparing to strike.
‘Stop,’ shouted Evolot. ‘Do not kill him, his God and his
beliefs have already been destroyed.’ The chief of guard
stopped for a moment, holding the point of the sword at
Zatahi’s throat waiting for instructions.
‘Escort him out of the city until he comes to his senses,’
said Karkah. Two other soldiers came from the door and
escorted the chief priest out. Evolot turned to the large group
again.
‘The Lord Creator is forgiving even to his enemies,’ said
Evolot, quoting from the Holy Book. ‘But those that ignore the
Creator will forever feel his wrath and emptiness.’ The crowd
then murmured softly as they departed, moving out into the
city and by word of mouth spread the word of the Creator.
By morning sunrise the city was buzzing as thousands
converted from Bealio to the new religion. Evolot was greeted
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by all in awe. Much to his horror, people gazed upon him as a
saviour and, as they passed, dropped their heads in salute. He
had become some kind of enigma, which was something he
had dreaded. His sudden celebrity amused him, but in his
mind a fear of the future achievement of conquering the
Namori was always present. How can I, he thought, a mere
man, defeat a huge army? Of this he had no idea but his
imagination was already ahead. A great ball of lightning could
roll through the Namori army, incinerating all before it, or
maybe they would be struck down by a plague? His anxieties
were eased by the thought that Karkah was by his side.
‘We must be careful in what we say,’ said Karkah
reluctantly. ‘Words can be misused and misinterpreted.’
‘It seems that many people are turning to the Creator,’
Evolot said, looking around at people bowing their heads as
they passed.
‘I ask a great favour of you,’ prompted Karkah, stopping
for a moment and looking into Evolot’s eyes. ‘Please let me do
all the talking now in the King’s chamber so that we do not
seem powerful and are not misconstrued as an enemy. For
there are many waiting for us to make one slip on which they
can capitalise and use to their advantage.’
‘So be it,’ nodded Evolot, a look of admiration in his
eyes. ‘You are wise and just to the ways of the court.’
‘Thank you, my friend,’ continued Karkah, smiling and
slapping Evolot lightly on his back. ‘Also, we do not want
others to see and misinterpret us as gods.’ They continued
across the courtyard and into the King’s chamber as the sun
lifted above the horizon.
***
Emperor Zhanata sat in his tent, staring down the gentle slope
that ran a quarter of a mile to the river. His eyes searched into
the distance, glancing over the fast-flowing river. Patience was
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not a quality he possessed. The river had slowed down his
mighty army and brought them to a full stop. All the legions
were ready to march and gallop across to reach the walled city
on the other side. The battle formations were arranged in lines
some quarter of a mile wide, stretching back across the plain
for a mile or more with the catapults and towers at the rear.
Heavy clouds above gave a grey feeling to the day as
the rain came down heavily with the sound of distant thunder.
The clanging of metal heard behind the tent became louder as
the officers checked the armour and sharpened their swords.
The Emperor raised a glass of fruit juice to his lips, sipping
gently and savouring the aroma as Jertan appeared and
saluted.
‘What news do you bring me Jertan?’ said Zhanata,
beckoning him to sit.
‘I am informed we should be able to cross the river
within five to ten days,’ replied Jertan.
‘Excellent.’ Zhanata smiled.
‘It is the time of the year for changes in the weather.
Because of our rapid progress we have arrived early.’
‘I agree a short rest may be of benefit to our army but I
need another great battle. Not like the one at Gabando where
we just walked through, but to defeat an army that is worthy of
mine.’
‘Their city has fortifications, high walls to scale.’
‘I only intend to scale if it is necessary. You must find
me a weak link in the wall structure, one that we can pound
incessantly. Their army has never been tested in a battle such
as this.’ Zhanata poured Jertan a fruit juice and handed it to
him, looking into his eyes. ‘Soon we shall conquer all within
our reach,’ he whispered, a strange look of madness on his
face that filled Jertan with unease.
Jertan was of the old school. He had served the
previous Emperor with distinction in many honourable wars.
The younger Emperor was seeking world domination, he
94

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

thought. This tremendous power for one lacking in wisdom,
was touching on madness. For all this, Jertan had no conflict in
his mind. He was still loyal to his country. ‘My Emperor the
Gods are with us,’ he stated diplomatically then raising his
glass. ‘Victory will be ours.’
Zhanata stood up as Jertan followed, both standing in
the opening of the tent and staring through the falling rain at
the river. To Jertan the army had to cross one of the fiercest
forces of nature, a river with strong currents and treacherous
flows. To Zhanata this was a mere obstacle in the quest for
domination. Jertan had faced many an army with no fear but
nature was unpredictable, a force to be respected. From their
left came General Bonta, striding arrogantly towards them, a
smile on his face. He gave the salute and stepped in out of the
rain.
‘I see you bring me news, General Bonta,’ said the
Emperor.
‘Excellency,’ replied Bonta, clearing water off his brow
with the back of his hand. ‘The carrier birds bring good news
from our spy in the city. Last night they feasted their God
Bealio to ask for victory in the coming battle.’ He stopped for a
moment grinning, then in great pride. ‘Bealio was destroyed by
a bolt of lightning.’
‘Their God deserts them,’ exclaimed the Emperor,
turning to Jertan. ‘Our victory now is destined.’
‘Indeed it is, Your Excellency,’ said Jertan, not wishing
to dampen their high spirits and turning to Bonta. ‘Is there yet
not more news from the city?’
Bonta looked down to the small messages in his hand.
‘They do have a new God,’ he said flippantly.
The Emperor immediately became curious. ‘Give me all
the news, Bonta.’ He seated himself on his chair.
‘There is a shepherd boy,’ said Bonta, disdainfully
reading another of the messages. ‘He is the emissary of the
new God, the Creator.’
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‘And what shape does this new God take?’ enquired
Zhanata.
‘He is an unseen God,’ answered Bonta, becoming
uneasy. ‘He has no form.’
‘What is the boy’s name?’ continued Zhanata, staring at
the awkward Bonta.
‘Evolot. It is said his God would destroy Bealio.’
‘What!’ exclaimed Zhanata. ‘What are you telling me?’
‘Your Excellency,’ interrupted Jertan in a pacifying tone.
‘Perhaps if General Bonta tells us the whole story, we shall
then be well advised.’
The Emperor nodded, turning his head slightly away,
now knowing Bonta had fed him only what he perceived as the
good news.
‘The boy Evolot,’ said Bonta, now reading the
messages rather than speculating. ‘He is an emissary of the
Creator. All who believe in the Creator as the one God shall
see Bealio destroyed and then the Mighty Namori army
defeated.’ He then read another message. ‘A great cloud
appeared above the temple and Evolot cried out, “In the name
of the Creator I destroy Bealio.” Out of the cloud came several
lightning beams, cutting Bealio down the centre and destroying
the statue.’
‘Are there any more?’ enquired Jertan.
‘No,’ Bonta replied a little dejectedly.
‘What do you advise?’ Zhanata asked Jertan.
‘There seem to be two alternatives. The first possibility
is that this new God is merely the imagination of a young boy
and that a thunderstorm manifested over the city, causing
lightning to strike through an open roof and hitting the highest
object. The second, that this is indeed an omen that a powerful
God destroyed another. In this case we should not cross the
river and then proceed east to attack the second city on our
agenda.’
96

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

A silence followed as Zhanata reviewed the options in
his mind. Jertan hoped he would select the second, being
mindful of the predictions that the Creator would defeat the
Namori army after destroying Bealio. Jertan was not fearful but
was cautious of attacking at this time. He knew that the timing
of such battles was essential for victory. He could not
personally recommend the second option, which might render
him a weak general in the eyes of the others.
‘Our Gods are just as powerful as theirs,’ said Zhanata
suddenly. ‘Have we not conquered many cities on our quest?
Have we not now marched for a year defeating everything in
front of us? We shall defeat this city and their God. When the
river is not in spate we shall cross and tonight make a sacrifice
to our Gods.’
‘So be it,’ said Bonta, rejuvenated and raising his glass.
‘This is to the defeat of Matania.’
All glasses were raised, the one by Jertan with
apprehension.
***
That afternoon Evolot and Karkah entered the King’s chamber
with Baltana and Taparan. They bowed before the King and
then everyone sat down at a round table.
The King had the Holy Book of the Creator open in front
of him on the table. ‘Is this your writing?’ he asked Evolot.
‘It is, Your Majesty.’
‘These first pages in the book with the strange oval
shapes, what are they?’
‘They are the knowledge of the book dictated by the
messenger to my mind.’
The King placed his fingers gently on one of the ovals
then looked up, puzzled. ‘Why cannot I see the messenger?’
‘I do not know, Your Majesty, the messenger said only I
could see.’
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‘This is a very profound book. It has great wisdom and
understanding. I quote this passage – only the pure of heart
shall enter my heavenly kingdom. If this is so, how can a
human heart be so judged? Am I pure of heart?’
‘Your Majesty is loved by his people and therefore pure
of heart,’ interrupted Karkah.
‘Let Evolot answer,’ said the King.
‘Your Majesty,’ replied Evolot slowly. ‘I could never
judge another man, not even a king. Only that man and the
Creator would know the answer.’
‘I know you have written this wealth of spiritual
knowledge from another source, for you are such an innocent,’
observed the King. ‘I shall have copies made and distribute
them throughout the land.’
‘Is that wise, Your Majesty?’ said Taparan, alarmed.
‘Should we not wait until the Namori army has been
destroyed?’
‘We must heed this great God, the Creator,’
commanded the King. ‘His destructive power is awesome, but I
must ask when this is due to take place?’ Karkah and Evolot
looked at each other for a moment, Evolot shaking his head.
‘Your Majesty,’ replied Karkah, choosing his words
carefully and being truthful. ‘Neither Evolot nor I know when
this is to take place. The messenger of the Creator assured us
that, in his words, “the Namori would witness my might and
purpose”.’
Baltana listened impatiently, grunting now and then, and
moving backward and forward on his chair. ‘This is all very
well, Your Majesty,’ he said. ‘We all need to plan a strategy for
the Namori may strike before they are destroyed by the
Creator.’
‘Your Majesty,’ added Taparan condescendingly. ‘May I
suggest that you and the elders of the city leave to a place of
safety?’
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‘To you Taparan the answer is no,’ replied the King
firmly. ‘My position is here with my subjects.’ He turned to
Baltana. ‘You are correct, Baltana, you and I will visit our army
to further plan the defence of the city.’
‘Thank you, Your Majesty,’ returned Baltana. ‘I await
your command.’
‘We can now only wait for news from the Creator,’ was
the King’s statement to Karkah and Evolot. ‘Hopefully, we shall
not have to wait long.’ They all bowed before the King and
slowly left the chamber.
Karkah could feel the uneasiness in the court; the King
had put his faith in Evolot and himself. Faith can wear thin,
thought Karkah as they walked out of the Palace with the
guards behind them, especially if there is a waiting period.
Out in the street of the city Evolot smiled as he saw
Garth, Terrol and Marka heading toward them. Garth stepped
forward, he and Evolot locking themselves in an arm shake,
each grasping the other’s lower arms.
‘It is good to see you,’ said Garth, staring into Evolot’s
eyes. ‘The destroyer of Bealio?’
‘It is good to see you again,’ Evolot replied.
‘You have become a legend throughout the city,’ said
Terrol.
‘You are famous,’ Marka added, his face beaming with
respect.
‘This is Garth, Terrol and Marka,’ said Evolot. ‘May I
introduce you to Karkah, the King’s chief advisor.’
All three nodded in respect.
‘I am pleased to meet you warriors,’ replied Karkah.
‘Evolot has told me about you.’
‘Now we must leave you,’ said Garth, looking hurriedly
in the direction of the castle. ‘We have to report for duty. If you
ever need our services ask the duty guard for Garth Markham.’
‘I will,’ answered Evolot as the three walked into the
Palace, waving goodbye. ‘It may be sooner than you think.’
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‘Are they the three warriors you wish to have by your
side?’ queried Karkah.
‘Yes, I met them out on the hills just before the
messenger of the Creator appeared.’
‘The messenger probably saw them too.’
‘Possibly,’ said Evolot, his thoughts blurted aloud.
‘When the messenger gives his holy judgement on the Namori,
I would like those three to be with us.’
‘I can see no reason why not,’ replied Karkah
thoughtfully. ‘We shall wait and see.’
That night the city was quiet, the feeling tense, knowing
the Namori army was near. They both walked between the
flickering torches placed at intervals down the streets, the
three guards still following.
‘You will see where I live,’ said Evolot as they turned
into a small alleyway and into a courtyard. Evolot froze for a
moment, seeing a slight shadowy movement on top of the far
courtyard wall, his senses sharpened and honed by night
times of vigilance on the hills surrounding the city. Something
was wrong. He held Karkah’s arm, beckoning the guards
forward with the other.
‘Shields up,’ he whispered, using the standard defence
tactic.
The guards moved forward together, shields at the
ready, and then to the front.
The whistle of an arrow screamed just above their
heads, causing them all to bend their knees slightly. After ten
seconds, another thudded into a shield.
‘Move forward to the door,’ shouted the leader warrior
as they all advanced with Karkah and Evolot in their centre.
Upon reaching the doorway, the three guards left one loading
a bow behind the other two.
‘I believe there is only one attacker,’ said Evolot quietly
watching the three warriors as they moved to the wall. ‘And
that attacker is a very bad marksman with a bow.’
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‘You cannot stay outside the castle walls,’ said Karkah.
‘Your status is now such that you obviously have determined
enemies. There could be spies from the Namori within the city.’
‘Yes, I agree,’ replied Evolot sadly. ‘I will gather some
things.’
‘I will obtain quarters for you next to me. How did you
know someone was there?’ he added.
‘For a second I saw a shadowy movement in the
distance,’ Evolot replied smiling. ‘Wild animals do that. They
lurk in the shadows, moving as near as possible and then
pounce.’
‘Your instincts have probably saved our lives,’ continued
Karkah as the three guards returned.
‘Whoever it was has gone,’ reported the leader. ‘We
found this, a Namori bow. It is very powerful and hard to use.’
Karkah nodded as he took hold of the bow. ‘There
could be Namori spies in the city. We are all returning to the
castle to avoid any more incidents.’
After retrieving some of Evolot’s transportable handheld
belongings, they all returned to the castle.
***
In the early hours of the morning Zartoft slowly walked to the
loading bay of his craft. The time had come for him to set the
great miracle in action, he thought as he entered the large bay,
an event that would long stay in the memory of man. He
climbed several stairs to a small gantry in the centre of the
large bay and sat at the large operating console. He clenched
his hands together and talked to the machine.
‘Operate the three-dimensional screen.’
A soft humming sound reached his ears as a hologram
picture of a female appeared over a large circular construction
in front of him some twenty feet in diameter.
‘Please specify your requirement,’ she said.
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‘Close default and reduce visual to half,’ he replied. ‘The
picture slowly shrunk to fifty per cent, its size finishing with a
large blink of light. He put his hand to his forehead,
remembering the opening operator’s language. Now it gets
interesting, he thought. ‘Show me the forcefield operating
capsules in stock.’
She spun round slowly each time, producing a cylindershaped object until ten were circling around her.
‘As you ordered,’ she prompted. ‘Please state your next
request.’
Now how do I phrase this? he thought, trying to think of
his next command. ‘Show me the strength of each capsule.’
Her full visual blinked twice in response. ‘Command not
clear – please choose. Textile strength of each capsule –
structural integrity of capsule – individual capsule capabilities.’
‘Individual capsule capabilities,’ he replied with a smile,
hoping he had chosen the correct one. One by one, each
capsule in the circle then zoomed in large, displaying its true
size and operational capabilities. Reaching number 7, he
spoke. ‘Save for mission.’
‘Capsule saved,’ she said, causing another spin and
placing it at the bottom of the hologram screen. ‘Please state
further requests.’
Zartoft struggled in his mind to find the correct
command words, thinking of the stretch of water between the
two banks. ‘Required forcefield one and a half miles in length,’
he said hesitantly. ‘One hundred feet in depth.’
Her image spun for a moment as a drone appeared in
the picture. ‘Drone twenty-five with eight capsules required.’
Eight replica capsules appeared in the image slotted into the
drone one by one in a downward motion.
He nodded and smiled to himself. ‘There, that didn’t
take long,’ he muttered.
‘Please keep your commands logical,’ she stated, flatly
spinning again.
102

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘Produce ready for operation,’ he commanded, sitting
back in his seat and swinging it around to his left. At the far
end of the huge bay, an aperture opened under an overhead
gantry and eight capsules slowly emerged, hanging from a
moving belt towards him. They stopped, hanging in the air
some twenty feet in front. Each one was black in colour,
around fifteen feet in length and had a girth of six feet around
its centre.
From the ground level aperture came the large structure
of drone twenty-five. It was fifty feet in length, cylindrical in
shape with a flat bottom and had a twenty-five feet
circumference. A dull thud echoed around the bay as eight
apertures opened across the cylindrical top as it moved slowly
under the capsules. Each one slotted in with an ease of
precision, as the apertures closed once again.
Zartoft sat back in his chair as a system check
continued. The operating strength of each capsule was
displayed on the holoscreen. They varied from 99.3 to 99.8, all
within operational parameters. A loud, deep, throbbing,
humming sound filled the bay as the large drone lifted into the
air, supported by its gravity belts that circled the drone in
between each capsule aperture. It hung for a moment, nose
down, as the system trimmed each belt, causing it to rise and
drop a little, finally hovering in a straight horizontal attitude. It
rose slowly up to the bay ceiling as an aperture opened on its
flat belly, revealing the camera’s twin lenses.
A three-dimensional picture of the bay appeared on the
viewer as the camera operated moving left and right and up
and down. The computerised female then reappeared. ‘All
systems fully operational,’ she stated, her visual status going
into freeze frame.
‘Show map of area within a ten-mile radius,’ he
instructed, the scene changing to a top-down view of the city
and the river. ‘Zoom in on the river crossing point,’ he said
then clarifying. ‘Show the river width at its lowest depth.’ A red
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rectangle appeared on the screen, spinning slowly down to the
width of the mile and a half river section. It moved repeatedly
positioning and repositioning, finally settling into place. ‘Now
move to a section where the river banks are at the highest
level and set the capsules in position.’
Upriver three-quarters of a mile away, another rectangle
appeared, placing itself in the required position. Eight red
flashing dots spaced inside across the river span. ‘Save as
operation river crossing,’ he concluded as the screen blinked
three times and closed down.
‘Operation river crossing saved and filed,’ returned the
female voice of the computer as all the lights in the bay turned
off leaving on the smaller gantry lamps. Zartoft sighed and sat
back thinking; these craft are definitely special everything is
designed for maximum protection. Yet, the special plasma I
need for orbit is unavailable. He laughed for a moment. No
containers can hold it. Its operation is limited to the engine
forcefields and if I did reach orbit it would take me a lifetime to
return home. His alert mind had not given up on how to move
the craft into orbit but physics and science now worked against
him.
In the control room, Zartoft spoke to the computer.
‘State time and day when the river crossing will be available,’
he commanded as the computer powered up.
‘The winter rains have already ceased in the
mountains,’ answered the computer. ‘In two days the flat river
crossing will flow at a six to nine inch level.’
‘Are there any sudden storms in the area?’
‘Negative, the weather over the next fourteen days will
be misty and dry.’
‘Now link the psychic and electronic computers
together.’
‘Link verified.’
Zartoft nodded in anticipation and brought into function
the psychic projector, propelling his soul into the city. The
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instantaneous delivery still enthralled him as his ethereal form
sped through the castle and then to the river crossing,
hovering just above the water level. Moving upriver, he
reached the point where the rocks reached high on each bank.
His form again hovered just above the water as he sent a
message to the computer. ‘Activate operation river crossing.’
In the large bay of the craft, the fifty-foot drone floated
six feet into the air and moved backwards through the large
bay doors and into the cavern. A circular aperture opened
through the rock, leaving it to exit into the valley outside. Once
there it moved swiftly into the air and sped towards the river. A
huge cloud developed forming and oscillating around its
structure. He watched from his mirror body as the drone came
down to a position above him to within twenty feet of the water,
moving above the surface, stopping eight times evenly across
the river to dispatch a capsule into the water.
He watched underwater as the capsules bored into the
riverbed, staying in an upright position. Two spheres left the
drone plunging into the hillside at each end of the river some
fifty-feet above. A flat wall of light from the riverbed moved up
and across, linked from one capsule to the other, finally
reaching the spheres embedded into the rocks on each side. It
ended adjusting to ten feet above the water level in a straight
line across the river. The white intense light was a rehearsal
image showing exactly where the forcefield was operating.
Operation River Crossing now completed, Zartoft returned to
his craft in seconds, removing the half-spheroid cover and
returning to the control room. It was nearly dawn as he
activated a scan of the city locating Evolot’s DNA in the castle,
picked up his staff, and dispatched his physical form by the
matter transmitter.
His body slowly reformed in the darkened room where
Evolot lay sleeping. Words formed in his mind as he
telepathically contacted the young man. Evolot, awaken for I
have news for you.
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Evolot slowly opened his eyes, seeing by his bed the
tall shadowy figure of Zartoft. ‘Messenger,’ he whispered with
great delight, slowly swinging his legs onto the floor. ‘I await
your command.’
‘In the early hours of tomorrow morning just before
dawn you will await by the river crossing with two small
chariots. The chariots will each have the white flag of truce
flying above, you and Garth in one, Terrol and Marka in the
other.’
‘Shall I inform Karkah of this?’ Evolot eagerly enquired.
‘No,’ replied Zartoft gently. ‘I shall inform him myself.’
He then took out of his cloak four small metal star-shaped
objects and handed them to Evolot. ‘Each one of you shall
keep this on your person. No one else must know of this, not
even the King, for there are many spies in the city.’
‘I will do as you bid,’ said Evolot, staring at the objects
in his hand. ‘Are we to face the Emperor alone?’
‘No Evolot,’ answered Zartoft. ‘Have no fear for I will be
with you.’ Evolot nodded as Zartoft operated his staff and
slowly dissolved in the air.
His body emerged, slowly reforming within his psychic
projector and as he sat down the half-spheroid cover
enveloped him. His mirror self-projected back into the castle,
leaving him hovering above the sleeping Karkah and projecting
words into his mind.
Karkah, I am here with you again.
‘What?’ said Karkah becoming awake and sitting upright
staring around the room.
‘I want you to supply Evolot and his three friends with
two chariots and fast horses,’ commanded Zartoft.
‘I hear you, O messenger of the Creator,’ replied
Karkah, still waking up.
‘Inform the King that the next dawn after this both you
and he will stand by the river crossing to witness the might of
the Creator.’
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‘I will do as you say,’ answered Karkah, still amazed at
the voice in his head.
‘Through Evolot your city will be saved,’ finalised Zartoft
as he activated the psychic projector and returned to his craft.
***
The next morning as the sun rose, Karkah and Evolot met the
three warriors at the stables. Evolot led the standard greeting
of locked arms with the three men.
‘How can we be of help?’ said Garth, enthusiastic but
puzzled.
‘I will try and answer your questions,’ said Karkah. ‘On
behalf of the King you are commanded to choose two chariots
with fast horses.’
‘That will be no problem,’ replied Garth, pointing to the
two end stalls. ‘We will have the four white stallions.’
‘As you wish,’ continued Karkah, nodding to the stable
master. ‘The chariots and horses are to be released to Evolot
as and when he needs them.’ The stable master saluted in
acknowledgement as Karkah led the party out of the stables.
As they entered Evolot’s room in the castle, he turned and
stood at the door.
‘Warriors, you will now stay with Evolot as his
bodyguard and he will give you the answers required for I now
depart to brief the King.’
The three men bowed their heads in respect as he left,
turning on Evolot with enthusiastic voices.
‘What are we going to do?’
‘Where are we going to go?’
‘What mission are we on for the King?’
‘We are not on a mission for the King,’ smiled Evolot,
sitting down as the others followed. ‘The messenger of the
Creator appeared to me early this morning.’ There were slight
gasps from Terrol and Marka as Garth stared at Evolot.
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‘It is indeed an honour for you to see the holy
messenger,’ said Garth thoughtfully. ‘For he truly has great
power, as we saw in the destruction of Bealio.’
‘We are all sworn to secrecy,’ replied Evolot quietly,
looking into each of their eyes. ‘None must know of what we
do.’ The three nodded as he continued. ‘We shall go down to
the river two hours before dawn and then wait.’
‘Are we to cross the river?’ enquired Terrol anxiously. ‘I
fear it is still in torrent, a raging cascade of water.’
‘I do not know,’ said Evolot with a faint smile on his
face. ‘I have been told that the messenger of the Creator will
be with us.’
‘Shall we see him?’ enquired Garth with wonder and
enthusiasm on his face.
‘I do not know,’ replied Evolot. ‘You now know all that I
know.’ The briefing now over, everyone relaxed and the
conversation became light-hearted.
The King, duly briefed by Karkah of the meeting after
dawn on the following day, placed a section of the Palace
guard on standby although no reason given. The tensions and
stress of the people of the city were apparent as guards
patrolled the streets and all available men called for duty. The
realisation that a great army was a river width away and that
the raging torrents in approximately five days would become a
trickle was in everyone’s head. Known common knowledge
indicated that the Namori army was merciless in occupation,
and that life would be severe and short for those that did not
comply.
Many were openly praying to the Creator in hope and
desperation. The demolition of Bealio turned many people to
the Creator but others had problems with a God they could not
see and reverted to other idol worship.
The day passed quickly and in the early hours of the
next morning, Evolot and the warriors pulled up in their
chariots facing the river. They could not see the river clearly
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but the thunderous noise of the racing currents reached their
ears. Taking out a wrapped silk cloth from his pocket Evolot
gave them each the star-shaped object from Zartoft and
placed one in his own garment pocket.
‘What is this?’ said Garth, holding it in the air,
scrutinising the unique shape and structure. He brought his
hand down, holding the star in his palm and looking at Evolot
enquiringly.
‘Once again I cannot answer. Only that it is a gift from
the messenger of the Creator,’ replied Evolot.
‘It is a strange metal,’ Garth continued as Terrol and
Marka each placed theirs into a pocket, ‘the like of which I
have never seen before.’
‘The messenger has indeed such wondrous trinkets,’
said Marka as the horses shuffled their feet restlessly. He
moved from the chariot to the horses stroking their necks and
speaking gently. ‘They are ready for their morning exercise.’
Garth did the same as Marka settled down his two
stallions. Terrol spoke to Evolot in a nervous voice.
‘I hope that we do not have to wait long,’ he murmured.
‘Waiting is always the hardest part of any day,’ replied
Evolot smiling and very calm. ‘In the dead of night wild animals
would circle my camp, hoping to obtain a sheep or an ox.
Darkness was their ally and they rarely moved out from it.’
‘I prefer the day,’ replied Terrol smiling. ‘In daylight I can
see my enemies.’
‘That is when I am nervous,’ said Evolot with a slight
laugh. ‘I prefer the darkness to hide in.’
‘It is just a thought,’ observed Garth, speaking gently
and calming the two horses. ‘Do you realise that we are the
only people between the city and the Namori army?’ There
was silence for a moment and all four quietly laughed.
‘We have the Creator to believe in and protect us,’ said
Garth, showing his faith. ‘I am proud to be here with you.’
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Marka and Terrol nodded in agreement, as he gazed out
across the river.
The blackness of the night was still upon them, a slight
chill in the air. Minutes seemed like hours as the time crept by.
Had we arrived here too early? thought Evolot, keeping alert
and gazing around into the night.
Soon the first stages of hazy light fuzzed across the
mountains to the east, informing that dawn was but thirty
minutes away. The metal in their pockets began to glow and
their bodies along with the chariots and horses started to
shimmer and then disappear in the night air.
Slowly, their bodies, chariots and horses reappeared,
solidifying again. To their eyes, the world in front of them had
faded from view and then reappeared within a matter of
seconds.
‘What happened?’ said Garth, trying to clear his head
by shaking it.
‘The horses seemed to disappear and then reappear,’
blurted out Terrol in amazement. Marka remained silent, just
staring wide-eyed ahead.
Evolot broke the silence that followed. ‘Do you hear
that?’ he stated to the other three.
‘Here what?’ replied Garth, looking around anxiously.
‘The river is now behind us,’ said Evolot, smiling in
wonder. ‘We have been transported to the Namori side of the
river.’
‘Garth turned his head to one side and listened. ‘You
are correct, Evolot,’ replied Garth. ‘The river is behind us. But
how do you know that we are on the Namori side?’
‘That,’ said Evolot, leaving the chariot and pointing
forward to the flickering lights in the distant mist. ‘That is the
Namori camp.’ There was silence as all four were completely
stunned.
***
110

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

The great Namori army stretching across the plains came to
order as the sun began its ascent. The officers were all busy
inspecting, first with the chariots set in lines spearheading the
attack and then the foot soldiers behind in lined formation.
Several runners busily relayed messages down the line. After
several minutes, a runner approached the main tents set to the
side and handed a parchment to General Bonta. He quickly
scanned the document, checking the availability of his fighting
force and weaponry. A faint smile crossed his face. The results
were good: the army was ready to march and attack.
He strode around to the open flaps of Jertan’s tent and
handed him the parchment. Jertan also smiled as he glanced
at the contents.
‘We are ready for action, Jertan,’ he stated pompously.
‘Let us report to the Emperor.’
‘I note that two of the catapults are not as yet ready,’
replied Jertan, waiting for an answer.
‘A mere formality, the fighting men are ready.’
‘Indeed, but how can they fight without breaching the
walls?’
‘Sometimes you infuriate me, Jertan. They will only take
half a day to be fully operational.’
‘So long as all facts are reported to the Emperor, I will
be satisfied.’
‘Very well, report all the facts,’ replied Bonta
discourteously. ‘The trouble with you, Jertan, is that you are a
perfectionist.’
‘I accept your compliment. I also thought near perfection
was a high standard that men’s lives depended on.’
‘One day your charm will wane and you will no longer
be the Emperor’s favourite.’
‘And one day, Bonta, you may become wise if you are
not killed in battle first.’ Jertan then slightly bowed his head
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and gestured the direction with his open right hand. ‘Shall we
see the Emperor?’
Bonta grunted as they made their way to Zhanata’s tent
and paused outside as the guards saluted.
‘Enter Generals,’ said the Emperor from inside. He was
sitting at the small table in the middle and beckoned them to
be seated. ‘Is my army ready to advance?’ he said, looking
directly in their eyes.
Bonta looked quickly at Jertan and then the Emperor.
‘Excellency, the army is ready to march. Two of the catapults
will not be ready for half a day.’
‘Unlike you to be so precise, Bonta,’ said Zhanata with a
faint smile at Jertan, infuriating Bonta. ‘What alert are we on?’
‘Alert Three,’ answered Jertan. ‘The men are all at their
dispersal points.’
‘I want the army on Alert One for three hours,’ said
Zhanata to Bonta.
‘As you wish, Excellency,’ was Bonta’s answer as he
stood and bowed then left the tent.
The orders shouted down the lines as the runners sped
on their way. The whole army was then mobilised into lined
sections, ready for the order ‘March forward’.
Jertan sat back in his chair, knowing they could not
cross the river yet. The Emperor had initiated one of Bonta’s
strategies that he called an exercise in discipline. The men
stood ready to march for three hours and were then told to
standby. The horses were heard pounding their feet in
anticipation of further orders, both men and animal ready for
battle.
‘Tell me your thoughts on the coming battle,’ said
Zhanata.
‘We shall once again be victorious,’ Jertan replied
cautiously. ‘Once we have crossed the river, our forces will be
unbeatable.’
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‘At the battle of Zebraska we had yet again to wait for
the river,’ commented Zhanata. ‘I am always impatient to cross
Jertan. Delay infuriates and annoys me.’ Shouts outside
stopped the conversation giving Jertan relief as they moved to
outside the tent.
An observer pointed with his extended arm as the mist
slowly dispersed in the early morning sun, showing the two
chariots at the rivers edge. ‘Bonta, why are those chariots not
in line?’ roared the Emperor.
Bonta stared into the distance for a moment and then
spoke. ‘They are not our chariots, Excellency,’ he reported.
‘There is a white flag of truce on one of them,’ said
Jertan. ‘I believe they are from Matania.’
‘The enemy have crossed the river,’ said Zhanata in
amazement, watching the torrent of water behind them. ‘How
is this possible?’
‘I will take an armed party down and destroy them,’
shouted Bonta.
‘No,’ shouted the Emperor. ‘I want to know how they
crossed the river. Get our horses.’ The Emperor and two
generals mounted their horses and moved to within hailing
distance of the two chariots. Zhanata stared at the two chariots
and the four young men. ‘I am Emperor Zhanata of the Namori
army,’ he coldly stated, fixing them with an icy look. ‘How did
you get here?’
The three warriors became nervously silent, in awe of
the mighty conqueror standing before them.
Evolot, although apprehensive, looked the Emperor in
the eye. ‘We have been brought here by the Creator,’ he
answered boldly.
‘How did you cross the river?’ asked the Emperor.
‘By the hand of the Creator,’ returned Evolot.
‘You lie,’ interjected a snarling Bonta. ‘No one could
have crossed that river.’
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The Emperor silenced Bonta with a wave of his hand and
turned to Jertan who edged forward on his horse, speaking to
Evolot. ‘What is your name?’ he enquired quietly.
‘My name is Evolot.’
‘You are the emissary of the Creator? You gave the
command that destroyed Bealio?’
Evolot nodded proudly, not knowing what to say next.
Jertan spoke quietly to the Emperor. ‘This boy has the
power of his God.’
‘I say kill them all now,’ said Bonta eager for blood.
Jertan, although anxious, remained silent letting the
Emperor make the decision.
A strange tingling sound heard in the air revealed
Zartoft’s body slowly solidifying behind Evolot’s chariot. He
then walked between the two chariots, staff in hand, and spoke
before the Emperor, much to Evolot’s relief and Terrol and
Marka’s astonishment.
‘Zhanata, turn away from this conquest and go in
peace.’ At this point, he operated the controls on his staff.
Three quarters of a mile away upriver the capsules on
the river bed stirred into action behind the mist-clad morning,
sliding a twelve-foot rod from within upward. Once in position
the rods became highly charged with an energy field, each one
connecting to the other across the wide expanse of the river as
the rehearsal had indicated. The field then expanded slowly
above the surface water level. Across the top of the water, a
flat blue pulsating light appeared, moving the mile and a half
from bank to bank. The pulsating cloud above became larger,
throbbing with electromagnetic energy.
A huge energy burst materialised, starting at the first
capsule creating a huge flat force field curtain of high intensity
across the raging water. This continued across the full length
of the river, reaching the other bank in seconds. The bass
throbbing noise created by the power usage reached the ears
of all downriver. The huge forcefield created acted as a dam,
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slowing the water flow down to a trickle. The volume of water
in front cascading immediately downriver, the water cleared,
leaving in plain view the hard rock strewn riverbed, the slow
build-up of water at the dam compensated by the forcefield
slowly rising. From the two capsules nearest to each bank a
beam of light sped outward and upward, completing the dam
by connecting the forcefield to the spheres. The huge volumes
of water fully held, as the dam levels grew twenty feet and
slowly higher in the artificial containment.
Gentle streams of water left by the sudden cessation of
supply flowed down the dry riverbed in isolation; Zartoft smiled
at the thought of this technological achievement. The wall of
water was still not yet visible in the rising mist as Zartoft raised
his staff, his amplified voice coming from the clouded drone
above in the air. ‘Be fearful of me for the abominations that you
worship will be of no help. Go back now!’ He then turned to
Evolot speaking quietly. ‘Take your chariots back across the
river, now!’
Evolot nodded and then swung his chariot down the
slope of the river path followed by Garth as they sped to the
other side.
Zartoft then manipulated his staff once more, using a
delayed matter transference signal. The effect was
spectacular. His body rose in the air on a beam of light, pieces
of him from feet upward dissipating until he reached a hundred
feet high and disappeared.
The Emperor and two generals watched the spectacle
nervously. ‘They are charlatans, evil wizards sent to unnerve
us,’ snarled Zhanata, maddened by Zartoft’s words and hurling
the visions from his mind.
‘You are right, my Emperor,’ sneered Bonta. ‘The river
is now free for crossing.’
‘Let us go and destroy these magicians once and for
all,’ continued Zhanata, hatred on his face. ‘Tell the army to
march on a fast beat.’
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Bonta raised his arm and the runners sped away. Jertan
looked on with dismay as the Emperor and Bonta reacted with
high emotion. For to try and stop the mad charge across the
river would seem unpatriotic.
‘Jertan, you stay with the chariots,’ said Zhanata, now
euphoric. ‘I will go with the army and Bonta and scale their
walls.’
Jertan nodded, despair in his heart at the Emperor’s
apparent oblivious attitude to the danger. He gave several
movements of his arms as he sped to the chariot lines. The
lead chariots broke in formation to each side as the drumbeats
of the marching army took effect. The chariots now cleared,
Zhanata and Bonta rode forward with the other generals and
the marching army behind.
As they drew level with Jertan, the Emperor turned his
head. ‘I will call for you and the cavalry when their wall is
breached,’ he yelled across, now ebullient, his mind set on
crossing.
‘I will await your orders, my Emperor,’ returned Jertan,
trying to be positive. ‘Be cautious, my Emperor.’ His voice was
drowned by the drumbeat. The foot army, entered the slope to
the riverbed on a fast marching beat. After several minutes,
15,000 foot soldiers marched quickly down the riverbed with
the four giant catapults behind. Jertan watched with the two
hundred chariots and men now left on the riverbank.
Bonta and the Emperor at the front were increasing the
pace as the drumbeat quickened the army, moving in a small
running stance. Bonta glanced back for a moment, his face
aglow with the might of this great army behind him.
‘My Emperor, I can see the other bank of the river,’ he
reported. ‘Matania will soon be ours.’
Zhanata nodded and smiled, still consumed with his
own glory. ‘You are correct, Bonta.’ He looked forward and
then up the river. ‘In several minutes we shall storm and
destroy them.’
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As they neared Matania territory, the mist began to lift
completely, showing the huge wall of water some threequarters of a mile away upriver. Even that failed to unnerve
them.
On the Matanian riverbank the King, General Baltana,
Karkah, and two hundred soldiers, fifty of them mounted, stood
watching the huge approaching army following the two chariots
of Evolot and Garth. The two chariots quickly ran up the slope,
spinning around to the side of the King.
‘We must move back to within the safety of our walls,’
said the King to Evolot.
‘Your Majesty,’ replied Evolot, ‘the messenger of the
Creator appeared before us all and warned the Namori to turn
back.’ He had hardly finished his words than Zartoft collapsed
the forcefield, releasing a tidal wave of water downriver.
The Namori army, trapped on the riverbed, waited for
instruction as the wave rushed towards them. Zhanata and
Bonta, with terrified looks on their faces, raced their horses at
full gallop towards the King and safety. They were still two
hundred yards away when the tidal wave of water reached
them, tossing them in the air like two helpless twigs. Within
seconds, they were gone, with the army of 15,000 men and
giant gantries swept downriver to death and destruction.
The King stared ahead at the spectacle trying to
believe his own eyes. His kingdom safe, the Creator had
delivered them from occupation. ‘Praise be to the Creator,’ he
said quietly to Evolot. ‘This day will long be remembered.’
They all then turned towards the castle and home.
On the opposite bank, General Jertan watched with
sickness and horror as he witnessed the death and destruction
of a mighty army, its life extinguished by an emotional outburst
without logic. He sat on the edge of a chariot, head in hands.
Two young officers approached and one spoke.
‘General, what do we do now?’
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There was silence as he moved his hands from his
head, looking up and then standing.
‘Give the order. We are going home to Namori.’
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Chapter 3

Planet Thraeot: present day
The huge Intergalactic Craft Three Zero of the Police Galaxy
Federation stopped at the outer planet of the Thraeot system,
re-emerging and reforming out of the time dimension of travel.
Solar System Controller Jack Deta, the officer commanding,
left his pod on the flight deck and sat in the control seat. It had
been a short flight in the dimension of travel to Thraeot, being
only one hundred light years in distance from the planet
Krakor, headquarters of the Police Federation. He gave a
command to the new computer system recently installed.
‘Alpha-Beta: report.’
A soft female voice answered. ‘Now in destination
position and all systems are fully operational,’ she said.
‘Planetary shuttle craft ready for launch.’
‘Alpha-Delta: a vigilant watch must be retained for all
Thraeot planetary satellites,’ commanded Deta as the threedimensional hologram picture visualised in the large circular
structure before him. An icy crater-strewn planet appeared,
filling the screen before him. The outer planet, thought Deta,
staring at the pitted landscape. So far from the warmth of the
sun. His thoughts were interrupted by Alpha Beta.
‘There is a satellite approaching the outer planet. An
operational camera has been detected.’
‘Alpha-Beta: disable the camera until the shuttle is
clear.’ The murmur of a soft beeping sound reached his ears.
‘Jamming device in operation,’ she replied.
A planet’s first attempts to explore their solar system
increased the chances of us being detected, thought Deta as
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he plotted its course. ‘Is it going out of the solar system or to
orbit the planet?’ he muttered aloud.
‘The trajectory indicates an orbit,’ said the computer,
picking up his statement.
‘Thank you Alpha-Beta, you spoilt my guess,’ replied
Deta sarcastically.
‘You wish to estimate without calculation?’ continued
the computer.
‘Something like that.’
‘Why?’
‘Because it’s fun.’
‘You wish to enjoy and amuse yourself with the answer.’
‘Yes.’
‘I do not understand your request.’
‘That is because you do not have calculating emotions.’
‘I do not understand.’
‘Careful, Controller Deta, you could send the computer
offline,’ Jim observed, arriving at the control centre and
disrupting the conversation. Deta stood up quickly as the
senior officer approached. ‘Relax, Jack, I thought I was the
only one that played mind games with the computer.’
Deta smiled and sat down. ‘Are we ready to
disembark?’
‘Yes, sir,’ replied Deta smiling. ‘Shuttle is prepped and
ready in Hangar Seven. Farmer and Clark are waiting there for
you.’
‘Who is the pilot?’ asked Jim.
‘No pilot, sir, all on automatic. You will arrive late night,
early morning, under cover of dark. The force field will initiate
as you enter the atmosphere, avoiding being spotted by their
radar. When you land there will be local transport and a driver
waiting. The heavy cases dispatched ahead will be unloaded
at your venue tomorrow morning.’
‘I presume the contacts are covert planetary officers?’
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‘Yes, they are, sir. By the way, I’m your understudy as
the masked illusionist.’
‘Do you know the act well?’
‘Yes sir, I had full rehearsals with Teresa.’
‘I don’t know her,’ said Jim thoughtfully. ‘Keep practising
and thank you for your hospitality,’ he concluded, shaking
Deto’s right hand. ‘I’m sure we’ll meet again.’
‘Good luck, sir.’
Jim departed through the door with a nod of his head,
taking the elevator to Level Seven. He looked around the small
compartment as it moved fast upward, stopping for a moment
and locating its sideways path. There was a brief change of
inertia, the cabin moving horizontally at great speed. The
sound of the air-cushioning brakes reached his ears as the
module came to a halt. The door opened on to Hangar Deck
Seven, revealing several shuttle craft in a row. As he stepped
out and glanced around he saw Norman and Gail to his left
some two hundred yards away. Norman waved his arm as Gail
looked on disapprovingly. Jim waved his arm out of devilment
as he approached, watching her expressionless face.
‘Hi boss,’ said Norman, looking quickly at Gail. ‘Hope
you didn’t mind me waving my hand.’
‘Not at all, Nobby, but I didn’t see you wave, Frosty,’ he
said with a straight face, trying not to laugh.
‘No, you didn’t,’ she replied deadpan. ‘It’s so boyish for
officers to wave to each other.’
‘Mmm,’ said Jim, thinking aloud. ‘Maybe we should
shout.’
She gave him a comical disapproving look.
‘Maybe not,’ he grinned. ‘Shall we go aboard team?’
The shuttle was circular with a flat bottom and a flat
engine at the rear that glowed green as it powered up. It had
360 degree observation portals at the side, back and front.
‘This must be the latest version Mark Five,’ Jim murmured as
the craft slowly left the floor.
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‘It is,’ said Gail. ‘The distinguishing features are a flat
bottom and a curved nose.’
‘I know a few people like that,’ replied Jim.
‘Why is it you are so jocular when going on a mission?’
she stated inquisitively.
‘I suppose it relieves the tension.’
‘But I don’t feel tense,’ she replied puzzled.
‘Precisely.’
‘You always have the last word.’
‘This craft has tension governors,’ said Norman,
unaware of the drift of conversation. ‘They hold the structure of
the ship together.’ Jim and Gail looked at one another, Gail
expressionless, Jim grinning and both shaking their heads.
‘Spoken like a true engineer,’ said Jim. Norman looked
at them both with a glazed expression, his eyelids half closed.
‘Have I said something wrong, boss?’ he enquired.
‘No, but you got the last word in Nobby,’ Jim stated with
a smile.
‘Is that good?’ said a puzzled Norman.
‘No, but it doesn’t matter.’ The hangar door opened and
they sped through into the void.
‘We are now going to light speed,’ said the voice of the
computer.
Jim spun his chair around, looking through the back
portal at the huge frame of the Inter-Galactic Craft. A
tremendous judder and vibration occurred as the craft
accelerated. Within two seconds the gigantic IGC had gone as
they reached light speed.
Twelve minutes later, through the front portal, they saw
a shiny star; in two seconds it became a huge world in front of
them as the craft juddered and shook, dropping to normal
speed. It entered the atmosphere with precision and dropped
into the night side through a layer of clouds. It manoeuvred
slowly downward, correcting position several times and moving
towards a small blinking light situated in an open space
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surrounded by trees. Gently touching the ground, the door
opened and they stepped out on to Thraeot. The craft
immediately took off and disappeared into the sky in seconds.
A hooded figure stepped out of the shadows and picked up the
small light source, shutting it down and placing it in a pocket.
‘Mr Long, I presume,’ said the husky voice, holding out
an outstretched hand.
‘I hope so,’ replied Jim, clasping the hand and trying to
see the face in the dark.
‘Follow me,’ said the voice. ‘Your transport waits.’ They
followed through a pathway between the trees to a hover car
waiting by the roadside. As the door opened the interior light
came on, showing a driver’s seat and four seats down each
side of the vehicle. The hood was removed, revealing a
woman’s face with long black hair.
‘I am Teresa Kapala, Planetary Officer Two,’ she said. ‘I
am here to take you to your destination.’
‘Thank you. Teresa,’ replied Jim, pleasantly surprised.
‘It’s your understudy, Frosty.’ Gail raised an eyebrow as Jim
continued. ‘You have a lovely voice.’
‘Thank you,’ replied Teresa, grinning as she operated
the engine, lifting the vehicle up on a cushion of air. ‘Might I
require of your rank?’
‘They did not inform you?’ Jim asked.
‘No, I was only informed to pick up a Mr Long and two
other officers.’
‘This is Gail Farmer and Norman Clark; each has a rank
of Space Officer One,’ said Jim. ‘I am a Space Agent.’
‘O I’m sorry, sir, I didn’t realise,’ she said, biting her lip
because of the high rank.
‘Not to worry,’ said Jim. ‘Down here I’m just Mr Long.’
‘Unless you do anything wrong,’ quipped Gail to Teresa
with a straight face.
Jim grinned. ‘The last word again, Frosty.’
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***
Pateshka left the airport at Tersa and entered a waiting
transport hover pod with a driver that sped from the city,
heading to Motarma for a journey two hours in duration. He felt
confident but still a little afraid in his thoughts.
What had he got into? he wondered, gazing at the long
straight road ahead. He had only had two weeks’ training on
this mission, which couldn’t be good. He had been on other
missions, though not as dangerous. He also had more
knowledge on the day-to-day running of various churches of
the Creator. So he wasn’t undertrained or new to this type of
situation. He would proceed with caution, projecting the
innocent but world wise persona of a street urchin. He
concentrated on his cover story again and then, more
confident, fell asleep.
He awoke quickly as the pod came to a halt outside a
dwelling on the outskirts of Motarma. He noticed the dwelling
was detached and three storeys high as he left the vehicle and
it spun around and sped back down the road. He felt lonely as
he walked down the drive and lightly rapped his knuckles on
the door. The door opened, just allowing access and he
stepped inside. In the gloom he saw Drakus shutting it behind
him and then taking him by the arm into a large room
containing three men and a woman.
‘I presume you had an uneventful journey?’ said
Drakus.
‘I did, Drak—’
‘We do not mention names here,’ said Drakus,
motioning him to sit. ‘Memorise these faces – they are your
friends.’
Pateshka nodded, gazing at each in turn. They were all
twenty to twenty-five years old, the girl with piercing eyes and
no expression.
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‘You are now in your working environment: a very
dangerous area of extremists and fanatics. You will wear these
old sandals and old clothes that contain surveillance devices.’
Drakus led him through to another room comprising a large
manoeuvrable chair with a domed light above, giving out a
white piercing beam.
A tall man wearing the uniform of a medic entered. ‘Is
this the young man?’ he enquired, adjusting the seat to
horizontal.
Drakus nodded, beckoning Pateshka to lie down.
‘This is the final surveillance item,’ said Drakus, noting
the boy’s hesitation. ‘It fits under the skin and will last for three
months. Not compulsory but I do advise its usage. Clothing
and shoes can be stolen or lost.’
Pateshka nodded, laying face down upon the chair.
‘You will feel a short, stabbing pain in the back of your
neck as the device is implanted,’ said the medic, causing
Pateshka to jerk slightly, doing the implant with a gun
apparatus as he spoke. ‘There, all finished.’
Pateshka slowly placed his feet on the floor and then
standing turned as the medic spoke again. ‘There will be a
slight ache over the next few hours and then you will forget its
existence.’
The medic nodded to Drakus in acknowledgement of
completion as Drakus and Pateshka left the room.
The next morning Pateshka was shown the temple
building incorporating the Motarma Church of the Creator.
Outside was a statue of a robed, bearded man staring at the
sky, a long tall staff in his right hand. He knew this was a
symbol depicting the messenger of the Creator.
‘You are now on your own,’ said Drakus, looking
furtively around at the empty street. ‘A service is just about to
begin. Good luck.’
Pateshka turned but Drakus had gone, disappearing
down one of the side alleys. He waited for several minutes out
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on the street as a crowd of people approached. The men wore
long, loose-fitting robes and the women long dresses covering
the whole body. The silk scarves the women used were
wrapped around their heads and covered the mouth, leaving
the eyes exposed. Now a slow procession of people moved
into the temple as he mingled with them as they passed
through the door. Some looked disdainfully down on his
tattered clothes smeared with dirt but the two clerics at the
door did not stop him from entering.
The temple was circular in design, a domed roof above
and several small rooms adjoining. He kept to the rear as the
congregation sat or kneeled on the circular cushion chairs
some fifteen inches in height from the floor. He slowly sank
down on his knees as the chant started of the words he knew
so well.
‘O Creator, wise and magnificent – give us your
blessing – help us to live a fruitful life – may your peace and
heavenly joy be with us always.’
This chant was repeated until the priest raised his hand
and spoke. ‘The time has come for silent personal prayer.’ The
chanting ceased and the temple became silent. He sensed
being watched by the older cleric standing some ten feet away.
Closing his eyes he continued his pretence of contemplation.
After two minutes he heard the cleric whispering in his right
ear.
‘Have you eaten today, my son?’ he enquired quietly.
Pateshka looked up and shook his head. ‘Follow me.’
Pateshka was elated and alarmed. I have been picked
out already, he thought, following the man. How could this
have happened so fast? This was the area of the town where
boys went missing. They entered a small anteroom; situated in
the centre was a circular table containing food. The priest
beckoned for him to eat so he eagerly scooped up bread and
potatoes, stuffing them into his mouth, looking as though he
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had not eaten for a week. After eating several items including
fruit, he turned to the cleric.
‘I have no money to pay for this food,’ he said, looking
helpless.
‘There is no need of money, my son,’ replied the cleric.
‘This is offered free from the temple. Tell me, I have not seen
you before, where do you come from?’
Now the leading question, thought Pateshka, looking
sad and delivering his cover story. ‘I lived in the city of Tersa
and then my parents were killed in an accident. Now I just
survive.’
‘How did you get here from Tersa?’ asked the priest.
‘By hitching rides with several transporters and hiding in
the back of others.’
‘Are you finding it hard to live in Motarma?’
‘I don’t know I have only just arrived.’
‘I note that you knew the opening ceremony.’
‘My parents were devout followers of the Creator and I
visited the temple twice a week.’
‘Good, come and see me in a week’s time and we will
discuss some small jobs that need doing around the temple.’
‘Thank you. I will do that.’
‘I must return to the congregation. Please have some
more food.’
The cleric then left him with the food. He ate two more
bread cakes and moved to an exit by the outside door. A
shabbily dressed young man entered, giving him a quick
glance as he grabbed some food.
‘Do you do jobs for the temple?’ said Pateshka.
The man stopped eating and turned, still chewing,
staring into his eyes and saying nothing but giving a curt nod.
‘Do you know anywhere I could stay?’ continued
Pateshka, prodding for further insight into the local way of life.
‘You are not from around here,’ said the man, looking at
him inquisitively.
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‘No,’ replied Pateshka quietly. ‘I am from Tersa.’
‘Umm,’ said the man. ‘You managed to get out of the
city of hell. What district?’
Pateshka had been briefed on this but replied
cautiously. ‘I was in the Coltar district but when my parents
died I was left with nothing and wandered around the city.’
‘That was the elite district,’ said the man, obviously
knowing the city well. ‘You must have suffered in the others.’
‘I survived and managed to travel down here.’
‘My name is Dedo,’ said the man.
‘I am Carl,’ returned Pateshka giving his cover name. ‘I
am pleased to be in Motarma.’
‘You won’t be,’ said Dedo reluctantly. ‘Here we have to
stay out of the way of the local army and police.’ He stopped
for a moment, gazing around the room and then at Pateshka.
‘Joining this religion is the only way to survive. Are you a
strong believer?’
Pateshka nodded vigorously.
‘If they know you come here to worship they will leave
you alone. Certain areas we are not allowed in like the
marketplace and the shopping precincts.’ Dedo stopped eating
and grabbed some fruit, stuffing it in a small bag hung from a
shoulder strap. ‘Come with me and don’t talk to anyone unless
I tell you.’
Pateshka nodded and they departed from the temple
into the street.
***
Jim’s hover car arrived at Tersa in the early morning, the
motorways still quiet. The city, composed of large domed
buildings and medium-height skyscrapers, sprawled out for
eight or more square miles. The hover car moved slowly
through the streets and onto a circular highway. The centre of
the city stretching out for three miles composed of 360 degree
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circular roads with buildings of commerce and trading packed
in between. The car slowly swung 90 degrees down a road
heading straight toward the centre. A mile from the centre the
car turned left onto another circular road and came to a halt on
a forecourt outside the Wolf Hotel.
The car door opened and the three of them stepped out
with their small luggage packs. Jim looked up at the monorails
above as a four-carriage train passed quickly by and made a
stop at a forty-foot high platform surrounded by two lifts up and
down and a moving covered stairway.
‘Fairly primitive technology put to great use,’
commented Jim, moving towards the hotel door.
‘It keeps the roadway clear.’ Norman nodded in
agreement.
‘I think they do have computer knowledge,’ said Gail
thoughtfully, tugging down her skirt. ‘But I don’t like these
dresses.’
‘It looks good to me, Frosty,’ remarked Jim.
She shook her head. ‘Anybody would think you hadn’t
seen legs before.’
‘Not recently, no,’ said Jim, gazing at the sky, ‘only
yours of course.’ She gave a sharp nudge with her elbow into
his side ribs.
He winced. ‘Assaulting a senior officer is a serious
offence.’
‘Down here you’re not, are you,’ she said, showing a
glimmer of a smile. ‘You’re an illusionist.’
‘Frosty, I nearly saw a smile there! I believe you are
going to enjoy this assignment.’
‘Who wouldn’t. In a land of primitive computers and
religious anarchy, I am going to disappear, reappear and float
in the air – what more could a girl want?’
‘A decent hotel room,’ said Norman, holding the door
open as Jim and Gail passed through. Jim approached the
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small circular reception desk and smiled at the girl standing
behind it.
‘Have you rooms for the masked illusionist party?’ he
said from his brief.
‘Yes we have your keys here,’ she smiled, handing
them out. ‘Rooms 45, 46 and 47 on the third floor.’
‘I hope the view is good.’
‘Oh yes,’ she replied seriously. ‘There are windows in
each room.’
Jim nodded as he took the keys. Norman’s jaw dropped
while Gail stifled a laugh. As they moved to the elevator Jim
talked out of the side of his mouth.
‘That’s twice I’ve nearly seen you smile, Frosty,’ he
said.
‘Oh I can smile now and then, especially when you get
an answer like that.’
By mid afternoon, after a few hours’ rest, the three of
them were met in the hotel lounge by Teresa. She talked as
they left the hotel and walked along a pathway adjacent to the
road, a huge five monorail car gliding above.
‘We are going by monorail to the entertainment venue,’
said Teresa, moving towards one of the elevated platforms.
The door of the elevator slid open sideways as three people
made their exit. Jim beckoned the ladies in first and then
followed with Norman. The elevator jerked upward as Teresa
pressed the top button, the road receding below showing more
of the circular designed transport infrastructure. A five-car train
glided towards them and stopped at the platform, the doors
opening and closing automatically. Once aboard they sped
forward to another station, stopping briefly and then on again.
After the sixth station Teresa stood up and beckoned them out
as the door opened.
‘This is our destination,’ she prompted as they made
their way to street level.
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The scene before them was of a busy consumer
shopping precinct with none of the tranquil ambiance they had
just left. The buildings were all two to three storeys high with
complete glass frontage showing all their wares. This was
mirrored on the other side of the street a vast collection of
indoor markets. Jim stopped for a moment with Gail gazing
through one of the windows.
‘This is like a holiday,’ he said with a twinkle in his eye.
‘We’ll be able to do some shopping, Frosty.’
‘You don’t even understand the monetary system or the
value of the items,’ she replied, staring through the glass
frontage at a dress on a mannequin that covered the whole
body. ‘And that dress I definitely would not wear.’
‘Be careful,’ said Teresa, standing by Gail. ‘The prices
are heavily inflated and you have to bargain downward for the
right price.’
‘There,’ said Jim, nodding to Gail. ‘You don’t have to
buy it but it would be fun trying.’
‘That’s typically you. It’s not the end product but getting
there which is the challenge.’
‘You know me so well, Frosty,’ Jim continued with a
huge grin.
As they strolled down the street it became quieter with
themed restaurants side by side. As they approached their
destination, a large gap could be seen between two
restaurants. Upon reaching the corner of the building they
gazed upon the venue set back some twenty feet. It had a
circular frontage of glass with a huge circular billboard above
which read ‘The Travellers’ Fun’. Below was a head and
shoulder picture of the masked illusionist.
‘That’s not you, boss,’ retorted Norman.
‘That is the original masked illusionist,’ said Teresa.
‘People will only recognise the mask not the face.’
‘Shall we go in,’ suggested Jim, moving towards the
door.
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‘We go in this way,’ said Teresa, pointing to a small
alleyway to the left of the building.
‘Of course,’ nodded Jim. ‘We use the tradesman’s
entrance.’
‘The stage door,’ commented Gail to Jim, then turned to
Teresa. ‘Why is it called the Travellers’ Fun?’
‘They don’t have theatres or nightspots here,’ said
Teresa, moving through the side door. ‘All places of
entertainment are called Travellers’ venues.’
They moved down a small corridor with several doors
on either side to a dark area at the end.
‘Mr Tolto,’ shouted Teresa. ‘Are you there?’
The lights suddenly came on, revealing closed curtains
to their left and moving toward them from the far corner a
small, bald-headed man wearing a caftan.
‘Ah, my dear Teresa,’ purred Tolto in a stilted accent,
oozing show business charm and duplicity. He raised her right
arm and kissed her lightly on the back of her hand. ‘And who
have we here, the masked illusionist and company.’
‘Mr Tolto, may I introduce the masked illusionist and
Gail and Norman,’ said Teresa, gesturing to each with her right
hand.
Tolto did a right hand shake, staring upward at Jim.
‘I have heard so much about your act I can’t wait to see
it,’ he said patronisingly.
‘And I cannot wait to perform in your wonderful venue,’
replied Jim with a condescending tone.
‘Ooo,’ said Tolto shivering with delight. ‘You have such
a wonderful stage presence.’ He shook hands with Norman his
voice changing to normal. ‘I presume you are the technician?’
‘That’s correct,’ he replied. ‘I do all the—’
‘And what have we here,’ said Tolto, his silky voice
returning. ‘You must be the masked illusionist’s beautiful
assistant.’ He took hold of Gail’s right arm and kissed the back
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of her hand, staring into her eyes. Her face showed a glimmer
of a smile but she hid her true feelings.
‘I shall invite you all to dinner after the opening night of
the show,’ he continued, still looking into Gail’s eyes.
‘That is very kind,’ answered Gail pulling her hand away
from his. ‘I shall inform my boyfriend of your generosity.’ For a
moment his eyebrows raised.
‘He is a lucky man to be able to take out such a
beautiful goddess,’ said Tolto, undeterred. He walked to the
side of the stage and pressed a button, opening the curtains.
‘Welcome to our wonderful Travellers’ venue.’
‘He seems to have taken a fancy to you,’ whispered
Teresa to Gail. ‘He’s a real ladies’ man.’
‘I try not to date perverts,’ she whispered back.
The auditorium was large and semi-circular with round
tables lined in neat rows down to the stage, leaving an area for
dancing. There was a large balcony above with floor areas at
different levels, each with various chairs and tables. The whole
auditorium looked shabby and grey. Tolto hit a few more
switches and the hidden wall lights came on, changing the
harsh look into a cosy glow.
‘There,’ he said, waving his right arm at the view. ‘I am
an illusionist too.’
‘You are indeed, Mr Tolto,’ said Jim with a sickly smile.
‘It is a splendid international venue.’
Gail raised one eyebrow upon an expressionless face.
Norman looked grim after being snubbed and ready to say
something that would not go down well.
‘Mr Tolto I think we are ready to rehearse with our
equipment,’ said Jim.
‘Follow me,’ said Tolto, leading them to a large room at
the back of the stage. ‘As you initially requested, they are all
locked away.’ He handed Jim two keys as he turned towards
the door. ‘Now if you will excuse me I must return to front of
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house to check on bookings.’ He bowed slightly from the waist,
giving Gail another approving eye as he departed.
Jim opened the door and Norman walked in. ‘Give me
equipment instead of people,’ he murmured under his breath
as he checked the cauldron.
‘You seem to have an admirer, Frosty,’ said Jim.
‘Oh I know how to handle them,’ she replied, checking
her costume. ‘A swift kick between his legs will cure him.’
Jim grimaced. ‘Yes, he is a bit smarmy.’ He tried on his
mask.
‘Your first show is in two days’ time,’ said Teresa. ‘Most
of the audience come out to eat and drink and can be very
noisy.’
‘Then we shall have to stun them with our technology,’
said Jim. ‘After all, the audience is irrelevant. We need to
impress Jel Hal Kinima.’
‘But to get him here we need to impress the audience,’
added Gail, taking her gold-sequined leotard and hanging it on
a clothes rail. ‘And they in turn will influence the press.’
‘I’ll rig the equipment,’ said Norman, taking hold of the
cauldron and moving towards the door. ‘And don’t forget, we’ll
need a room at the back of the auditorium to transfer Gail.’
‘I have the key to a small anteroom at the back,’ nodded
Teresa as she and Gail followed Norman through the door and
on to the stage. They continued down a small stairway stage
left and then to the rear of the room.
‘It looks so dingy,’ said Gail, staring down to the stage
area.
‘All venues do,’ Teresa agreed. ‘But when the scenery
is set and all the lights hit the costumes, a transformation
occurs.’
‘You seem to know a lot about show business.’
‘I love it. I dance and sing in the opening with five other
girls. I was planted here two months ago.’
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‘Good for you,’ replied Gail with a smile, warming to
Teresa. ‘Unfortunately, I know nothing. I’m just a computer
buff.’
She opened the door and Gail entered the small room.
‘It’s just big enough,’ she explained, staring at the walls
and up above. ‘I like the ceiling just high enough to manage.’
‘It must be dangerous using this technology in a world
where this would be deemed impossible.’
‘Yes it is. That’s why the equipment must be kept
secure at all times. Do you know the area well?’
‘Well enough. It’s a very dangerous environment here in
the south. Religions fight each other and even their own kind.
There are so many viewpoints and beliefs.’
‘I must ask you a favour: please watch this door when I
return to the stage from here.’
‘I’d be glad too.’
As they re-entered the auditorium, Norman’s voice in a
grumpy mood could be heard. ‘How am I supposed to hang
this? There are no anchor points.’
‘Improvise, Nobby,’ said Jim, leaving the stage exit left.
‘That’s your department.’
***
At Motarma the hot sun sent waves of heated air across the
desert, distorting vision on the horizon. The huge six-storey
stone building that housed the monks of the order of Motarma
stood out at the edge of the desert. A large wall surrounded its
perimeter with razor-sharp wire woven across the top. The
huge entrance gate was reinforced with steel joists and armed
guards moved around the inside perimeter.
Inside Jona Ben Taggelli watched his three chosen
bombers as they continued their training. Each had a
backpack to carry and were practising manoeuvres under the
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watchful eye of an instructor. A bell rang and each pack was
taken off and hung onto hooks on the wall.
‘It is time for our evening meal and prayers,’ said the
instructor, looking at his watch. ‘Proceed to the Great Hall.’
In the Great Hall the three stood in line waiting for the
food to be distributed. ‘It smells like curry,’ said Dotani, looking
at the long table on which were placed six large containers.
‘There are several choices today,’ Tameer retorted
seriously. ‘Remember, food is only to nourish our bodies for
the task ahead.’
‘Of course,’ replied Malasca, acceding to Tameer’s
wishes.
‘But we can enjoy it?’ said Dotani, looking to Malasca
for support.
Tameer turned and stood face to face with Dotani,
looking into his eyes not more than nine inches away. ‘Food
each day is a gift in order for us to fulfil our task ahead,’ he
whispered, staring in domination.
‘Can I not enjoy my food?’ asked Dotani, not
intimidated.
‘You ask too many questions,’ replied Tameer, turning
away.
Malasca quickly put his fingers to his lips and shook his
head, warning Dotani to be quiet. They collected their food and
sat at a table near the front with Taggelli gazing down upon
them. After they had eaten, the whole room joined in the
chanting of the Creator theme that lasted for ten minutes and
then silence. After that they had free time for two hours before
bed. Tameer then left to report to Taggelli as Dotani and
Malasca in the early evening dusk walked out onto the balcony
that ran parallel to the Great Hall.
As the sun slowly sank below the desert horizon, Dotani
voiced his thoughts. ‘I feel it is my destiny to die for the
Creator,’ he murmured. ‘Surely I don’t have to be unhappy?’
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‘We all react in different ways,’ Malasca replied. ‘I
believe, as you, that it’s our destiny. Tameer is different – he
believes as we do but in another way.’
‘He is so tense and not easy to talk to.’
‘I agree that is the way he is.’
‘It is best not to think about it but when the time comes,
just do it.’
‘Come, let us find our beds. We rise early in the
morning.’
***
Tameer entered the conference room and sat down waiting for
Taggelli. He was nervous and edgy but dedicated to giving his
life for the Creator. He stood as Taggelli entered, beckoning
him to sit.
‘What happened in the food hall?’ said Taggelli, staring
into his eyes.
‘It was nothing,’ Tameer replied, holding his hands
together nervously.
‘When I ask a question I expect it to be answered,’ said
Taggelli, leaning forward with menacing eyes.
‘Dotani angered me.’
‘How?’
‘His concentration is not on the duty ahead. He bleats
about food and other items.’
‘The welfare of Dotani is not your concern. Do you
question his dedication?’
‘No, only his focus.’
‘You, like me, are educated, Tameer. Dotani and
Malasca are not. The simple things like a good meal mean
more to them. All I am concerned about is when the time
comes they will fulfil their dedication.’ Taggelli stood as did
Tameer in respect. ‘I must go now. We must forget matters of
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personality and concentrate on the task ahead. Is that
understood?’
‘It is,’ said Tameer, bowing his head and exiting slowly
through the door.
***
Pateshka and his new-found friend, Dedo peered over a wall
that overlooked the main marketplace. A policeman in his
cream-coloured uniform stood on the corner watching six
armed local army members in green uniforms as they loaded
food onto a lorry. The officer with a peaked cap and two stripes
on his shoulder kept a vigilant watch along the crowded stalls.
‘That is the army of the Creator,’ whispered Dedo,
pulling down Pateshka’s head as the officer turned in their
direction.
‘What happens if he sees us?’ said Pateshka uneasily.
‘He may shoot us.’ Dedo shrugged his shoulders.
‘There are three armies in Motarma and all dislike each other.’
‘Why?’
‘They all think they’re important. The main militia is from
Tersa and it’s best to avoid them altogether. They are
nationalists from another sect of believers.’
‘What about the third?’
‘The small army of Madomerin.’
‘The prophet who came five hundred years after the
Creator,’ said Pateshka bewildered at the revelation. ‘He was
the last prophet of the Creator. Why do they all have armies?’
‘Power and fear,’ said Dedo, shrugging his shoulders
again and peering over the wall. ‘The soldiers have gone.’
Pateshka followed Dedo down the back alley, dodging
between the stacked crates of produce. ‘Although we can
always eat at the temple it is wise to have other sources.’ He
stuck his hand through one of the struts of a large crate and
pulled out some dates, handing three packs to Pateshka.
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‘We’re stealing dates?’ said Pateshka incredulously. A
shout of ‘Stop thief’ took their attention for a moment and both
men disappeared over a wall, running away down several
alleyways.
A small fat policeman ran down the alley to the crate,
stopping and mopping his brow. The angry stall owner yelled
at him as he flung his hands in the air and walked away,
knowing the two men would now be well away.
The two men sat under a tree as Dedo unwrapped one
pack and stuffed several in his mouth.
‘We didn’t have to steal,’ said Pateshka gently. ‘We can
eat at the temple.’
Dedo stopped chewing for a moment. ‘Dates come from
trees, trees are part of nature, nature is free for all,’ he said,
chewing.
Pateshka laughed. ‘That’s a simple philosophy.’
‘A simple “fill what”?’ replied Dedo with his mouth open.
‘A theory or reason,’ concluded Pateshka, thinking: I’m
using words that are too big – keep it simple.
‘I forgot you are educated.’
‘Only a little,’ said Pateshka, playing it down. ‘I meant,
the dates may be from nature but the tree is on someone’s
land.’
‘The land should belong to everyone. The Creator gave
it to us.’
‘That is very spiritual but men own the land and the
countries they dwell in.’
‘And what a mess they’re making of it.’
Pateshka sat quiet for a moment. He nodded to himself
as he thought: I can’t argue with that. ‘All I’m saying is that we
can eat at the temple.’
Dedo finished his pack of dates and stared hard into
Pateshka’s eyes. ‘Yes we can eat at the temple but only if we
cannot get food elsewhere.’
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‘Why?’ Pateshka’s face was puzzled and inquisitive.
‘The food is there all the time.’
Dedo’s face looked troubled and the level of his voice
dropped. ‘A year ago there were several of us; two were shot
by the militia and others were recruited.’
‘Recruited?’ Pateshka was now interested. ‘By whom?’
‘Officially they just disappeared but I know different. It is
dangerous to visit the temple every day.’
‘Are you saying they were recruited by the Church?’
Dedo nodded. ‘They are in the big house on the edge of
the desert.’
‘Why haven’t you seen them since?’
‘No one gets in or out.’
‘What do they do in there?’
‘One of my friends was shot as he tried to escape. They
left him for dead on the street. He died several hours later.’
‘What did he say?’
‘He was being prepared for the holy war.’
Pateshka frowned, knowing the holy war meant only
one thing. ‘He was to carry a bomb.’
Dedo became edgy, looking all around to see if anyone
was near. ‘He was frightened and didn’t want to die that way
any more.’
Pateshka became quiet and leaned back against the
tree. The information he had just been given was now being
heard by Drakus via the communicator in his clothes and neck.
Was this the breakthrough they needed?
***
As the dress rehearsal finished, Jim removed his mask, sat
down and poured some ice-cold water from a flask. The
circular cauldron had been replaced by a square metal
container three feet in width and depth with the base hinged on
one side. Two of the four sides were in two sections that folded
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into the middle. The hinged matter-transmitter plate across the
bottom had a holding pin on the other side. The whole thing
now collapsed from a square box into a flat plate left hanging
in the air.
Something more spectacular the technical men had told
Jim and here it was. When Gail had completely disappeared
the box just collapsed, leaving the hanging remains.
‘Two days to opening night,’ said Jim, watching Norman
hang the container once more. Norman finished his task and
climbed down from the portable steps as Teresa entered. ‘My
dear Teresa I wasn’t expecting you until this evening.
‘A slight change of plan,’ she said with a faint smile on
her lips. ‘The Professor has changed the first illusion.’ Gail
turned, showing an annoyed look as Jim sipped more of his
juice. ‘He feels that although what we are showing the
audience is actual reality it should be able to be explained
away as an illusion.’
‘So we must change it when Gail disappears on stage,’
said Jim nodding.
‘But why?’ said Norman. ‘Is it too spectacular?’
‘No,’ replied Jim, taking another sip and turning to
Teresa. ‘Just very hard to explain away.’
‘Another box is being delivered in an hour,’ said Teresa.
‘It is body height and width and collapses in two pieces into
which swords are plunged. The belt transmitter will then be
used to move Gail in and out.’
‘That does seem more appropriate,’ continued Gail. ‘I
would find it difficult explaining how my body turned into atoms
and flew away in mid-air.’
‘Mirrors could do it,’ suggested Jim jokingly.
‘But we have no mirrors,’ replied Norman.
‘Precisely,’ said Gail, annoyed that Norman was unable
to catch the gist of the conversation. ‘Sometimes I think you
are on another planet.’
‘But we are on another planet,’ said Norman seriously.
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Jim smiled and looked at Teresa. ‘However it may
seem, they’re a great team.’
‘I’ll be back soon,’ she said, stifling a laugh as she
departed.
‘Now about those swords, they could be sharp,’ said
Jim, a twinkle in his eyes.
‘Don’t start,’ said Gail, waving a warning finger in the air
as Norman opened his mouth to speak. ‘And that goes for you
too.’
After several run-throughs using the new box they
returned to the Wolf Hotel.
***
On the large screen Bentonis and Trentarly reviewed the
intelligence report from Drakus, listening to the audio recorded
from Pateshka and Beto.
‘We are progressing,’ said Bentonis, his open palms
gestured flat in front of his chest. ‘Do we continue?’
‘We have to,’ said Trentarly, looking directly into his
eyes. ‘We cannot pull out now.’
‘Why do I feel sad that you are right?’
For a brief moment her head hung down in sadness. ‘In
the next step he could be out of our control and protection.’
‘We put his life in danger the moment he volunteered for
the mission. But I agree we must continue and see what
direction this takes.’
‘The big decision will be whether we allow him to enter
the building on the edge of the desert.’
The conversation ceased as they rechecked all the
gathered intelligence. It all fitted into a pattern, thought
Bentonis as his eyes scanned the data on screen. The Church
of the Creator was the oldest of the religions yet the Motarma
Church of the Creator was only six years old. This was the
approximate time when the first act of religious terrorism
142

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

occurred. ‘I want to get nearer to the operation,’ he suddenly
exclaimed. ‘We’ll join our undercover organisation in Tersa.’
‘There’s another head of operations down there,’
returned Trentarly, surprised by the statement. ‘Too many
bosses and not enough workers?’
Bentonis smiled at her reaction. It was true they would
be stepping into someone else’s territory. ‘We may need
immediate backup and they have the resources,’ he said,
staring at the screen.
‘You’ll have to clear it with the agent commanders of
both areas,’ she prompted, alarmed at the prospect of a clash
of personalities.
‘Then let’s talk to the Commander,’ said Bentonis as
Trentarly keyed in the extension.
‘Now on screen,’ she said with apprehension. The head
and shoulders of the Commander appeared on the screen.
‘Now in security mode.’
‘John, Marla,’ said the dark-haired man with streaks of
grey around his temples. ‘This must be important. What can I
do for you?’
‘Commander,’ said Bentonis, putting on his smoothest
voice, which made Trentarly smile. ‘We have an operative in
the very dangerous area of Motarma. We believe that it could
lead us to the training areas of religious militants. We need to
go down there to oversee and guide our operative and if
necessary request cover and diversionary tactics.’
‘Very well requested,’ smiled the Commander, then
looked serious. ‘Your request is granted.’
Bentonis’s face showed relief for a moment.
‘But, you will report to the commander down there,
everything.’
‘Drakus is already doing so and I will use the utmost
discretion.’
‘John, you are a brilliant Chief Agent but I would never
employ you as a diplomat.’ Trentarly laughed as Bentonis
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shook his head grinning. ‘I wish you luck and success in your
mission. End transmission.’ His face slowly faded from the
screen as Trentarly keyed in another request.
‘Two return flight tickets to Tersa.’
***
Pateshka approached the back door to the temple, slowly
opening the door and entering. The food was laid out on the
table as usual as he helped himself to some bread. Everything
was so quiet, he thought, taking a large bite from the rounded
bun. He had met a few of the boys in the town who had
warned him only to eat there when necessary. He took another
bite, telling himself: they must be getting desperate for new
recruits why am I not being propositioned? He sampled a dish
of chicken and rice using one of the spoons on the table.
The face of the cleric he had first met peered around
the door from the inner temple. ‘Ah, someone who is hungry,’
he said, smiling and entering. ‘I wondered if there was anyone
in here today.’ He sauntered over to the table, selected some
bread and began to eat it. ‘If I remember correctly you are from
Tersa?’
‘Yes I am,’ replied Pateshka, still eating alongside the
priest.
‘Have you contacted your family yet?’ said the priest
nonchalantly.
‘As I told you, I have no family.’ Pateshka looked sad. I
am being probed and tested, he thought, I have already been
questioned on this.
‘Of course, now I remember: you lost your family in an
accident. What of your grandparents?’
‘Sadly both have passed away,’ continued Pateshka.
The priest nodded and stared at the ceiling. ‘Like
yourself, I am an orphan,’ he said in a sad, empathic tone. ‘I
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turned to the Creator in my hour of need. Do you have a deep
belief?’
Pateshka remained silent for a moment for dramatic
effect. ‘Yes, the Creator will be my conscience and guide
throughout life.’
The cleric seemed satisfied with the answers Pateshka
had given. ‘I wonder if you will run a little errand for me?’ he
said, pulling out a small package from his cloak.
‘Yes of course,’ replied Pateshka, taking the package
from him. ‘Where shall I deliver?’
‘On the edge of the great desert there is a praying
station. Do you know the location?’
‘Yes, I have passed it several times.’
‘Good, at the stroke of midday you will deliver this to the
cleric who is kneeling inside.’
‘Do I need his name?’
‘No, all our names are unimportant. You know the
uniform of a cleric and he will be the only one inside.’
‘I will do as you ask.’
The cleric then smiled and left the room, obviously
having fulfilled his duty. Pateshka clutched the small package
and moved onto the street outside. He looked at the small,
tightly packed item, wondering whether or not to open it. He
decided against. If it was another test, the receiver would know
that it had been tampered with.
By carefully using the back alleys that Dedo had
showed him, Pateshka reached the desert and moved slowly
towards the religious station. It was a small building that ten
people could occupy sanctioned as a praying station for the
Creator of which there were many placed in and around
Motarma. He suddenly realised he had no idea of time: in his
guise he could not carry a timepiece for it would be deemed to
be stolen. He relaxed as he gazed at the small tower on the
station. He had never noticed the small clock encased in its
stone. It read five minutes to midday.
145

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

He gazed at the huge desert that stretched out in front
of him, killing the remaining few minutes. A quick glance at the
clock showed one minute to go. He stood outside for a
moment looking all around and seeing not a solitary person in
sight. Taking a quick intake of air into his lungs he entered.
His eyes adjusted from the bright sunlight outside to the
dimmer interior. The prayer mats were laid out on the floor in
rows of three facing an ornate stained-glass window. The back
of a large robed figure could be seen kneeling on the front
central mat. Pateshka slowly walked down the aisle as an arm
came out of the cloak, beckoning him to kneel. Slowly he
kneeled on the adjoining mat, glancing sideways trying to
catch a glimpse of the priest.
‘You are from Tersa, my son?’ said the priest.
‘That is so,’ answered Pateshka, unable to see the face
behind the heavy veil.
‘What is your name?’
‘Carl Mentonis.’
‘You are educated?’
‘Yes, at the Coltar state school.
‘What of your family?’
‘They have all passed away.’
‘Tell me your beliefs.’
Pateshka took a large breath, slightly enervated by the
interrogation. ‘I believe in the Creator as my one and only God
and in Evolot as his messenger upon this world.’
‘What about the unbelievers?’
The question alarmed Pateshka and he answered as a
zealot. ‘They should be made to believe.’
‘How do we make them believe?’
Pateshka toned down the answer, not wishing to appear
too belligerent. ‘We should demand their attention by any
means possible.’
‘Why do you advocate this belief?’
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‘Because I have been left with only the Church to
believe in, nourished and protected by the Creator. After my
parents died, the world of the unbeliever left me to struggle
and survive on my own.’
A silence ensued as the cleric slowly stood, beckoning
Pateshka to rise. They both gazed at the beautiful ornate
window, through which the sun’s rays had created a mystical
hue.
Pateshka’s eyes showed no emotion, wondering: Have I
passed this test? Will he ask more questions of me? Will I
make a mistake?
The priest suddenly grabbed the Holy Book on the small
table and held Pateshka’s hand on it. ‘Do you swear on the
Holy Book of the Creator that you have told me nothing but the
truth?’
Pateshka answered immediately, knowing that to pause
would be fatal. ‘I do.’
The priest placed the book back on the table and turned
to face Pateshka, unveiling his face. Pateshka gazed upon the
smiling face and cold eyes of Jona Ben Taggelli.
‘Be sure that if you have lied I will find the truth,’ he
said, making Pateshka shudder slightly. ‘Come with me, we
shall find you work.’
***
The day of the first show had arrived and there was a trace of
nervousness in the Travellers’ venue. In the afternoon Gail
concentrated on her costumes and performance details as
Norman inspected the props several times, grunting and
shaking his head. Jim was now in a serious mood as the
ultimate professional would be running through in his mind the
various stages of progression. There was also different
background music for each section that Norman had to
produce on cue.
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‘Nobby, what happens if I finish a section too early?’ Jim
asked, running through in his mind the levitation and staring at
Norman perched on the top of a stepladder. Norman scratched
the back of his head for a second and turned to answer.
‘I fade out and then start the next section.’
‘What happens if I finish the section late?’
‘You won’t, boss, the music length of each section is
doubled in case you overrun. I’ll be fading out each time.’
As Jim nodded in acknowledgement, Norman checked
the overhanging box as Gail turned and spoke to him.
‘Are the matter transmitter and receiver in good working
order, Nobby?’ she questioned, gazing fixedly at the box.
‘Yes,’ he replied, climbing down on to the stage and
holding out his hand, revealing a small remote control and
beckoning with his hand to the stepladder. ‘I thought it better if
you have control. You must make sure you are completely
through before you close the portal.’
‘Thank you, Nobby,’ she said, climbing the ladder and
feeling infinitely confident that the control was now with her. ‘I’ll
check it out.’
‘You have to hold down the two black buttons and press
the red to activate and deactivate.’
She steadied herself at the top and looked down into
the box. She did as Norman requested and a swirling light
appeared across the area, slowly dissolving into a softer
substance. Pressing the keys again, the light reappeared
showing the solid bottom of the container.
‘I am impressed,’ she said, stepping down on the stage
again and turning to Jim. ‘Nervous?’
He turned and grinned. ‘Not about the performance but
about the fact that we have to impress a real illusionist.’
‘As far as I know he won’t be in tonight,’ continued Gail,
looking out into the auditorium and seeing Teresa approaching
with Tolto behind, her voice now reduced to a whisper. ‘The
slime ball is approaching.’
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Jim looked up and smiled, whispering an aside. ‘You
mean your admirer approaches.’
She gave him a dirty look while her face kept smiling.
‘Mr Tolto, have we sold out?’
Tolto climbed the stairs up to the stage with a strange
laugh that seemed to hiss through his teeth. He reached the
stage and mopped his brow, gazing for a moment at Gail and
then answering Jim. ‘Yes, it is a very good house. We shall all
make lots of money.’
‘Mr Tolto has generously supplied a small party for the
ladies’ group of the Travellers’ venue,’ Teresa interjected
quickly into the conversation.
‘Thank you, my dear Teresa,’ said Tolto, giving a sickly
smile then turning to Gail. ‘I wonder if you would meet them,
my dear, I would be so grateful.’
‘I’m sure she would be delighted to accept your offer,’
Jim replied quickly with an almost angelic grin on his face.
‘Of course,’ said Gail, accepting it with no room to
manoeuvre.
‘Then come with me,’ continued Tolto, holding out his
arm. ‘We shall go and meet them together.’
Gail took his arm, feeling repulsed at his touch, and
they turned and walked down the stairway.
‘Oh Gail,’ said Jim with a saintly look on his face as she
turned. ‘Enjoy your outing.’
She grimaced at him, her eyes narrowing for a moment,
then turned back to Tolto with a smile on her face as they
made an exit from the auditorium.
‘I don’t like him,’ said Norman with a glum face.
‘That makes three of us,’ replied Jim nonchalantly.
‘Four of us,’ stated Teresa. ‘I couldn’t get her out of it.
Tolto insisted.’
‘Don’t worry, Teresa,’ Norman tried to comfort her.
‘Frosty, I mean Gail, knows how to handle freaks like that.’
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‘That’s true,’ said Jim with a grin. ‘She had a whole year
at charm school. She will also find out if any celebrities are to
be in the audience.’
The evening came quickly: with curtain up in one hour a
steady stream of people entered front of house making their
way into the auditorium. Norman looked through a small spy
hole drilled in the wood support at the edge of the curtain. A
small band of six began to set up behind him, the musicians
testing their instruments. To the left down stage a kind of
automatic keyboard with many sounds was erected and four
brass-type instruments spread across the stage.
Steady streams of people entered and were
immediately shown to a table. Drinks were quickly brought to
them by busy waiters moving swiftly between each group. As
the audience increased, so did the level of conversation
creating the atmosphere of a busy venue.
The lights in the auditorium dimmed and a voice
boomed out from the speakers, ‘Please welcome the
Mandarino players.’ The band commenced playing as the
curtains slowly opened and stopped at each side with a billow.
The music was brassy and in a dance tempo as a few couples
took to the floor, moving in time to the rhythm. All were
elegantly dressed, the men in high-necked silky shirts that
hung down to their thighs over baggy trousers of the same
material and the women in long shimmering dresses hiding all
their body but the face.
A party atmosphere began to take shape as more
couples came on to the dance floor and the band changed the
tempo yet again.
Gail entered the back stage corridor, returning from the
meeting of the ladies group. ‘We’re on in thirty minutes,’ said
Norman as she passed in the corridor.
‘Nobby, if that sleaze ball ever invites me out again,
make sure I don’t go,’ she hissed as she swung past, entering
her dressing room and slamming the door.
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Norman looked towards the door puzzled, lifted his
hand to knock then shook his head. ‘Better leave her while
she’s in that mood.’ He then proceeded to the side of the stage
and reset the music discs for the opening and then set the
illusion props. In the auditorium the lights came up to half
power and the band finished their session and moved from the
stage, allowing Norman to reset the props centre stage. He
quickly rechecked the hanging box, gently moving it up and
down, then to its first position.
Jim and Gail arrived sidestage in their costumes, Jim
with his facemask and black one-piece suit, Gail’s sequined
leotard shining brightly in the backstage light. ‘Who would have
thought that you and I would become thespians?’ Jim
whispered to Gail as Norman activated the opening music
sequence.
‘Let’s hope that we are not thespian flops,’ Gail
whispered back.
‘That’s what I like about you, Frosty,’ said Jim, grinning
again. ‘You never dream, you’re pure reality.’
‘Oh I dream,’ she replied, shaking her head, ‘that you
were more serious.’
A recorded voice interrupted them, announcing in a
deep voice with slight reverb sound: Ladies and gentlemen
please welcome on their present tour of Acirem and Acirfani,
here at the city of Tersa – The Masked Illusionist. The music
peaked with several large chords changing to a dance beat as
Teresa and five girls danced the opening routine in full body
stockings stacked with sequins. As they finished to a round of
applause the quieter tranquil music returned and the lights
dimmed to a stage submerged in dry ice vapour. Jim entered
majestically, twirling and gesturing to the small slim box centre
stage. He spun it around several times and then Gail entered,
the red, blue and green lights dancing and sparkling on her
leotard. She handed him four swords and did a twirl with a faint
smile on her face. Jim threw the swords in the air one at a time
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with the points towards the stage. Each one stuck in the stage
upright, quivering for a short time.
Norman spoke into the intercom and the lights came up
to three-quarter power. Jim was enjoying every minute as
Norman rotated his hand fast, indicating to speed up the
action.
Gail slowly stepped into the box that fitted tightly around
her and Jim closed the door. Once inside, she activated the
oval-shaped monitor and departed in a shimmering image to
the room at the back. She watched through a gap in the door
as Jim slowly plunged all four swords into the cabinet, the last
one going straight down from top to bottom. There was just a
murmur from the audience as he finished and then extracted
them one at a time. Gail activated the monitor and returned to
the cabinet. Jim spun the cabinet twice and opened the door.
Gail stepped out, taking a bow with a smile to audience
applause.
‘Did you have to spin twice?’ she hissed through
clenched teeth. Jim grinned as he shoved the box illusion on
its wheels towards the wings and watched as Norman caught it
offstage.
Norman activated the second musical cue as Jim turned
upstage, raising his arms in a dramatic gesture as the music
flared up in a crescendo.
‘It’s time for your daily exercise session,’ he whispered,
giving her a wink. She gazed back with a sickly smile
extending both arms to shoulder height. He turned to face her,
waving both hands in front of her eyes in a hypnotic stance. A
sudden stop movement, leaving the hands positioned in front
of her eyes, caused her head to flop to one side in a feigned
trance.
Norman brought the lights down to dim as the
soundtrack played loud mystic music. Jim waved his hands
again, enjoying all the dramatic effect.
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‘Can we get on with it?’ she hissed again without
moving her lips.
‘Is this illusion or a ventriloquist act?’ he questioned,
unheard by the audience as he turned upstage pointing with
his left hand to Gail and operating the gravity belt controller
with his right. She slowly began to rise in the air, every eye in
the audience upon her as she reached a height of ten feet.
Gracefully she moved to a horizontal position facing the stage,
one leg slightly bent and one arm stretched out in front. The
audience applauded loudly, all eyes staring upon her, trying to
unravel the mystery. Jim then slowly moved her in a large
circular movement, taking her higher until she was only just in
view of the audience. He then brought her vertical again to
start her descent, his hand missing the second button on the
controller.
For a second she plunged downward six feet and then
stopped as Jim corrected the movement. She turned her face
upstage, her eyes wide open and muttering to herself. What
the hell is he doing? she thought, as the audience gasped as
one and erupted into applause. As she slowly touched the
ground the lights came up to full as everyone clapped their
hands and shouted for more. Then for what seemed like
minutes Jim bowed, then Gail; he bowed again, his open palm
extended towards her. ‘You’re milking the audience,’ she said,
still smiling.
‘I didn’t know you knew theatrical terms,’ said Jim, still
bowing.
‘Why did I suddenly drop?’
‘Because you don’t normally fall for anyone.’
Norman became agitated trying to attract their attention
and then operated the final music cue. As the music started
they both moved to a position on either side of the stage as the
square metallic box descended from the roof. After a brief
moment as the box rested on the stage, Jim moved to her side
and held her hand guiding her as she stepped into the box.
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She stood in the box, showing her body to the audience from
the upper waist, her arms extended.
She waited for the uplift in the music and operated the
matter transmitter. The bottom disappeared and for a moment
she dropped two inches onto a platform below in the room at
the back. Teresa operated a small hydraulic lift downward and
Gail slowly disappeared from audience view. As soon as her
head was gone a theatrical flash exploded and the box
collapsed in midair, once again a large flat plate.
The audience roared as they could hardly believe what
they had seen. Everyone stood up as a follow spot hit Gail at
the rear of the auditorium. She walked down the centre aisle
and back onto the stage as the playoff music began. Jim and
Gail stood for two minutes as the audience showed their
appreciation as Norman waved for them to exit. In the end he
closed the curtains as they still waved goodbye.
‘Well, Frosty,’ said Jim relaxing, ‘we are the only stars of
the matter transmitter–receiver.’
‘You’re so poetic,’ she retaliated. ‘I enjoyed it except for
the drop.’
‘It was just a bit of finger trouble, Frosty, and tomorrow it
will be perfect. I think we’ll leave the drop in,’ he said, looking
for confirmation as she shook her head. ‘It has a certain
dramatic effect.’
The band reset again as Norman cleared away the
props and soon the final dance session was underway with the
dance floor full to capacity. Fifteen minutes later, much to
Gail’s annoyance Tolto appeared with a bunch of flowers
oozing with smarm, his charm offensive at full capacity.
‘You were excellent,’ he said to Jim, extending the
words.
‘Thank you,’ said Jim. ‘You didn’t need to bring me
flowers.’
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For a moment a glazed look came on Tolto’s face that
turned into nervous laughter. ‘A ha,’ he spluttered several
times. ‘Your sense of humour is excellent too.’
‘Why thank you, Mr Tolto,’ replied Jim. ‘I hope we have
pleased you.’
‘Yes, yes,’ blurted Tolto. ‘I am extending your contract.’
Then he turned to Gail. ‘The flowers of course are for you, my
dear, you were fantastic.’
‘Thank you,’ said Gail with a faint smile as she took the
flowers.
‘Of course you are invited to dinner—’
‘Tonight I’m afraid we can’t attend – our agent has
requested to see us, perhaps some other night.’
Gail gave a sigh of relief at Jim’s intervention.
‘Yes of course, later,’ said Tolto, then his face changed.
‘But I have already booked you for the next six weeks, three
days a week, including three weeks at the Traveller in
Motarma. I’ll leave you to get ready.’
‘Motarma,’ snorted Norman, ‘it’s just a village.’
Jim quickly opened the door as Tolto made his exit and
then closed it behind him. ‘We’ve been through enough
tonight,’ he said. ‘It’s time to relax.’
***
At the base of the mountains Bandotti and Trent kept watch as
four engineers cleared away a path into the rock surface. The
progression was slow as they only had small thermo rock
lasers to do the job.
‘This could take a few days at this speed,’ remarked
Trent, viewing the rock face. ‘There’s been many rock falls
over the centuries.’
‘How many backpacks do we carry in total?’ asked
Bandotti, rubbing his chin in thought.
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‘Six, plus four extras in the hover cars,’ replied Trent,
puzzled by the question.
‘On Starius Four we linked ten together in parallel and
travelled twenty feet in five minutes,’ said Bandotti, thinking
aloud. ‘Alpha-Beta: estimate tunnelling progress in feet using
ten backpack lasers in parallel.’
For a moment there was no sound as everyone stopped
to listen. ‘Estimate twenty-five feet tunnel three feet wide.’
Alpha-Beta’s sharp voice echoed from the mountainside. ‘Use
of the high-performance nozzle required.’
‘Damn.’ Bandotti shook his head in exasperation. ‘We
only have low-performance nozzles. It will take at least a day
to obtain the other one.’
‘Not quite,’ said Trent smiling. ‘I did put a medium
nozzle in for wastage.’
‘Well done,’ answered Bandotti, feeling a little easier.
‘Send someone for the high performance nozzle. We’ll need it
later. Now at least we can go twelve and a half feet.’
‘According to specification the high-powered nozzle will
do fifty feet in ten minutes and then burn out. The medium
nozzle should do twenty-five feet in ten minutes.’
‘I doubt it,’ said Bandotti, ‘but let’s push it to the
extreme.’
Trent collected the nozzle from the car and clipped it
onto the flexible metal pipe. ‘Fetch me a hover board,’ he said
to one of the engineers. ‘I’ll try and speed it up a little.’ He lay
down flat on his stomach across the hover board in front of the
small entrance already cut out in the mountain. ‘Alpha-Beta –
connect ten backpacks in parallel and project me forward at
burning rate, two inches from the ground.’ He pointed the
nozzle forward as it emitted a three-foot-wide red beam and
slowly burned its way into the mountain. The board raised him
two inches and he slowly began to enter the orifice created.
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‘Be careful,’ shouted Bandotti as Trent disappeared
from view. ‘Don’t take any risks.’ But he knew tunnelling on a
hover board was a risk.
The hissing, grating sound coming from the tunnel
stopped after eight minutes followed by silence.
‘The nozzle must have burnt out,’ stated Bandotti as he
crouched to view into the tunnel. ‘Trent, can you hear me?’
The loud humming sound of the gravity belt on the
hover board was heard as Trent appeared feet first his face
covered in black dust. He stood up coughed loudly and smiled.
‘I’m in, twenty-eight feet in eight minutes.’
‘Good work,’ said Bandotti, congratulating him by
patting on his back, causing a cloud of dust. ‘One man on
guard outside everyone else on hover boards. Let’s see what
we’ve found.’
The tunnel had entered into a small cavern that split in
two directions. Bandotti kept the party as one and took the
more central position. After two or three hundred yards they
entered a huge cave where, pointing towards them, was the
nose of a large craft. Several rock falls obscured the rear end
of it.
‘The scanning monitors were right, what a beauty and
three centuries old,’ said Trent in awe of the spectacle before
him.
Bandotti tapped on the metal side, it was solid yet
seemed flexible. ‘Alpha-Beta: composition of metal?’
‘Composition
unknown,’
replied
the computer
immediately.
‘There is no sign of any power source,’ said Trent,
checking with his hand-scanner. ‘How do we get in?’
‘We’ll go slowly,’ prompted Bandotti. ‘This is in the
magnitude of a huge discovery. Bring in the power packs and
set up the lights then the matter transmitter–receivers so we
can block up the entrance.’ He stopped for a moment, staring
up at the craft. ‘There is still power coming from somewhere. It
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is too small for the hand scanner to process but Alpha-Beta
can still detect the X waves.’
Trent nodded in agreement as he started walking down
the length of the craft. As he reached a certain point, a door
formed above him in the centre of the craft, its surface
seeming to evaporate in the air leaving a circular orifice. A
beam of light came from the bottom of the circle at 45 degrees,
forming into a solid stairway.
‘Oh yes,’ he said excitedly as Bandotti reached his side.
‘Even after three centuries there is definitely standby power on
board this craft.’
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Chapter 4

Pateshka stared up at the fortifications that surrounded the
huge stone-built house as he followed Taggelli through the tall
steel gates. The guards on the door bowed their heads slightly
as the master cleric entered.
‘Now you see,’ he said as he turned to Pateshka, his
eyes narrowing, ‘that to enter and exit you must have my
special permission.’
Pateshka nodded.
‘Before you go any further, do you accept me as your
authority?’
‘I do,’ replied Pateshka firmly though inwardly nervous.
‘I put myself in the hands of the Creator.’
Taggelli stared at him for a moment as they moved
towards the building and entered a door to the left leading into
a long corridor. They were met by Tameer who bowed his
head in respect as he approached.
‘This is?’ said Taggelli, deliberately omitting his name
as if to catch him out.
‘Carl Mentonis,’ answered Pateshka immediately,
staring at Tameer.
For a moment Pateshka saw a faint smile on Taggelli’s
face as the cleric spoke to Tameer. ‘Take Carl to the church
training school and find him quarters. One of the senior boys
must be with him at all times.’ Tameer nodded as Taggelli
strode away down the corridor.
‘Follow me,’ said Tameer, turning in the other direction.
‘The food hall is where we eat. Our quarters are left at the end
of this corridor.’
They passed through another two small halls, moving
into a rectangular room that exited into four passageways with
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a huge circular staircase at the centre. ‘This is called the
compass room.’ He directed his arm towards each corridor as
he continued. ‘North, south, east, west. Upstairs are the senior
cleric’s quarters. Do not enter the west corridors and if found
there, you will be punished.’
‘It is a large building,’ said Pateshka smiling, completely
disoriented, looking at the corridors, two east, two west and
one each north and south. ‘How do you manage through this
maze?’
‘We shall go north to our quarters,’ Tameer continued
humourlessly. ‘You will soon get used to it.’
They moved along the north passageway two hundred
yards and then turned left into a room filled with beds each
with a small wardrobe. Tameer directed Pateshka to a bed at
the far end of the room and opened the wardrobe. Inside were
three full body-length green habits and underwear.
‘If you are to stay here, you will place all your street
clothes into this box and wear the clean laundered garments
and the sandals in your wardrobe.’
‘What happens to my old clothes?’ enquired Pateshka,
thinking of the surveillance monitors hidden away.
‘They will go into the furnace and be destroyed,’ replied
Tameer as Pateshka changed garments.
I still have the one in my neck, thought Pateshka as he
put on one of the habits and changed his underwear. What if
they find them before they are burnt? He wondered, and then
dismissed the thought. That’s why they are being burnt to
destroy anything from the outside world.
Tameer started to get impatient, interrupting Pateshka’s
thoughts. ‘We must go quickly – our meal is about to start and
we have to throw these into the furnace.’
Pateshka nodded and followed quickly behind. They
reached the outside of the building and crossed into a small
stone-built outhouse. The tremendous heat could be felt on
both their faces as they entered. Tameer placed the garments
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onto a moving platform and watched as the clothes sped away
and disappeared into the open door of the furnace.
‘What happens now?’ said Pateshka, eager to reach the
next stage.
‘We go to evening prayers and our meal,’ Tameer
replied, shuddering at the furnace and hidden thoughts in his
mind. ‘Let’s get out of here.’
‘Is the furnace used to clear out all the rubbish?’
questioned Pateshka as they left the building.
‘And as a crematorium for all who die,’ said Tameer
nervously. ‘Come, we’ll be late for prayers and Taggelli is not
forgiving in nature.’
Pateshka quickened his pace. To upset him would not
be wise, he thought.
They sat down to the evening meal in the huge food hall
next to Dotani and Malasca. All heads bowed as Taggelli
entered and began the prayer ritual with all the standard
repeats. He stopped, his piercing eyes scanning the room and
then sat down to eat. Big sections of circular bread were eaten
as the boys broke off portions, filling their mouths with the hot
cooked fresh bread. Each was given a bowl of minced meat to
which a mixed vegetable was added. The hall filled with
conversation as they started to eat.
‘Who do you have with you?’ stated a curious Dotani to
Tameer.
‘A new recruit,’ growled Tameer, not wishing to answer.
‘My name is Mentonis,’ said Pateshka, embarrassed by
the impoliteness.
‘I am pleased to meet you, Mentonis,’ offered Dotani in
a friendly manner. ‘I am Dotani and this is Melasca.’
‘Greetings to you,’ said a quiet Melasca. ‘May the
Creator guide you.’
‘He is on the first step of recruitment,’ hissed Tameer,
forcing a smile as Taggelli met his gaze. ‘Someone senior
must be with him at all times.’
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‘Ah yes,’ retorted Dotani, with a chuckling laugh. ‘You
would be lost in a moment in this maze without a guide.’
‘Where are you from?’ said Pateshka, returning the
friendly mood.
Tameer stopped eating for a moment, his face startled
as Dotani grinned and Melasca looked horrified.
‘No one asks that of another in here,’ said Tameer,
almost spitting the words out.
‘I come from …’ said Dotani, leaving a gap for a
moment and then turning it into a joke. ‘My mother.’
Melasca and Dotani both laughed as Tameer nearly
choked on some bread stuck in his throat. He cast a glance
towards Taggelli, thankful he was in conversation with another
cleric.
Pateshka was pleased that he had made two other
friends other than the rather intense Tameer.
They finished the meal with a prayer from Taggelli and
left for the dormitory. Tameer introduced another senior boy to
Pateshka to guide him through the religious planned
schedules.
‘You may talk to Melasca and Dotani at mealtimes,’
insisted Tameer. ‘But you must not meet them or talk to them
at any other time.’ Pateshka wanted to ask why but knew he
would not be answered so he nodded in agreement as Tameer
volunteered a snippet of information. ‘They are training to be
special clerics.’
***
The plane landed at the small international airport at Tersa
with a bump of wheels and a sharp reverse thrust of two
engines throwing Bentonis and Trentarly forward in their seats.
‘I hate landings,’ muttered Bentonis as they taxied to a
stop at the terminal.
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‘I’m not so keen on taking off,’ said Trentarly grinning. ‘I
always leave my stomach behind.’
They produced their identity cards at the booking in
desk and were waved through by the armed security
personnel. A driver in a hover car picked them up outside and
quickly sped away on the road to Motarma.
It was late afternoon when they arrived outside the
small Motarma hotel and entered the reception area. Bentonis
handed the girl behind the desk a booking confirmation letter.
She selected three keys and gave them to Bentonis.
‘Rooms 20 and 21 on the first floor.’ She smiled. ‘Also,
the key to your hire hover car.’
‘Thank you,’ said Bentonis, handing the car key to
Trentarly. ‘You can drive this time.’
‘You’re so kind,’ Trentarly replied with a syrupy
acknowledgement.
‘What time is dinner?’ he asked.
‘Seven on the hour each evening,’ she replied, handing
him a small card with the mealtimes on. ‘Your luggage will be
taken up to your room.
‘Thank you,’ said Bentonis, striding towards the elevator
with Trentarly following. ‘We’ve two and a half hours to dinner.
Shall we arrange a quick meeting with Drakus?’
‘We might as well get up to date. I’ll ring him now,’ she
replied, entering her room. ‘Be ready in ten minutes.’
Fifteen minutes later, with a quick change of clothes,
they headed downstairs and to the car. Bentonis pulled a small
flat-screened module from his pocket and activated the battery
as Trentarly started the car. A female voice interrupted the
silence. ‘Move straight ahead and take the first exit at the
junction.’
‘How far is to the safe house?’ Trentarly enquired,
turning left at the junction on to a long straight road.
‘About fifteen minutes,’ said Bentonis, looking at his
watch. ‘Travel slow, keep a low profile.’ A fleet of six hover
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trucks came towards them, leaving a slight trail of dust behind.
Each was filled with fifteen to twenty armed soldiers.
‘I wonder where they are going,’ said Trentarly as they
passed in the opposite direction.
‘Possibly to set up a road checkpoint,’ Bentonis replied,
turning his head in their direction. ‘None of these armies trusts
each other. All were recruited from various religions.’ The
voice from the module directed them to turn left and then into
the grounds of a large house. The door of the house opened
slightly as they left the car. Bentonis glanced around as they
neared the door and then entered. The door closed behind
them as the shadowy figure of Drakus emerged into the light.
‘I am glad to see you Number One and Number Two,’
he said, beckoning them to follow. The three climbed up the
large circular staircase and entered a hidden room on the first
floor. ‘We are now free to speak.’
‘I am pleased to see you, Drakus,’ stated Bentonis,
moving to one of the several computers around the room.
‘What news of our man?’
Drakus switched on the large flat screen fixed on the
wall, showing an aerial photo image of the large house on the
edge of the desert. ‘Pateshka has been recruited through the
local church and has entered the house.’ Drakus pointed to the
image as it enlarged, showing the fortifications. ‘This was
taken from our satellite this morning.’
‘Are the surveillance modules working?’ enquired
Trentarly.
‘As he entered the house all have gone except the
module in his neck,’ replied Drakus, shaking his head. ‘His
clothes have been destroyed. We heard them talk of a
furnace.’
‘Has the recruiter been identified?’ Bentonis leaned
towards the screen as he asked.
‘A senior cleric,’ said Drakus, nodding his head. ‘We
believe it is a man called Taggelli.’
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‘Any known associates?’
‘These men are both members of the same order,’ said
Drakus bringing two faces to the screen. ‘And we believe they
are in the church hierarchy. The one on the left is the
spokesman or front man, Rotasa. The one on the right keeps
in the shadows and keeps a low profile.’
‘Where have I seen that face before?’ blurted out
Trentarly staring at the image.
‘He was a magician,’ said Bentonis, turning to Drakus.
‘One of the top attractions in the country.’
‘He was a top personality on the Traveller circuit, known
as the most imaginative illusionist of our age,’ continued
Drakus. ‘His name is Jel Hal Kinima.’
‘Do we have any more information?’ queried Trentarly.
‘He could be the leader.’
‘No,’ answered Drakus, shaking his head. ‘He does not
have the theological background necessary. It could be any
one of the top twenty executive clerics.’
‘Where does he live?’ asked Bentonis.
‘Two known homes, one in Frondona and one in Tersa,’
returned Drakus, keying in more information to the computer.
‘Tersa,’ exclaimed Bentonis, his eyebrows raised. ‘That
is handy, eighty miles from here. Is he in residence there at the
moment?’
‘Our security says yes, as from five days ago,’ was the
short answer from Drakus.
‘I want to know the minute he visits Motarma,’ insisted
Bentonis. ‘Can that be arranged?’
Drakus checked some details on his memo pad then
looked up, nodding his head. ‘Yes, we have two agents at
Tersa.’ Bentonis was satisfied. It was as if he were piecing
together a jigsaw puzzle. Once all the outer edges were in, the
centre would quickly be revealed. To find the leader of this
large religious terrorist cell was of the utmost importance.
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‘Is Pateshka safe?’ queried Trentarly, showing the
caring face of the agency.
‘For the moment,’ replied Drakus with a grim face. ‘Now
he is inside it will be extremely difficult for him to reach the
outside again.’
‘Do we have a plan?’ she said, noting the warning from
Drakus as Bentonis stared at him.
‘No,’ he said, looking down at his feet. ‘I believe several
boys have been shot trying to leave.’
‘I will develop an escape strategy,’ said Bentonis
confidently. ‘Let’s hope we don’t need it for the next two
weeks.’
Drakus ran a series of pictures across the view screen
revealing the layout of Motarma. A steady stream of
information ran from left to right across the bottom of the
screen. He stopped the information and the sound speakers
became live with chanting voices. ‘That is Pateshka’s module
transmitting. He is obviously in the middle of evening prayer,’
he said. ‘Everything is being recorded.’
‘Has he met any of the other boys?’ said Bentonis,
trying to extract more information and becoming impatient.
Trentarly smiled as she sipped a cold drink taken from
the open refrigerated unit by her side. She knew how irritable
Bentonis became when the action became sluggish. Drakus
nodded as he played the recording of the meeting with
Tameer, Dotani and Melasca. After the first listening, Bentonis
listened to the recording twice.
‘What are special clerics?’ Bentonis opened the debate
for speculation.
‘They are training for a specialised section of the
Church,’ said Drakus.
‘They could be on a special fast-track training course for
priesthood,’ Trentarly conjectured.
‘Don’t forget they are boys.’ Bentonis went on. ‘Could
they be boys training for a mission?’
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The statement brought silence and contemplation to the
room.
‘They could be bombers,’ said Drakus, breaking the
silence with the thought they all had. ‘What we don’t know is
whether that building is a training camp for bombers or clerics.’
‘I would guess, both,’ ventured Trentarly. ‘It would be
logical that a clerical school would be a cover to hide the more
insidious terrorist training.’
‘But the two could not knowingly run side by side,’
Bentonis speculated out loud. ‘The terror training must be
covert.’
‘Two separate parts to the building,’ concluded Drakus.
‘Very dangerous that one will be seen by the other. But if well
planned can succeed.’
‘This is still speculation,’ added Bentonis as he stood
up, scratching the back of his head in a gesture of annoyance.
‘Keep listening and see if we can find the answers.’ He moved
towards the door with Trentarly following, and then suddenly
turned. ‘There is no way we can talk to him?’
‘No,’ said Drakus shaking his head. ‘All the other
modules were destroyed in the clothes.’
‘Pity,’ replied Bentonis, his face grimacing. ‘He is
showing inexperience in questioning too openly.’
Drakus nodded in agreement as he unlocked a drawer
under the screens and withdrew a small flat hand size module.
‘I don’t think there is any danger yet,’ he said, handing the
module to Bentonis. ‘They will probably think he is being overfriendly.’
‘Unfortunately, that is the first stage of revealing
yourself as a spy,’ answered Bentonis, placing the module in
his pocket and turning once again to the door.
‘The communicator has two channels, A is to me and B
is to the local commander,’ prompted Drakus.
‘Has the Commander been notified?’ asked Trentarly,
aware of their own commander’s instructions.
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‘He knows you are here and has coded Pateshka as KA
or ka,’ replied Drakus as Trentarly and Bentonis acknowledged
with a nod.
Drakus bade them goodbye as they made their exit
down the stairs and out to their hover car. Trentarly smiled as
she glanced at Bentonis, deep in thought. She knew they were
on their own. He would only use the local commander as a last
resort in a backup operation.
His thoughts were on an escape plan. Damn, he
thought, there must be some way I can get him out. The more
his thoughts focused on a plan, the more his ideas came to a
halt. I’m concentrating too hard, relax. He started to smile as
he saw the puzzled look on her face. ‘I’m back again,’ he said,
resting his arm on the window ledge and staring ahead.
‘The escape plan,’ she stated as if reading his mind.
He smiled and nodded. ‘I’m waiting for it to arrive,’ he
said jokingly, pointing at his brain.
At seven, after a quick change of clothes, they sat down
to dinner. Bentonis gazed around the small, sparsely
decorated restaurant as the waiter brought two bowls of brown
soup and two sticks of bread. Dipping his spoon into the dark
substance he slowly placed it into his mouth and tasted.
‘You are unimpressed,’ she said, looking at his blank
expression.
‘A rather rare taste and spicy,’ he remarked, savouring
some bread. ‘Are we are the only guests here at the moment?’
‘Would you come here for a holiday?’ she said, hiding a
smile.
‘I might.’ He took another mouthful of bread, chewing
and swallowing slowly. ‘But I wouldn’t miss the walk down by
the edge of the desert.’
After dinner they walked past the empty marketplace
with the small stalls lining the street and the covering cloths
flapping in the hot evening breeze. Turning right onto the
desert road with the mountain range stretching before them,
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they could see the huge fortified building. Nothing much
happened in Motarma at night. The small town virtually went to
sleep except for the activity of various army patrols seen
moving in the distance.
Approaching the building, Bentonis noticed the unusual
high security. There were guards patrolling the outside with
two cameras on each corner of the building creating a visual
spread on all areas. There was surprise on Trentarly’s face as
they slowly walked by on the opposite side of the road. As they
moved away, not looking back to avoid unnecessary
observation, a hover car slowly followed.
‘I think we are being observed,’ she said, without
looking at Bentonis.
‘Yes you are correct,’ he said, turning slightly and giving
the occupant a wave. This was met by an unsmiling face as
the driver swung in the road and headed back to the building.
‘Did you have to wave?’ she said, shaking her head
slightly as they turned down a road towards the town.
‘Why not, he was so intense,’ he replied, chuckling and
then grew serious. ‘That building is not just a religious
dwelling. It is being guarded as a high security establishment.’
She nodded. ‘I think we have found a religious militant
stronghold. Our boy could be in great danger.’
‘Not at the moment he isn’t. But I agree, to enter or exit
that building is no easy task.’
‘We can’t go near that stronghold again. It would draw
too much attention.’
‘No, we’ll observe by satellite from the Drakus safe
house.’
***
The next morning his communication module bleeped into
action. ‘Bentonis,’ he said, placing it to his ear.
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‘Change to safe house two,’ said Drakus. A click
followed as he signed off.
Normal procedure, thought Bentonis as he met
Trentarly in the reception area. Change venues regularly.
‘Venue Two,’ he whispered to her as they moved outside to
their hire car.
Standing outside were two men and an officer dressed
in army uniforms. The officer gave them a friendly salute as
they approached. ‘Just a routine check, sir,’ he said, his eyes
betraying the friendly gesture. ‘Could I see your papers?’
‘Of course,’ replied Bentonis, taking out an envelope
from his inside pocket and handing it to the officer. He quickly
read the details and scrutinised the photograph on the identity
card before handing it back.
‘You are on a business trip looking for property for your
company?’
Bentonis nodded, smiling.
‘That is correct. We are a small engineering company
looking to employ a small staff for production purposes as per
your Ministry of the Interior.’
The officer smiled as he nodded in agreement. ‘Of
course your papers are in order. I would ask you to restrict
your movements away from the building of the Monks of the
Order of Motarma.’
‘The building?’ he said, trying to look puzzled and
realising they had already been checked out.
‘The big house on the desert road,’ continued the
officer. ‘It is a very sensitive area.’
‘The big house,’ Bentonis replied, nodding to Trentarly
and pretending to remember. ‘The house we walked by last
night on our evening walk.’
‘We were looking at the desert,’ she asserted with a
smile.
‘We shall follow your advice,’ said Bentonis with
concern. ‘We do not wish to upset anyone.’ The officer smiled,
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saluted and marched away with the two soldiers. They both
entered the car and sat for a moment.
‘We were observed last night,’ said Bentonis uneasily.
‘Your sense of humour is not theirs,’ she said laughing.
‘That will teach you not to wave to armed guards.’
***
Pateshka was taken by Tameer to a prayer room supervised
by a senior cleric. Tameer then left as the cleric gave Pateshka
a prayer book.
‘Study this,’ said the cleric opening the book at Chapter
3. ‘I will then ask you questions later.’
Pateshka took the book and nodded. The war against
the non-believers, he thought, gazing at the text. This is one of
the extremist modern views of the Creator. Am I being tested
again? The cleric then sat opposite, observing Pateshka,
nonchalantly glancing up, and now and then watching his
reactions. He was not happy being scrutinised so closely but
decided against reaction, telling himself: I must not draw
attention to the fact that I am aware of this. Just study the text.
He found the book an aberration of what he had been taught
as he continued reading.
Meanwhile Tameer had moved to the west wing and
into a small room at the corner of the building. He approached
a metal door with a keypad at the side. After placing his card
into the slot, the door opened and retrieving his key he
stepped through. He entered a small downward staircase that
led to the vast basement area. The acrid smell of spent
munitions inhaled into his nostrils penetrated his throat and
made him cough. Reaching the bottom, he was met by the
aggressive eyes of the army sergeant in charge of training.
Tameer stopped for a moment, facing a man who had no fear
of his own life. The man would not hesitate to sacrifice himself
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for his religious beliefs, a man Tameer respected and looked
up to.
‘Tameer,’ said the sergeant with a grin. ‘Have you come
to extend your training?’ Before he could answer the figure of
Taggelli appeared behind him.
‘Yes, Sergeant,’ Taggelli replied to the question,
causing the surprised sergeant’s face to become serious. ‘But
the training will be with me.’ The sergeant bowed his head
slightly and made a quick exit as Taggelli beckoned Tameer
into a small side room. Tameer entered the room as Taggelli
closed the door behind them. In the middle of the room on a
table were three backpacks.
‘These are facsimiles of the packs all three of you will
wear,’ continued Taggelli, picking up one and handing it to
Tameer. ‘Put it on.’
Tameer struggled for a moment because of the weight.
‘They also weigh the same as the originals.’ Taggelli
placed one on his back and then turned to the third on the
table. ‘You will notice that they have two strong support ribs
down the back.’ He manipulated a cap at the end of the rib.
‘Turn the cap once to the left and twice to the right, tap the top
and …’
At this the cap was removed and an eighteen inch
cable, one and a half inch in diameter, slid downward. He then
removed two caps from the left and right sides of the third
pack.
‘This is the middle pack with two cable inserts. The
ones that you and I are wearing have just one on the left and
one on the right.’ Taggelli then connected a cable to each side
of the centre pack, pointing to the two loose ends. ‘You and I
then connect to these.’ Completing the fixtures, Taggelli stared
at Tameer. ‘You understand, all three packs must be
connected together.’
‘I understand perfectly,’ nodded Tameer as Taggelli
released the two cables and placed them back in the rib cage.
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‘You may now bring Dotani and Malasca here to train,’
offered Taggelli. ‘But you may only connect the packs together
while in this room. Individually you may use the training run
outside to get used to the weight of the packs.’
‘I will do as you ask, Master Cleric,’ acknowledged
Tameer, feeling proud and bowing his head slightly at the
thought of the great deed ahead.
‘A word of caution: do not over train them. For the first
part a gentle cohesion will be all that is necessary.’
‘I will do as you ask.’
‘How is the new boy reacting to our church?’
‘He is with a senior cleric on the first stage of
development.’
Taggelli knew this was the first stage of indoctrination to
access his potential. ‘I require a full report after each session.’
‘It will be done.’
‘Before you start your training, I require you and the
other four boys on the sixth stage of development to meet me
in the church training school in one hour.’
Within the hour the five boys, including Dotani and
Malasca, arrived at the church training school and knelt to
pray. They all stood with bowed heads as Taggelli entered. He
smiled and beckoned them to sit and then started the
utterances. ‘Our God the Creator is the only God.’
‘The Creator is the only God,’ echoed the boys.
‘We will defend and fight for his cause.’
‘We will defend and fight for his cause.’
‘His enemies will fall.’
‘His enemies will fall.’
After several more the tempo was increased as they all
stood up with arm actions up and down their bodies, turning
with military precision to the left and right. The session became
a frenzy of movement and voices, reaching a crescendo of a
sudden stop. The utterances were slowly repeated again for
two or three minutes and then increased once more to a
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heightened level. Such was the intensity of rage that the boys
started to perspire and they finished the tirade with Taggelli
leading.
‘We shall lay down our lives for the Creator.’
‘We shall lay down our lives for the Creator.’
‘We shall die for the Creator.’
‘We shall die for the Creator.’
‘We shall now silently pray for deliverance from our
enemies,’ concluded Taggelli, motioning with his arm, pointing
towards the door at Tameer. The boys all knelt once more,
chanting to themselves in prayer. Outside in the passageway
Taggelli’s face changed from smiling to sinister as Tameer
approached.
‘The boy on the far right,’ hissed Taggelli. ‘He does not
perspire enough. Send him back to the fifth stage of
development.’ Tameer nodded as Taggelli strode away with a
slight anger.
***
Trentarly drove with a slight nervousness, glancing to the rear
mirrors several times as she moved along several roads on the
way to Venue Two.
‘There’s no one following,’ said Bentonis, casually
smiling as he glanced sideways to her.
‘You’re so perceptive,’ she replied, shaking her head in
annoyance. ‘I just want to make sure after our meeting with the
army.’
‘Point taken,’ replied Bentonis with a laugh. ‘I think that
their only interest is that we do not go near the big house.’
After another two miles of evasion they reached Venue
Two. Bentonis noted that it was a small café three storeys
high, surrounded by several dwellings in a small hilly area just
outside Motarma.
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As they entered, the barman smiled and nodded to
them. ‘Good morning, can I offer you anything?’ he said,
wiping the bar top with a cloth.
‘Two of your cold drinks, please,’ said Bentonis,
glancing up at a small circular device in the ceiling above. A
camera, he thought smiling at the barman.
‘Two light lemons?’ enquired the barman.
They both nodded and moved to a small table in front of
the bar. The bar is shabby in appearance but also clean and
well furnished, thought Trentarly, gazing at a landscape picture
on the wall. The room was L-shaped, causing Bentonis to walk
to the corner position and glance down the other bar area.
There was no one else in the bar but themselves and the
barman who was now bringing the drinks to the table. Trentarly
smiled as she paid for the drinks, noting that Bentonis was
becoming agitated.
Drakus suddenly appeared from a door behind the bar,
nodding to the barman. ‘Thank you, Crass, I will take it from
here.’ He beckoned Bentonis and Trentarly to follow through
the door at the rear of the bar. They entered on to a staircase
and proceeded to the third floor where Drakus opened a door
to enter, closing it behind them. ‘Welcome Number One and
Number Two,’ he said as they sat on to comfy padded chairs
and Drakus stared out of the window. ‘Crass is checking your
car for bugs. I hear you went a little too near to the big house?’
‘How did you know?’ said Bentonis, surprised with the
Drakus answer.
‘Motarma is a small place and anyone new is
highlighted,’ Drakus replied. ‘At this venue we have only our
portable equipment due to visits by the army. Our portable
equipment is all coded and anyone trying to access
information illegally destroys the data.’
‘What is the progress on Pateshka?’ enquired Trentarly,
eager for update information.
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‘Yes,’ said Drakus, hesitating for a moment as the man
checking the car outside gave a thumbs-down sign. ‘We’ll get
to that in a moment; your car has a bug.’ Bentonis leapt from
his chair, moving over to Drakus. They both watched the man
below as he looked under the rear of the hover car. He then
showed four fingers as he stood up again.
‘Should we go?’ said Bentonis urgently.
‘No,’ replied Drakus, moving to the portable computer
and starting it up. ‘It is a class four directional bug standard
issue.’
‘If we stay here long enough they can find us?’ asked
Trentarly cautiously.
‘It is a substandard bug with a radius of one mile,’ said
Drakus, operating the computer. ‘I’ve sent a jamming signal in
to temporally distort its signal.’
‘Do we remove it?’ asked Bentonis, annoyed at being
under surveillance.
‘No, that would make them suspicious,’ answered
Drakus. ‘Just be aware of where you travel and have an
answer ready.’ He then turned up the computer sound with the
voice of the cleric talking to Pateshka. ‘Everything is quiet at
the big house. He is in the first stage of development.’
‘You mean indoctrination,’ said Trentarly, listening to the
voices. ‘Things will be very quiet for a while as he gains trust.’
‘May I suggest that you continue with your cover from
the Ministry of the Interior, checking out possible buildings,’
continued Drakus. ‘They will then be satisfied that they are
monitoring you correctly. I can send you any urgent messages
in code through our communicator.’
‘You are correct, Drakus. We must avoid detection,’
replied Bentonis, turning to Trentarly. ‘We will follow up those
ten leads from the Ministry.’
***
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In the large cave Trent walked slowly up the stairway beam of
light, almost believing it was not solid. Both men were amazed
at the condition of the large craft after three thousand years
trapped in a cave environment. Trent approached the open
door quickly and stepped in as Bandotti shouted a warning
from below.
‘Be wary of anti-personnel traps!’
The warning came too late as he heard a continuous
sizzling sound of energy from above. He moved up the
stairway fast and peered into the interior. Trent was encased in
a blue tinge of light with small red pulses of energy swirling
around him. His body was frozen in time with eyes staring. He
had obviously spun round at the last second, his upper body
showing the movement of the turn.
Bandotti needed more information and stepped back
down the stairway, reaching two assistants at the bottom, one
wearing a scrutiniser pack. ‘Give me your pack,’ he blurted out
as the man released the straps. Grabbing the pack, he slipped
it on and issued an order. ‘Alpha-Beta: information on bodily
condition of Trent.’ He then operated the antigravity controls
and floated upward to the entrance point.
‘Trent scanned,’ observed the computer as Bandotti
reached the entrance. ‘Body functions and conditions normal
suspended in electromagnetic force field containing
anaesthetic light source.’
‘Alpha-Beta: how do I free him?’
‘Scanning.’ The computer stopped for a moment and
then continued. ‘Controlled by a weak power source, break
contacts on floor and ceiling.’
I’m not surprised by the weak power source, thought
Bandotti as he moved the antigravity controller forward. Three
thousand years is a long time. He sped forward, aiming
straight for Trent. He felt a small resistance as he hit the force
field, speeding through wrapping his arms around Trent. They
177

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

continued through with forward motion breaking the up and
down link as Bandotti came to a halt, sliding Trent to the floor.
His eyes flickered for a moment and then he shakily
stood up. ‘Anti-personnel force field,’ he gasped out.
‘You were lucky,’ replied a grinning Bandotti, floating
back to the floor. ‘The power supply is low.’
Now before them the long corridor left and right running
parallel to the length of the craft. ‘Now, what do we explore
first?’ said Trent, quickly recovering as he looked in both
directions.
‘This way,’ Bandotti answered thoughtfully, pointing with
his finger to the front of the craft. ‘Let’s explore the flight deck.’
They began to move down the corridor, noting the smooth
curvature of the support arches and the grilled floor. ‘I would
imagine the main power and support lines can easily be
maintained by lifting the plates,’ noted Bandotti, pointing to the
grilled floor.
‘There are no doors,’ commented Trent with a puzzled
look.
‘Just because there are no open apertures doesn’t
mean there are no doors,’ returned Bandotti.
After the long walk they reached the end of the corridor
and stood gazing at the smooth wall before them. ‘I would
imagine the flight deck is on the other side of this.’ He placed
his hand gently on to the surface, moving it slowly to the right.
A ripple appeared from the top, moving slowly down to the
floor as he quickly pulled his hand away. The ripple became
more violent, almost shaking in its oval shape and then the
metal dissipated, leaving a large open doorway.
‘You were right,’ Trent gasped, staring through the
opening. ‘Doorways open on touch.’
They moved cautiously to the front two seats, visually
examining the various panels and screens around them, all
dead and lacking power. ‘Technology more advanced than
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ours,’ said Bandotti thoughtfully as he sat on the left chair. ‘We
are going to need help.’
‘It will take over two weeks to bring our scientists here,’
nodded Trent, sitting in the seat to the right.
‘We have plenty of time unless we are discovered,’
replied Bandotti.
The sound of surging power startled both men as the
front control panel became alive suddenly activating. A whole
bank of small beams of light two inches in length projected
from the front panel. Portals opened to the front showing the
cave around them.
‘Sitting down has activated the power system,’ said
Bandotti placing his hand over the small beams of light. ‘This
reminds me of a keyboard of some kind.’ The power surge
fluctuated causing the flight deck to become bright and then
plunging into a dim mode. All the power dimmed down to an
eighth of its total, casting an eerie scene of shadows upward.
‘Let’s get out of these chairs and conserve power,’ said
Bandotti as he stood up, cutting the power.
‘I agree,’ said Trent, doing likewise. Bandotti moved
from the flight deck into the corridor with Trent following.
Reaching the outside after carefully negotiating the
personnel force field in the corridor, Bandotti gave orders for
portable power packs to be installed so that they could light the
interior.
‘We are going to need help quickly,’ said Bandotti
urgently, ‘so that when the specialised teams arrive we have
something to show them.’
‘You have full authority as senior controller,’ said Trent,
surprised by Bandotti’s statement.
‘Yes of course,’ replied Bandotti, opening up to his
colleague. ‘We are all human: we can make mistakes. If I
connect a power source to this ship that is incompatible and it
destroys all information, I have to live with it. This is a find of
incredible importance, technology and religion from the
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ancients. I need to be very careful. My actions could have
severe consequences.’
‘I agree we must be careful,’ replied Trent, rubbing his
chin and trying to find an answer to his boss’s dilemma. ‘I’ll
help them to load the power pack on board.’
Bandotti watched as two men erected the large flat
sheet of the matter receiver–transmitter and connected a
power pack. Two men entered the seemingly solid plate as
though it were liquid and then re-emerged carrying various
tools. At the other end was a warehouse they had rented five
miles away on the edge of Motarma. He suddenly focussed his
thoughts and then acted.
‘Trent,’ he shouted, moving towards the plate and then
standing in front of it with his head turned. Trent’s startled face
appeared from behind a large power pack. ‘You’re in charge;
I’m going to the warehouse.’
He stepped forward, letting his extended arms enter the
plate. A tingling sensation occurred as he stepped through as
if the body had turned into water. Then he stepped out into the
warehouse five miles away.
***
The audience cheered and shouted for more again as the
curtain closed. ‘We seem to be doing well,’ said Gail as she
turned facing the dressing room. Jim had a huge grin on his
face but said nothing as Norman approached from the side.
‘Our travelling instructions,’ he said, relaying information
from a typewritten sheet of paper. ‘We leave for Motarma in
the morning for a two-week stay, performing three nights each
weekend. Then back to here for two more weeks.’
As they entered the dressing rooms Teresa
approached. ‘Verbal message from Mr Bandotti,’ she said. ‘He
would like the pleasure of your company at the Zarston
warehouse, Motarma.’
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‘All three of us?’
‘Yes.’ She was relaying the message without knowing
the hidden agenda. ‘He has some interesting new magical
developments.’
Jim had guessed immediately that Bandotti was
requesting support. He was intrigued by the message that
could only mean one thing: they had found something. ‘How
are we getting to Motarma, Nobby?’
‘Teresa is driving us there,’ replied Norman, looking
once again at the itinerary. ‘The props and illusions are being
despatched from here in three days.’
‘We have four days before our next performance,’
continued Jim with a huge smile on his face and testing their
patience. ‘We’ll go tonight; I can’t wait to see these new
magical developments. We’ll leave in an hour, alright Teresa?’
Gail watched the startled look on Teresa’s face and
smiled sweetly to Jim. ‘I think we should make it in two hours,’
she purred. ‘A girl needs to get herself ready.’
‘I’ll need over an hour to pack the boxes,’ said Norman
with a stubborn look on his face.
‘Okay,’ replied Jim, chuckling at finding out what he
wanted to know. ‘I’ll see you at the hotel in two and a half
hours.’
***
At the end of the two-hour journey the lights of Motarma could
be seen in the distance as a dull glow on the low cloud
formation above. As they reached the outskirts of the town Jim
issued an instruction. ‘Where are we booked in?’
‘At the Motarma hotel,’ she replied, concentrating on the
dusty road ahead. ‘It’s the only one in Motarma.’
Jim was quiet for a moment. ‘We’ll book in there as
arranged at lunchtime tomorrow. For now, proceed to the
Zarston warehouse.’ Gail adjusted her small flat monitor,
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showing a strong blinking arrow signal pointing forward. It
suddenly changed, pointing to the left.
‘Turn next left,’ instructed Gail to Teresa as they saw
the turning ahead in the strong forward lights of the hover car.
The small road ahead had large potholes scarred across its
path, causing Teresa to slow down and drive round them. Two
miles ahead they reached a gateway leading on to a smooth
road. Ahead a fork in the road showed in the distance, two
large buildings set a quarter of a mile between them. They
passed a small sign on the left that read ‘Zarston Corporation’.
Teresa moved left on the smooth road and arrived at
the main doors, taking a small flat computer pad from her coat.
‘I hope the code they downloaded to me works,’ she stated as
they left the car and moved to the entrance. A small beam of
green light shone from the pad, hitting the door. The door
opened slowly sideways, allowing them to enter. ‘Now we
wait.’
From above a sophisticated Police Federation bodyscan ensued, covering them all in a blue hazy light. Five
seconds later it stopped and a woman appeared. ‘Welcome,
Mr Long,’ she said, smiling and glancing down at the
information pad in her hand. ‘My name is Tara, Mr Bandotti is
expecting you.’
‘Could you find Teresa a bed for the night?’ said Jim,
putting his hand on Teresa’s shoulder. ‘She has worked
nonstop from this afternoon.’ He was also not sure whether
she had security clearance for where they were going.
‘Of course,’ said Tara, beckoning Teresa forward. ‘I’ll be
back in a moment.’
‘See you later in the morning,’ prompted Gail as Teresa
and Tara moved away down the corridor and entered a side
room.
‘Are we going to bed, boss?’ murmured Norman
sleepily.
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‘No,’ said Jim with a gleam in his eye. ‘We three are
going on an adventure.’
Gail shook her head slowly, knowing the statement from
Jim meant they were going into the unknown. ‘Can I ask
where?’
‘About three thousand years in the past,’ he replied with
a chuckle. Tara returned and led them into a small locked
room where, standing against the far wall, was the large metal
sheet of the matter transmitter–receiver with the telltale cones
on the four corners. She then left, locking the door behind
them.
‘Ladies first,’ quipped Jim, turning to Gail.
‘Such gallantry.’
‘I always try to be a gentleman.’
‘That’s very debatable.’
‘That hurts.’ He gave a fake grimace.
‘Ah, no,’ she replied with an equally fake smile,
reminding him of his own instruction. ‘You requested complete
honesty.’
‘But through there my rank returns,’ he said, pointing to
the large metal plate.
‘And gallantry disappears,’ she retorted.
‘You’ve done it again,’ said Jim with a grin. ‘You always
have the last word.’
‘Can we just go through, boss?’ said Norman
dejectedly. ‘I’m tired.’
They each stepped through, Gail going first, absorbed
by the metal plate. On the other side Norman blinked twice,
clearing his eyes and becoming suddenly awake, gazing
around the cave in awe.
Bandotti approached with an outstretched hand that Jim
clasped in a firm grip.
‘Good to have you aboard, sir,’ he said with genuine
respect. ‘We have a great puzzle before us.’
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Jim introduced Gail and Norman, and Bandotti
introduced Trent.
‘Trent will show you around the craft,’ Bandotti
continued to Norman and Gail and then turned to Jim. ‘And
you and I can have a briefing chat.’
As the three left, Norman started asking Trent questions
as Jim and Bandotti moved to the rear.
‘I know that Farmer is a computer expert and her input
will be invaluable,’ said Bandotti, pointing to the rock fall at the
rear. ‘It is in remarkable condition after three thousand years.’
‘I can see that you will have to be careful as to what you
touch,’ said Jim.
‘At this stage whatever power the craft has is low and I
do not want to drain it all away.’
‘Are they sending anyone from Headquarters?’
‘I expect experts to arrive within the next two weeks but
I would like Clark as a secondary engineering opinion,’ said
Bandotti.
‘I agree, he’s a good man to have around.’
‘May I ask a question?’
‘Of course,’ said Jim.
‘How would you proceed as senior officer?’
‘Find out if we can determine where the craft is from,
who the captain is and how it became stranded here. Then
continue with a slow investigation of the craft’s technical and
engineering capabilities.’
‘That’s the way I see it. The computers can give that
information but I don’t want to destroy the memory banks and
they will be deteriorating.’
Jim nodded as they moved up the stairway and into the
craft then moving downward they entered the large loading
bay. Moving up the small stairway they entered the gantry as
Bandotti pointed to an aperture at the far end of the bay.
‘Stored away are several cylinders of different sizes some
eighty feet in length.’
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‘Do you think they are weapons?’ Jim asked, staring at
the console before them.
‘I don’t know,’ Bandotti replied with cautious honesty.
‘This is not a war craft – it is not heavily armed.’
‘Then, the craft of explorers?’ offered Jim with a
question.
‘Yes, but how they came to be marooned in this cave
must be an intriguing story.’
Bandotti placed both his hands on the console, leaning
forward for a moment. The console hummed into power mode,
lighting up all the screens with visual static. A revolving
hologram of a female appeared in front of them, the image and
voice intermittent and patchy. They managed to pick out the
words after several turns of the image. ‘Please state your
requirements?’
‘Explain the mission,’ Jim answered quickly without
thinking. She continued with precise logic with incoherent
sound repeating each time. After several minutes they
managed to interpret ‘Operation River Crossing, Craft Mission
or Salvage Mission’.
‘Craft Mission,’ Jim blurted out, amazed at the progress
he was making.
She departed and an image of the craft appeared with
degenerating picture and sound. Bandotti took his arms away
from the console, standing back in surprise and causing the
power to subside and the image to vanish. ‘My touch on the
control panel activated the computer.’
‘I think we should hold our progress here,’ nodded Jim.
‘We’ll wait until Gail checks everything.’
***
The sun’s heat reached 40 degrees as the six ruling senior
clerics of the Holy Gospel of the Creator met at the conference
centre in Tersa. The cool draught of air conditioning heard
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from the ceiling hitting the table below. At the head of the table
sat Notari and Rotasa and down each side Bena, Salton,
Pretto and Kinima. For a moment they all had their heads
down, mumbling a prayer aloud to the Creator, turning to face
Notari as each finished.
‘Holy senior clerics, may I welcome you to Tersa,’ said
Notari, showing his more gentle side and motioning to Bena. ‘I
would welcome your reports.’
Bena, the oldest senior cleric, sat in his desert robe, his
small eyes glaring out. ‘The army of the unbelievers keep
striking our homeland causing grief and misery. We should rise
and smite them with a heavy hand.’
‘Our young martyrs are ready to strike with their bombs,’
interrupted Salton, the senior cleric from the borderland.
All nodded in agreement, causing a faint smile on the
face of Notari. They were fired up and ready for action, he
thought, looking at the face of Pretto the moderate. Pretto was
always precise and calculated, avoiding violence.
‘We must follow the Holy Book of the Creator,’ stated
Pretto quietly. ‘The Holy Book says we must fight for our
cause. So be it!’
Notari sighed for a moment; the omens were good for
announcing his plan.
Rotasa sat back in his chair and addressed them all.
‘Senior clerics of our divine Holy Church, do we agree that
action must be taken to stop the unbelievers?’
Each nodded in agreement though Pretto, still reluctant,
did not move his head. Rotasa then offered a prayer as they
bowed their heads. ‘Holy Creator of the Universe and Man,
please guide and help us to spread your word and gospel
throughout the land and to defeat the non-believers.’
‘Our army is small but effective,’ said Notari, ‘and
although they would fight to the death they would be no match
for technocratic unbelievers.’ He then sat back and listened to
the heated discussion.
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‘Step up the recruiting of our army of martyrs.’
‘We should strike at the centre of their main city,
Frondona.’
‘Our holy crusade must be taken to them.’
Kinima did not join in but sat and watched as the senior
clerics became more heated. Notari is building them up to a
climax, he thought. He is ready to declare the atomic weapon.
Notari gently stopped them with a wave of his hand.
‘What is your opinion?’ he stated, looking into Kinima’s eyes
for an answer.
He is prodding me to deliver a clarifying statement,
thought Kinima nervously but not showing his unease. ‘We
need to create tension amongst their ranks,’ he stated, pulling
the words from his mind. ‘An illusion creates a build-up of
nervousness, fear and apprehension.’
‘You mean to tell the unbelievers what we are going to
do?’ stated a puzzled Bena.
‘Not exactly,’ replied Kinima. ‘You build up the holy war
against the unbelievers in press and publicity campaigns.’
‘But you need to lead to something big to qualify the
reason,’ said Rotasa, leading the discussion.
‘You’ve already said our army is too small to cause
them any problems,’ murmured Pretto. ‘We only have our
martyrs.’
‘Our martyrs must do something big,’ said Bena, raising
his hands in the air. ‘We could destroy their commerce building
with a martyr on each floor.’
‘That would be big news,’ said Salton. ‘I would accept
that in our cause.’
The discussion continued for several minutes until
Notari waved his hand, stopping them. ‘The Creator has given
great knowledge to us all, but to me there can only be one
answer. There must be one incredible act of destruction,
destroying a city that leaves no doubt in the mind of the
unbeliever.’
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They all stared at Notari for several seconds before
Bena broke the silence. ‘You must mean an atomic weapon?’
The clerics seemed stunned for a moment as Notari,
Rotasa and Kinima watched the reaction of the other three.
‘Can we acquire this weapon?’ said Bena in disbelief.
‘The scientists of the Creator have already
manufactured it for us,’ said Notari casually. ‘It’s up to us all
here whether we use it.’
‘What of our churches and members in Frondona?’ said
Pretto in alarm.
They all sat uneasily except Notari. ‘On that very day,’
he said. The Creator will bring doom to that city and that
morning all people of our Church will be told to leave the evil
city.’
‘The tension will be unbelievable,’ said Rotasa
excitedly. ‘The whispers around the city will cause a mass
exodus. Others will not believe and stay to die in their
ignorance.’
‘And what of an atomic retaliation against us?’ stated
Pretto. ‘We could all be destroyed too.’
‘But that is not likely,’ retorted Notari, glaring at Pretto.
‘Who would they strike against? They would not know from
which country the bomb came. Military action by them would
be condemned by the world.’
‘Your logic is sound,’ said Bena. ‘We must go forward
and do something that will shock the unbelievers.’
‘I request a show of hands,’ insisted Notari, suddenly
asking for support. ‘All those for?’ All raised their hands except
Pretto. ‘And against?’ Pretto raised his hand. ‘The motion is
carried,’ finished Notari with a smooth voice. ‘We shall accept
the atomic weapon.’
They all left the table with Bena and Salton trying to
console the dejected Pretto. Notari then gave instructions to
Kinima and Rotasa.
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‘Rotasa, you and Kinima will feed the press of the
coming of the Creator. Then you Kinima will proceed to
Motarma and tell Taggelli we must be ready within three
weeks.’
‘I will do as you ask, Kra Beto Notari,’ answered Kinima,
slightly overwhelmed by the speed of decision and realising
the terrifying situation developing. As he left for the door he
found himself in two minds.
What have I done? he thought. I have followed the
leader like a sheep because of fear that he will have me killed.
His mind could take no more at that time; he was in the hands
of a madman. This madman would kill millions to satisfy his
religious belief.
***
On that same day at noon, Jim arrived with Gail, Norman and
Teresa at the Travellers’ venue in Motarma and headed for the
stage area. Teresa introduced him to the manager Mr Olta,
who had an urgent call and had to leave them on the stage.
‘A lot different to Tolto,’ said Jim, looking out into the
auditorium. ‘This Traveller is slightly smaller than the one in
Tersa.’
‘Mr Olta is a nice man,’ she explained with a smile. ‘The
staff here are helpful and kind, a mirror of his management
style.’
Jim looked around as he began to speak to Gail. ‘I need
to keep you and Norman at the site as long as possible,’ he
said, lowering his voice. ‘We’ll book in at the hotel, have dinner
then you can slide away for three days. Teresa will inform you
when the props arrive.’
Teresa nodded and in her mind placed everything into
order. ‘Now we’ve made our presence known here, you don’t
have to return until the equipment arrives for Norman to
assemble and set. The hotel is already paid for and all meals
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and drinks will be debited to our account so whether you sleep
here or not is irrelevant.’ She stopped for a moment and
looked up at Jim for confirmation.
‘Excellent,’ he said with a huge grin. ‘I feel redundant.’
‘Oh no,’ she said seriously without thinking. ‘You are
definitely needed.’
‘Well, I hope so,’ he replied flippantly.
Gail had a blank look, shaking her head as Jim teased
Teresa.
‘I didn’t mean,’ she started and then stuttered
embarrassed. ‘You weren’t needed in that sense.’ Jim’s face
showed a picture of hurt. ‘No I didn’t mean … I meant …’
‘His sense of humour always causes a problem,’ said
Gail to Teresa with a faint smile.
She smiled back, nodding and relieved, thinking, thank
goodness for that.
‘Relax, I forget you’re not Frosty,’ he explained warmly.
‘You’ll get used to me.’
She smiled back, feeling more at ease her hands
clasped together.
‘Would you like me to stay with you for the next three
days?’ she asked innocently, watching the surprised look on
Jim’s face. Her face became horrified for a second, realising
once again that her statement was open to interpretation. He
gave her a hearty laugh, holding his chin.
‘We’d better not go there,’ said Gail. ‘The English
language has so many misunderstandings and he knows them
all.’
‘Just my sense of humour, and yes, the next three days
it will be you and I with a wonderful platonic relationship.’ She
laughed out loud beginning to see the fun in this high-ranking
officer.
Half an hour later they all arrived at the Motarma hotel.
As they approached the outer door, Jim’s thoughts turned to
the building. Scruffy-looking hotel but it’s the only one.
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Entering the reception Jim whispered to Gail, ‘This looks like a
hotel where big bugs climb up the walls and drop onto your
bed.’
‘I’ll pull my bed away from the wall,’ she murmured.
‘I used to do that.’
‘What happened?’
‘The bugs pulled it back again.’ Gail shook her head as
Teresa held her hand to her mouth, stifling a big laugh as they
stood at the counter.
The receptionist stood with a sickly grin on her face,
wondering what Teresa was laughing at. ‘Can I help you?’ she
said politely.
‘Just a private joke. The masked illusionist party.’
The girl nodded and handed Teresa four keys.
‘Our personal luggage will arrive later from the
Traveller.’
‘Second floor,’ said the girl. ‘Your rooms are 22 to 25,
evening meal at seven.’
As they reached the second floor Jim selected room 22,
taking the key from Teresa. Gail took room 25 and Norman
room 24. ‘Meet me in the bar in an hour,’ said Jim. ‘Let’s get to
know the locals.’
‘I don’t think there are any,’ said Gail, entering her
room.
‘Always the last word, Frosty.’
***
The small bar with several dining tables set out was empty as
Bentonis and Trentarly entered and ordered drinks. The
barman handed them two long glasses of cold beer with a
slight froth bubbling on the top and returned to the bar.
Bentonis took a large mouthful and swallowed slowly, leaning
back on his chair as the beer trickled down his throat. ‘There’s
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nothing like a cold beer on a hot day,’ he murmured, gazing at
the condensation on the outside of the glass.
Trentarly slowly sipped the contents of her glass, a look
of satisfaction on her face. ‘It is good but I still prefer red
blood.’ She was referring to a spirit drink that was red in colour
and had a taste that was a cross between whisky and gin.
He looked bleary-eyed at her for a moment, shaking his
head in consternation. ‘That’s an evening drink,’ he blurted out
with disfavour, taking another large mouthful to quench his
thirst.
‘Well, it is nearly evening,’ she ventured with a steely
look.
‘I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it like that,’ he answered in soft
tones, knowing he had brought out the no-nonsense side of
her by the look she gave him. He was bored, he hated waiting
and this was a waiting game trying to gather information and
intelligence.
Maybe I shouldn’t have come? he thought, staring at
the ceiling above. Drakus could handle this just as well.
Recognising the look on his face, she leaned forward,
almost whispering. ‘We have done the right thing. I think that
we are about to stumble on to something big and as seniorranking officers we can make instant decisions.’
‘You’re right,’ he said, nodding and sighing with a
meagre smile. ‘We have to wait for information from Pateshka
and there is something strange about that building on the edge
of the desert.’
He was interrupted by the arrival of Jim and Gail with
Norman and Teresa following. They seated themselves some
four tables away as the barman approached and took the drink
orders. The expression on the face of Bentonis changed, his
eyes brightened up. At last, he thought. We have other fellow
travellers to converse with.
‘Good evening,’ he shouted out as Jim turned to look.
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‘Good evening to you,’ Jim replied politely as he
observed Bentonis and Trentarly.
‘Very hot,’ said Bentonis, fanning his face with his hand.
‘It takes some getting used to.’
‘Indeed it does.’
For a moment a silence ensued. Jim was now intrigued
as to what a man and women were doing in an area where
tourists rarely visited. ‘It’s an unusual, out of the way place,’ he
ventured, turning to face them.
Trentarly smiled sweetly as Bentonis sipped his drink.
Bentonis nodded his head and smiled, deciding to impart a
little information. ‘We wouldn’t visit here normally, it’s purely
business.’
Norman and Teresa were in light conversation behind
Jim as Gail observed Trentarly. She was tall and slender in
build and like herself hid her body well in a tailored trouser suit.
Her eyes had a steely glint, although her face revealed only a
faint smile. They are hiding something, thought Gail, returning
the smile. She is edgy and keeps glancing sideways at the
man by her side. He is confident and outgoing, a front man.
‘I’m Bentonis and this lovely lady by my side is
Trentarly,’ he offered with a gestured hand towards her as she
nodded in recognition.
‘I’m Jim Long, the masked illusionist,’ replied Jim,
sweeping his arm towards the others at his table. ‘This is my
team – Gail, Norman and Teresa.’ Norman and Teresa
stopped talking for a moment, acknowledging the introduction
and then continued with their conversation.
The eyes of Bentonis suddenly opened wide as he
quickly glanced at Trentarly. ‘A magician!’ he exclaimed
jubilantly with a boyish curiosity. ‘Could I dare ask what magic
you perform?’
‘Nothing too difficult,’ Jim replied with an impish smile.
‘We create illusions.’
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Bentonis curbed his enthusiasm for a moment, his
thoughts on Pateshka’s predicament and whether or not a
good illusion could help him escape from the large house.
‘Where do you perform?’
‘At the Travellers’ venue in Motarma,’ Jim replied. ‘We
are here for two weeks.’
‘I must admit I am fascinated by magic and illusion,’
proclaimed Bentonis, leaning forward thoughtfully. ‘Your trade
comes from ancient times when many thought that magic was
real.’
‘Isn’t it?’ said Jim with a twinkle in his eye.
Bentonis laughed. He liked Jim and his nonchalant
sense of humour. ‘You must be his beautiful assistant,’ he
said, gazing into Gail’s eyes.’ He saw Gail as strong and aloof.
It was just the way she sat, her back straight, with an elegant
and full figure.
‘Thank you,’ she replied, her face remaining blank and
glanced quickly at Jim. ‘We do some exceptional illusions.’
After hearing her speak, the agent side of Bentonis
surfaced. He became convinced that there was more to Gail
than met the eye and he was quickly becoming besotted with
her – it was something about her mysterious countenance. His
first instincts were usually the best: she had an intelligence
that was far above that of a mere magician’s assistant.
Trentarly did not share his enraptured mood, but did
see that Gail was hiding more than she showed.
‘Are you an assistant too?’ Gail asked Trentarly,
switching the conversation and ignoring Bentonis.
‘No,’ replied Trentarly quickly. ‘We are equals, fellow
directors of a company. We do nothing as adventurous as your
occupation.’
Bentonis added to her statement. ‘Rather boring, I’m
afraid,’ he said, shaking his head slightly as if to emphasise
the fact.
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Jim guessed he was underscoring his role as a director
to hide an underlying motive.
‘We are looking at various properties in the area for
manufacturing purposes,’ said Bentonis.
Jim nodded convincingly. He enjoyed playing the game
of duplicity. The two women watched, their faces completely
bland, as the two men continued.
‘Have you seen any properties that are to your liking?’
enquired Jim.
Bentonis shook his head. ‘We’ve haven’t seen one that
may be of interest,’ he replied nonchalantly, not wanting the
conversation to go too deep.
‘Small, large, wrong shape?’ asked Jim casually.
‘Mostly it’s the location and access.’
‘The roads are not very well maintained.’
‘No,’ said Bentonis, changing the subject. ‘What do you
consider to be your best illusion?’
Well evaded, thought Jim, now convinced that Bentonis
had something to conceal. ‘They are all good but the
disappearing box has good effect.’
‘I think we shall come and see you at the Traveller when
you open,’ said Bentonis, nodding to Trentarly who smiled
sweetly and nodded her head slowly.
The waiter brought out two steaming bowls of a minced
meat dish with an appetite-quenching aroma, followed by a
dish of bread and vegetables. The conversation ceased as
everyone began to eat.
‘Good solid food,’ remarked Jim to Gail as he savoured
the bread and meat.
‘Yes, it’s quite a surprise,’ she murmured, taking small
bites of her meat covered bread. ‘The spices are perfect.’
Norman placed a portion of meat on his dish, sensing
with his nose the savoury content. Teresa smiled at the look of
contentment on his face. Gail looked up slowly, noting that
Bentonis and Trentarly were in deep conversation.
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‘Do you think they are business people?’ said Gail
quietly to Jim as she ate another portion.
‘Oh yes,’ replied Jim, glancing at their table for a
moment. ‘But what business?’
Bentonis took a portion of vegetable, along with a
spoonful of meat. ‘I wonder what this meat is?’
‘In a desert area it could be anything,’ replied Trentarly.
‘Best not to ask.’
‘You may be right but it does taste delicious,’ said
Bentonis, leaning forward slightly. ‘What are your feelings on
our other guests?’
‘Thespians,’ she said, after a quick glance at their table
then showing a puzzled look. ‘The girl assistant doesn’t seem
right.’
‘Do we seem like normal business people to them?’
Bentonis enquired with a grin.
‘Probably not,’ she replied. ‘We are all putting on a
front.’
‘They open at the weekend,’ said Bentonis. ‘We’ll go
and see them.’ He could feel the vibrations in his pocket from
the small flat-screen module. ‘I think I have a message coming
through.’ He took out the device and checked the screen. The
message read: JHK NOW LEAVING FOR MOTARMA. He placed the
module back into his pocket as he spoke. ‘Kinima is on his way
to Motarma.’
‘Things are getting interesting,’ said Trentarly with a
knowing look. ‘Do we follow him?’
‘I don’t think so. I’ll bet he heads straight to the house
on the desert.’
‘We could never get inside.’ She shook her head.
‘Maybe an illusionist could,’ he replied, glancing at Jim.
Trentarly suddenly became aware of his reasoning. He
would use the illusionist to get Pateshka out. ‘How do we do
that without blowing our cover?’ she asked, aghast at his
thinking.
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‘I don’t know, yet,’ he said, his mind turning over the
past events. ‘But I’m going to find out.’
After the meal Jim whispered a message to Gail. ‘Scan
A-B for Bentonis and Trentarly, Frosty. Find out who they
really are.’ Gail stood up and headed for the ladies room as
Jim spoke to Teresa and Norman.
‘Teresa, when Gail returns I want you to take her and
Norman to the Zarston warehouse and then return back to
your room.’
Teresa nodded as Norman’s eyes opened wide and his
face glowed, thinking of the ancient craft, but he dampened
down his enthusiasm because of Teresa. ‘More rehearsal?’ he
said with a wry smile. ‘I’m all for it.’
Gail returned and sat with her back to Bentonis and
Trentarly, placing the small flat screen monitor in front of Jim.
He quickly scanned the message which read: BENTONIS AND
TRENTARLY SECURITY OFFICERS FROM FRONDONA – INVESTIGATING
TERRORISM.
Jim nodded as Gail cleared the pad and placed it in her
pocket. ‘Frosty, Teresa is taking you and Norman back to the
warehouse for more magical encounters.’
Gail gave a slight nod, watching Norman finishing his
drink. ‘Ready when you are.’
On the other side of the room Trentarly drained the last
drops from her glass, placing it back on the table and giving
Bentonis a quizzical look.
‘You have an early night,’ murmured Bentonis to her. ‘I
still have some exploring to do.’
‘You’re not going to cause any problems?’ offered
Trentarly, knowing his fascination for the unknown.
‘No, of course not, just a friendly banter,’ he replied
nonchalantly, giving her a smile.
Gail, Norman and Teresa stood up, as did Trentarly.
‘Goodnight,’ said Gail cordially. ‘It’s been nice meeting
you.’
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Trentarly and Bentonis nodded to them as they left the
room. Trentarly left, leaving Jim and Bentonis to sit smiling at
each other.
‘Shall we?’ said Bentonis, beckoning to the tall
barstools. Jim nodded as they both sat down and ordered from
the barman who poured out two glasses and left by the door to
the rear of the bar. ‘How do you feel about the religious mania
down here?’ probed Bentonis, looking down at his glass.
Jim smiled for a moment before answering, leaning on
his elbow on the bar. ‘To me they are all just an audience, their
national and personal issues are not important.’
‘I see, you mean to tell me that you have no opinions in
regard to religious terrorism?’
‘No, I didn’t say that.’ Jim smiled again. The game was
on. The analogy to chess passed through his thoughts, a
verbal equivalent; Bentonis was pushing and probing with a
couple of pawns. Now I push my pawns up to his, he thought,
to see if there are any takers. ‘I think everyone has some
views. What are yours?’
‘Pretty average,’ Bentonis replied, blocking any moves.
‘And yours?’
‘The same,’ answered Jim.
All moves now stopped as the two men pondered over
the virtual board. Jim now had the advantage: he knew his
opponent’s true identity. Bentonis was still guessing as to the
real purpose of Jim’s visit to Motarma. He did not believe he
was just a performer.
Jim decided to push indirectly. ‘Of course I do not
accept any form of terrorism and like many others I find it
repulsive.’ He leaned again on the bar and lifted his glass,
taking two sips before placing it down again and letting the
silence play on his words.
Bentonis nodded his head in approval, looking deep into
Jim’s eyes. ‘I think this world is becoming a dangerous place
because of the religious instability.’
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‘Probably,’ replied Jim, showing his mournful face. ‘It is
very difficult to combat.’ Two pawns have been pushed
forward and taken by both sides, thought Jim. Now it gets
interesting doing battle for the king with the queens, knights,
bishops and rooks.
‘The question is, should we try and combat religious
tyranny?’ Bentonis slumped on his stool, allowing the small
back portion to support him.
‘Possibly,’ continued Jim. ‘I suppose it depends on your
method of combat.’
‘Interesting, how would you deal with it?’
‘I’m no expert of course,’ said Jim, scratching his head
and affecting uncertainty. ‘I wouldn’t think you could fight with
conventional methods.’
‘Why not?’ asked Bentonis, leaning forward.
‘In answer I feel it is because you are dealing with a
supernatural doctrine believed by an obsessive, blinkered,
blind congregation that feeds on emotion.’
‘Isn’t all war highly emotive?’
‘Yes, but this is a subversive guerrilla war, the enemy
only identified by its purpose.’
Bentonis stared at his drink for a moment after Jim’s
last statement, his face blank. ‘Are you saying it will defeat us
in the end?’
‘No,’ replied Jim, enjoying the debate. ‘It is a slow war,
not everyone will want to be converted and those that do will
wish to live a more liberal life, not encased in man’s notion of
religion.’
‘You can only fight an idea with an idea?’
‘It’s not as simple as that, but yes that would be a good
start.’
‘The authorities do catch these terrorists.’
‘Yes, and from the fervent followers of the religion it is
seen as persecution.’
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‘Are you suggesting that the authorities do not arrest
these young people?’
‘No I’m not, but they have had their teaching from a
higher authority, the clerics. That is where religious terrorism is
created and nurtured.’
‘I like your line of thought,’ said Bentonis becoming
light-hearted. ‘I’m from Frondona. What part of the country do
you come from?’
A change of attack, thought Jim, swinging round on his
stool to face Bentonis. ‘I’m not from around here,’ said Jim,
now relating his second cover story. ‘I’m from the continent of
Eporin, the country of Kramner.’
‘That’s on the northern tip, isn’t it?’ replied Bentonis with
a trick question.
‘No, actually it’s the southern tip,’ Jim answered, quickly
grinning and then looking surprised.
‘Of course,’ agreed Bentonis, his eyes closed and head
shaking. ‘I was never good at geography. Do you have terrorist
problems in Eporin?’
‘Much the same as here,’ said Jim vaguely. ‘But not as
many named religions.’
‘Yes,’ explained Bentonis thoughtfully. ‘Do you know at
the last count there were thirty-five religions related to the
Creator?’
‘Really,’ said Jim with a genuine surprised look on his
face. ‘I didn’t know there was so many. Another drink?’
Bentonis nodded.
‘More drinks please, barman,’ Jim shouted at the door
to the rear.
There was a silence for a while as the barman entered
and poured more drinks into their glasses. He then departed
once more into the room at the back.
‘Frondona is a big city, are you troubled by the religious
anarchists?’
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‘There are the occasional bombing atrocities. After all,
Frondona is the capital of Acirem,’ Bentonis replied hesitantly.
Jim decided to venture further into the game with a
leading question. ‘I suppose the authorities there would be
worried by an escalation of religious fervour?’
Bentonis’s eyes moved away from Jim and up to the
right and he slowly sighed. ‘I presume they would,’ he said
reluctantly, not wanting to progress any further and wishing he
has not entered into the ‘home town’ discussion.
‘The next step by the terrorists is one I don’t want to
think of,’ murmured Jim in low tones as he gazed into his drink,
intensifying the conversation.
Bentonis blinked twice, his eyes narrowing for a
moment as he stared at Jim. ‘I don’t understand,’ he said
blandly, not really wanting to know.
‘Well,’ continued Jim, clasping his hands together on
the bar top and then glancing sideways at Bentonis. ‘I would
think that the advent of a nuclear weapon would be
devastating in the hands of a religious fanatic.’
For a moment Bentonis had glazed eyes and a look of
disbelief. He quickly composed himself and grinned, but his
eyes betrayed his thoughts. He now urgently wanted to know
Jim’s hidden agenda and had thoughts that his own cover had
been compromised. Did Jim know who he really was? He
declined to answer and shrugged his shoulders.
Several moves into play, thought Jim, I’m threatening
your king. ‘It’s reasonable to assume that with many countries
having nuclear weapons, a standoff is achieved,’ continued
Jim in a low, assertive voice. ‘No country wishes to attack
another because all their people and cities would also be
reduced to dust. This is a terrifying reminder to the leaders of
those countries to behave responsibly. But if a nuclear weapon
was set off in the heart of a city, retaliation is difficult if not
impossible.’
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Bentonis nodded in agreement. ‘That is sound logic, but
how do you stop it?’ he asked, still with a smile on his face.
‘Good intelligence,’ replied Jim, grinning back. ‘All
nuclear weapons have a radioactive source and can be picked
up by scanning meters.’
‘You are quite knowledgeable for an illusionist,’ said
Bentonis quietly, his eyes almost closing.
He is worried, thought Jim. He needs to know more
about me. But now it’s his move. ‘I try to keep up with current
affairs.’
Bentonis thought for a moment and then stood up. ‘It’s
time for a visit; I need to go to the men’s room.’
‘A good idea,’ replied Jim, standing up as Bentonis
gestured with his hand for him to go first.
As they entered the room, Bentonis grabbed Jim’s right
arm, swinging him round close and shoving a pistol into his
chest. Jim took a deep breath as his back thudded against the
wall behind him.
That’s the move, thought Jim, still smiling. He’s putting
me in ‘check’.
‘That’s not very nice,’ said Jim, his face showing a blank
expression.
‘Now tell me who you really are?’ asked Bentonis in a
low cautious voice.
‘Why don’t you tell me who you really are?’ replied Jim.
‘I think I have the upper hand,’ said Bentonis, glancing
down at the gun in his clenched fingers.
‘But I have the lower hand,’ retorted Jim, glancing down
at his own gun which in turn was prodding Bentonis’s stomach.
This must be stalemate, thought Jim, the end of the game.
For a moment Bentonis had a look of surprise on his
face and then he grinned sheepishly. ‘I knew that you were not
just an illusionist,’ he said.
‘I knew that you were not just a businessman,’ retorted
Jim. ‘I don’t think we’re going to kill each other either.’ He
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nodded to the weapons below and both men withdrew their
guns and holstered them.
‘You’re a devious one,’ said Bentonis, throwing off his
cover. ‘I am an intelligence officer from Acirem.’
‘I am an intelligence officer from the country of
Kramner,’ replied Jim, throwing off his second cover.
They strolled back to the bar and sat down on the
stools, once again sipping at their drinks. Jim was pleased the
first game was over and they could liaison agent to agent, his
real identity still under wraps.
‘I am here on a mission,’ said Bentonis. ‘We have a
young operative working undercover in the big house. ‘We
may be able to help each other.’
‘Is the big house involved in terrorist training?’ Jim
asked, curious to know if this was the source of the bombings.
‘No positive proof as yet, but our young operative has
found a coded door that leads to the under building,’ explained
Bentonis. ‘He has an open transmitter implanted in his neck
that broadcasts all conversations.’
‘But you can’t contact him?’
‘No, and if they discover his identity they’ll kill him.’
Jim was quiet for a moment as he thought: I wonder if
this is where the nuclear weapon trainers are based? It was
commendable that Bentonis was obviously keen to rescue his
man but waiting for proof of terrorist activity. He decided to
activate one of the sophisticated scanners under his control
and in a few hours he would have the answer.
‘Is your man in any immediate danger?’
‘Not as yet,’ said Bentonis, ‘but that could change
quickly.’
‘I think when that need is near we can possibly conjure
up an illusion.’ Jim smiled.
Relieved, Bentonis nodded in appreciation but then
looked stern. ‘Our intelligence reports one of the suspected
terrorist leaders is already on his way down,’ he warned.
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Jim was surprised for a moment as he sat back on his stool.
‘He is a man who was once in your business.’ He paused and
then said slowly and with emphasis, ‘Jel Hal Kinima.’
Bentonis looked puzzled for a moment then nodded in
recognition. ‘Two illusionists together, what information you
could prise from him.’
‘I must ask that all contact with this man must be done
my way.’
‘Of course. I would not know how to deal with a man of
magic.’ Bentonis had a good feeling as the two then shook
hands. ‘Here’s to a successful operation.’
Jim had gained an ally without revealing his true identity
but the way forward was not going to be smooth. His identity
and technology had to remain hidden and protected. ‘It’s time
to turn in,’ he said as he moved to the door. ‘I shall arrange an
escape pod for your man.’ He departed and moved quickly to
his room. Pulling the communication module from his pocket
he contacted Bandotti.
‘I need to have a look inside the big house on the
desert. Has the building been scanned?’
‘It has,’ replied Bandotti, quickly finding the details on
his pod. ‘The basement shows active gunfire and personnel
movement. It looks like a terrorist base.’
‘Transmit two matter transformer sheets in there. One in
the basement area and one on the ground floor, so I can enter
and exit at any time. You know the procedure: stick them in
some dark corner.’
Bandotti laughed. ‘I always said you had a dark side.
They will be placed there within two hours and I’m sending the
coordinates to receive and transmit now.’
Jim looked down as the information scrolled across his
module. ‘Thank you Jack, how are Gail and Norman?’
‘They’re doing a great job, Jim. The information we are
receiving is slow but phenomenal. Gail is very excited.’
‘Gail, excited?’ queried Jim. ‘How do you know?’
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‘She smiles a lot and actually enjoys the challenge of
advanced technology.’
‘That is something new, the smiling I mean. Tell them I’ll
see you all soon.’ Jim switched the module off and lay down
on the bed. ‘It’s been an unusual but productive evening!’
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Chapter 5

Pateshka looked around for a moment as he sat on his bed.
He was now alone, studying the books of doctrine that lay
before him. The senior boy who had been with him had been
called away for a while, leaving instructions for him to stay in
the living quarters. He decided to take a walk to the door,
clutching one of the books in his hand. He reached the door
and opened the book, staring at it for a moment and then
glancing round; there was no one there. He turned into the
north corridor and passed the church training school on his
right, still glancing at the book. He reached the centre of the
great building and looked at the large circular stairway before
him.
All was quiet: there was not a sign of any activity on the
stairway or in the six corridors around the stairway well. He
turned left, taking the third corridor and still glancing at the
open book in his hands. He could not understand why it was
so quiet. They must all be at the other end of the building, he
thought, moving quickly along the corridor. At the end of the
corridor was a steel-framed door, encased with glass, to its
right another door with a small keyboard box at its centre
displaying the numbers 0 to 9.
He looked around then placed his ear to the door,
hearing distant muffled voices and the sounds of gunshots.
‘There is a door leading to the basement,’ he whispered
just loudly enough for the transmitter in his neck to detect his
voice. ‘It has a coded lock.’ He heard the sound of voices in
the corridor and immediately looked down at the book and
walked towards them. They took no notice as he walked past
and they continued walking to the coded door. He moved
quickly away, still gazing down at the book and entered the
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corridor leading to living quarters where a hand grabbed his
shoulder.
‘Where have you been?’ hissed Tameer.
‘I was just reading the book,’ Pateshka replied
innocently, seeing the fury and alarm in Tameer’s eyes.
‘Where did you go?’
‘Just up the corridor to the locked door while I was
reading my book.’
‘That door is only for senior clerics. If Taggelli were to
see you or find out that you had been wandering, we would
both be in serious trouble.’
‘I was only reading the book—’
‘Do you understand?’ Tameer snapped.
‘Yes,’ Pateshka replied, realising that Tameer was
genuinely fearful for his life. ‘I have never been there.’
Tameer relaxed his grip on Pateshka’s shoulder and his
face returned to normal. ‘You do not mention this ever again to
anyone, is that understood?’
Pateshka nodded and Tameer seemed to relax,
ushering him into the living quarters.
‘Now study, but do not leave these quarters.’
*
*
*
It was later in the day that the large car containing Jel Hal
Kinima arrived at the house to be quickly ushered through the
gates to the waiting Taggelli.
‘Greetings to you, Jel Hal Kinima,’ said Taggelli.
‘Greetings to you, Master Cleric Taggelli.’
‘Do you wish to see the three trainees?’ said Taggelli as
they entered the large building and Kinima moved towards the
hidden panel.
‘I do.’ Kinima stopped at the hidden entrance. ‘But at
this time I will view their progress through the hidden room.’
Taggelli nodded as he opened the panel and Kinima
stepped in. ‘I will arrange refreshments and move the boys to
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the observation area,’ he said, watching the panel closing
behind the disappearing Kinima. The smile left Taggelli’s face
as hurried along the corridor. The visitor was disrupting his
day, causing his temper to erupt.
Kinima sat in the left armchair position, clear to view
through the glass-panelled wall. He watched the instructors put
the boys through several training exercises that involved
shouting out and chanting religious slogans. Kinima believed in
the Creator and worshipped in his own way. He was still
unclear in his own mind on whether repetition was necessary
using the Creator’s name to stimulate belief and compliance.
Notari used the religion as a weapon and created the training
schedules to instil discipline and absolute obedience, not to
him but to the unseen God. Worshipping the supernatural in
this way, the believer never questioned his own instincts even
though fallible humankind dictated motivation and action.
The boys and their instructors on the other side of the
glass portal made a quick exit as Taggelli ordered them from
the basement. Tameer, Dotani, and Malasca entered, each
carrying a backpack. They bowed their heads for a moment in
prayer and then quickly connected the backpacks together
with the two extensions. This was the first time Kinima had
seen the mockup of the nuclear weapon and was impressed
with the simplicity of design. The boys began another prayer
as Taggelli looked into the glass wall and nodded. Taggelli and
the boys departed and the other trainees re-entered, filling the
air with the sound of action and mobility.
Taggelli entered the hidden room, carrying a tray with
food and drink. He placed it on the table between the chairs as
Kinima beckoned him to sit.
‘I did not realise that the weapon of mass destruction was
such a simple design,’ said Kinima, pouring a drink and tasting
some fruit.
‘It is indeed,’ replied Taggelli, seating himself in the other
chair. ‘The boys have mastered it quickly.’
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‘I have not come down to spy on you, Taggelli,’ Kinima
said in gentle tones watching his face. It was a cruel face with
the staring eyes of an extremist. ‘I was asked to state my
opinion on the readiness of the boys and to stay for several
days.’
‘They will be ready within two weeks,’ said Taggelli,
blinking twice from his staring eyes. ‘But I hope you
understand, it is their frame of mind I am working on, not the
technicalities.’
Kinima nodded, chewing on the grapes in his mouth and
staring at Taggelli to reveal more. ‘If their minds are not
nurtured enough with the will to succeed and hatred toward
unbelievers, they will fail.’
A small robed figure entered behind them. Taggelli stood
bending slightly as the man whispered in his ear. Taggelli
nodded and the man scurried away.
‘It seems we have another visitor arriving,’ he said.
‘Another visitor!’ exclaimed Kinima in surprise. ‘I know of
no one else.’
‘Our leader Kra Beto Notari sends his greetings and
informs us that Sol Beta will be arriving within the hour. He
shall stay for a few hours for you to observe his meeting with
the boys.’ Taggelli looked at Kinima for a reaction but found a
blank face.
‘Then I shall observe as requested,’ answered Kinima,
showing no sign of his agitated mind. ‘I shall stay here and
observe through the portal with you at my side.’
‘We shall take them to the interview room to the left,’ said
Taggelli, pleased at being allowed to witness the meeting and
gesturing to a window on the side wall showing the room.
‘Shall I arrange for you to meet Sol Beta?’
‘No, that will not be necessary,’ replied Kinima, knowing
that Notari had arranged the meeting without informing either
himself or Taggelli. It was part of the Notari scheme for
throwing people together to watch their reactions and to see
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what developed. ‘I will tell you truthfully, Taggelli; I do not care
to be in the company of Sol Beta. Unlike us, who have a
religious background with stability and discipline, he is a
maverick who would succumb to the highest bidder.’
‘Why is he being allowed to interview the boys?’ enquired
Taggelli, agreeing with Kinima.
‘I presume to find out if your nurturing has been
successful.’
Taggelli said nothing but Kinima sensed that he was
annoyed.
‘I shall go and prepare the boys,’ grunted Taggelli,
moving to the door. ‘I have decided to stay with them through
the interview and will return later.’
‘Taggelli, do not look directly into his eyes,’ warned
Kinima gently.
Taggelli laughed. ‘Thank you for the warning but I
consider my will stronger than his.’
Kinima nodded, watching the other man leave the room
and settled back in his chair in deep thought.
My wife shall have revenge on those that caused her
death, he mused. I shall have no sympathy for them or their
government. I no longer have a heart nor love for no one.
The thoughts consoled him for a while until the thought of
Sol Beta returned. Sol Beta was a hypnotist with no scruples
or conscience who could uncover the secrets of the mind and
bare them to others. His eyes fluttered for a moment and then
he dozed.
The sounds to his left awoke him abruptly thirty minutes
later as two men entered the interview room bringing in four
chairs and a table. He stared into the room through the oneway glass window, impressed by the clarity of sound reaching
his ears. There was a period of no activity for the next twenty
minutes and then Taggelli entered with the boys behind him.
He sat them behind the table and placed a chair for Sol Beta
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on the other side, then seated himself in the far corner. The
boys said nothing but their eyes betrayed their fear of Taggelli.
After several minutes, a robed figure entered, gesturing to
the chair at the table. Sol Beta walked in as the door closed
behind him. The strong lights directed downward on the table
placed him in a darkish silhouette. The boys stared at him in
awe. He glanced for a moment at Taggelli and then moved
forward into the light, his eyes prominent with a piercing gaze.
‘There is nothing to be afraid of,’ he said in a gentle but
commanding voice. ‘I have been asked to talk to you all.’
Kinima smiled. Sol Beta was good but Taggelli was no
fool. He had seated himself in the darkest corner of the room,
still with a commanding presence over the boys.
The boys seemed mesmerised as they watched Sol Beta
entwine both hands and then stretch them forward with the
knuckles towards him.
‘I want you to do what I have just done. Clasp your hands
together and extend your arms, turning the palms away.’
The boys each mimicked his action, staring at their
hands. ‘Your fingers are so strong that they feel as if they are
stuck together with glue. Feel the glue taking effect. You
cannot release your hands: they are completely stuck
together.’
The strain on their faces showed as they tried to pull their
hands apart grunting with the tension.
Sol Beta moved around the table behind them, still
talking, his voice low and gentle. ‘Your hands are now
completely stuck together and cannot be released. Listen
carefully to my voice.’ He slowly walked behind, staring at their
hands. Reaching Dotani, he stopped for a moment then
suddenly and without warning grabbed each wrist, pulling the
hands apart. ‘We must not pretend,’ he whispered, holding
Dotani's shoulders and hauling him to his feet. ‘Please wait
outside.’
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For a moment, Dotani hesitated, looking towards Taggelli
who nodded in approval. Then he slowly left the room.
That is the first failure, thought Kinima with a smile. Not
all people can be easily hypnotised. Nevertheless, he also
knew that Sol Beta would find some other way of gathering his
information.
Sol Beta turned his attention to Malasca and Tameer.
‘Unclasp your hands and when I touch you on the shoulder
you will sleep.’ He watched intently as he lightly tapped
Tameer, whose head fell forward, his eyes closed. The same
touch on Malasca brought the same reaction.
‘Just listen to my voice and put out all other thoughts.
Concentrate on my voice. When I touch your hand, you will
wake up and answer any questions I ask.’
Sol Beta took a quick glance at Taggelli as he moved
around the table once more. He touched the hands of Tameer
and Malasca, causing their heads to rise with eyes staring
ahead blinking now and then. ‘You are now going back in time
to your tenth birthday. Do you remember that day?’
Both boys nodded in unison with tears flowing from
Malasca’s eyes.
Sol Beta frowned for a moment and then continued. ‘Why
do you cry, Malasca?’
‘My father and mother are dead, killed in the war zone,’
Malasca blurted out and started to sob.
Sol Beta touched him on the shoulder and his head fell
forward in sleep. ‘What are you doing, Tameer?’
‘I am playing games with my friends.’ A look of joy came
on his face.
‘Where do your friends come from?’
For a brief moment, Tameer looked puzzled. ‘They are all
from the same orphanage as me.’
‘You will go forward to your fifteenth birthday. What is
happening around you?’
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A look of great sadness came over his face. ‘I have to
leave the orphanage to make room for younger boys.’
‘You will now go forward to the day you entered this big
house. Tell me what you see and feel?’
Tameer turned his head to the left and the right and then
stared forward. ‘They are kind; they give me food, new clothes
and a bed. They are teaching me of the great Creator and all
that is holy.’
‘Now move forward to yesterday,’ murmured Sol Beta
soothingly. ‘Tell me what you are thinking.’
Tameer’s eyes blinked rapidly for several seconds before
he spoke. ‘Master Cleric Taggelli has chosen me to lead a
special mission against the unbelievers,’ he said proudly.
For a moment, Kinima jerked upright in his chair,
watching the shadowy figure of Taggelli in the corner of the
room. Isn’t he worried that the true aspect of the mission may
be divulged? he thought, reviewing his own briefings. Of
course, the nuclear weapon aspect had not been revealed to
the boys yet. He relaxed and sat back in his chair.
‘Tell me more,’ continued Sol Beta.
‘We strike for the Creator,’ yelled Tameer, standing and
raising his arms in the air. ‘The unbelievers will die! Hail to the
Creator! Bring us a great victory! Show us a great sign!’
Sol Beta, startled for a moment by the patriotic outburst,
stopped him by tapping on his shoulder.
Tameer sat down and his head fell forward in sleep.
‘That boy is very loyal to his cause,’ said Sol Beta, turning
his head towards Taggelli and tapping on the back of
Malasca’s hand. In the shadows, Taggelli gave a sly grin and
nodded his head in acknowledgement. Malasca moved his
head upwards, staring straight ahead.
‘Tell me, Malasca, what do you know of Tameer?’
‘He is my friend,’ said Malasca nervously. ‘He is our
leader.’
‘Is he a good leader?’
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Malasca paused for a moment, his eyes blinking. ‘He tells
us what is needed and we do it. He is too dominant in his
thinking and overpowering in his actions.’
‘Tell me about your mission?’
Malasca’s eyes opened wide. ‘It is of great importance.
We shall strike the enemies of the Creator with our great
cause. Hail to the Creator! Death to all enemies! Victory will be
ours!’
Sol Beta touched his shoulder and his head again fell
forward. ‘They are both loyal to your cause,’ said Sol Beta to
Taggelli. ‘I will awaken them. Tameer and Malasca, when I
count to five you will awaken from your sleep and will not
remember anything of your interview. One, two, three, four,
five.’
The two boys sat upright, looking around the room and at
each other, waiting for instructions.
‘You will both leave the room,’ said Taggelli, still keeping
his position in the darkened corner and waiting until the boys
had left. ‘What do you intend to do with Dotani?’
Sol Beta scratched his chin for a moment, annoyed at
Taggelli and eager to look in his eyes. He looked into the
gloom, trying to focus on Taggelli’s face. ‘I will try once again
with another method and if that fails I can question him
normally.’
‘Very well,’ said Taggelli as Sol Beta moved towards him.
‘Bring in the other boy now.’
Sol Beta stopped, looked at his watch, then headed for
the door. He opened the door and beckoned Dotani back into
the room, seating him once again.
‘You have a very strong mind, Dotani,’ he stated smiling
as he walked up and down in front of the table. From his
pocket, he took out a brightly polished silver locket on a chain.
‘This is a holy locket of the Creator.’ He continued walking up
and down, swinging the chain slightly in the air, keeping it
within view of Dotani’s eyes. ‘This locket is captivating. It is so
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beautiful to look at that your eyes are becoming transfixed
upon it. Watch the movement as it swings in the air. It is hard
to turn your eyes away from it. It shines so brightly.’
Taggelli and Kinima had already diverted their eyes from
the alluring, swinging chain. Dotani was locked into its view,
following Sol Beta who stopped in front of Dotani, still swinging
the chain gently. Dotani’s head was now in rhythm with the
movement.
‘Watch it sway to the left, to the right,’ he repeated
several times, still moving the chain. ‘Now fall gently to sleep
as I snap my finger.’ Dotani's head slowly fell upon his chest,
his eyes closed. ‘With certain people it takes a little longer,’ he
sighed, putting the locket and chain back in his pocket and
turning towards Dotani. ‘You will now go back in time to a year
ago. Tell me where you are?’
Dotani’s head leaned forward and a frown appeared on
his face. ‘I am in the marketplace in Motarma.’ He started to
laugh and then stopped. ‘Malasca has just stolen some bread
and we are running from the fat policeman.’
‘Did he catch you?’
Dotani laughed again more heartily. ‘No, he is too fat to
jump over walls.’ His hands then clenched on the side of the
chair and he sat back with a look of terror on his face.
‘What is happening now?’ enquired Sol Beta as he leaned
forward and looked into the boy’s glazed, staring eyes.
‘Two soldiers have guns pointed at our heads.’
‘What do they say?’
‘We must never come into the marketplace again or we
will disappear, never to be seen again.’ He started, breathless,
panting with the stress, and a wet patch appeared on his
trousers. ‘They have let us go, we must run.’
‘You will now go to the day that you entered the big house
by the desert.’
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Calmness came over Dotani as he relaxed back in the
chair. ‘It is good. We have new clothes and plenty of food and
drink,’ he said happily. ‘Now we are to learn about the Creator.’
‘You will now wake up as yesterday morning.’
Dotani stretched his arms above his head, yawning
several times and then laughed. ‘Malasca has fallen out of his
bed.’
‘What did you do in the afternoon?’
‘We tried on the special backpacks.’
Kinima became alarmed at the questioning. The nuclear
aspect was still unknown to the boys, although they accepted
the explosion of a large bomb. To question too deeply could
jeopardise the mission.
‘Do you know what is in the backpacks?’
‘Of course, it is a big bomb.’
‘How do you know?’ Sol Beta was now probing to gain
more answers.
‘We are joining them together.’
Kinima was now standing up in annoyance and disbelief.
Taggelli stopped the next question.
‘Sol Beta, we now need to know only of his loyalty,’ he
stated loudly. ‘Please direct your questions in that area.’
Kinima relaxed. He could hardly believe the brazenness
of the man in trying to secure details of the mission. If he knew
the real mission details, he thought, he would probably sell
them to the highest bidder.
Sol Beta smiled and shook his head to one side in a
humble approach, looking at his wristwatch. ‘Of course, I
apologise profusely. Dotani, what do you think of your
mission?’
Dotani became quiet, not showing the exuberance of the
two other boys. ‘We shall not fail. We shall carry out the
mission to the glory of the Creator. We shall show the
unbelievers their error.’
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‘Thank you, Dotani,’ said Sol Beta, concluding the
interview. ‘When I tap you on the shoulder you will awaken and
remember nothing of the interview.’ He then touched his
shoulder as Dotani blinked twice and looked around the room
and down at his trousers.
‘You may go back to your quarters,’ ordered Taggelli to
Dotani who quickly left the room. He then turned to Sol Beta.
‘Your findings?’
‘The boys are loyal to your cause, they will carry it out
without question. Tameer and Malasca are vehement in their
behaviour, Dotani less so, but still highly focussed.’
‘Thank you, Sol Beta. If you follow my cleric you may go
and eat.’
‘Thank you, Master Cleric Taggelli,’ said Sol Beta, looking
at his wristwatch again. ‘I have a taxi coming for me in five
minutes. I have other business to attend to.’ Taggelli nodded
as the cleric outside took Sol Beta to the entrance.
Kinima used the phone on the wall, dialling the special
number to Kra Beto Notari. There was much clicking and
hissing as the call wound its way through the various
exchanges, followed by a ringing tone and then a large click.
‘Yes,’ he heard Notari’s voice in the distance.
‘Interview finished. All are loyal. Sol Beta found out about
the linking.’
‘Everything is taken care of. I will see you soon.’ The
phone went dead as Kinima placed the receiver back on the
wall. He shuddered for a moment, knowing the deeds of
Notari. The man was ruthless and single-minded in his
dealings, not a man to defy or upset.
Outside a large car slowly stopped at the gates, the driver
winding down the dark glass window. ‘Mr Sol Beta?’ he said
smiling.
Sol Beta nodded and got into the back, next to a man with
a gun pointing at him as the car sped off at great speed.
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‘There must be some mistake,’ he blustered. ‘I thought
you were my taxi.’ The man in the hooded robe with the
swarthy face grinned, making him nervous. ‘Perhaps you
should look into my eyes.’ The man then raised his arm in the
air and brought the barrel of the gun crashing down on Sol
Beta’s head.
Sol Beta would now disappear, never to be seen again,
just part of the growing statistics of missing persons in
Motarma in the country of Acirfani.
***
Gail and Norman approached the Zarston warehouse and
entered through the security doors. Normal procedure followed
as their bodies took a scan in between the first and second
doors before they were allowed entry. Tara once again met
them at the other side of the inner doors and took them to the
locked room holding the matter transmitter–receiver. She then
locked them in and left the area.
Norman looked at the large metal sheet standing
against the wall. ‘Clever stuff,’ he said, gesturing to Gail to
enter.
She stuck in her left arm, watching it merge and
disappear inside the plate, like plunging into a bowl of treacle.
She then stepped through, as if melting into the substance.
‘This is technology at its best,’ he murmured in
appreciation as he stepped through and stood next to Gail.
Trent met them as they entered through the door of the
craft. ‘Good to see you again,’ he said, throwing his head back
and clearing his long unruly hair from his face. ‘The boss is
ordering some more parts. He’ll be along soon.’
‘Where would you like me to start?’ said Norman
eagerly.
‘The boss asked me if you would concentrate on the
power sources. We have to be careful. If full power was
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suddenly unleashed, it could blow every circuit on the craft.’
Norman thought for a moment. ‘Do we have an EPDR
that I can use?’ Trent looked puzzled. ‘What is that?’
‘An energy power dimmer regulator.’
Trent handed him a communicator. ‘Here, contact Tara
in the warehouse.’ Norman took the phone and strolled away a
few yards speaking to Tara. ‘Miss Farmer, would you like to
follow me to the flight deck?’
Gail nodded as they started up the long smooth
corridor. ‘It’s a strange advanced technology: there are no
doors visible.’ As they reached the end of the corridor, he
stopped, touching the smooth wall in front. For a moment, it
rippled and then melted into an oval doorway.
Gail stared at the metal around the doorway. ‘It is
unusual,’ she said, touching it gently as the door became a
smooth wall again. ‘But is it really there?’ She stepped forward,
dissolving through the wall and disappeared from view.
Trent stood in amazement, his eyes wide open in
disbelief. Gail’s hand suddenly appeared through the wall. He
touched it with his hand and she grabbed his wrist and pulled
him through into the control room to look into her
expressionless eyes.
‘Just an illusion,’ she said blandly, ignoring his shocked
face.
He quickly looked back at the wall behind him. ‘You’re
right,’ he said smiling. ‘You take being a magician’s assistant
very seriously.’
Gail proceeded towards the two control chairs. ‘It is a
strange and magnificent craft,’ she said quietly, running her
hands across the panel.
‘When you sit down in one of the two forward chairs,’
advised Trent. ‘The power is activated, well, what power there
is.’
Although she never showed it, Gail was excited. To be
able to explore a craft that was three thousand years old was
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extraordinary. ‘We need a special scrutiniser,’ she said. ‘See if
we can get hold of a SCTR 100.’
Trent’s eyes stared ahead in deep thought. The 100
was a backpack twice the size of the 50. ‘I think Tara has one
in stores.’
‘Good,’ she said nodding, pleased with the news. ‘Now
we can use the holographic cameras to record all our findings.
The SCTR 50s can only project not record.’
‘Aren’t there time limits on the hard drive?’
‘Yes there are, but by recording carefully we can last
five to seven days. Can you ask Tara to order another five
urgently?’
‘That I will do immediately,’ Trent replied, asking the
obvious question. ‘What are you going to do now?’
She sighed, rubbing her hands together in anticipation.
‘I shall set up the SCTR 100, find a suitable powerpack from
our stores and then wait for Norman to sort out the power
relays.’
Gail set off for the stores as Trent moved down to the
huge technical bay below. Norman had already opened a
panel underneath the large gantry and was studying the outlay
of the power grid.
‘Where are you, Norman?’ Trent shouted as he entered.
‘Down here,’ his muffled voice shouted back. ‘I’m in the
maintenance inspection gantry below.’
Trent walked through the missing panel at full body
height, surprised there was so much room. He saw Norman at
the far end with a scrutiniser 50 on his back, surveying two
large-diameter transparent cables.
‘The three main powerpacks are dead,’ he said glumly,
turning to face Trent. ‘The only thing still working is this
emergency pack here.’
‘Can we get them working again?’ Trent asked
hesitantly.
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‘I doubt it,’ said Norman, pointing to a large crack some
twenty feet long in the side of the pack. ‘The bad news is the
three main packs are finished. The good news is that I can
possibly replace the emergency pack with one of ours if I can
figure out how to connect them internally and externally.’
‘Then let’s do it,’ said Trent eagerly.
Several hours later Gail had finished setting up the
small powerpack on the flight deck that powered the scrutiniser
100. ‘Alpha-Beta: replay check required.’
The large backpack sent spirals of blue light towards
her from several positions located on its front and then beyond
to the dead panels behind. It flickered and glowed then
receded, returning to the backpack. It then spoke. ‘Now in
replay.’ An exact replica of the scene was projected into the air
above the pack, showing Gail turning to the camera. ‘Playback
mode excellent,’ concluded the computer voice.
‘Well, now I’m ready,’ she murmured to herself as she
walked out of the control room and down to Norman below.
She found him and Trent covered in dust as they manoeuvred
a power source into position beside the craft’s emergency
powerpack.
‘We have the powerpack,’ said Norman, thinking aloud.
‘We have the energy power dimmer regulator, now we have to
link them together. But first we have to turn off their emergency
powerpack.’ He turned and smiled at Gail. ‘Any ideas, Frosty?’
She looked at the panel on the side of the large pack.
On it were six red lights pulsating. ‘Let’s see what happens if I
do this.’ She waved her hand over each red pulsating light in
succession. Nothing happened until the last one that activated
a keyboard of six light beams six inches in height streaming
from the panel. She placed her finger on the top of the first
beam and pressed inward, pushing the first red light out. She
then continued until all six lights were out as the powerpack
made a loud whirring sound and then stopped.
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Norman nodded. ‘Well done, let’s hope we can turn it
back on.’ He released a cable from the side of the pack. ‘This
is the outgoing, I think. Now we only have to figure out how to
connect this to our powerpack.’
‘Oh, I’m sure you’ll do it,’ replied Gail. ‘I’m going for
something to eat. I’m ready on my side.’
‘Give me an hour,’ said Norman. ‘I should have linked
them together by then.’
Two hours later he sat up, having been lying on the
floor in between the new powerpack and the alien emergency
energy generator. ‘Did your plugs and sockets work?’ he
enquired of Trent, rubbing the dust from around his eyes.
‘I’ve managed to patch it into the craft’s main input, but
it’s still slightly loose,’ replied Trent. ‘I’ve clamped them
together but their plugs and sockets are magnetic fixings of
some kind.’
‘It’ll do for the moment.’ Norman looked up at the large
cable plugged into the craft’s main power circuit. ‘We shan’t be
using full power so it should last for a while until we figure out
how to connect them properly.’ He started to key instructions
to the small black square box in between the circuit board and
the powerpack. ‘I’m setting the EPDR to twenty per cent of
power before we switch everything on. I’ll clear it with Frosty
first.’
After several technical adjustments, he spoke to Gail
over the communication system to verify her position in setting
twenty per cent. She confirmed that the alien emergency
powerpack was only working at four per cent and suggested
fifteen to start.
‘The final adjustment at fifteen per cent,’ he stated to
both Trent and his communicator. ‘Power on!’
A low constant humming sound came from the pack as
the power cables dimly lit up. Norman’s gaze fell on the
mockup power couplings; he reached up and gently touched
the outside of the connector.
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‘Are they hot?’
‘Just slightly warm.’ Norman smiled with relief, knowing
that everything was working correctly. ‘Now we can start work
trying to understand and open up some of the other circuits.’
Bandotti entered the flight deck and looked at the SCTR
100 set up on a tripod. ‘There are another five on the way for
tomorrow,’ he said, pleased with Gail and Norman’s input.
‘Trent informs me you now have fifteen per cent power?’
Gail nodded and gestured to the two front chairs. ‘I was
waiting for your arrival, sir,’ she said. ‘Shall we?’ As they both
sat down, the power activated and the front panel became
dimly lit, slowly spreading around the flight deck.
‘There must be an automatic start sequence in
progress,’ said Gail. ‘We should have energised the voice
command module.’ In front of her a bank of projected lights six
inches in length appeared. She touched the first one and a
large projected three-dimensional icon appeared at the centre
of the panel. It read: POWER SUPPLY/SELECT OPERATION.
‘I think you’ve found the controller for the power supply,’
said Bandotti, watching her finger on the light beam. She
continued to press the beam slowly down, creating two
different messages, automatic and manual, and taking her
finger off the light beam as the icon read: MANUAL. A small
blinking green projected light emerged to the right of the panel
indicating another icon, which read ENTER. She touched the
green and the icon read: NOW ON MANUAL.
‘It is a computer with a light-operated keyboard,’ she
explained, moving her hands on to the second beam of light. ‘I
have come across them once before.’ Bandotti nodded as she
worked her way through the beams of light. There were many
combinations including a language selector that had over five
hundred dialects. The selector tuned to Paternic from the
home planet Paterna was similar in content to the spoken and
written language of the Police Federation.
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Bandotti stood up and walked towards the door. ‘I wish
you luck, glad to have you here,’ he said, smiling at her
concentration. ‘I have other matters to attend to.’ He made his
exit as Gail threw up her hand in the air in recognition.
Gail was methodical in her actions, slowly going through
the light keyboard in rotation. The excitement consumed her.
She was normally cool and calm but adrenaline had kicked in
and her investigative instincts were fully aroused. This pushed
her learning instincts to the limit. There was no one to teach or
guide her. She was completely alone, learning as she
progressed. After an hour of intense concentration, she
relaxed and sat back in the large padded chair, slightly
exhausted. Each of the keys had six operational stops down
the stem of light, each occurring at one-inch intervals, and
each stop lead to another three-dimensional menu.
I must find the flight deck chronicler, she thought. She
continued again and finally reached the end button, finding no
stops on the stem. The light finally depressed activated
another keyboard to the centre consisting of six purple light
stems. Pressing the first stem, several words came up on the
menu, none of which she understood except ‘help’.
Highlighting the word ‘help’ she remembered the position of
‘enter’ and duly touched the light source.
The three-dimensional menu projecting from the middle
console disappeared, enlarging into a solid female hologram
slowly turning in a bubble of light some eight feet in diameter.
‘Please state your requirement,’ she said with a slight
amount of wobbly interference.
Gail stared upward as the image stopped and gazed
down towards the chair. ‘Please play the chronicler,’ she
stated, hesitantly hoping she had given a keyword.
‘Do not understand chronicler,’ said the hologram,
starting to turn again. It stopped and looked down after two
rotations. ‘Do you require music to play?’
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It understands ‘play’, thought Gail. ‘Please give me
other choices for play,’ she said cautiously.
‘Choices for play,’ replied the hologram. ‘Archivist or
anthology or annalist or registrar?’
‘Play archivist,’ said Gail, guessing at the right answer.
‘Please state period and registrar,’ said the image.
‘This is where I start pulling my hair out,’ murmured Gail
aloud.
The image spun for a second and then stopped. ‘Please
qualify hair.’
At this point the logic in computers becomes untenable,
she thought. If I belonged to their race of people, I would know
what to input. Let me try this.
‘The captain’s report,’ she said, hoping for recognition.
‘Archive reports from engineering, missions and Chief
Explorer Zartoft.’
Gail relaxed and sat back in the chair relieved at the
progress. ‘Let’s try Chief Explorer Zartoft,’ she said slowly as
the female hologram faded from view and the image of Zartoft
materialised. She watched with fascination as he started to
speak.
‘Chief Explorer Zartoft reporting. I have left Paterna and
am now twenty light years away.’ The image then faded and
stuttered as Gail made an effort to retain it.
***
The big house became quiet as the early morning approached,
ending the day’s busy activity. The corridors, dimly lit by small
working lights, cast large dark patches of shadow. In a
basement corner behind a large table a small circle of grey
light swirled for a moment slowly expanding to six feet in
height. The shimmering light formed into a rectangular shape
and then slowly solidified into a large plate of metal with a
cone on each corner. Upstairs on the ground floor in an
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unlocked storeroom behind several boxes a second plate
appeared.
The next morning Pateshka found he was alone for long
periods due to the intense training regime of the three
bombers. Three study sessions a day of one-hour duration
gave him a five-hour study and meditation period, occasionally
monitored by another cleric. The other clerics monitoring him
also had duties and timetables to fulfil. He was curious as to
the basement, not knowing that Bentonis was soon to receive
information of the training camp.
Left alone to study in the late afternoon he decided to
put on his cleric’s long robed habit with the large hood. With
the book open in his hands, he slowly strolled into the corridor
and walked up and down as if engaged in study. Several boys
passed him at various intervals as he kept well away from the
restricted area in case Taggelli was on the prowl. After an hour
of movement along the corridors, he made his way back to the
living quarters. He sat down for fifteen minutes trying to read
the doctrine of the Creator with his mind fixed upon the
basement.
I’m here to find out all I can, he thought, but the trauma
of detection filled him with apprehension. If I am caught, I
could lose my life and the source of information would end. He
pondered for a moment as one of the junior clerics entered to
collect a book.
‘Still studying?’ said the cleric, moving to the door again.
‘Keep at it.’
They are all very busy, thought Pateshka, moving to the
door and glancing both ways down the corridor. I have been
forgotten for the moment.
He decided to make his move and find out about the
basement. For the second time he wandered out into the
corridor as before with the book open in his hands. There were
more students walking that afternoon and he mingled in with
them moving in different directions. He observed that some of
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the boys did not even look in his direction – they were too
concerned with talking to each other.
He reached the circular stairway at the centre of the
building and walked around it several times, noting the two
soldiers positioned on the first floor. A group of clerics dressed
in their cloaks and hoods entered from the north corridor and
headed to the Great Hall. He followed behind, posing as one of
the group as they turned right into the restricted corridor. They
moved slowly, chattering incessantly until reaching the coded
door. The first one keyed in the numbers and the door opened,
allowing access. They moved down a staircase four storeys in
depth, approaching another door in the basement. He followed
on behind the boys, entering a corridor that ran from left to
right. In front was a large half-circular opening showing a vast
training area beyond.
He turned left down the corridor as the others entered
the training area. He was now alone and trying to think
rationally. I must find Tameer and the other two, he thought,
moving slowly ahead. There were rooms located down each
side of the long corridor and as he passed by, he saw many
young men like him, training with weapons. The end of the
corridor was now only one hundred and fifty yards away, a
large stone wall foundation. It was dark in the corner with a tall
cabinet set at an angle.
Glancing to his left, he suddenly stopped, startled by
seeing the three boys through a window. They stood in a line,
each with a backpack linked together. For a moment he froze,
staring through the glass at them. He was panting, his breath
coming in gasps of air in the grip of panic. His legs suddenly
responded by moving fast forward toward the corner and he
found himself squeezing in between the wall and the cabinet.
He collapsed, sitting on the floor, his back resting on the wall,
hidden behind the cabinet in the dark corner.
He closed his eyes and wished not to be there. I’m not a
spy, he thought, his breathing slowing down and returning to
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normal. I am just an observer, not tough enough to be doing
this job. I must report my findings back. Feeling more
composed, he glanced out through the side of the cabinet. The
corridor was still empty.
‘I have seen the three boys with backpacks on fitted
together,’ he murmured softly to himself, hoping that Drakus
was receiving the transmission. ‘It must be a big bomb. I am in
the basement that is being used for training.’
In the distance, he heard gunshots and shouting coming
from the large underground chamber. The corridor remained
quiet with no movement of personnel. It had been easier
gaining entry than it was to make an exit: there was no one to
mingle with on the way out. He was alone in the corridor. His
heart started to beat rapidly as he thought of his options. He
could either get out now, moving quickly to the exit door and
hoping to be undetected, or wait until the evening and slip out
when all was quiet. The second one he dismissed: his
absence would soon be noticed with no rational explanation.
He stepped from behind the cabinet, adjusted his hood
over his head, and strode up the corridor. He observed the
room containing the three boys who were still engrossed,
adjusting their backpacks. As he approached the doorway on
his right several boys appeared from his left, making an exit
from the large chamber. He moved in behind them as a blast
of cool air hit them from the front. For a second he raised his
head, looking at the air-conditioning unit fixed above the door
and then they were through, reaching the bottom of the
staircase.
Climbing the staircase, they reached the outer coded
door, moving through two abreast into the corridor beyond. He
was through. As they approached the spiral staircase, his
heart started to pound in his chest. On the first level above
was Taggelli, talking to another man with a soldier and a
sergeant standing behind. Pateshka scurried through into the
right corridor and back to the living quarters.
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On the balcony, Taggelli turned, gesturing with his hand
down the stairway.
‘Shall we go and eat?’ He glanced around at the clerics.
Kinima nodded, starting to move down the stairway.
‘At one point Sol Beta overstepped his authority,’ said
Kinima, watching both the stairs and Taggelli. ‘I was pleased
that you stopped him from going further.’
Taggelli was staring at all around him, watching the
movement of various clerics as they wandered the corridors. ‘It
is good to know that you agreed with my action,’ he replied
with a faint smile.
‘Sol Beta has a mercenary attitude, not a man to be
trusted. He works for the highest bidder and be of no doubt
that he would sell any secrets for a high monetary sum.’
‘I agree,’ replied Taggelli, his face showing no surprise.
‘I am alarmed that he was allowed to interview without
precautions.’
Kinima laughed, shuddering slightly at the thought of
what Notari, a man without a conscience, was capable of
doing. ‘Oh I am sure that precautions were taken by Kra Beto
Notari,’ he said quietly in a cryptic tone. ‘I doubt we shall see
Sol Beta again.’ Taggelli raised his eyebrows slightly in
surprise at the statement. ‘You have proved without a doubt
that your three recruits are ready in mind and body for their
mission.’
‘I thank you, Jel Hal Kinima,’ Taggelli replied, bowing
his head slightly and pleased with the recognition of his
success. They reached the entrance to the food hall and
stopped as a soldier carrying a message arrived, bowing his
head.
Taggelli read the message, his face distorting slightly
with rage. ‘You must excuse me, Jel Hal,’ he said, his face
returning to normal. ‘There is something I must attend to.
Please eat, I will join you later.’ He moved away quickly,
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heading for the basement. Kinima moved to his special table in
the food hall.
For twenty minutes, Pateshka sat on his bed breathing
deeply, happy at the thought of his survival. He was surprised
with the ease of entry and exit from the basement training
area. It could have been extreme luck but the relief showed on
his face. He carefully placed the books back on the shelf and
turned towards the door as Tameer entered. Pateshka smiled
for a moment, recalling the backpack moment and wanting to
question him, but remained silent.
‘Let us go to the food hall, Pateshka,’ said Tameer, his
face blank. ‘It is time to eat.’
After finishing the main course, a senior cleric entered,
standing at the door and beckoning to Tameer.
‘What have I done now,’ he groaned, standing up and
walking across the hall to speak to him. They stood conversing
for two minutes then Tameer nodded and gestured with his
hand for Pateshka to join him.
‘Follow me,’ he said as they moved out of the hall and
down the corridor.
‘What are we doing?’ enquired Pateshka, hurriedly
walking behind.
‘I don’t know,’ acknowledged Tameer. ‘We are going to
the basement.’
Pateshka raised his eyebrows in surprise at the
statement. I am being allowed access, he thought as he
moved swiftly behind Tameer. They reached the coded door
and passed through, moving down the stairway where an
armed soldier met them.
‘You may go and finish your meal,’ said the soldier.
‘Come with me.’ Now Tameer was surprised as he moved
back up the stairway, watching Pateshka moving into the
chamber. The soldier turned left down the corridor and
motioned with his hand to a side room. ‘Please sit, someone
will be with you in a moment.’
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Pateshka sat on the large swivel chair in the middle of
the room with a penetrating ceiling light above, his thoughts
muddled. On the wall at the back was a large TV monitor with
an operating panel below. He swung the chair round to face
the monitor and then back to the door.
The sergeant entered smiling. ‘Welcome to my office,’
he said, passing Pateshka who swung his chair round again to
face him. ‘I hope you are comfortable?’
Pateshka nodded, trying to imagine why he was there. ‘I
am,’ he replied, eyes wide and blinking.
‘Good,’ said the sergeant, operating controls on the
panel. ‘I want you to see this.’ A picture of the corridor outside
appeared on the screen showing several hooded figures
walking by. A slow panic began in Pateshka’s chest making
breathing uneasy. Another camera view showed from the
entrance as the group made their way out. For two seconds
the hooded figure at the back looked up at the camera,
initiating a fast close-up and freeze-framing. He was gazing at
a picture of himself.
His throat became dry, his body rigid in the chair. There
was no denying that the camera had captured his image
moving through the basement. It was now a proven fact and
there were no excuses to offer. He slumped in the chair for a
moment and then sat upright, trying to bluff his way through.
‘I know, Sergeant,’ he said, his voice sounding fragile
on his dry throat. ‘I shouldn’t have done it. I am not allowed in
this area.’
‘No you are not,’ responded the sergeant, offering no
other response and leaving Pateshka to continue.
‘It was excitement and I became curious as to what was
down here,’ he blustered, trying to think.
‘You were just curious?’ asked the sergeant cynically.
‘Let me show you the other pictures.’ The picture changed on
the TV monitor showing a lone hooded figure moving down the
corridor and into the corner shadows. The picture then
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backtracked and changed into night vision, showing the robed
figure sliding behind the cabinet. ‘Why did you go behind the
cabinet?’ said the sergeant coldly.
‘It was just instinct,’ responded Pateshka. ‘I was
frightened.’
‘You were just frightened?’
‘Yes.’
‘Then let me introduce you now to our very sensitive
sound monitor.’ Through the four speakers on the wall came
the sound of heavy breathing as the camera stayed on the
cabinet. His throat swallowed several times as he tried to
lubricate it in anticipation of what was to follow.
He then heard his own voice whispering behind the
cabinet. ‘I have seen the three boys with backpacks on fitted
together. It must be a big bomb. I am in the basement that is
being used for training.’
The sergeant then moved in front of him and, bending
down, stared into his face. ‘Why did you say that?’ he said
menacingly.
‘I don’t know,’ Pateshka replied. At that moment, the
chair spun round 360 degrees and he looked into the cold
merciless eyes of Taggelli.
‘Let me tell you why,’ said Taggelli quietly, then raising
his voice. ‘Because you are a spy.’ Taggelli raised the back of
his hand with clenched fist in the air to the left and then
brought it down across Pateshka’s face, causing a small trace
of blood to dribble down the side of his mouth. Two soldiers
came forward and clamped his arms to the chair as Taggelli’s
hate-twisted face stared downward.
‘I need to know who you are working for,’ he said as
one soldier handed him a whip and another took down the
back of the chair.
Pateshka, though very frightened, still kept up the
pretence. ‘I don’t know what you mean,’ he said, his head
slightly turned, looking down at the floor.
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Taggelli swung the tail of the whip across his back. The
sharp pain made him wince slightly. After another nine lashes
of unbelievable pain, he fainted. Within twenty seconds he
regained consciousness, looking out through hazy eyes.
‘Scan him,’ said Taggelli as one soldier held his legs
and the other moved a circular disc on the end of a rod with
wires attached to a monitor console. He worked slowly up the
body, covering his thighs, chest and back. Taggelli grabbed
Pateshka’s hair and flung his head down as the disc
progressed towards his neck. A high-pitched bleeper sound
came from the monitor as it reached the module.
‘Very clever,’ said Taggelli. ‘Take it out, Sergeant,
without damaging any arteries. I want him alive for a few more
hours.’ The sergeant took out a sharp-pointed knife and gently
inserted it under the skin, pulling out the sound module.
Pateshka’s face twisted with pain and he screamed. Another
soldier placed a pad on the bleeding portion of neck. The
sergeant gently cleaned the small pellet and handed it to
Taggelli.
‘It is a standard body implant,’ he said quietly.
‘Why was it not discovered?’ said Taggelli.
‘We do not body scan the boys,’ the sergeant
responded. ‘Our orders are to take away all their clothes and
footwear. We may pick up his conversation on the airways as
background sound.’
‘In future, Sergeant, all boys will be scanned,’ said
Taggelli, handing the pellet to him. ‘Place it in water so we can
evaluate it later.’ The sergeant placed it into a glass of water
by the sink in the corner as Taggelli turned again to Pateshka.
‘You will tell me the organisation you are working for by
tomorrow morning or I will have you taken to our crematorium
and burnt alive.’
Pateshka swallowed hard, thankful that for the moment
there was to be no more whip or torture. The soldier replaced
the back of the chair in its normal position, clamping his body
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and his legs as Taggelli moved to exit. ‘I have other matters to
attend to.’
The sergeant nodded as Taggelli left the room. ‘Many
boys have given him displeasure,’ said the sergeant to
Pateshka, sticking a small button on the arm of the chair within
finger reach. ‘But at least they were dead when they entered
the crematorium.’
Pateshka looked up at him through bleary eyes, saying
nothing.
‘If you wish to contact the guard, just press the button.’
***
On the middle day of the midweek at the Motarma Hotel, Jim
left his room and met Teresa in the corridor outside.
‘Let’s go down for the evening meal,’ he said, closing
the door behind him. They entered the dining area and sat
down at a table near the window as Bentonis and Trentarly
arrived, standing at the door talking quietly. Bentonis
acknowledged Jim with a nod and made towards him as
Trentarly sat down at another table.
‘I wonder if I might have a word privately with you, Jim,’
he said gently with a faint smile.
Jim knew instinctively something was wrong.
Moving over to a quiet section at the end of the bar
Bentonis’s face changed. ‘Jim I have to ask a big favour,’ he
said urgently, a painful look on his face. ‘My operative in the
big house is in great danger and will possibly be killed in the
morning.’
‘You want him out tonight?’ asked Jim, giving a blank
look, not revealing any emotion.
Bentonis nodded.
‘I have put certain plans into motion since we spoke,’ he
continued, emphasising every word. If I get him out it is on
condition that you must not ask or question how I did it.’
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'You have my word,’ acknowledged Bentonis, pleased
that Jim was going to attempt a rescue. ‘Is there anything you
wish me to do?’
‘Does your organisation have the capability to create a
diversion at a specific time?’
‘A diversion,’ said Bentonis, a puzzled frown appearing
on his face and then as if with a sudden idea. ‘We have spotter
aircraft.’
‘What are spotter aircraft?’
‘They are small model aircraft, capable of carrying
three small explosive devices. With four aircraft, we can drop
twelve over different parts of the grounds. The guards would
think someone had gained entry and were firing at them.’
‘Then do that at exactly 2 am,’ said Jim with a grin. ‘And
I will create magic within the house.’
Bentonis nodded, relieved that Jim was risking a
rescue. ‘At 2 am precisely the first aircraft will drop three
devices,’ he said. ‘The whole thing will probably last fifteen
minutes.’
‘The rescue will be implemented at that time,’ said Jim,
looking cautious and leaving a belief factor. ‘But it will be fortyeight hours before the full rescue is finished in two stages.’
Bentonis, knowing little of illusion, assumed that the
rescue of Pateshka included a hidden compartment in a
cabinet that would then be smuggled out of the building. ‘I
understand,’ he said gratefully. ‘We believe him to be
imprisoned in the basement.’
The two men shook hands and returned to their tables
for the evening meal.
‘He looks stressed,’ said Teresa as Jim sat down.
‘The food is worrying him.’ Jim leaned forward across
the table. ‘The soup gives him wind, making him grimace a lot.’
Teresa put a serviette to her mouth to stop herself from
choking with laughter.
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At ten in the evening, Jim gave Teresa instructions that
he was going to the warehouse and that she should check all
the props as they arrived in the morning. He then left in the
hovercar, taking precautionary evasive action against anyone
following.
Reaching the warehouse, he quickly negotiated the
scanning devices moving into the small room and activated the
matter transmitter that led into the cave. Once there he used
his communicator module and arranged a meeting with Gail,
Norman and Bandotti. Gail came out of the craft first, followed
by Norman and Bandotti.
‘Hi Jim,’ said Bandotti cheerfully. ‘Do you want to see
our progress?’
‘Yes, but not now. We have a little mission first.’
Gail nodded as Norman looked bleary eyed. ‘We are
going to make a rescue from the basement of the big house,
using one of the two matter transmission sheets located there.
Norman, check that they are in full working order, I don’t want
any mishaps. Frosty, I want a hyperspray that will knock out
this young man for twenty-four hours. He must not observe
what we are doing. Then another one when that runs out. Also
I want a surveillance disrupter.’ Gail nodded as Jim continued.
‘Jack, if you could make a bed available for this man I would
be grateful.’
‘We have three beds in the medical room,’ he said
quickly. ‘Two-hour observation periods from our medics are
available if you need it.’
‘Then do it,’ Jim ordered, looking at the time on his
communicator. ‘We go in at one minute past two, any
questions?’ They all shook their heads and then Gail and
Norman headed back to the warehouse.
‘Is this all to do with the nuclear threat?’ queried
Bandotti.
‘Indirectly,’ Jim replied. ‘We are rescuing a young man
who works for the security forces of Frondona. I may find it
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useful to use their resources at some time. They think I am an
agent from another continent and must never see who we
really are.’
‘That is a useful operational tactic.’
‘Jack, I may need your help in regard to another matter,’
Jim said seriously.
‘You have my utter loyalty.’
‘Good, because it may be tested to the limit.’
Bandotti looked confused but just nodded.
At five to two, Jim assembled with Gail and Norman in
the small room.
Norman checked the communicator setting coordinates
to the two plates in the house. ‘All checked, boss. We can
leave any time,’ he said, waiting for the command to enter.
‘Anaesthetic hypoid and video and sound disrupter,’ she
said, holding the two items in the air one in each hand.
‘Good,’ smiled Jim, a surge of adrenaline flowing
through him. ‘We are going to the basement, Nobby, precisely
at one minute past two.’
Norman nodded, adjusting the coordinates on the
handheld module as Gail observed the time.
‘Five seconds,’ said Gail, starting the countdown. ‘Four,
three, two, one.’ They all slid into the plate, Jim first, then Gail
and Norman. Passing through, they emerged into the dark
basement corridor.
Outside in the grounds of the house lit by downward
wall-erected floodlights, the guards could hear buzzing noises
in the darkness above. A slight panic in their ranks caused
them to shout at each other, looking nervously upward. The
first bang went off in a shadowy corner, provoking them all to
dive to the floor and fire their guns in that direction. An alarm
sounded in the barracks mobilising more soldiers to the area,
some firing indiscriminately into the air.
Gail activated the disrupter and the lights on the corridor
cameras began blinking intermittently. The armed soldier on
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duty ran up the staircase, disappearing from view. Jim nodded
to Norman and they moved rapidly up the passageway, finding
the room where Pateshka was strapped to the chair. As they
approached, Jim put his finger to his lips, indicating silence.
Pateshka showed the effects of abuse, having been subjected
to several beatings by the thuggish guard. His eyes could
barely stay open as Norman broke away the arm and leg
straps. Jim and Norman supported him on either side as they
returned to the matter transmitter sheet.
They stood for a moment in front of the sheet as Gail
sprayed Pateshka’s neck with the hyperspray which
immediately knocked him unconscious as Jim and Norman
carried him through sideways. On the other side, the medic
had a trolley waiting to take Pateshka away to the medical bay.
As Gail emerged through the matter transference plate
Norman deactivated it. The rescue had been a success. Jim
sent a message to Bentonis, not showing the reality of the
mission – first stage complete, second stage in operation and
now he could concentrate on Kinima.
The last model aircraft left the area of the house,
resulting in more small explosions that induced random
shooting by the confused guards.
The sergeant finally arrived and stopped the chaotic
nonsense of the skirmish. ‘Cease fire!’ he shouted in full view
from the small doorway underneath one of the floodlights.
There was an uncanny silence and then the last
firecracker exploded in the centre of the yard.
He walked across, bent down, and picked up the burnt
end of the cartridge. ‘Someone is using fireworks, you idiots,’
he yelled, holding it in the air.
The soldiers stared at his hand blinking stupidly.
Taggelli suddenly appeared behind the sergeant, his
robe swirling as he walked. ‘What is happening, Sergeant?’ he
said with a scowl which made the soldiers bow their heads.
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The sergeant handed him the spent cartridge.
‘Someone is playing games, Master Cleric.’
Taggelli gazed down at the burnt remnants, sudden
realisation on his face. ‘The prisoner,’ he hissed to the
sergeant. ‘Check the prisoner.’ The sergeant stood to attention
for a second and pointed to two men to follow him. They
rushed inside and moved into the basement with Taggelli close
behind. The duty soldier was running up and down the corridor
in a demented frenzy.
‘Where is the prisoner?’ demanded the sergeant angrily,
holding the lapels of the guard.
‘I was only away a few seconds,’ he gasped. ‘When I
returned he had gone.’
Taggelli stepped in front of the guard and unleashed a
blow to his face with the back of his hand. The man fell to the
floor, looking at him with great fear. ‘Search the place,’ he said
angrily. ‘I want everything turning inside out. They have to be
here somewhere.’
For two hours, the whole house and area was checked
and rechecked, a guard even rapping his knuckles on the
transmitter sheet now deactivated. They found nothing.
Taggelli sat in the room with the torture chair staring at the
wall. How did they do it? he thought. How have they
disappeared? He knew it was not possible to enter or exit the
house by normal means. The security was exceptional – it had
been devised and initiated by him. The soldiers had reported a
buzzing engine sound in the darkness above. The only
possible conclusion left was that somehow an airlift had taken
Pateshka from a dark area of the grounds. It was the only
explanation.
‘Have we checked all the surveillance and sound
tapes?’ he suddenly called out to the sergeant.
‘I have just completed the first scan,’ he said, still
operating the console. ‘Somehow everything has been
jammed.’
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Taggelli closed his eyes and hissed in exasperation.
‘Let me know when you have finished the complete scan.’
The sergeant bowed his head slightly as Taggelli left
the room. All the money he had spent on state-of-the-art
observation technology had, in this case, been useless.
At eight in the morning, he met Kinima in the food hall
for breakfast.
‘I hear you had a rather eventful night,’ prompted
Kinima as he sipped some hot tea.
‘I uncovered a spy, a new boy at the beginner’s stage,’
replied Taggelli. ‘We held him prisoner in the basement. In the
early hours of this morning he disappeared.’
‘Disappeared?’ said Kinima, knowing the security and
surprised at the word used. ‘You are describing an illusion or
trick.’
‘Maybe,’ responded Taggelli. ‘You are somewhat of an
expert in that field.’
‘There is no sign of him anywhere?’
Taggelli shook his head. ‘He completely disappeared
within fifteen minutes. It is supernatural in its effect.’
‘Surveillance?’
‘Jammed at source.’
‘Ha, there is your human element,’ said Kinima
thoughtfully. ‘Anything else?’
‘There were fireworks thrown or dropped into the
grounds and in the darkness above engine sounds.’
‘I’m intrigued,’ continued Kinima thoughtfully. ‘For in the
art of illusion a diversion or diversions is critical for success.’
‘You have me confused,’ Taggelli replied, looking
bewildered.
‘I would guess,’ said Kinima with a faint smile, ‘that your
security systems have been duped by a master illusionist or
strategist.’
‘You think so?’
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‘I do. Is there anyone who performs illusions in the
area?’
Taggelli thought for a moment before answering. ‘There
is a magic act appearing at the local Traveller.’
‘That is convenient.’
‘The masked illusionist, I believe. Do you know him?’
‘Only by reputation.’
‘I fear I must leave you to investigate this magician to
find out all you can. Our plan here is compromised: the
security forces know about the backpacks, the mission is
advanced by two weeks. The three boys and I will leave
separately this morning for Frondona. They will rendezvous at
three different venues to pick up a backpack, each with
notification of the final venue of the mission by Kra Beto
Notari.’
Kinima nodded. He knew the area where the bomb was
to be detonated and the building. Notari was keeping
everything else secret until the last minute. A contingency plan
created weeks before to cover this scenario had been
activated.
‘I shall go and see this masked illusionist,’ said Kinima,
fascinated by the prospect. ‘I shall find out all I can.’
‘If you need him killed,’ Taggelli said, cautiously
standing up and moving towards the door, ‘inform the sergeant
and it will be done. I am the spiritual leader here in Motarma
and control the main forces.’
Kinima nodded in acknowledgement, shuddering at the
same time, not wanting to have blood on his hands as Taggelli
left the food hall.
The first to leave was Tameer, getting into the car with
the darkened windows. At half-hour intervals Dotani and
Malasca followed and then finally Taggelli. The mission had
now reached its second phase.
***
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At the Traveller on the morning of the fifth day, a hoverlorry
pulled outside the stage door to deliver the cabinets and other
props from Tersa. The cabinets pushed through to the stage
via small-wheeled trolleys that squeaked as they moved down
the corridor. Teresa monitored each item on the checklist and
unloaded them onto the stage, not trusting anyone. She finally
signed the delivery note and as the driver departed through the
exit door, Norman entered, staring into the dark above.
He rubbed his tired eyes, using the back of the hand in
a gentle motion. ‘Can we have some light Teresa please?’
‘Of course,’ she said with a huge grin, switching on the
working light centre stage. ‘Had a busy night?’
‘Several of them,’ he said wearily, but gazing at the
stage grid light above, his miserable face turned to one of
delight. ‘They’ve put an anchor point in.’
‘I know,’ continued Teresa. ‘I requested it for you after
the trouble you had in Tersa. The manager here, Mr Olta, is
very efficient.’
Norman took her head in his hands and kissed her
forehead, much to her surprise.
‘I didn’t think an anchor point could provoke such
emotion.’
‘Anything that saves me time is worth it.’
‘Oh,’ she said coyly. ‘It wasn’t for me then?’
For a moment, Norman started to stutter.
‘I’m only kidding,’ she said slowly, with a big smile on
her face.
‘You’ve been in the company of my boss too long,’ said
Norman, shaking his head and a finger with his mouth slightly
open, looking at the anchor point above. ‘Would you help me
to put it up?’
‘Oh, Norman I hardly know you,’ she replied innocently.
Norman's face turned red and after a bout of spluttering,
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Teresa burst into laughter. ‘I warned you it’s catching, you
have been with the boss too long!’ he grinned.
With Teresa’s help, he quickly assembled all the various
parts, finally hauling the cabinet up to the anchor point.
‘Shall we go front of house?’ she said, using theatrical
terminology. Norman nodded as they slowly walked through
the auditorium to the small cafeteria at the front of the building.
Several minutes later, Jim and Gail appeared, joining
them at the table. Teresa welcomed the two as they sat down.
‘Norman and I have sorted out everything and are now ready
for action,’ she said playfully.
Norman’s jaw dropped as Jim replied with a raise of the
eyebrows, ‘What action is that?’
‘The costumes, the lights, a live audience,’ she said, her
eyes closing.
‘Would you like to take my place?’ said Gail. ‘I’d give it
up in a moment.’
‘Don't you get excited performing?’ Teresa asked
seriously.
‘Definitely not,’ replied Gail. ‘I prefer computer
programming.’
‘I must admit,’ responded Jim, ‘I do enjoy it, and
performing as well.’
Teresa burst into laughter, Norman looked puzzled and
Gail shook her head.
‘When we finish our drinks,’ concluded Jim, ‘we’ll have a
quick rehearsal to familiarise ourselves with the new theatre.’
The rehearsal took just over an hour and then they
walked back to the hotel. Gail, Norman and Teresa
immediately departed upstairs as Jim headed for the bar area.
He sat for a moment and then ordered a cold drink, his
thoughts centred on Pateshka. The boy would remain
unconscious for forty-eight hours and awaken in a hovercar
with no knowledge of the rescue. The warehouse would
remain secret and uncompromised.
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I am sure everything is in order but Bentonis is no fool,
were his final thoughts on the operation.
He sat in a chair on a corner table watching the
doorway intently. After an hour, Bentonis entered and casually
approached, sitting down at the opposite end of the table. He
quickly glanced round with an experienced gaze, looking for
the unusual. Nothing found, he relaxed and smiled at Jim.
‘I got your message – Phase One complete,’ he said,
leaning forward. ‘Is the boy safe?’
‘Yes,’ said Jim. ‘He is out of the hands of the torturers
now, waiting Phase Two.’
‘What time do we conclude the operation?’
‘Some time tomorrow,’ acknowledged Jim. ‘I will inform
you immediately.’
Bentonis nodded, slightly relieved, but still agitated. ‘I
cannot thank you enough; my one hope was always that this
young man should not die in vain.’
‘He was in there a few weeks,’ said Jim, puzzled. ‘I
presume you have some information?’
Bentonis stared at him for a moment as if he were going
to stall, then opened up. ‘I feel I owe you something for the
rescue,’ he said, clasping his hands in front, supporting his
chin with elbows on the table. ‘Yes, there is information and it
is bad.’
Jim leaned forward. ‘How bad?’
‘There are three boys in that house training for a special
mission. They each have a backpack and were seen by
Pateshka linking them together.’
Jim relaxed, sitting back in the chair. ‘I presume you
think that they have a nuclear weapon.’
‘I don’t know for certain but why link three backpacks
together filled with explosives?’
‘Three separate items linked electronically – it doesn’t
look good. Have you got the house under surveillance?’
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‘It is difficult to see who comes in and out – the cars
have darkened windows. Four cars arrived and left today at
different intervals.’
‘Then I would guess that the boys have gone. But who
was the fourth?’
‘It wasn’t Kinima.’
‘What about Kinima?’
‘We followed him from his house in Tersa to the big
house here, and tickets have been ordered in his name for
your performance tonight.’
‘You have operatives in the Traveller?’
‘Down here in Motarma, people do anything for money,’
said Bentonis nonchalantly then frowned. ‘Taggelli! It must be
Taggelli. He is a dangerous man who has been training them
and who would have killed Pateshka.’
‘Leave me to deal with Kinima,’ said Jim. ‘I will gain as
much information from him as I can.’
‘Hopefully, when I collect Pateshka tomorrow,’ replied
Bentonis, his thoughts now focussed. ‘I must return
immediately to Frondona to alert my government and find
Taggelli.’ He took a card from his pocket and handed it to Jim.
‘I would be grateful for any more information. Please contact
me on this special number and use the codeword Motarma
One Zero One.’
They both stood up and shook hands. Jim,
understanding the responsibility that Bentonis felt for his
country, decided to release Pateshka to him that night.
Within two hours, Jim related to Bentonis that Phase
Two had been successful and returned a rather groggy
Pateshka to him. They departed immediately for Frondona as
Jim walked down to the Traveller, ready for another battle of
minds, this time with Kinima.
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Chapter 6

The large seaplane flew up the coastline some forty miles from
the mainland, keeping well clear of the ten mile territorial limit
before reaching the Straits of Frondona on the east coast of
the continent. With only an hour of daylight remaining, it made
its rendezvous with a small fishing vessel anchored in the
Straits. The aircraft circled several times, decreasing in height
from five thousand feet as a green flare was fired from the
ship. The water surface was calm as indicated by the weather
reports with a squall approaching from the north-east. The
craft dipped down with full flaps some two hundred yards from
the ship, landing down its length. It taxied slowly around with
piston engines roaring and then stopped some hundred yards
away. A small powered boat was lowered into the water from
the ship while a rope ladder was flung down the side.
The three boys emerged from the aircraft, followed by a
robed Taggelli climbing on to one of the aircraft landing boats.
The small boat powered down on approach and glided into
position beside the aircraft. The boys and Taggelli climbed into
the boat and as it departed the aircraft’s engine reached full
throttle as it accelerated, slowly rising in the air. The sea was
still calm as the loan sailor took them to the ship. Each climbed
up the rope ladder and boarded as the boys were ushered
below decks. Taggelli followed the second officer down to the
captain’s cabin knocking quietly on the door. ‘Captain, our
visitor is here.’
The door opened and the captain appeared. He was
small in height with greying hair at the temples, and a wrinkled,
weathered face.
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‘Thank you, seaman,’ he said curtly, dismissing the
sailor then giving the religious salute. ‘Welcome, Jona Ben
Taggelli, may the Creator be with you.’
Taggelli entered the cabin and sat down as the captain
pointed to a map on his desk. ‘We shall land you on a beach
south of the Port of Travesty, one hundred and fifty miles from
Frondona.’
‘When?’ said Taggelli.
‘As soon as darkness descends. Now let us have a
drink to your great battle.’
Taggelli smiled and nodded, realising that the captain
thought they were on a small bombing mission.
***
In Motarma the crowd filtered in, filling the tables with loud
conversation. Bentonis had left Drakus behind to identify
Kinima when he arrived. The old building slightly smaller than
the Traveller in Tersa made positioning of the equipment
critical. The height of the stage was still at twelve feet, allowing
the levitation to perform normally but the length and width were
considerably smaller, resulting in contained moves and
gestures. Norman had moved the equipment and props into
the wings to accommodate the musicians now moving into
position.
It was the same size band as Tersa, with brass and
stringed instruments and a strange-looking auto keyboard.
Motarma was not new to entertainment although the religious
climate did not allow comedians and the protocol was strict in
dress and manners. One wrong phrase or word could inflame
the audience, provoking violence and even knives to be thrown
at the stage. In the audience very little flesh could be seen, just
the hands and eyes of every woman; the men, though lightly
robed, were also covered, their full faces visible. The
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entertainment was tolerated and even necessary to keep the
small populace happy.
It was accepted and allowed that performers might
dress more rashly on the stage within limits. Gail now had to
wear a one-piece trouser suit that fastened up to the chin in
order to carry out her part in the act. The transition amused
her, much to Jim’s consternation, as he felt that a leotard was
a more standard dress. Teresa and the girls could not dance
because of dress problems. In Motarma the girls had to be
completely covered from head to foot, which limited the
routines. The police in the area had very little authority and
could only uphold basic law. The small religious military juntas
held the power with their uniformed armies and armed
personnel. Murders committed by the religious military
garrisons were not investigated and were looked upon as
cleansing by the ruling clerics.
It was a dangerous area in which to live or to work and
the local religious laws were archaic, open to holy rather than
practical interpretation. The local men had to worship the
Creator or be shot.
The curtains opened for the first spot of dancing, the
band now causing Norman to tap his foot in rhythm to the
music. He could not understand how such a good sound came
from the three string and three brass instruments. Standing on
the prompt side, he looked out through the small hole bored
through the wood. Some were now up dancing while others
ate and drank. It was a far rougher crowd than Tersa and
noisier. Drakus was on the other side of the stage, also looking
out into the auditorium.
Gail dressed quickly and tapped on the door, entering
Jim's room. He glanced up at her, looking into the mirror. ‘I
don’t think I'll ever get used to this,’ he said, turning slowly
toward her. ‘The new outfit looks good.’
‘You like it?’ she said surprised. ‘It covers up
everything.’
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‘Yes, but your figure enhances it,’ he said, then
changed the subject. ‘The important phase of our operation is
tonight, convincing Kinima.’
‘Once he sees us in action his curiosity will be aroused,’
she said, emphasising every word. ‘Because what we do
cannot be explained to another illusionist.’
She was right of course and listening to her made him
smile. Kinima, the great illusionist, would not be able to
comprehend what was happening.
‘How do you intend to question him?’ she said with a
slight frown.
‘I am still pondering on that,’ replied Jim, still trying to
make up his mind on the correct course of action. ‘I might have
to reveal our technological magic.’
She nodded, knowing that Kinima would not talk openly
unless convinced by the knowledge of an advanced
civilisation. The rules of contact could only be broken in
exceptional circumstances where no one else was party to the
information.
‘When Kinima arrives, I want to know if he’s alone,’ Jim
said, staring ahead.
‘Of course,’ said Gail. She now knew the plan of action
and the only way to convince Kinima. They would have very
little time and would need a ‘hook’ to snare his curiosity.
‘We have to be careful, Frosty,’ Jim murmured, still in
thought, looking into the mirror. ‘We are dealing with a man
who is not just an illusionist but second-in-command of a
religious terrorist organisation.’
Gail nodded, sitting in the comfortable chair opposite.
She knew what he was thinking. Kinima, if not handled
correctly, could call on a small army for assistance, provoking
an out-of-control situation.
At this point Norman knocked on the door and entered.
‘Kinima has arrived, boss,’ he said in his usual abrupt
manner. ‘Drakus has identified him to me and departed.’
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‘Is there anyone with him?’ Jim darted back, causing
Norman to falter for a moment.
‘There are two armed guards with him; I presume one is
the driver.’ There was a glazed look on Norman’s face and he
suddenly turned back to the door. ‘The band is nearly finished.
I’ll go and set up the opening.’
Jim nodded but before Norman could leave he fired
another question. ‘Have you got the electrical disrupter with
you?’
‘Yes boss,’ Norman replied, puzzled as usual, knowing
Jim was planning something.
‘Make sure you have it in your pocket tonight.’
Norman nodded and left the room.
‘Now, Frosty let’s deal with what we need.’
In an instant she knew that a plan was fixed firmly in his
mind. She listened carefully as he outlined what was to
happen on the conclusion of the act. The whole idea relied on
Kinima’s reaction to the show itself.
‘Are you sure that Kinima will come to see you after the
show?’ Gail queried, not sure that it would happen
automatically.
‘Yes he will. You said it yourself, Frosty,’ said Jim.
‘What we do cannot be explained to another illusionist.’
Her face remained blank as she nodded, knowing that
what she had said was indeed, the ‘hook’. Jim called in Teresa
and quickly briefed her.
‘Teresa, I want you to call in my masked illusionist
understudy for the next two nights.’
She quickly pulled out her communicator and checked
the names. ‘It’s Solar System Controller Jack Deta,’ she said
with a faint smile.
‘Is he better than me?’ he enquired jokingly.
‘Not quite. But he’s good.’
‘If Olta asks, just say our manager requested me and
Gail to do a special for the local junta.’
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‘Oh!’ she exclaimed, her face filled with surprise. ‘I am
also in the act?’
‘Well, you are the understudy,’ he said with a grin.
‘Norman will be staying to see you through it.’ He laughed,
watching her face fill with joy. ‘But don’t do the fall in the
levitation. I don’t want any broken bones.’ Gail stared at Jim,
an eyebrow raised, her thoughts loud and clear even if
unspoken.
The band finished their set, clearing away the
instruments and leaving them in the wings. The loud sound of
conversing people flowed through to the stage as Norman
pointed out Kinima sitting in a small box to their left.
‘He looks relaxed.’ Jim looked through the small
aperture and then turned to Gail.
‘Quite a handsome man,’ returned Gail, taking a quick
glance and then scanning the audience. ‘They look a rough
crowd.’
‘I don’t like the look of those two armed guards,’ said
Norman with his usual glum face.
‘This is quite stimulating,’ retorted Jim, his face
beaming. ‘Two challenges tonight, Kinima and his armed
guards and the audience.’ Gail moved away to the rear of the
stage, checking her matter transmitter controller as Norman
set the first sound cue. The manager Olta arrived on stage
with Teresa. He was a quiet man with a gentle persona. It was
puzzling to Jim that such a man was in charge of such a rough
venue.
‘May I wish you good luck,’ he said formally. ‘Teresa
tells me the theatrical term is “Break a leg”.’
‘Is it?’ Jim reacted with surprise and a laugh. ‘I thank
you Mr Olta.’ Olta smiled, turned and walked from the stage as
Jim turned to Teresa. ‘If I miss any cues on the levitation, Gail
may break a few things,’ he whispered to her, glad that Gail
was not listening. Teresa giggled for a moment at the remark
and then spoke to Norman.
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‘Ready to go when you are.’
‘Positions please,’ shouted Norman as Jim and Gail
moved offstage with Teresa. ‘Sound cue one and dry ice
activated.’
The dry ice machine throbbed into action as the loud
intro music boomed out into the auditorium and the house
lights dimmed. The crowd slowly ceased conversation in
expectation of the spectacle to follow. The music faded for a
moment to allow the announcement full impact.
‘Ladies and gentlemen, please welcome the mystifying
magic of the masked illusionist.’ The music increased again as
the curtains opened and Jim walked out to centre stage.
Gail then entered, twirled and carefully slid the sword
cabinet forward. The routine progressed through its stages
with Jim putting more emphasis on the swords by throwing
each one higher in the air and watching it plunge down,
embedding in the stage. He then cast the swords into the
cabinet cavalier-style, putting force on each thrust. At the end
of the sequence as Gail came out of the box the crowd
applauded as they took a bow. Jim glanced quickly at the box
as his head moved from right to left. Kinima clapped his hands
gently together three times. Not impressed are we, he thought,
standing centre stage as Gail moved to his right. Let’s see
what you make of this one.
Gail started to run across the stage as Jim operated the
gravity belt. She glided swiftly into the air as the crowd
applauded in amazement. He moved her to different positions
in the stage area and then over the first tables in the audience
to very loud applause. He glanced at Kinima whose eyes were
fixed on Gail with his body leaning forward. Work that one out,
he thought as he brought Gail back on stage, slowly taking her
up the highest point. She had a fixed smile on her face,
knowing he was going to drop her again. The music reached a
crescendo as Jim turned off the gravity belt and back on again.
Gail plummeted downward to the stage as the whole audience
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stood up in anxiety. She jarred to a halt two feet off the stage,
still with a fixed smile but slightly perspiring.
He brought her gently down and joined her centre stage
to take a bow. The crowd went wild with enthusiasm, a
standing ovation. Even Kinima and his two guards were
standing.
‘We’ve got him hooked,’ Jim whispered to Gail.
‘After that performance I’m not surprised,’ whispered
back Gail, hardly moving her lips. ‘Did you have to take me
that high?’
Jim did not answer. He was glancing at an irate Norman
standing in the wings, waving his right hand in a speed-up
motion, quite oblivious to the fact that the audience now
controlled this part of the show as Jim let it run for two
minutes. The box trick that followed brought another ovation as
Gail walked down from the back of the auditorium and took the
final bows with Jim as the curtains closed.
‘We’ve overrun,’ said Norman, looking confused as he
approached them centre stage.
‘Did you hear the audience?’ said Gail.
‘Yes, I heard them.’
‘Then now you know why we overran,’ she retorted and
walked off to the dressing room.
‘Have I said something wrong, boss!’ he exclaimed,
mouth hanging open.
‘This time, yes,’ said Jim, grinning as he put his arm
around Norman and leading him to the wings. ‘Now comes the
meeting with Kinima. I want you to put all the equipment
quickly away. We’ll reset it tomorrow.’
Norman nodded, releasing the cabinet on the grid
above as Jim walked back to the dressing room.
Twenty minutes elapsed as Jim and Gail changed into
their normal clothes and she entered his dressing room.
‘No sign of our guest?’ she said, giving the room a
cursory glance.
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‘He’ll be here. After that performance he’ll need to know
how the levitation trick was performed.’
‘It was good, wasn’t it?’ admitted Gail, smiling for a
moment. ‘Now comes the tricky part.’
Norman knocked and entered, sitting down exhausted
in the soft chair. He had rushed at twice his normal speed,
placing all the props and cabinets in the back room.
‘Everything put away boss,’ he said, mopping his brow
with a cloth. ‘We’ll need extra time tomorrow to rehearse and
reset.’
Jim moved to the door, closing it and then sat down with
Gail and Norman speaking in very low tones.
‘I’ve briefed the warehouse, Frosty,’ said Jim, still
watching the door. ‘You need to press the red button on your
communicator as we leave.’
Gail nodded, understanding perfectly from the briefing
she had received.
‘Nobby, do you remember the crossroads we pass on
our way, about four miles from the warehouse?’
‘Yes,’ said Norman. ‘The one on the roundabout with
the statue of Ev …’ his voice trailed off as he struggled to
remember.
‘Evolot,’ prompted Jim with a smile. ‘At that roundabout
before we turn, activate the electric disruptor.’
There was a light knock on the door as Jim put on a
smile and a finger across his lips.
‘Enter,’ he called out as Mr Olta’s head showed round
the door, looking slightly flustered.
‘Please excuse me, I have a gentleman here who
wishes to see you,’ he said politely, his voice betraying his fear
that Jim would say no.
‘Nice to see you, Mr Olta,’ Jim answered with a positive
voice. ‘Who would that be?’
‘A Mr Jel Hal Kinima,’ continued Olta, nervously
fingering his collar.
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‘Please show him in, Mr Olta. My assistants are just
leaving,’ replied Jim, winking to Gail and Norman as they stood
up to go and noting the relieved look on Olta’s face.
Norman left the room first, followed by Gail. The robed
figure of Kinima stood outside, flanked by an armed guard. For
a second Gail caught his gaze.
‘Let me congratulate you on a good performance,’ said
Kinima, bowing slightly. Gail acknowledged with a faint smile
and a nod, then prodded Norman in the back as they moved
down the corridor.
Kinima entered the room and stood for a moment, again
bowing. Hands were not shaken in Motarma so Jim simply
offered Kinima a soft chair and allowed him to open the
conversation.
‘I was thrilled and excited with your show,’ Kinima said
politely as he sat down. ‘I have not seen anything quite like
that before.’
‘Your statement is most welcome,’ Jim responded
carefully, ‘and most welcome from a man as distinguished as
you – one of the top illusionists on the continent of Asurfa.’
‘You are very kind,’ said Kinima, returning the
compliment. ‘Working with a mask does give an air of mystery.
I have only heard of you recently in Acirfani.’
Jim smiled, waiting for the exploratory question to
follow.
‘Do you work in Acirem much?’
‘Yes,’ Jim replied with his carefully prepared cover. ‘I
also work in the north at Dredoska.’
‘It’s too cold up there for me,’ said Kinima, shivering
slightly and becoming friendly as Jim waited for the leading
question. ‘I was born in Tersa and have lived there all my life.’
‘I was born in Lottah, the capital of Kramner,’ said Jim,
waiting for the next question as a slightly puzzled look came
over Kinima’s face.
‘Is that on the continent of Eporin?’
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‘Yes, the southern part.’
‘It would be too cold for my liking.’
‘Not really, cold in the winter and warm in the summer.’
‘Have you been performing long?’
‘Just a couple of years. I started out in Eporin and
progressed to here.’ Jim offered him a drink, pouring it slowly
into the two glasses. He observed that Kinima was not cold
and calculated. He was likeable and had a certain charisma, a
magnetic personality. There was a warmth that radiated from
within and a bright startling intellect. Jim had expected a flow
of religious passion to surface into the conversation and was
surprised that it did not. They were talking illusionist to
illusionist and nothing else mattered. Kinima had been a
master of his art, a master entertainer on that continent.
‘Do you wish you were back in the business?’ said Jim,
opening up slightly.
‘Possibly,’ replied Kinima, a sad look in his eyes,
remembering his darling wife for a moment. ‘When I was a boy
I saw a magician disappear in front of me. He distracted me for
two seconds and in that time had gone. Of course it was a
brilliant trick, showing how an audience can be manipulated.
From that moment I needed magic and illusion. It became a
part of me, not an obsession but a professional way of life.’
‘Professionalism does become a way of life.’
‘Yes,’ laughed Kinima, throwing his head back for a
moment in happy memory. ‘I practised all day and all night,
much to my parents’ anxiety. It is a craft never to be fully
mastered; there was always an illusion, although
professionally observed that could not be understood.’
Jim nodded, comprehending his passion for magic.
Kinima was opening a bond between them that Jim did not
want to enter. Under normal circumstances they could possibly
have been good friends with mutual understanding, both
recognising in each other a kindred spirit, but the present
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situation made an emotional tie impossible. The last remark by
Kinima was the critical hook he had been waiting for.
‘I presume you still store your cabinet illusions?’ Jim
mentioned casually, watching Kinima’s expression which
changed as he quickly answered, adopting different tactics.
‘Yes, I believe that you have illusions that are difficult to
comprehend,’ said Kinima, staring into Jim's eyes. ‘Have you
ever used them commercially?’
‘Do you mean other than stage performances?’ Jim
asked, trying to look puzzled, now knowing that Kinima’s
suspicions in regard to Pateshka’s escape fuelled Kinima’s
thoughts.
‘Oh yes, I once organised for a man to escape from a
secure building maintained with armed guards.’
‘You managed to get him out?’
‘Of course, it was a master illusion with the usual
diversion tactics.’ At this point Kinima stared hard at Jim for
reaction.
‘It sounds most fascinating,’ said Jim, trying not to
sound too eager. ‘You must be very proud of your
accomplishment.’
‘A small cabinet was placed inside the building as office
furniture. A fire alarm activated in the night caused confusion
and the next day a seemingly empty cabinet was removed.’
‘A most interesting story,’ replied Jim. ‘Obviously it has
been done before.’
‘Yes, and after,’ said Kinima, a strange grin on his face.
‘The other night a man mysteriously disappeared from the big
house on the edge of the desert.’
‘Really,’ said Jim incredulously, a look of surprise on his
face. ‘Do you think I had something to do with it?’
‘It is very strange; a man cannot really disappear into
thin air.’ Jim nodded and grinned, acknowledging the remark
and intensifying the conversation.
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‘What if I told you, Jel Hal Kinima, in strict confidence
that I have an illusion of an extraordinary nature that defies
belief?’ Kinima’s face turned from a probing look to one of
professional curiosity.
‘There are not many illusions of which I do not have an
immediate answer. Your levitation is one.’
‘The levitation is easy – lighting and hidden wires
difficult in its creation,’ said Jim, quickly diverting Kinima's
attention. ‘The illusion I am talking about you could never
understand even by close examination unless I explained it to
you.’
‘That I cannot believe,’ said Kinima, now consumed with
curiosity and a belief that he would obtain evidence of the big
house abduction. ‘Where is the equipment for this illusion?’
‘I don’t have it here,’ replied Jim, taking another sip of
his drink and slowing down the conversation. ‘It is down here
in a safe place until I get back to Tersa.’
The trap had been set. It was now down to Kinima to fall
into into it.
‘You want me to see it?’ Kinima leaned back in his
chair, stroking his chin with his hand, knowing he was being
led. To him it was a fifty–fifty chance that Jim had been
involved in the abduction. He was the only one in the area
apart from himself who was capable.
‘If you so wish,’ said Jim, as if unconcerned with the
answer but needing Kinima to act immediately. ‘There is no
rush.’
‘Is it far away?’ enquired Kinima. ‘I could see it
tomorrow.’
Jim nodded, knowing that tomorrow Kinima would bring
a posse of soldiers along for the ride.
‘Not very far from here,’ Jim remarked in a casual, lighthearted tone of voice. ‘You could see it, examine it, be
completely confused and be back here within an hour.’
‘How would we get there, in your hovercar?’
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At last, thought Jim with a benevolent expression on his
face. ‘I’ll need my two assistants to operate it, but we could go
in your car.’ Kinima’s face never changed but his eyes showed
he was comforted in taking along his two guards.
‘Very well,’ replied Kinima, now wishing to conclude the
business. ‘Can we go now?’
‘By all means,’ said Jim, standing up, indicating the door
with his hand. Exiting through the door, Kinima briefed his
guards and Jim collected Gail and Norman who were waiting
in Gail’s dressing room. She pressed the red button on her
communicator as they made their way to Kinima’s hovercar.
The driver and the guard sat in the front, Kinima sat behind the
driver, with Gail and Jim at his side and Norman in the back.
‘Take the north road,’ said Jim to the driver as the car
lifted into the air and then spurted forward.
The car moved steadily out of the town, taking about ten
minutes on the north road, heading towards the roundabout.
Another troop car came from the opposite direction and both
drivers sounded the horn in recognition. Jim now had what he
wanted: validation that they had left the Traveller. The cars
headlights, now on full beam, lit up the roundabout three
hundred yards away.
As they approached, Norman energised the small
disruptor in his hand. The electrics blinked and stuttered,
slowing their speed down to five miles an hour as the car
lurched on to the grassy verge and thumped to the ground,
plunging the occupants into darkness. Before the car reached
the ground, Norman touched the neck of Kinima from behind
with the hyperspray, immediately rendering him unconscious.
He did not have time to see Gail with a hyperspray in each
hand doing the same to the two guards in front. Within two
seconds the other two men became dizzy and unconscious.
The lights of a large hovervan coming up the small hill
from the warehouse lit up their car as Norman deactivated the
disruptor, returning power to the disabled craft. Trent and three
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other men bundled the disabled guards and Kinima into the big
van and both vehicles moved back to the warehouse. In the
big van Jim briefed Trent.
‘The two guards are to be kept sleeping for five or six
days in the medical Bay,’ Jim ordered. ‘I will attend to Kinima.’
Trent nodded as the hovervan and car approached the
large bay doors of the warehouse. The driver actuated the
small module in his left hand and the doors opened inwardly
from the centre, allowing both vehicles safely through.
***
The city of Frondona was unusually busy as Bentonis and
Trentarly, along with Pateshka, departed from the hovertaxi
and entered the headquarters of the Interior Intelligence
Agency. Their passes were scanned and they entered the
elevator, taking them to the twentieth floor. Bentonis had
remained unusually quiet on the flight from Motarma, allowing
Pateshka to sleep and rest. Now he was eager for information.
‘Please sit down and rest,’ he instructed as they entered
the office. ‘Is there anything we’ve missed, Marla?’
‘All airports and seaports and border patrols are on Alert
One,’ she stated, logging into the computers. ‘Our agent
commander is waiting for further instructions from the
government.’
The screens across the room all faded in together as
she typed three names on the keyboard. Tameer, Dotani and
Malasca with the town Motarma all came across the screen in
a search mode. A NO RESULT area came across the screen for
the three names with a caption: MORE DETAILS NEEDED.
‘Set up an artist for Pateshka to see if we can get a
sketch profile together,’ said Bentonis in frustration at the
inaction. ‘Don’t they realise that the whole city could be blown
to smithereens?’
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‘It takes a while for governments to get mobilised,’
reacted Trentarly, staring at the screens. ‘I don’t think they’ll be
here yet, more likely to be smuggled in on some beach. We
probably have seven to ten days to locate them.’ Bentonis
relaxed back in his chair for a moment as Pateshka looked up
at him, his face still showing the battering he had received.
‘How did they get you out of the house?’ said Bentonis
gently to him.
‘I don’t know,’ he responded slowly. ‘I think I fainted
then became conscious two days later in a car.’
‘A hovercar with a secret panel,’ speculated Bentonis
with a faint grin on his face. ‘He’s very clever, our Mr Long.’ He
turned to the screens, again knowing he had to be doing
something, but he was doing everything he could and it did not
seem to be enough. The artist duly arrived to take Pateshka to
the door and then to an adjoining small room. ‘Pateshka, try
and get a picture of Taggelli as well,’ he said softly. Pateshka
nodded and departed from the room with the artist.
‘Everything is being scanned coming into the country,’
said Trentarly. ‘A radioactive scan is being used in conjunction.
You have your answer: the government has moved fast and is
precipitating a number of delays.’
‘Good,’ replied Bentonis, knowing they had incorporated
his suggestions. ‘Normally we only scan people leaving the
country to make sure they do not blow up the plane.’
‘There’s a call coming in from the Commander,’ said
Trentarly as a face appeared on the centre screen.
‘Good work, both of you,’ he said, grim faced. ‘Any
further details, contact me at once. I have access to the main
political committee overseeing the crisis. We must try and find
the area where the bomb may be detonated.’
‘Thank you, Commander,’ said Bentonis. ‘Pateshka is
with an artist now and I am waiting for more information from
our fellow agent, Mr Long.’
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‘We are continuing with a check on Mr Long for safety
purposes,’ stated the Commander. ‘It is proving difficult to
contact the security chief at Kramner. I trust your judgement on
this because he saved our agent from certain death. Any more
information is welcome.’ The screen dimmed and the face
faded away.
After four hours the sketches of the four men were sent
to the Commander and then on to the various locations. All the
custom officers in the country also received them, especially
those in outlying regions near Acirem’s border with Acirfani.
The whole country was on a top alert basis with the local
police in Frondona being supported by detachments from other
regions. A plan had been formulated to evacuate the city within
one day and had been heavily emphasised as an exercise
only. Thousands of fields in the country areas outside the city’s
ten-mile border had been designated as vast parking lots.
‘We’ve done nearly everything we can at this stage,’
said a tired Bentonis, lying down on one of the long seats with
his arm over his eyes. ‘Now we must wait for more
information.’
Trentarly nodded, still staring at the screen and the
information passing through. ‘I still find it hard to believe this is
happening,’ she said wearily, leaning back in the large soft
chair and closing her eyes. ‘I’ve placed everything on alarm to
warn us of any developments.’
‘After two decades of nuclear posturing by the
superpowers,’ responded Bentonis, taking his arm away from
his eyes. ‘In which neither dared to use it because of total
annihilation, we now have a situation involving a religious
country full of militants with a backpack bomb. After ballistic
missiles, a backpack is a little more difficult to handle.’
Trentarly switched to the national news and then
through some of the other independent channels, returning
again to the national. Nothing but small incidents occurring
around the planet gave the notion of a slow news day. The
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main news arrived on screen in the late afternoon with reports
of a suicide bombing in Tersa in which three people had died
and twenty injured involving a man with a backpack. The
announcer suddenly switched to a top priority headline stating
that due to terrorist activities all backpacks had been banned
in Frondona for the next two weeks. Trentarly read it out loud
from the screen to Bentonis.
He sat up bleary-eyed and moved to watch the screens.
‘They’ve made a decision. It’s over the top but very necessary,’
he blurted out, watching the rest of the broadcast. ‘We have to
find these three bombers, Marla, before they kill millions of
people.’
***
At the warehouse the two guards and Kinima were put on
hoverstretchers in the medical bay as Jim stopped to talk to
Bandotti.
‘I’m keeping Kinima and the two guards here for a few
days,’ he said, moving towards the sleeping face of Kinima.
‘Hopefully they can all be returned in their car somewhere in
the country.’
‘A kind of alien abduction scenario,’ Bandotti joked.
‘Something like that,’ Jim grinned. ‘Can you bring
Kinima through to the cave?’
‘Of course,’ replied Bandotti, puzzled by the order. ‘Are
you going to interrogate him?’
‘Not quite,’ said Jim mysteriously. ‘I’m hoping he’ll
interrogate himself.’
Bandotti was now really curious, not understanding the
statement or its meaning.
‘How far did Gail proceed in regard to the computers on
the craft?’ said Jim.
‘She discovered a lot of information on this man Zartoft,
but still a long way to go on anything else,’ replied Bandotti.
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‘Give me a couple of hours with Gail and then we’ll
wake Kinima in the cave.’
Bandotti nodded as Jim beckoned over Gail and
Norman.
‘Nobby, go back to Teresa and help her and Deta with
the act. Keep an eye on everything for the next two days; I’m
going to be busy here with Frosty.’
‘Leave it with me, boss,’ nodded Norman and then
added as an afterthought, ‘Will I be asked about the
disappearance?’
‘It is possible,’ responded Jim. ‘By that time they should
be back in circulation.’
Norman moved to the door, to be taken back to the
hotel as Jim and Gail entered the cave. Gail observed that Jim
was taking a calculated risk with Kinima. She knew
instinctively the course of action he was taking. Mind games
were intoxicating, causing unusual situations to occur. He
always reminded her that you have a fifty–fifty chance of
winning so you have to be prepared to lose. It was a test of
reactions and counter reactions and difficult to control.
Jim carefully studied all Gail’s findings, believing them
quite remarkable and overpowering. The logic and truth
punched in like a hammer blow, the past history flowing before
them in three-dimensional clarity. The truth would never be
known outside the cave, and if it were known to the populace,
an abyss of disbelief would smother the religious institutions,
causing unbelievable chaos. His communicator bleeped as the
verbal message from Bandotti reached his ears, informing him
that the stretcher was on its way.
The hoverstretcher containing Kinima was slowly
pushed through the plate matter transmitter into the cave. Jim
asked Gail to stay on the computer controls as he moved
along the corridor and down the steps of the craft, his mind
clear and focussed on the assignment ahead. Somehow he
had to obtain from Kinima all information pertaining to the
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nuclear strike. He had not ruled out a truth-inducing drug but
only as a last resort. Jim removed a hyperspray from his
pocket as he looked down on the still form of Kinima.
‘Well, here we go,’ he murmured, spraying Kinima’s
neck and watching the stretcher drop slowly to the floor as he
deactivated the gravity belt.
The hyperspray reacted quickly, causing the eyes to
flutter for a moment and then open.
‘Where am I?’ Kimima said, still drowsy.
‘I’ve brought you to see the big illusion,’ replied Jim.
‘Take your time standing up; your head will clear in a few
moments.’
Kinima sat slowly upright, turning his body slightly to
one side and bringing his knees towards his waist, balancing
with two hands on the floor into a sitting posture, then
straightened his legs, slowly rising into a standing position. His
eyes blinked several times as he looked around, staring at the
environment. As he slowly turned, the huge craft came into
view. He stared at it, mesmerised.
‘This is a cave,’ he stammered out, not believing what
he was seeing and turning his head towards Jim. ‘What is
this?’
‘That’s your illusion,’ responded Jim. ‘Only it is not an
illusion, it is reality.’
‘Have you hypnotised me?’ Kinima asked with concern,
looking worried.
‘I’m no hypnotist,’ Jim laughed, causing Kinima more
anxiety. ‘Inspect it for yourself.’
Kinima looked for a moment at the large structure
slowly walking underneath the front section. He stared up at
the great hull of the craft, slowly moving his hand and touching
the surface. ‘Is this some kind of joke?’ he said, turning again
to Jim.
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‘No joke,’ Jim replied, sitting down on a packing case,
unwilling to explain at this stage. ‘Feel free to inspect the
cave.’
Kinima slowly walked out of view down the starboard
side. Jim knew he would be looking to escape and that the
only way out was via the matter transmitter. Upon reaching the
rear of the craft Kinima could see where the rockfall occurred
with no exits visible so he continued to the front and up the
port side, passing the open door above. This led to the second
dead-end at the rockfall. He moved back towards Jim, a
puzzled frown on his face.
‘It is quite intriguing,’ said Jim, predicting the next
question.
‘There’s not an exit or an entry to this cave,’ continued
Kinima looking sheepish.
‘That’s correct,’ agreed Jim, but then qualified the
statement: ‘There are no entries or exits in the cave structure.’
‘Then how did we get here?’ said Kinima, intrigued.
‘Ah,’ said Jim, gesturing by waving his forefinger in the
air. ‘That’s just one illusion you would not understand.’
‘Not unless you can float through rock,’ said Kinima,
now surprised. ‘No man can do that.’
Jim laughed for a moment as Kinima looked frustrated,
his face changing to one of acceptance. ‘Am I a prisoner?’
‘Only a prisoner of circumstances,’ acknowledged Jim.
‘You are not my prisoner.’
Kinima sat down on the edge of one of the packing
cases, realising that he had to play Jim's game if he wanted to
leave.
‘Who are you?’ he asked cautiously.
‘Who do you think I am, Jel Hal Kinima?’ said Jim,
returning the question.
‘Am I supposed to guess?’
‘Why not?’
266

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘Are you a scientist?’ continued Kinima, deciding to play
the game of questions.
‘Who are you, Jel Hal Kinima?’ questioned Jim, ignoring
the scientist question.
‘You know who I am,’ said Kinima reluctantly. ‘I was a
magician creating magic and illusion, then I joined the religious
order of the Creator.’
‘Are you a religious man?’
‘I like to think so,’ replied Kinima, still baffled by the
questions. ‘Are you?’
‘I won’t answer that,’ responded Jim, deciding to rebuff
the question and then test for a reaction. ‘Although I can say
categorically that I have never blown up or killed anyone
because of my beliefs.’
Across Kinima’s face came a deep frown, his eyes
nearly closed as he stared at the floor. He thought for a
moment before answering. ‘I have never blown up or killed
anyone.’
‘I am sure that is true,’ Jim reacted, staring hard into
Kinima's eyes. ‘But you have been responsible for some of the
planning.’
Kinima could not hide the astonished look on his face
as he spoke in defiance. ‘Damn you, that is none of your
business,’ he snapped and stood up, his head pushed forward
aggressively. He then relaxed and smiled, realising that is
what Jim expected – a bout of temper. ‘You seem to have the
advantage of home ground.’
‘On the contrary,’ replied Jim with an amused look on
his face. ‘This is your home ground.’
Kinima said nothing for a minute, gazing up at the craft.
‘This looks like some kind of new aircraft without wings,’ he
said, moving away from it to get a different view. He strode
once again down the side and stood in front of the stairway.
‘A new aircraft, no,’ said Jim, moving towards him and
standing behind. ‘This craft is three thousand years old.’
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Kinima did not seem to hear the statement,
concentrating on his own agenda. Jim saw his fists clench
tightly on either side of his body and then he turned suddenly,
swinging a right punch at Jim’s face. Jim parried, pushing
Kinima’s arm in the direction of the swing, making him stumble
to Jim’s right, Kinima quickly realising that he was no match for
the athletic space agent.
‘Good,’ said Jim, his face now showing a determined
look. ‘You’ve reached the violent stage.’
Kinima moved slightly away, looking into Jim’s eyes and
knowing he was being manipulated made him furious. He
realised that being in a rage was exactly what Jim expected.
All the questions with questions and the casual but biting
comments were a ruse of some kind.
‘So you say this craft is very old? That is impossible.
Can I enter it?’
‘Do you want to enter it?’ Jim responded with another
question.
Kinima decided to play the game. ‘I would not have
asked if I did not want to,’ he said, keeping his remarks casual
and flippant.
‘No you cannot enter yet,’ Jim said, his face serious.
‘You’re not ready.’
Kinima sighed for a moment before responding. ‘I am as
ready as I will ever be,’ he concluded, waiting for the next
response.
‘Believe me,’ said Jim looking up at the doorway. ‘If you
entered up there now it would probably blow your mind.’
Kinima was confused and startled by the statement as
he moved back to the packing cases and sat down with Jim
following. ‘Are you saying we need to talk some more?’
‘Tell me about your religion,’ said Jim nodding and
sitting down on the packing case opposite.
‘If that’s what you want to hear,’ said Kinima, perplexed
by the question but needing to find some answers and finally
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realising that answering Jim’s questions was probably going to
be the only way forward. ‘I am a Chief Master Cleric of the
Motarma Church of the Creator that involves policy-making
and direction.’
‘What is the essential belief of your Church?’
‘To follow the Creator’s teachings and philosophy, as is
told in the Holy Book.’
‘Is death to unbelievers part of that philosophy?’
‘I think it is, yes.’
‘Is it also required for women to be subservient to men
and be heavily clothed?’
‘It is, yes.’
‘Does the Holy Book state that there is a puzzle in the
body of a human?’
‘I believe that part is in the revelations.’
‘Who was Evolot?’
‘Evolot is the chosen one, given the Holy Book by the
messenger of the Creator.’
‘In what period of time did this happen?’
‘Approximately three thousand years ago.’
‘Three thousand years,’ repeated Jim. ‘That is precisely
correct.’
Kinima looked at him for a moment, his eyes glazed,
trying to understand why he was emphasising the years,
remembering that Jim had stated the craft’s age. He gathered
his thoughts for a moment, unable to piece words together
until finally he spoke.
‘Are you saying that this craft is actually three thousand
years old?’
Jim nodded slowly in response.
Kinima stared at him for a moment, unable to take in the
enormity of such an answer. He then burst into laughter: it was
clearly absurd as the craft was obviously of an advanced
design. ‘Now I know you are mad.’
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Jim sat with his arms folded, straight-faced, watching
the now smiling Kinima staring up at the craft, allowing the
information to be digested.
‘It would seem humorous to you,’ he agreed, nodding
his head towards the craft. ‘To me it is more profound.’
By this time Kinima had stopped laughing, struck by
Jim’s comments. ‘If what you say is true, and I still can hardly
believe it, what you are saying is that this craft existed in
ancient times.’
Jim nodded.
‘That must have been in the timescale of the Holy Book
being written.’
Jim smiled agreeing once again happy that Kinima was
piecing the puzzle together.
‘What could a craft of such advanced design be doing in
that period?’ Kinima murmured aloud to himself, then looking
at Jim, speaking his thoughts. ‘It would have to be a spacecraft
but nothing like that could be manufactured in such an early
stage of humanity. A spacecraft such as this must be from
another world.’ He shook his head. ‘This is stupid. How can I
believe that?’ He looked at the craft then back at Jim with a
strange, staring look. ‘If all this is true, who are you?’
‘A member of an advanced civilisation sent to
investigate this craft,’ explained Jim, not yet giving the real
mission details. ‘To put it into your words, I am a spaceman
from another planet.’
Shocked and stunned, Kinima didn’t know whether to
laugh or cry. ‘If this is true, why am I here?’
‘I chose you because of your imagination and creativity.
Who else but an illusionist would understand advanced
technology?’
‘But I am now a religious cleric.’
‘Before you followed the religious creed and accepted
the flawed dogma,’ said Jim, trying to reach Kinima’s inner
being, ‘you were a man of principle, ideas and adventure.’
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‘You wish me to abandon my religion?’
‘No, I could not ask any man to do that – it is your belief,
your desire. But I do ask you to put it on one side for the
moment and concentrate on the information you now possess.’
‘I feel that there are deeper implications on why you
have brought me here.’
‘Why do you think I've brought you here?’
‘Could it be for my religious beliefs?’
‘What do you remember from the Holy Book in relation
to Evolot?’
‘He was the emissary, given the Holy Book of the
Creator by the messenger. It was then given to King Atolia of
Matania who had copies made by his scribes.’
‘Is there an actual copy from that time available in your
world?’
‘There are various remnants of parchments near to that
time but not the complete book. It was destroyed in the Year
500 by godless invaders from the East.’
‘How did the contents of the book survive after its
destruction?’
‘The stories and philosophy were passed on by word of
mouth from generation to generation until they were finally
rewritten in the Year 2000. In the Year 600 the messenger of
the Creator visited a prophet many times in his dreams and
gave him the holy word of the Creator.’
‘So there are two Holy Books of the Creator in
circulation at the moment?’
Kinima stopped and rubbed his eyes, for a moment
feeling tired. His body was relaxed but his mind was slowing
down, some rest and sleep needed. ‘No there are many
interpretations,’ he replied, stifling a yawn as Gail exited from
the craft and moved down the stairway. ‘I need some rest.’
Jim gave Gail a nod as she approached. ‘Your bed for
the night is here,’ he indicated to the stretcher on the floor.
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‘Don’t be fooled by looks: it has a self-moulding mattress that
adjusts to your body.’
Kinima nodded reluctantly and then lay down facing
Jim, astonished at how the mattress contoured his body as
Gail quickly sprayed his neck from behind.
‘Sleeping like a baby,’ she said, checking his pulse.
‘He should be out for eight hours,’ said Jim. ‘We’ll meet
at seven for the second part of the interview.’
They both turned and entered through the plate back
into the warehouse.
***
At seven the next morning Jim briefed Gail. ‘Morning, Frosty,
keep exploring the computer. Mr Kinima and I will be joining
you later. Would you ask Tara or Trent to bring a table and
three chairs through to the cave? We’ll have breakfast there
with Kinima.’
Gail nodded as Jim entered through the plate and into
the cave.
Kinima was still asleep as Trent came through
with the table and chairs. ‘Gail’s picking up three breakfasts.
She’ll be through in five minutes,’ he said, turning and walking
back through the plate.
Jim sprayed Kinima’s neck and he slowly came to,
climbing out of the stretcher and sitting in a chair.
‘Slept well?’ enquired Jim with a glancing smile.
‘They are quite extraordinary in comfort,’ acknowledged
Kinima, stretching his arms. ‘What have you in store for me
today?’
‘A breakfast,’ remarked Jim with a touch of humour. ‘Not
a chef’s meal, I’m afraid, just field rations.’
‘What type of food do you eat?’
‘The normal kind but these rations contain the
nourishment you need for a balanced diet. Okay, commercial’s
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now over – let’s get back to our previous discussion. It is your
turn to ask questions.’
Kinima looked taken aback for a moment. Last night his
mind was full of questions but now he was struggling. There
was a sucking sound as Gail emerged through the matter
transmitter, her hands showing first with three small foodpacks
followed by arms and the body. Jim watched closely as
Kinima’s eyes opened wide in shock and surprise as Gail
came through.
‘Explain that one,’ said Jim, comically twisting his face.
Kinima rose from his chair and moved over to the plate,
his eyes transfixed. He placed one hand gently on its surface
and slowly pushed forward. He gasped as his hand
disappeared and he withdrew it quickly.
‘Come and have some breakfast with us,’ Jim said
invitingly, changing the signal on his communicator from open
to close.
Kinima came slowly back and sat on his chair, opening
up the pack before him, taking a fork from Gail and tasting the
food.
‘Can you explain what you saw?’ said Jim, pushing for
an answer.
‘I cannot,’ replied Kinima, now hungry and devouring
the meal. ‘That’s beyond my comprehension. It must be one of
your futuristic illusions.’
‘What does it look like to you?’ said Gail, joining in the
conversation.
‘You are manipulating a solid material.’
‘Correct,’ responded Jim. ‘It is not a trick but matter
technology.’
Kinima finished the last mouthful of food, chewing
slowly. Jim knew Kinima was enjoying the cheese and ham
omelette and the coffee made with a milk substance: it showed
on his face.
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Gail stood up, taking the coffee with her. ‘Please excuse
me, I have work to do.’ She turned and moved up the stairway
to the craft, disappearing inside.
Jim knew Kinima had loosened up a bit, the high
tension and stress he had shown at the beginning had gone,
leaving an enquiring mind in its wake.
‘Compared to us, you are indeed advanced.’ He looked
Jim straight in the eye, yielding his thoughts. ‘The technology
to me is unbelievable. Is that how you perform your illusions –
with technology?’
Jim did not speak but nodded gently as Kinima looked
towards the transmitter plate and then to the craft doorway as
if trying to make up his mind about something. The man was
becoming edgy again, trying to choose between survival and
exploration.
‘Your craft is fascinating I would like to see it.’
‘As I told you,’ Jim reacted with a serious look on his
face. ‘It is not our craft. It is even more advanced.’ He swung
round in his chair, pointing to the doorway. ‘In there is
technology from another advanced race.’
At that moment, survival over exploration became
dominant in Kinima’s mind as he leapt from his chair and ran
towards the plate. Jim turned, shaking his head slightly as
Kinima reached the plate closing his eyes and plunging his
hands forward into the structure. He yelled as his knuckles
smashed into the solid steel plate then stood with both hands
hanging limply.
‘You’re still not ready yet,’ Jim called out from his chair.
‘If I’d turned off the transmitter while you were halfway through,
you would have instantly died: the metal would have run
through the middle of your body.’
Kinima turned to face him looking sheepish and slightly
shaking.
***
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In the big house the sergeant questioned the guards at the
gate, asking whether Jel Hal Kinima had returned. He had now
taken over from Taggelli and needed guidance. Because
Kinima had not returned did not mean anything was wrong, but
it was now approaching midday with no word from him. For all
anybody knew he could have travelled home to Tersa or for a
meeting of some kind. The sergeant took four guards and
drove to the Travellers’ venue out of curiosity, not wishing at
this stage to push the point too far. He entered the venue and
asked to see Mr Olta and the receptionist took him through to
the office.
Olta stood up as the sergeant entered and beckoned to
a chair. The sergeant smiled as he sat down not wishing to be
overbearing.
‘How can I help you, Sergeant?’ he asked, thankful that
he was smiling.
‘I’m sorry to impose on you, Mr Olta. I am just doing my
weekly check of the area.’ Olta nodded as the sergeant
continued. ‘I presume everything is in order?’
‘Well yes, of course, I have nothing to report,’
responded Olta uneasily.
‘Oh, there is no problem,’ insisted the sergeant, not
wishing to seem over-zealous. ‘I was just in the area and
decided to visit.’
Olta relaxed a little, sitting back in his chair, knowing
that these sudden visits were excuses for gathering
information.
‘I was graced with a visit last night by one of your top
leaders,’ Olta informed him defensively. ‘Jel Hal Kinima.’
‘Ah, I believe so,’ replied the sergeant, not wishing to
emphasise his interest at this stage.
‘He used to be one of the top illusionists in the country,’
said Olta, nodding his head and becoming talkative. ‘I did a
small welcome and offered a box for him and his two guards.
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They really enjoyed the show. It finished slightly late. I was
involved with the takings, the tills, so I did not get a chance to
say goodbye before they departed.’
‘The show went well?’
‘Indeed, he was very pleased with the show and saw
the masked illusionist after, while his guards waited outside,’
said Olta proudly.
The sergeant was satisfied for the moment, knowing
Kinima had obviously left with his two guards.
‘I thank you, Mr Olta, for your time,’ said the sergeant,
standing and moving to the door with a courteous nod. ‘I bid
you good day.’
Olta watched through the front windows, still slightly
puzzled by the visit as the sergeant drove away.
***
Kinima slowly walked back to where Jim was sitting and
collapsed into the chair, lying back and looking at two of his
bruised and bleeding knuckles. He had been outmanoeuvred
in his dash for freedom and was feeling stupid and dejected.
‘You do realise my men will be looking for me,’ said
Kinima, leaning forward aggressively.
Jim did not speak or turn his head, but just stared into
Kinima’s eyes with a blank expression on his face.
‘It is only a matter of time until they piece it together and
come looking.’ Kinima was now starting to become uneasy
under Jim’s relentless stare.
‘Do you want you and your two guards to be found dead
or your minds completely wiped clean?’ said Jim quietly with
emphasis.
Kinima swallowed uneasily, his mouth becoming dry
and his heart beating slightly faster.
‘You are in my hands until I decide what is going to
happen to you. Do you understand?’
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‘You would kill me?’ enquired Kinima with a frown. ‘But
you are from an advanced civilisation and you still kill?’
‘Only if I found it necessary to fulfil my mission, yes,’
responded Jim, trying to raise the stakes.
‘You want me to stop trying to escape?’
‘If you wish. You cannot get out of here unless I want
you to. It is all up to you.’
‘You want me to do something?’
‘Do you want to do something?’
‘Don’t let’s go back to that,’ said Kinima dejectedly then
thinking aloud. ‘You were happy when we were talking, then I
tried to escape and now you’re angry.’
‘I am not angry and never have been.’
‘Then let’s talk again,’ offered Kinima, resuming where
they had left off. ‘You are a spaceman and we are sitting by a
craft that is three thousand years old. You are from an
advanced civilisation using magic that allows you to walk
through solid objects.’
‘Not completely true,’ said Jim, forcing a smile. ‘The
metal plate you see is a matter transmitter–receiver. It can
scramble your body into atoms and send you to another
location.’
Kinima sat for a moment with his mouth jutting open. ‘I
did not realise it was as complex as that,’ reacted Kinima,
falling back on his religion. ‘If I did not realise it was technology
I would swear it was divine.’
‘The two are very close,’ said Jim, now leading the
conversation back to religion. ‘Did the Creator put us on this
world to kill and fight each other? I think not.’
‘Humankind is still at a basic stage of development.’
‘Man has within him all the basic instincts and urges of
primeval human forces. Surviving in a hostile climate;
defending and protecting the tribe; hunting and killing for food;
killing an enemy when necessary, and sexual encounters as a
basic instinct for the propagation of the species.’
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Kinima nodded in agreement as Jim continued.
‘Many men also wish to dominate and have controlling
power over others.’
‘That’s when our faith must be strong,’ said Kinima,
though not completely believing the statement, his mind fixed
on the deeds of Notari.
‘Do you believe that faith is unquestionable?’
‘With faith you can only believe or not believe,’ replied
Kinima. ‘If you believe, there are no questions.’
‘Do you believe?’ Jim leaned forward in his chair,
enjoying the debate.
‘I do believe,’ replied Kinima, surprised by the question.
‘Why do you ask?’
‘But what is your belief?’
For a moment Kinima grimaced, annoyed at being
asked such a question.
‘I believe in the Holy Book of the Creator and its
contents delivered by the messenger to Evolot.’
‘That book is three thousand years old, written in an
unenlightened time incompatible with your modern age of
development.’
‘My faith is still strong.’
‘Yes, it is strong in relation to a book someone wrote
three thousand years ago. The world in which you exist today
was created from a past cauldron of religious fermentation;
humankind has enslaved your mind with religious dogma.’
At this there was complete silence between the two as
Jim let Kinima take in the statement. Kinima was partly shaken
by the comment but steadfast in his belief.
‘I believe what I believe,’ said Kinima quietly, reacting to
the verbal attack and relaxing in the knowledge of his own
faith. ‘I would rather have faith in my Holy Book than be an
atheist like you.’
The words made Jim grin for a moment, much to
Kinima’s displeasure.
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‘Why do you smile?’ snapped Kinima, offended.
‘I should be the one offended,’ responded Jim, now
frowning, his body relaxing back in the chair. ‘You think I am
an atheist? I can assure you I’m not.’
A puzzled frown now appeared on Kinima’s face as he
stared into Jim’s eyes. The thought of Jim having a faith had
not occurred to him.
‘What religion do you have faith in?’ he asked
inquisitively.
Jim sat for a moment before answering, looking Kinima
straight in the eye. ‘I am a completely private man with regard
to religion,’ acknowledged Jim. ‘Even close colleagues do not
know my religion. In the world I live in, the Creator is the God
we worship and believe in.’
There was a look of total surprise on Kinima's face as
he listened to Jim’s words. The realisation that Jim worshipped
the same God – the Creator – was a revelation to him.
‘Is that true, that we both worship the Creator?’
‘There is a difference: we have no Holy Book to follow,
there are no churches, only personal prayer rooms for
contemplation and worship.’
‘How can you believe without guidance?’
‘I believe with pure faith and inner conscience. The
words of man have not touched me.’
‘I am amazed that you do not need a church,’ said
Kinima. ‘What do you mean by the words of man?’
Jim remained silent for an instant before answering,
choosing his words carefully. ‘It is easy for me to reply but not
easy for you to listen,’ he stated firmly, trying to make Kinima
interpret his words.
Kinima was puzzled. The statement by Jim was
confusing. Does he think I’m a fool? he thought. No, he is
trying to make me clarify his and my beliefs.
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‘I am in awe that your belief is totally blind,’ he said
aloud. ‘The fact that you have no Holy Book to give you
direction and peace of mind is amazing.’
‘That is the point,’ replied Jim earnestly. ‘My faith is
pure!’ Jim was approaching the core of the subject with
meticulous timing, the depth of conversation profound.
Kinima was enjoying the debate and could not
remember the last time he had done so. His superior, Notari,
rarely engaged in theological discussion and was more
inclined to discuss worldly matters.
‘I think I understand your point,’ continued Kinima, trying
to evaluate the situation logically. ‘My religious beliefs are in
the Holy Book while yours are in spiritual purity.’
‘My beliefs have been passed down by the simple
philosophies of an ancient civilisation with the knowledge to do
good, be true to yourself and yourself alone by following your
conscience and good works, cast out evil thoughts and ask for
guidance through prayer. Not easy tasks in the mayhem of
life.’
‘How do you qualify prayer?’ asked Kinima, now
pondering, and eager for an answer.
‘I usually leave that to the theologians,’ replied Jim.
Kinima laughed. He was enjoying the conversation but
Jim knew there was an underlying doubt still waiting to
surface.
‘If I was pushed for an answer,’ Jim added, ‘I would
reply, it is a plea to the Creator and your inner self for
guidance.’
‘I think that as we both believe in the Creator,’ said
Kinima, establishing the basic fact of their discussion, ‘our
beliefs are the same.’
‘Not so,’ responded Jim, shaking his finger. ‘As you
said, my faith to me is a more natural response as opposed to
your shaped and crafted written version.’
‘We both still worship the Creator.’
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‘We do,’ agreed Jim. ‘That is where the likeness ends.’
Kinima frowned but there was also curiosity in his face.
Jim did not want to cause an argument – he needed
more discussion to show Kinima the differences. ‘Through the
centuries of your timescale, divine religion fragmented and
customised by human interference and bigotry has led
humankind into a fog of deception.’
Kinima sat back in his chair, deep in thought at the
statement and its implications. ‘Are you saying that my worship
of the Creator is true but our Holy Book is not?’
‘What I am saying is: I believe in the Creator but not in
human interpretations. I think that everyone on your planet is
totally deceived by the human written word of man through
thousands of years of distortion and misinterpretation. The
very essence of spirituality distorted and violated by humanity.’
Kinima blinked several times, trying to take in what Jim
had said. ‘I disagree,’ he retorted in self-defence rather than
logic, not accepting that the book he had so steadfastly
followed from a young man had imperfections. ‘Humankind
needs direction that can only come from holy teaching.’
‘Ah yes. Is your Holy Book divine or is it a compilation of
philosophy and history containing both fact and myth?’
‘It is history in part, yes,’ Kinima replied. ‘How can you
call the acts of the Creator a myth?’
‘Your Holy Book calls on man to take up his sword and
destroy the enemies of the Creator,’ said Jim, ignoring the
question and disturbing Kinima’s thought process.
Kinima was at a slight loss for an answer. ‘I think the
sword is symbolic,’ he stuttered. ‘Many of us take it to believe
we must be firm and belligerent and not be crushed out of our
belief.’
‘If as the ancients, we believe the Creator is the one
God of all the galaxies, the creator of all life,’ said Jim slowly,
‘why would his creed need humans to fight and destroy each
other?’
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Kinima was lost for words: he agreed in principle with
what Jim had said but could not concede it openly and stood
up on his feet in defiance.
‘I feel I can discuss no further,’ he said as Jim sprang to
his feet, both staring at each other. ‘We are not making
progress, just travelling in circles.’
‘On the contrary,’ said Jim, ‘we have travelled far and
you may be ready for what is to follow.’
Kinima seemed to lose his aggression, curious as to the
next step.
‘Walk with me to the craft,’ Jim gestured with his right
hand. ‘Do you think you are ready for the truth of your planet’s
past history and theological beginnings?’
Kinima accompanied him, wrapped in his own thoughts
and staring at the entrance above, shuddering slightly at the
thought of what he may see. ‘At the moment I have to accept
what you tell me,’ he said warily, still wondering what would
happen.
‘The craft contains a three-dimensional log by its
captain,’ continued Jim, trying to explain with snippets of
information before they reached the entrance. ‘In it is
explained his arrival and all that followed three thousand years
ago. It is the true history of your planet!’
They reached the door together and stood for a
moment, looking at each other.
‘Are you ready for this?’ said Jim as gently as he could.
Kinima nodded, saying nothing, though his eyes
betrayed his apprehension.
They passed through the door of the craft and turned
right down the corridor, heading for the flight deck. A corridor
without doors or openings brought a confused look to Kinima’s
face as they reached the end and stopped. Jim placed his
hand on the wall in front and a doorway opening slowly
emerged as Kinima stood transfixed by the technology. Upon
entering, Kinima looked round the vast flight deck with its inter282
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phasing lights and control panels. He wanted to ask questions
but none came to mind. He just stood and stared.
Gail, sitting in the first flight seat, spun the chair round
as she spoke. ‘I’ve done the best I can with the fading memory
banks. It’s quite an interesting story.’
‘Thanks Gail,’ Jim replied, turning to Kinima. ‘Gail is my
computer expert who has been working on the craft systems.
Some of the memories are decayed and may be intermittent or
shaky but I think you’ll understand the story. Shall we sit?’
Kinima nodded as they sat on a chair, each in the
middle of the deck.
‘It is hard to believe that this craft is three thousand
years old,’ said Kinima, in awe of the large flight deck and its
complicated systems. ‘To me it looks like something from three
thousand years in the future.’
Jim smiled as Kinima continued, realising that to him
the visuals were going to seem astounding.
‘Did you say that this craft was actually here at the birth
of our religion, the Creator?’
Jim stopped for a moment before answering. ‘You are
going to see a run through of the captain’s log,’ he said
carefully. ‘The log explains how he arrived here and what he
did throughout the period.’
Kinima felt a tremor of excitement ripple through his
body, realising that he was about to see past events that no
other living person on his planet would ever see. The elation
caused his body to shake slightly for an instant, linked to a fear
of what was to be unveiled.
‘May I ask his name,’ he said, in nervous anticipation of
what might follow.
‘The captain was called Chief Explorer Zartoft. He was
from a system twenty light years away.’
‘What about the crew?’
‘There were no crew. He was just a lone explorer.’
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Kinima nodded as Gail turned to face them. ‘We are
ready to go,’ she said, bringing the solid image of the female
hologram into view, encased in a sphere of light in the middle
of the flight deck.
Kinima gasped at the nearness of the image, trying to
move his head back further. Never before had he seen an
unreal solid person. The image turned twice then spoke.
‘What are your requirements?’ she said, turning again.
‘Amended Archive Reports 1 to 4 from Chief Explorer
Zartoft,’ requested Gail. ‘Please transmit in full flight deck
mode.’
The sphere with the female hologram at the centre
began to expand, travelling straight through Jim and Kinima,
stretching out to Gail on the front seat.
Jim laughed, looking at Kinima’s dropped jaw and wideopen eyes as the image encased them. The scene suddenly
transformed to a replica of the flight deck. Everything appeared
to be in solid form with Zartoft in the front seat. To Kinima the
images were solid, merging and dissolving as they came into
contact with real physical objects. Zartoft began to speak but
the picture and sound fluctuated due to memory loss. Gail took
up the commentary.
‘This is Zartoft saying that he has travelled twenty light
years from his home planet, Paterna.’ Gail waited for a
moment as the scene changed to Zartoft wrestling with the
controls. ‘There was a small explosion in his plasma drive
forcefield and he directed the craft to the planet Thraeot. He
managed to land and sought refuge for his craft in a huge cave
– this cave we are in. He was now stranded without plasma
and the forcefield drive.’ A pause initiated by Gail on the visual
picture caused her to turn towards Kinima. ‘Is there anything
you want to ask?’ she said, aware of his startled looks.
‘It … it is all very amazing,’ said Kinima. ‘This
technology is so astounding and the fact that it is here on my
world is unbelievable. I feel so humble and useless.’
284

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

Gail showed a faint glimmer of a smile realising how
profound the effect on him would be.
‘I have edited the archive into four sections,’ she
continued explaining what was happening. ‘The original has
memory deterioration and destruction because of age. Please
ask any questions as we go.’ She resumed the visual
hologram that showed Zartoft with the large half-shaped
transparent sphere coming down over him, followed by
amazing pictures of something passing through the cave walls
and out into the open valley beyond.
‘What is that?’ cried out Kinima the picture paused by
Gail.
‘We think it is some kind of psychic projector,’ explained
Gail. ‘We do not even know the technology.’
Kinima nodded in awe as Gail activated the projector.
‘Who is that?’ said Kinima staring at the faces of two
hologram figures, one with a crown.
‘One is King Atolia and the other I think is the psychic
Karkah.’ Kinima’s eyes began to water, the emotions starting
to overwhelm him.’
‘King Atolia is in the Holy Book,’ said Kinima with a sad
smile. ‘And Karkah was a trusted advisor.’ The two were
shown in clear clarity then disappeared with violent sound and
visual interference. The next section showed Zartoft with
Evolot.
‘This is Zartoft as the messenger of the Creator, talking
to Evolot,’ said Gail, noting the sadness on Kinima’s face.
‘Here he gives him the Holy Book.’ She turned to look at the
picture then back at him. ‘Do you want to take a break here?’
He shook his head, still staring at the images, unable to
take his eyes off the two. Jim was slightly worried that Kinima’s
mind was being overloaded by the revelation of seeing the
images of actual people from the Holy Book. A lifetime of faith
and belief was being compromised. Some men would go mad
learning the truth, or be driven into denial.
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‘Please carry on,’ whispered Kinima loudly in an
emotive voice.
The next pictures showed the cylinder surrounded by
clouds striking the statue of Bealio with a laser beam and
completely destroying the statue.
‘The destruction of Bealio by the Creator,’ he blurted
out, watching every detail as the people below died. There was
further memory deterioration – the picture and sound expired
completely for five seconds and then returned with a visual of
the drones moving into position, blocking the river with a
forcefield. The forcefield then released the water that plunged
with a terrifying force towards the Namori army, sweeping
them away like matchsticks in a drain. The last picture showed
the King and Evolot standing on the river bank.
‘Not miracles, all technology,’ murmured Kinima as the
picture ended and the light sphere dissolved in the air, tears
running down his cheeks.
Gail looked at Jim, her eyes showing concern for
Kinima as he virtually collapsed in his chair with eyes closed.
‘Are you alright, Jel Hal Kinima?’ she said, hoping for
reaction but none came. The revelation of his religion had sent
him into a semi-trance. His mind had been overwhelmed and
now he needed to ponder and think.
Several minutes passed by and then he slowly opened
his eyes and turned to Jim.
‘You were right,’ he said, still thinking about what he
had seen. ‘It nearly blew my mind to learn the truth. There was
a moment when I thought I would go insane and lose my mind.
But I know illusions well and how they work. I realise that what
I have seen from the past were technological illusions of great
importance. The religion I have followed from a boy has not
been destroyed. I still have my faith in the Creator through
Zartoft. He brought his God that both you and I worship and is
also my God. What you are saying is that the holy writings of
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our world are wrong, certainly the miracles are, but what about
the rest of the book?’
Jim realised that Kinima had accepted technology for
what it was and was now trying to validate the teachings of the
Holy Book.
‘Has the modern transcribed Holy Book been loaded
into the system?’ asked Jim of Gail.
‘I uploaded yesterday as you instructed,’ she replied.
‘Some item comparisons have not been entered as yet.’
‘Put the two copies on screen,’ instructed Jim. ‘And let
the computer avatar compare.’
Gail restored the female hologram to the sphere of light
as she appeared directly in front of Jim and Kinima who, still in
awe of the technology, jerked his head back again in
amazement.
‘Please state your requirement,’ said the hologram,
turning again.
‘Place the Holy Book written by Zartoft alongside the
modern Holy Book and stand by for comparison,’ ordered Gail.
She stopped for a moment as the books appeared side by
side. ‘Compare the reports of the Namori invasion.’ Two
paragraphs were highlighted on each book.
‘Zartoft shows the original story of the Namori invasion
in Book One,’ related the hologram. ‘The differences in the
modern book are in translation. The passage describing that
the enemies of the Creator must be destroyed refers to the
God Bealio and the Namori army. The modern interpretation is
changed with no reference clearly indicating that all enemies of
the Creator must be destroyed.’
Kinima frowned at the comparison, looking at Jim who
gestured with his hand toward the image.
‘Why has the God Bealio and Namori army been left
out?’ Kinima enquired of the hologram.
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‘Bad editing or mistranslation,’ replied the Avatar,
spinning again. Jim concluded that the spins by the Avatar
were put in to replace a pause button.
‘Can you explain the differences?’ Jim asked, trying to
give Kinima another answer from the hologram.
‘The interpretation with exactitude of an ancient
language is not possible, leaving a scholarly rendition of the
text,’ replied the hologram. ‘Possibly several translations have
changed the meaning.’
For a moment Jim said nothing as Kinima reflected on
the answer, his face not betraying his thoughts. He looked at
Jim, nodding towards the female projection. Jim nodded with a
gesture of his hand at the hologram, letting Kinima continue
with the questions.
‘Highlight any other references with differences,’ said
Kinima, wondering if he had stated the question correctly,
never having talked to a computer before.
‘Checking,’ acknowledged the hologram turning once
again. ‘The Namori invasion differs from the original transcript.
The two miracles stated are incorrect; no miracles occurred;
they were the actions of Zartoft to protect the Matanians.
Zartoft version states: Men and women must be equal in all
matters and their bonding not taken lightly. A midwinter
religious festival has been created called Creatmas. Zartoft’s
version denotes this as the Bealio midwinter celebrations.’
‘Computer stop,’ ordered Jim. ‘State as a total number
the differences between the original version by Zartoft and the
modern version.’
‘Two thousand seven hundred and fifty three,’ stated
the hologram, turning once again.
Kinima sat back in his chair, completely deflated, his
face showing strain.
‘Zartoft wrote the book with observations of his own
religion trapped 3000 years ago in that time and location,’
continued Jim speaking softly. ‘He incorporated the thinking of
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an advanced culture, mixing and adapting it for an
underdeveloped civilisation.’
Gail paused the computer and the hologram
disappeared as Kinima stared ahead, suddenly turning to Jim.
‘A Prophet came six hundred years later,’ said Kinima,
trying to retain a ray of hope. ‘And gave us great revelations.
The sun and moon are the timekeepers of life: it is hard to
breathe on the top of a mountain: In the sky, stars will be born
and die. This is the existence of the physical universe. The
revelation of scientific information that water is the seed of life.
There is a puzzle in the body of a human that when revealed
will cause healing and an extension of the lifespan, curing all
disease.’ He stopped for a moment, his eyes once again filled
with belief. ‘This was all predicted 2400 years ago.’
‘It is all true and pure in belief. I have established they
were all from Zartoft’s computer,’ interrupted Gail, revealing
the source. ‘Algorithms, calculus, and equations sent by a
dying computer. The prophet had a great psychic abilty able to
pick up the last messages from a decaying psychic projector.’
Kinima was in despair, holding his hand under his chin,
supporting his head, gazing at the floor. "Men like Notari
through the ages have distorted the truth and manipulated the
text to suit their own needs and desires."
Jim was undecided for a moment whether to carry on.
Kinima’s confidence in the actual written words was now
wavering, a traumatic change for any man, yet there was still
an element of truth.
‘A few years ago you were deeply in love,’ said Jim,
now taking a more gentle approach. ‘Love empowers within
you a transcendent quality. It consumes your whole body and
soul with a compelling, beautiful emotion. Your love was
destroyed by the deeds of humanity, plunging you into a
hopeless frenzy of revenge and hate. That led you into the
path of the corrupt religion of Notari a demonised offshoot far
from the truth of the mainstream religion.’
289

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

A stream of tears flooded down Kinima’s face from his
eyes, slowly dripping onto his cloak. He was no longer
agitated, his thoughts upon his adored darling wife.
‘As you say,’ said Kinima his words filled with sadness.
‘I loved my wife.’ There was not much more to say as Kinima
hung his head in sorrow. He now knew the truth. This was not
a dream or a projected mirage. He knew the difference
between a dream and reality. All the facts were there relating
to his version of the worldly religion of the Creator. The
religious terrorism and hatred had been developed under a
false premise of textual distortion by extremists. Religion
should have a purity of love, understanding and wisdom. It
should never advocate loathing, terror, pain or death.
‘Do you think we should stop the bombing now?’ said
Jim, carefully leading with a question.
‘Yes, we should,’ replied Kinima wistfully, his face
starting to change to one of slight anger. ‘Those religious
bigots are going to blow up a city.’ He looked straight into Jim’s
eyes. ‘They are initiating acts of violence from accumulated
knowledge contrived and splintered into sections and creeds to
substantiate their beliefs, and I was a big part of it.’ The
damning truth of his extreme religion hit him hard, causing an
outburst. ‘We must stop them – they have an atomic weapon.’
‘I know,’ replied Jim with a swift nod. ‘That is the real
reason I am here: to try and stop it. We found this craft by
accident.’
‘Then I must try and help you.’ Kinima stopped for a
moment, his memory flooding with information. All the work
Jim had done was now paying off. Kinima wanted to help to
stop the bomb. ‘I do not know the exact location, only that it is
the tallest building in the centre block of Frondona.’
Gail walked over to the scrutiniser pack and issued a
command. ‘Alpha-Beta: name the tallest building in Frondona,’
she instructed as the computer became live with a sequence
of lights down its side.
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‘The tallest multistorey is the Taccker building,’ replied
the computer voice. ‘It covers the central square of Frondona
city.’
‘Do you know the building?’ Jim asked Kinima.
‘It contains hundreds of businesses. It is one hundred
storeys high.’
‘It could be the top floor or the basement,’ said Jim
thoughtfully. ‘How will it be exploded?’
‘With three backpacks linked together by two electronic
cables. Three men are involved: Tameer, Dotani and Malasca.
They must connect together to make it nuclear. When I
overheard some of the technical information it became clear
that unless all three are linked, only a normal explosion will
occur.’
‘Good,’ said Jim, nodding to Gail to transfer the
information. ‘Anything else you can help us with?’
‘There is an added complication: the boys are now
being monitored by Taggelli – a really evil influence. Can you
stop the explosion?’
‘Only if I know where they are.’ Jim sat for a while in
thought, focussing on the facts. ‘Frosty, replace Norman at the
Traveller. We are all going to Frondona. And have the guards
released in the car so they wake up in three days.’
She nodded, pulling out her communicator and entering
details.
‘You’re taking me with you?’ said Kinima in surprise.
‘Is that alright with you?’ Jim smiled as he stood up.
‘You can identify the boys and Taggelli, but there is still the
danger of a nuclear blast.’
‘But I don’t know their exact location.’
‘You will,’ answered Jim with an enigmatic smile and an
air of mystery. Jim needed Kinima but only he knew why. A
plan had already emerged in his mind but he had to be sure
Kinima was with him one hundred per cent.
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That night, as darkness came, the four of them
transported to the field location and waited for the auto shuttle.
It arrived suddenly out of the darkness of the sky, creating a
background humming noise much to Kinima's surprise. They
entered and sat down as Jim issued a command to the
computer.
‘Alpha-Beta: transport to point south of Frondona –
hovercar required.’
The craft moved at a tremendous speed upward,
reaching the stratosphere in one and a half minutes. After a
sudden stop it accelerated towards Frondona, covering the
1200 mile journey in thirty minutes. A car and driver would be
waiting for them.
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Chapter 7

Taggelli strode through the street on the outskirts of Frondona
and entered the large outer doors of the Church of the Creator.
He already knew that the government authorities were aware
of his existence and the nuclear bomb. The banning of the
backpacks in Frondona for the next month was proof enough.
These details had been taken into account during the
formulation of the mission – Notari had planned well. He
moved into the small prayer room at the rear of the building
and knelt down by the side of three robed praying figures.
He took three phials filled with a red powder from his
robe and handed them to Tameer.
‘You will each swallow the powder,’ he said, glancing
sideways to the door. ‘When you reach your central
destination.’
The boys nodded as they each received the powder. It
was a street drug named power. It did not impair the mind of
its ability to function but gave the recipient a euphoric boost of
infallibility.
‘You each have your disguised clothing under your
robes and will meet me at the location already disclosed. Any
questions?’
‘We are not to carry the backpacks,’ queried Tameer.
‘No. The authorities have banned all backpacks from
the city so you will travel as you are from different directions,
arriving at the central point at the same time. The backpacks
will be waiting for us there. I will then prime and set the bomb.
Now go. We shall all be remembered in history.’
The boys nodded and then discarded their robes, each
revealing a different set of clothes.
293

Divine Fanaticism- Jim Long space agent

‘May the Creator be with us,’ chanted Taggelli several
times as the boys departed from the church. He turned for a
moment and sat down facing the statue of the Creator, set on
an ornate table at the front.
The door at the side slowly opened and a hooded,
robed figure walked over to him and sat down. For a moment
there was silence and then Taggelli turned his head, looking
into the eyes of Notari.
‘You have done well, Jona Ben Taggelli,’ said Notari,
his eyes narrowing. ‘May the Creator go with you, you will be
forever remembered.’
***
The drive from the south landing field completed as the
hovercar moved into the drive park of the Hotel Magnificent in
the centre of Frondona. It was an impressive six storeys high
with huge glass-fronted windows. As they all booked in, Jim
instructed for them to meet in the lounge in one hour. Once
Kinima had entered his room, Jim placed a small disc, a
movement detector, on the bottom of Kinima’s door. This
would activate his communicator if the door opened. He did
not like to be furtive but in this case he had to be sure.
The hour passed and they assembled in the bar lounge,
Jim arriving with Kinima by his side.
‘Frosty, you, Norman and Jel Hal check the shops and
businesses in the Taccker building,’ said Jim, turning towards
the door. ‘I’m meeting Bentonis and Trentarly. Be back in an
hour and a half. Keep your eye on everything.’
Gail nodded, realising that the last remark was in
relation to Kinima.
Jim left the hotel and walked towards the Taccker
skyscraper two blocks away but greatly visible on the skyline.
The road outside was busy as he looked down on the
hovercars from the five-foot-high pavement. At various
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junctions steps and ramps gave access to the road. Jim smiled
to himself; there was no danger of being hit by a car on the
pavement as the hovercars floated only six to nine inches from
the ground.
Turning the corner of the block, he saw Bentonis with
Trentarly standing at the Taccker building main doors where
he had arranged to meet them. Both their faces looked
strained and anxious as Jim shook their hands.
‘Is there somewhere we can talk,’ he said, giving a
sideways glance at the huge building.
‘Follow me,’ Bentonis indicated with a nod of his head
towards the doors. ‘There’s a café cum restaurant on the third
floor.’
They walked across the crowded shopping area to the
lifts, Jim quickly accessing the locality and movement of
people. Reaching the third floor, they sat on a small corner
table in the crowded café and ordered drinks.
‘It is good to see you,’ said Bentonis, eager for any
news. ‘We have done all we can here.’
Jim nodded, taking a sip of his drink. ‘I can tell you this
positively,’ he said, placing the cup back on the table. ‘This is
the building chosen by the extremists.’
‘Here!’ Bentonis exclaimed, his jaw dropping. ‘We
should evacuate.’
Trentarly grabbed his arm to stop him standing as Jim
continued. ‘If we do that it will alarm them and they could
choose another building,’ he said, trying to calm Bentonis.
‘I agree,’ said Trentarly. ‘In a couple of hours this place
will close for the night and we can do a methodical search.’
Bentonis nodded in assent as Trentarly keyed into her
phone all the details to headquarters.
‘How many businesses are there in this building?’
requested Jim.
‘Over a thousand,’ responded Bentonis
grim-faced, hating having to wait. ‘Are you certain it is this
building?’
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‘Yes,’ Jim replied, leaning forward. ‘I believe the bomb
is already here waiting for the three boys.’
‘Why three backpacks?’ said Bentonis.
‘The bomb is too heavy to be carried by one man,’
replied Jim. ‘It is also difficult to find, hence the three
component parts.’
‘You’re right,’ acknowledged Trentarly. ‘There will be no
backpacks on the streets.’
‘They need to come in amongst the crowds,’ said
Bentonis. ‘That means within the next two hours or tomorrow
morning.’
Jim agreed although he perceived that there were other
ways of entering the building. ‘There is also very important
information,’ he said. ‘The leader and perpetrator of this plan to
detonate a nuclear bomb is a man called Kra Beto Notari.’
Trentarly put the name into her phone and waited for further
information.
‘As soon as the doors close, we initiate the search,’ said
Bentonis, turning to Jim. ‘I presume you will wish to be
included in the search?’
‘Yes,’ Jim nodded. He now had to find Taggelli’s
location. ‘We need to know every business operating in the
building.’
‘I shall have that information within an hour,’ said
Bentonis as they stood to leave.
‘I shall see you in two hours,’ Jim added. ‘I’m hoping for
further information.’
‘Another of your illusionist tricks?’ said Trentarly with a
grin.
‘Possibly,’ replied Jim, smiling back. You don't know
how near to the truth you are, he thought.
***
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Tameer arrived at the Taccker centre and entered a small
shop opposite the rear entrance. A small grubby man dressed
in a robe appeared behind the counter and gave him a piercing
stare. ‘Can I help you?’ he said, leaning forward.
‘My father needs me to help in his quest,’ said Tameer,
carefully uttering the prepared codewords.
‘When?’ said the man.
‘Any time,’ said Tameer, using the sequence.
The man ushered him into a small back room and down
some stairs into the basement. Entering through the door he
saw Taggelli seated with Dotani.
‘Sit down,’ said Taggelli, pointing to a chair. ‘We are
waiting for Malasca.’ There was a strange silence in the room
that ensued for five minutes until a sound was heard from
above. They heard the sound of feet coming down the stairs
and then Malasca entered. Taggelli had a small twisted smile
on his face as he and the two boys stood up. ‘Now follow me,’
he said, passing into the outer basement.
The small grubby man slid open two large grids on the
wall, revealing a passage five feet in height. Taggelli entered
first with bowed head, leading the boys into the tunnel. The
walls were stone built with a small seepage of water
channelling through the gaps. The roof showed a small
curvature from left to right. The sound of their feet on the stone
below gave a strange clarity of echoed sound to the ears.
Reaching the far end, Taggelli slid open the grid as they all
passed through, closing the well oiled grid behind him.
The huge basement before them stretched out on all
sides with great pillars of steel and concrete supporting the
structure above. They moved on a path cleared through the
maze of large packing cases heading to the middle section.
They were now in the lower basement area of the Taccker
centre. It was a storage area for some of the businesses
situated in the building above. They stopped outside the huge
doors of the goods lift, allowing Taggelli to look furtively
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around. They were alone. He was amazed and grateful at how
easy it was to gain access to the building.
‘We shall now travel in the lift to the fiftieth floor,’ said
Taggelli, once again rallying the boys by getting them to chant
‘Hail to the Creator’. After two minutes he stopped the chant
and opened the door to the lift. They entered, standing by two
large packing cases as Taggelli pressed the button. There was
a sudden jerk, causing them to stumble slightly as the elevator
gained momentum on its upward climb. Their mission was
going exactly to plan as prepared. Taggelli glowed with pride;
soon their names would be famous throughout the planet, the
infamous deed nearing its conclusion.
***
At the hotel, Gail, Kinima and Norman sat in Jim’s room as
requested. The door opened and he entered somewhat in a
hurry. He sat down on the two-seat settee next to Kinima.
‘Jel Hal,’ he said quietly, looking into Kinima’s eyes. ‘Do
you trust me?’
Kinima frowned, wondering why he had been asked this
question and then nodded with a puzzled look.
‘My two officers know of my special capabilities,’ said
Jim, showing Kinima the bracelets on his wrists, ‘These
bracelets are linked to two huge computers on my home world.
The left bracelet allows me interdimensional travel.’ He
stopped for a moment, allowing the information to be
understood.
‘Interdimensional?’ Kinima stuttered for a moment over
the words.
‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘Briefly, there are hundreds of
different dimensions of time and space with strange
environments, some defying the known laws of physics.’
Kinima nodded as if in a trance, his mind trying to
understand.
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‘The right bracelet allows me entrance to the domain of
the spirit.’
Kinima’s eyes were now wide open with a startled look
on his face. ‘Are you talking of an out-of-body experience?’ he
said incredulously.
‘That’s the simple version,’ replied Jim, trying not to
overload Kinima’s mind and following a very gentle approach.
‘I would not have told you any of this if I didn’t have to.
Unfortunately, I have no option: we need to find Taggelli.’
Kinima looked down at the floor in thought for a
moment. ‘I’ve already seen your advanced technology in
operation.’ He spoke mildly, turning the information over in his
mind. ‘I suppose I should not be surprised at the advances.’
His face then again became puzzled. ‘You can find Taggelli by
going out of body?’
‘No, but you can, with my help.’
‘The existence of the soul has never been proven,’ said
Kinima, still astounded by the implication. ‘How can I find
Taggelli?’
‘With pure thought.’
‘I think of him and we go there?’
‘Yes, because you know him well and can visualise his
face.’
Kinima sat back for a moment, turning over in his
thoughts the momentous revelation bestowed upon him. He
could hardly believe what he was being told, but knew it must
be true.
‘You are talking about the soul?’ he said with a hint of
profundity.
‘You could call it the mirror body or immaterial essence,’
said Jim trying to simplify the statement.
Kinima found himself with a torrent of questions running
through his mind. ‘You can actually transcend into a spirit
existence?’
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Jim decided to answer as many questions as possible
to boost Kinima's confidence. ‘I do visit the realms of spirit
existence.’
Gail watched Norman for a moment, his eyes blinking,
taking in all Jim was saying. She knew in the past that Norman
had been taken into another dimension and she had been
taken into the ethereal realm of the spirit linked with Jim. But
Norman was an earthy type of character who did not like the
surreal and he preferred to stay in physical form; even the
matter transmitter disturbed him.
‘It is quite an astounding and remarkable experience.’
She offered her thoughts to Kinima, knowing that he would
soon be going where no-one on this planet had gone before.
‘I have visited our galaxy guardians,’ continued Jim.
‘They are called by us “the ancient beings of light”. I heard
them but could not see, as I was encased in a protective
bubble against the powerful white light that surrounded me.’
‘Have you seen the Creator?’ Kinima leaned forward
with a yearning in his eyes.
‘No one sees the Creator,’ answered Jim. ‘The Creator
is outside time and space. He holds together the fabric of
existence.’
Kinima’s body felt stimulated into a slight euphoria. He
now had confirmation of the soul, in itself a profound unveiling
of beliefs. He realised that to Jim it had become normality.
‘How far can you travel?’ he asked, trying to rationalise
the implications.
‘Distance is irrelevant,’ replied Jim. ‘The end of the
galaxy, another galaxy, you travel in realms and I am on the
lowest one because I still have a physical body. I can only
speculate that those who depart from their body and physically
die can possibly transcend evil and selfishness, ascending to a
higher plane and nearer to the Creator.’
‘To think I was a part of this crazy bomb plot,’ said
Kinima sadly, shaking his head in remorse.
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‘You are now redeeming yourself.’ Jim placed a
comforting hand on his shoulder. ‘You could have been
responsible for millions of deaths and consumed in a spiritual
coma for centuries to come.’
‘Let us find Taggelli,’ said Kinima. ‘It is time to end his
evil transgression.’
‘Link arms,’ requested Jim as they did so, Kinima
shoving his arm under Jim’s. He then turned to Gail and
Norman. ‘Just keep an eye on us till we return.’ He
concentrated on the right bracelet and Gail watched as it
glowed with colour, remembering her own first excursion into
spirit.
There was a floating feeling as both Jim and Kinima
came out of their bodies, hovering just above. Kinima looked
down in wonder on his own physical form and his own mirror
body in immaterial essence. He marvelled at the perfection of
form and substance, an exact created image of the physical
entity. He was staring at his own soul. He had neither physical
eyes nor ears, yet he could hear and see. A slight haze
emanated from both their ethereal forms as Jim’s voice
entered his mind.
‘Cut all your thoughts except one,’ said Jim, allowing
Kinima little time to adjust. ‘Concentrate on Taggelli.’
Silence ensued as Kinima’s thoughts converged on
Taggelli’s facial image as both ethereal bodies glowed and
turned into streams of light, disappearing in an instant vapour
trail. For a moment Kinima became alarmed. He knew he was
passing through solid objects and then upward into the sky at
a tremendous pace with a sudden stop as their ethereal
shapes reformed.
They hung in the air near the high ceiling of a long
corridor. Jim floated them slowly down to outside a large glass
door upon which was written – ‘The Banton Corporation
producing canvas – tents – camping items – backpacks’.
Through the glass door they could see Taggelli with one of the
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boys strapping on a backpack. Jim had seen all he wanted as
their two bodies turned into streams of light and exited.
Gail and Norman watched both physical bodies of Jim
and Kinima suddenly jerk as their ethereal forms returned and
their eyes slowly opened.
‘That was amazing,’ gasped Kinima. ‘Why did you leave
so quickly?’
‘We are no use in ethereal form,’ responded Jim with a
slight smile as he leapt from his chair. ‘We need substance to
stop Taggelli now that I know where he is.’
They walked swiftly from their hotel to the Taccker
building two blocks away, stopping at the door by a security
officer.
‘I’m afraid you cannot enter. We are closing,’ said the
man.
‘I wish to speak to Officer Bentonis immediately,’
requested Jim urgently.
‘Follow me,’ said the man, taking them inside up to a
large front desk. On the other side Bentonis was talking to
three other security officers with a strained look on his face.
‘Excuse me, sir, this gentleman wishes to speak to you.’
Bentonis turned to see Jim, hope returning to his face. ‘I
will take it from here.’
The man nodded and departed as he approached Jim,
recognising Kinima. ‘Why is he here?’
‘Jel Hal Kinima has been instrumental in locating
Taggelli. We haven’t much time. On which floor is the Banton
Corporation located?’
Bentonis hastily took a bunch of papers from his inside
pocket, swiftly scanning through alphabetically. ‘They are on
the fiftieth floor.’
‘They manufacture backpacks,’ informed Jim. ‘Taggelli
and the three boys were meeting there.’
‘They must be setting up the bomb,’ said Bentonis
grimacing. ‘We probably have about an hour.’ He blew a
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whistle and all ten armed officers rushed to him. ‘Start your
search on the fiftieth floor at the Banton Corporation,’ he
shouted, beckoning to the lifts.
‘We’ll come with you,’ said Jim. ‘This building is huge.
You will need some help.’
‘Are you armed?’ Jim shook his head as Bentonis
produced an automatic pistol and handed it to him. ‘You may
need this. I hope to God one of us finds them.’
They reached the first elevator door as Bentonis issued
further orders. ‘Two men stay at the lifts and the stairway
entrance and two on the basement until the others arrive.
Send the reinforcements to the fiftieth floor.’
The officer nodded and watched as they entered the
elevator, the doors closing behind them.
Bentonis pressed key number 50 on the wall panel and
the express elevator moved upward at a fast pace. Jim was
trying to calculate in his mind what Taggelli would do next as
the elevator slowed down, lurching to a stop. The doors
opened on to one of the entrances to the Banton Corporation
as Bentonis moved out and looked to the left and right. The
long wide corridor ran the width of the building, moving half a
block in each direction. There was no sign of Taggelli and the
three men.
‘Shall we split up?’ Jim offered, noticing a deep frown
on the face of Bentonis and needing to separate.
Bentonis nodded. ‘We’ll go right. You take the left.’ He
beckoned one of the guards to come over. The guard carried a
small case, placing it on a table with two chairs on either side.
Opening the case revealed several communicator devices. He
handed one to Jim, taking another for himself. ‘This is for
emergencies.’ The strain on his face showed as he strode
away, the other men following down the corridor.
Jim entered the main Banton door and looked around at
the large office space. Gail took out her communicator, keying
into scan mode.
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‘Anything?’ Jim enquired.
‘I’m receiving several signals but no sign of radiation on
this floor,’ she said, moving the device in a circular motion.
‘It could be well shielded,’ Jim suggested, hoping this
wasn’t the case.
She pointed it down at the floor, then upward at the
ceiling and smiled. ‘This scanner is too powerful for them to
avoid detection,’ she said, adjusting the scale. ‘They are quite
a way above.’
‘He’s going to explode it on the top floor,’ prompted Jim.
‘Shall I alert Bentonis?’ asked Norman, thinking of
getting reinforcements at this stage.
‘Not at the moment,’ said Jim quickly. ‘That would limit
the use of our technology. Back to the elevator.’ He keyed in
the ninety-ninth floor and within a minute they reached their
destination. ‘We’ll go the rest of the way by stairs,’ he
announced, putting a finger to his lips indicating stealth and
silence.
Reaching the hundredth floor he nodded to Gail to take
another reading. She turned the scanner in a 180 degree
motion as Kinima looked on, astonished as three pulsating red
dots were shown to the left, two together and one apart,
pinpointing the radioactive backpacks. Jim nudged the door
leading on to the floor slightly inward, staring through the
opening. A long corridor showed unoccupied offices to the
right but no visible sign of the four men.
They continued the furtive movements, moving down
the corridor quietly from door to door with Jim in the lead,
reaching another one at 90 degrees that covered the whole
length of the building. Kinima looked ill at ease as they gazed
out on to the magnificent view of Frondona from the top floor.
He did not like heights as a touch of vertigo made him stumble
to his knees below the window.
Jim grabbed his arm, watching his eyes jerking with the
wooziness.
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‘I can’t stand heights,’ Kinima mumbled as Jim dragged
him just inside one of the offices.
After a minute Kinima returned to normality, trying to
stand and Jim realised that if he looked down from the window
again the same thing would occur. He beckoned, pointing and
prodding his finger towards the ground, indicating for Kinima
not to move and hoping no one had heard him. Norman stayed
with him as Jim and Gail continued slowly down the corridor.
Jim indicated to Gail as she took up the lead position to view
the scanner. The three blinking lights were now somewhere at
the far end of the corridor as they both moved forward again.
As Gail reached an open office area to her right, she
heard a demented scream, briefly seeing a figure at full speed
moving towards her. There was no time to evade the
movement of the drug-crazed Tameer as she instinctively fell
on to her back, pushing upward with both legs. Jim did not
even have time to level his gun as Tameer, helped by the
inertia of Gail’s legs, was flung into the air, crashing through
the large glass window then plunging downward from one
hundred storeys high.
For a brief moment she lay there, looking at the
smashed window as Jim grabbed her arm, pulling her upright.
Down the corridor some thirty yards Taggelli emerged from a
doorway and, seeing Jim and Gail, opened fire with a couple of
shots from his pistol. The bullets whistled by as Jim pushed
Gail into the closed area and returned fire.
‘Damn,’ retorted Jim with a wry smile on his face.
‘Somehow they separated but the three backpacks are still
together.’ Norman pulled Kinima into a side office as the
bullets started to fly. Jim did not know whether they had
connected the backpacks until he saw Taggelli slip one door
down and retrieve the third one. By this time Jim was out of
ammunition and slung the gun in a corner.
All became quiet as Jim glanced back at Norman. ‘Get
out of here, Nobby,’ he shouted as Norman nodded and took
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the crouching stumbling Kinima with him, heading back to the
elevator. ‘Inform Bentonis that the bomb is being armed.’
I need more firepower, he thought. Maybe we can kill
them all and then disable the bomb. His thoughts were
shattered as Taggelli emerged through the door with Dotani
and Melasca on either side with connected backpacks.
They started to chant together, the powder taking effect
as they slowly marched up the corridor, Taggelli still with the
pistol in his hands. Jim did not know whether the bomb could
be detonated immediately or was on a timer. There was little
time to think as Taggelli indicated with his gun for them to keep
in front.
Jim was ready to use the Thaser pistol, a sophisticated
electronic laser-taser gun to render the three men unconscious
in a bid to avert the atomic explosion, but Norman had the gun
at this time. Reaching the corridor junction his hopes were
dashed still further as he watched Norman with a gun aimed at
the side of his head by someone standing behind. The figure
slowly emerged; it was Kra Beto Notari, his face twisted, his
mood dark.
‘I am Notari, hail to the Creator,’ he shouted, raising his
other arm in the air to the other three. ‘Do not make any
sudden moves or your friend will die.’
He slowly passed Jim and Gail with the pistol still at
Norman’s head, moving to Taggelli. Kinima slowly stood up,
whispering in Jim's ear. ‘He is the leader and propagator of this
obscene mess,’ he said, glaring at Notari.
Suddenly Jim knew what Notari was doing: he was the
one with the code to activate the bomb.
Notari keyed in as the other three chanted. Norman,
looking very ruffled, had obviously been hit by Notari.
‘Why are you destroying a city?’ Jim suddenly shouted
above the chant, trying to delay what seemed inevitable. The
chant stopped for a moment.
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‘Who are you?’ said Notari, glaring with wide, staring
eyes.
‘A man from another world, trying to stop you destroying
this one,’ he replied, staring hard at Notari.
‘You are from another world?’ said Notari his eyes
narrowing. ‘Where is your superior weaponry?’ He laughed,
not believing a word. ‘On this world I am the spiritual leader of
15 million souls. I am guided by the books of the Creator and
my deeds will be remembered forever.’
Jim tried to edge forward but stopped as Notari rammed
the pistol into Norman’s head.
‘What do you say to that?’
‘You are a leader who doesn’t know the basics of right
from wrong!’
For a moment Notari said nothing, not knowing who Jim
was nor seeming to care. His eyes were upon Kinima.
‘Why are you here?’ The words were filled with hate
towards Kinima, knowing that Jim would never have found
them without Kinima’s help.
‘I know a lot more about our religion,’ said Kinima, trying
to explain whilst looking into the eyes of a disturbed mind, still
deciding how far to go. ‘Please let me try to explain.’
‘Explain what?’ Notari grinned, his upper lip open,
showing his teeth. ‘That you are a traitor.’
‘What you are doing is evil and against humankind.’
‘What I am doing is killing unbelievers.’
‘If you set this bomb off you will kill thousands of
believers in this city.’
‘This city is pagan. None are true worshippers of the
Creator.’
‘Many are from our church.’
‘No, they agree and have sympathy with the authorities,
the very authorities that killed your wife.’ Notari was now
approaching a sensitive area goading Kinima, but he held firm.
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‘I see it differently now,’ he replied, hoping to distract
Notari. ‘It is you who are out of touch with reality. Our Holy
Book has been manipulated and rewritten, retranslated
hundreds of times with each version differing slightly from the
original.’
Notari prodded the gun into the side of Norman’s head,
glancing quickly to the control panel on the backpack Taggelli
was wearing.
‘You lie,’ snarled Taggelli in defiance. ‘You have been
brainwashed by these unbelievers.’
‘I have seen the original Holy Book,’ Kinima blurted out,
causing a strange silence.
‘Enough,’ shouted Notari, his face twisted with hate.
‘Start the chant.’ Taggelli and the two boys began, their chant
drowning out Kinima’s voice. Notari finished keying in, putting
his other arm around Norman’s neck and marched him
forward, passing Jim, Gail and Kinima and then stopping at the
elevator.
‘I am destroying all non-believers of this godless
society,’ he yelled, pushing Norman away and firing at the
second lift-operating button. Then with a hysterical laugh he
jumped into the first lift. ‘You have ninety seconds to make
piece with your maker.’ The lift door closed and he headed
down.
Taggelli started the chant again as Norman reached for
a Thaser pistol strapped to his calf and lobbed it into the air.
Jim caught it and moved towards the chanting three. He could
see in a second the countdown now at sixty seconds. He fired
the Thaser at the left connecting rod, splitting it into two and
then at the second breaking it slightly as he turned and raced
down the corridor towards the other three.
‘Link arms,’ he yelled above the chant, slowing down as
he reached them, bending both arms outward from his waist.
They all linked and ran as one. Jim started the numbers in his
mind, swiftly moving to thirty, his left bracelet glowing. They
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could all see the numbers progressing because of the link with
Jim.
The lift stopped at the fiftieth floor as Bentonis keyed in
to travel up. The doors slid open and a deranged Notari
emerged, gun lowered at his side and madness in his eyes.
‘Prepare to meet death,’ he shouted as every gun
pointed towards him. ‘The whole city shall now die.’ As he
started to raise his pistol he was shot by ten guards.
***
The bomb exploded as the physical bodies of Jim, Gail,
Norman and Kinima faded from view, completely disappearing
just as the eruption caught up with them. The whole floor was
decimated as the red hot fires of the blast continued onward,
blowing out all the windows on the top floor. The atomic
explosion had been averted.
Kinima blinked twice as their bodies re-emerged on the
flat plain of tranquillity.
‘That was close,’ said Jim, exhaling a large outtake of
air and turning to Kinima and holding up his left arm. ‘With the
compliments of my left bracelet, this is Dimension Thirty.’
Kinima’s jaw dropped for a moment at the beautiful
spectre of colours in the air, like twisting tubular rainbows
above.
‘We shall now return and hope that we can still walk on
the passageway,’ said Jim. ‘For we have to go back to where
we left.’
The numbers reappeared in visualisation, returning
back to zero causing their bodies to once again dissipate and
re-emerge on the hundredth floor. The temperature was still
high, the walls black and charred as Kinima covered both ears
with his hands as both earlobes seemed to shrivel with the
intense heat as they ran on to the stairway and down. They
reached the coolness of the floor below and then continued
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slowly to the ground floor. Jim looked at the layer of soot on
Gail’s face as she looked at his.
‘We look as if we have been working, Frosty,’ he said
with a chuckle. ‘You look like a miner.’
‘No,’ she murmured back, sticking her tongue in her
cheek. ‘I’m over twenty-one.’
Jim laughed, shaking his finger at her. ‘Always the last
word!’
‘What has being over twenty-one got to do with miners,’
said a puzzled Norman, then the penny dropped and for a
moment Jim and Gail laughed.
Firemen were entering the building as Bentonis
approached with an outstretched hand, grabbing Jim’s arm. ‘I
thought you were dead,’ he said with gratitude in his eyes.
‘So did I,’ replied Jim, smiling. ‘The timer was set and
running, I managed to break the connector and we all just
made it through the doors to the stairs.’ He winked to Kinima
who smiled back with a slight nod.
‘Can you identify this person?’ said Trentarly, pulling
back a blanket on the ground to reveal Notari’s face. Jim
turned to Kinima, indicating for him to answer.
‘This is Kra Beto Notari,’ said Kinima, staring down at
the dead face as Trentarly covered it again, surprised to see
he had been killed by the security guards. ‘He was the spiritual
leader of 15 million souls and the instigator of the atomic
weapon.’
Bentonis scratched his head. ‘Well, at least we’ve got
the top man,’ he said in a mellow, thankful mood. ‘I couldn’t
ask for anything better.’
Jim was pleased. He and the team had stopped a
catastrophic event. The mission was completed. He knew he
could not return as yet, as with other assignments he had
undertaken there were still a few loose ends.
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‘We’re all going back to the hotel,’ Jim told Bentonis,
knowing he would not see him again. ‘To have a shower and
freshen up. See you later.’
‘Once again,’ answered Bentonis gratefully. ‘Thank you
for saving a city.’ He now regarded Jim as a friend, a man who
could do no wrong in his eyes.
Back at the hotel they picked up their belongings and
moved back to Motarma in the shuttle, arriving just before
dawn.
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Chapter.8
Jim, Gail, Norman and Kinima closed their eyes and
relaxed on the return fast journey from Frondona. The shuttle
landed at Motarma and there waiting for them was Teresa in a
hover bubble car. Jim entered the car as the others followed
behind.
‘It’s nice to see a friendly face again,’ he said, moving to
the other front seat. ‘How’s the masked illusionist managing?’
‘Just fine, sir,’ she replied with a cheeky grin. ‘We’re
even doing the plunge down – not as good as yours but
effective none the less.’
‘Careful Teresa, you’re falling for him.’
She laughed.
‘How’s Mr Olta?’ he asked.
‘A little disappointed that you aren’t there, but otherwise
he’s fine.’
‘Who’s doing my job?’ said Norman abruptly.
‘Just one of the engineers from the space station,’
Teresa replied.
‘Just one of the engineers!’ exclaimed Norman, getting
ruffled. ‘Is he good or bad?’
‘He’s good,’ she replied, noting the look on his face
through the rear mirror and then added as an afterthought. ‘But
not as good as you.’
Norman nodded and sat back in his seat. Jim grinned:
Teresa had learned the art of diplomacy.
‘Are we going to Motarma?’ asked Gail, turning to Jim.
‘Yes, I think we’ll drop Jel Hal off on the outskirts,’ he
replied, turning to Kinima. ‘If that’s all right with you?’
Kinima looked sad for a moment at the thought of all
this ending for him. His outlook and philosophy had been
changed by learning the truth. The truth also made him eager
for more knowledge.
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‘May I have a last look at the ancient craft?’ he
requested, a pleading look in his eyes.
‘You’ve already seen everything,’ said Jim. ‘You know
you cannot reveal any of this or people will think you’re mad.’
He noted Kinima’s dejected face and paused. ‘I don’t think … I
don’t think there is a problem with having a last look.’
A long gasp of air left Kinima’s lips, a broad smile
across his face at the answer. ‘We need to protect our cover
and the position of the craft.’
Kinima agreed as Gail gave him a spray hypershot in
his neck, causing him to slump forward asleep. The hovercar
sped down the road to the warehouse as Teresa sent a coded
signal to the large entry doors. The doors slid sideways as the
car entered and powered down. Jack Bandotti and two other
men met them as Jim climbed out.
‘Can you take him through to the cave?’ said Jim,
nodding towards the unconscious body of Kinima.
Jack nodded as the two men put him on to a
hoverstretcher and moved towards the small room.
‘We have found some more files on the ancient craft,’
said Bandotti. ‘The other scientists are due later today but I
wonder if Gail would try and open them?’
‘Of course,’ replied Jim, rather surprised, then
addressing Gail and Norman. ‘I’ll be interested to know what’s
on them. You go ahead team I'll catch you up.’
Gail and Norman headed in the direction of the
interconnecting room as Jim poured a glass of water from the
ice-cold dispenser on the wall.
‘Is everything all right, Jack?’
‘It was strange,’ began Bandotti, nodding his head, his
face fixed in a thoughtful stare. ‘I managed to check through
every file on the database, placing them in two categories.
Files we could salvage and files that were corrupted and
useless. Upon finishing the task, two more files slid into place
from nowhere.’
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‘But they were part of the database?’
‘I’m sure of it. They must have been programmed to
initialise at a specific time.’
‘Then they must carry some hidden meaning or
answers.’
‘I think so, yes, but of what I am not certain.’
‘Let’s go and find out,’ concluded Jim as they both
headed for the room. ‘I’ll awaken Kinima at the same time.’
***
Kinima blinked several times as he followed Jim and Bandotti
onto the flight deck of the craft, his eyes once again gazing in
wonder at the technology. The other two, Gail and Norman,
were seated at the front. Gail accessed the computer while
Norman regulated the power supply.
‘The bigger file is now open,’ said Gail, a slight frown on
her face. ‘The small file will not open, possibly until the other
has been seen.’
Jim nodded as the three-dimensional projector powered
up. A picture of Zartoft appeared seated in front of them. This
was not the Zartoft they had seen on the earlier files; this was
an image of a very old man. He spoke slowly and dramatically.
‘No doubt you who salvage this craft have seen the logs
and files from the computer. Indeed, if you managed to attain
entry, you must be from an advanced civilisation.’ The picture
stuttered and froze, making Jim dread that the file was too
corrupted to continue. Then it returned with true clarity of
sound and vision. It was as though Zartoft was in the room
with them.
‘I am now in my three hundredth year and do not have
the will to live for much longer. I have travelled and seen
worlds beyond belief. It is the part of my life that I now miss. I
am an explorer and because of a technological failure have
been marooned on this planet. In my young days I interfaced
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with some of the inhabitants of this planet. It was wrong. I have
grafted my own religion from my home world on to that of this
world. On my world the religion is nurtured from spiritual belief
only, here the corruption of the written word is moving it in
another direction. If there is evil, it is in man’s incompetence
and never-ending struggle for power and supremacy.
‘I tell you this: man has travelled through the galaxies
for a million or more years spreading his seed, his ideas and
his religion. Many different races and species have travelled
through the vastness of space in that time. On this planet
some 150 to 200 thousand years ago they genetically used
their DNA to place their seed in homo neanderthals to create
homo sapiens – Man! The Creator, the one supernatural
supreme host of time and space, an overlord of great
magnitude and magnificence, rules all galaxies in time and
spirit.’
He leaned forward towards the camera with a
melancholy expression on his wizened face. ‘May I leave you
with this, a message from the philosophers on my planet: the
Creator has put into the seed of man the freedom of choice.
This freedom on the negative side allows corruption, slavery,
dictatorship and domination of mankind. The Creator could
take this away from man but he will not, for man must do this
himself by using this awesome power wisely and with love and
just cause.’
Zartoft stopped and continued with one last line. ‘When
I die my body will be automatically sealed into a container and
left within the ship. I bid you goodbye. May the Creator be with
you always.’
Tears appeared in Kinima’s eyes at Zartoft’s
revelations. The others, including Jim, stood transfixed for a
moment as Gail spoke. ‘The file is transferring to the small
one,’ she said as the computer took control of the switch.
Zartoft appeared again with a sense of urgency in his
voice. ‘This is the final section, please move all your personnel
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from this craft within the next five minutes or you will die.’
Bandotti looked in disbelief at the image of Zartoft. ‘This whole
craft is about to fall into spiritual disintegration.’
Jim remained calm as he beckoned to Gail and
Norman. ‘Let’s get out of here.’ He then ushered Kinima to the
exit as they all left the craft and stood outside at the bottom of
the ramp. ‘Is there anyone else inside?’ Jim asked Bandotti.
‘No,’ replied Bandotti, looking puzzled at Jim. ‘Trent and
Tara are in the office. The other technicians don’t arrive until
evening. Do you believe that this spiritual disintegration is
going to happen?’
‘I don’t like the word disintegration and I always find it
best to comply, just in case it is,’ Jim replied with a grin, turning
to Kinima. ‘Now you know where your ancestors have come
from.’
‘It is astounding,’ said Kinima, trying to take in all the
facts at once. ‘What is DNA? What is a spiritual
disintegration?’
‘DNA is a puzzle within the body,’ said Jim, keeping the
facts simple. ‘We shall all find out in a minute about the
spiritual disintegration.’ He looked at his timepiece and then up
at the craft. ‘About now I should think.’
Nothing happened as he looked down and then up
again. A faint white glow emanated from the open doorway
then extended outwards two feet from the body of the craft. It
became more intense and started to expand down to the front
and rear of its outer regions. The shell started to glow a misty
white that moved another foot outwards from the body. The
white then seemed to illuminate and become stronger until the
silhouette of the craft disappeared.
The whiteness then intensified to an uncomfortable
level, forcing them to avert their eyes from the powerful glow.
Jim shielded his eyes, knowing he had seen this pure light
before when he had visited the ancient guardians. The human
body, if encased in the purity of its aura, would be immediately
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destroyed. Now he knew the meaning of a spiritual
disintegration.
The light suddenly disappeared, taking with it the
ancient craft as Bandotti and Kinima stood open-mouthed
looking at the empty space.
Norman lifted up his hand-scanner with Gail watching.
‘No sign of the craft at all,’ he said, moving his hand from left to
right.
‘Not even a molecule,’ stated Gail. ‘There’s not a sign of
its physical existence.’
‘What do I tell the chief hierarchy about the craft?’
moaned Bandotti, staring up at where the craft had been.
Jim looked serious for a moment. ‘Tell them,’ he said,
after a pause, ‘that the Creator has reclaimed it.’
Jim knew that he would have to do the report for his
Chief Officer and meanwhile answer some more questions
from Kinima before sending him back. He was intrigued as to
why the ancient space craft had been taken from them, but
guessed that the reason would never be known.
This mission was now concluded. His mind relaxed as
he pondered what was coming next.
END
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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.
Federation rank structures consist of:
The Ruling Galaxy Council with its Chairman Supreme Chief Officer Vanders (SCO)
Deputy chairman
Assistant Supreme Chief Officer Gray (ASCO)
and ten other ASCO's commanding various departments
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 galaxy police federation - existing
laws standing.

Other ranks
Police Inspector (PI) 4 stripes
Police 3 ranker (P3) 3 stripes
Police 2 Ranker (P2) 2 stripes
Police Basic (PB)
FEDERATION POLICY and STRUCTURE
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 neutralised and interference in the
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development or progression of other life forms not be tolerated. Police embassies are visible
on any planet above ratio five, invisible observation on all planets below. The mode of travel of
the federation is primarily intergalactic craft (IGC). The IGC weaponry is thermo-micro laser
bolts and beams plus black observation satellites for planetary surveillance and control.
MTR’s- used only under strict guidelines over short and concise distances. Sophisticated
tracking scanners and sensor arrays plus the new advanced audio computers now in service
called Alpha-Beta.
At the centre of the planet, Krakor are installed two computers - an amazing gift
from the ANCIENT BEINGS of LIGHT – the great spiritual ones- guardians of the galaxy
spreading order, light and goodness.
The (CTD) and (TC) telepathic computers. Two men have the only access to these
computers – Supreme Chief Officer Vanders and Special Agent Jim Long. Each have
bracelets on their wrists which when activated by their brains allow them travel to other
dimensions or move out of body into astral spirit form.
PERSONAL DISC DATA
JIM LONG- Qualified space agent
35 years of age- an experienced astro-pilot, navigator, and a 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 astronavigation. Nicknamed ‘Frosty’ Farmer because of her ice cool disposition.

GALAXY SPACE POLICE FEDERATION DIRECTORY
Alpha-Beta - new advanced computers now in service called Alpha-Beta . Each computer
operates on verbal commands - predicting and making decisions from signs and input.
Computer linked bracelets
On Jim’s left wrist a dimensional bracelet and on the right the spiritual bracelet linked to the
CTD and TC computers on Krakor.
CTD Computer - The (CTD) coextensive transcendent dimensions of time computer allowing
its recipients to unlimited travel and exploration in unknown dimensions of time and space.
Dakars Image Restaurant – Advanced hologram technology for entertainment and leisure. A
white knuckle ride in reality settings. (From Soulgate-temple of souls)
Krakor
The Planet basing the Galactic Police Federation HQ at the centre of the galaxy.
IGC (Intergalactic Craft) - The IGC reaches light speed and then switches to Space Time
Warp Drive (STWD) changing the craft to travel in another parallel dimension of time. A
relative speed achieved of ten thousand light years for every day travelled in normal time
allowing the occupants to traverse the length of the galaxy out-of-time within ten days. One of
the greatest scientific gifts ever bestowed on the police federation by the ancient beings of
light. Each IGC is powered by the natural successor to electricity, electonity that produces
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power from the atom in the form of colossal magnetic forces producing anti-gravity, gravity,
from dark matter and dark energy - electonic force field, traction and disable beams and a light
speed propulsive force.
MTR’s - Matter transmitter-receiver transport's still in a stage of development only used over
short and concise distances. Mostly used in the form of flat metal doorways transporting from
one to the other.
Probe interceptor craft - shuttlecraft for use between the mother ship and planets’.
Multipurpose for defence and attack - all capable of sub light speed.
The (TC) Computer - telepathic computer allowing out-of-body travels in spirit form to the
domain of the spirit world and astral planes.
Scrutiniser – small back pack – an extension of Alpha-Beta. Allowing recipients full computer
access including information and translation. Built in gravity belt allowing limited air flight.
Scrutiniser (SCTR50) Basic backpack that can project 3D stereoscopic solid pictures
Scrutiniser (SCTR100) Advanced backpack that can project/record 3D stereoscopic solid
pictures.
Power Packs
Various sizes from small to huge. Huge packs providing power for IGC's for 1 year duration. A
self contained forcefield holds the regenerative power in check.
Energy Power Dimmer Regulator
Controls the ingoing and outgoing power.
Supreme Translator
An automatic written and audio module integrated into Alpha-Beta.
Planet Thraeot
At the age of technological discovery, 2 or 3 centuries away from 'light speed'. Still covert to
the Galaxy Space Police Federation. Populated on two vast continents and a huge island.
The main continent of Asurfa supporting 3 huge countries, Acirem (central) Dredosca (North)
Acirfani (equator)
The second continent Eporin supporting 3 countries, Ecnarf (North) Dnallon (Central)
Kramner (South)
Thaser Weaponry
Small hand-guns up to large ship mounted weapons. Taser-laser induced in pulse form or a
beam of light. It can also erect a force-field around the holder or craft.
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