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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
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,
only covert 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.
Violent earthquakes wiped out the surfaces of these worlds
including meteorite bombardment and destructive weather.
Several thousand years later survivors were ready to start
again.
The speed of light establishes a single spacecraft and
crew to travel to the nearest star systems to visit other
civilisations. Ending in an open visit by the Galaxy Police
Federation initiating a Galaxy Police Embassy and diplomatic
relations. 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.
The Police Federation Headquarters currently based in a small
solar system near the centre of the galaxy, incorporating two
suns and five planets. Three planets were fully life supporting
and the principal Krakor specially manufactured and
landscaped by the Ancient Beings of Light – primeval
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creatures of the spirit and guardians of the galaxy. Krakor a
place of great beauty with oceans, rivers, lakes, streams and
waterfalls viewed throughout the landscape. Recruitment for
the Federation came from every life-bearing planet in the
galaxy above Ratio Five whilst the other two planets were
living quarters for five million members and their families.
Transport for the Federation consists of Inter-galactic craft
(IGCs) that travel at light speed and then switch to an alternate
inter-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 cause anxiety and the
Ancient Beings 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 interdimensional 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 integral responsibility and
moral standards but with normal human instincts and
vulnerability. Gifted with an unusual sense of humour and
enthusiasm always trying to attain a higher level of
understanding.
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Chapter 1.

Two white glowing figures floated through the multicoloured clouds as they faced each other in the higher astral
realms. Both were equal in power as they slowly circled. The
colours above them swirled and intertwined with rich mixtures
of purple, pink, blue, and red. The slightly smaller of the two
raised his arm and hit the other causing a blast of light to
exude outward. Neither spoke as the taller one tried to block
passage to the other. It was a complete standoff. The smaller
entity made a sudden dash to the right his way blocked once
more by the other. In frustration, he battered the taller entity
with several strikes of his right arm causing multiple blasts of
light. Shooting upward he suddenly escaped the other an eerie
laugh from his lips. A great bolt of energy came from an
unknown source above sending his form into a wild spin
downward. He flailed his arms the spin only corrected when he
reached the lower astral. He made an effort to proceed upward
again without success. It was useless. The entity roared in
defiance raising both clenched fists above his head. He was
now confined to the lower sections of the astral by a far greater
power.
*

*

*

"Each galaxy formed and cast in the vast infinity of a
vacuum has a unique part to play in the gravitational structure
of time and space. The death of a star in a supernova can
rarely be witnessed at the exact cataclysmic time; however, it
is often caught by the human eye, albeit light years away in the
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past. Our three dimensional eyesight cannot tell that a horse
on the gallop has in its motion all four legs clear of the ground.
It is difficult to believe that our frail physical bodies ordained
with normal sight do not view the night sky through distance,
rather through time. The quest for knowledge always leads in
to the profound quagmire of existence. No rules or regulations
exist dictating the status and role of a being, only chaotic
mathematical equations that lead the scientist on a unique
infinite quest. The path we are destined to follow is a neverending search for the truth." Professor Rupert Moreton paused
briefly as the athletic figure dressed in a space agent uniform
entered the large lecture hall. The face of Jim Long became
visible out of the shadows, a small grin appearing on his face
as he leaned against the rear wall of the sloping auditorium.
The professor continued addressing the young officers'
conference at the HQ of the Galaxy Police federation. "Thank
you all for attending." Light applause followed and soon after
the student officers’ moved to the exit.
Jim smiled as he slowly moved towards the Professor.
He had years ago sat in those very seats and had fond
memories of the lectures delivered by the senior officers.
Rupert stacked three flat electronic notebooks under his
arm and motioned to Jim, twitching his head towards the left
exit. "Shall we adjourn to the office?"
"Lead the way, Rupert." Jim waited for two cadets to
leave the room and followed behind. The two men moved
down the corridor and stood outside a door marked – Chief
Lecturer.
"Alpha-Beta, open door," requested Rupert to the
computer still clutching the notebooks. A green beam of light
hit the middle of his chest and expanded out, covering his
entire body shape. It followed by a series of small squares on
his face. The green projection suddenly ceased and the door
slid open. Upon entering, Rupert placed the notebooks on a
table and sat down in one of the comfortable soft armchairs
7
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gesturing with open hand for Jim to take another. "It's so
delightful to relax."
"No one can relax at your lectures, Rupert they are
always stimulating." Jim sunk into the luxurious chair. "I
received your message an hour ago."
"Ah yes," Rupert replied shaking his head. "I am
plunged back into reality." A small grin appeared on his face as
he stared at the ceiling deep in thought. His eyes slowly
softened as he spoke to Jim. "Our leader, Supreme Chief
Officer Vanders has been called away to a conference and will
be away for week. He has instructed me to enquire your
personal views regarding a certain topic."
"I am intrigued," said Jim putting on a blank expression.
"It's not the strength of my aftershave is it?"
"You always jest," chuckled Rupert.
"And you always juggle with words," replied Jim.
"Touché." Rupert blurted out the words shaking his
head and smiling. "I approach the subject of your two staff,
space officers' Farmer and Clarke."
Jim put on a comic frown. "Is there something wrong,
Rupert?”
"No, no," replied Rupert trying to lighten the
conversation. "Nothing derogatory or anything like that, they
are excellent officers."
"I am glad to hear it, Rupert. You're not doing badly for
an interrogation."
"This isn't an interrogation," said Rupert indignantly,
then shaking his head and creating a mild look upon his face.
"Is that what you think?"
"Eh, eh, caught you," said Jim waving his finger and
laughing.
"It's my own fault," replied Rupert relaxing in his chair. "I
shall get straight to the point. Because your two officers are
with you on most assignments, Vanders would like to know if
you also wished to give them bracelets. Then they too can
8
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merge when necessary into other dimensions and the astral?”
"Yes," answered Jim raising his eyebrows slightly.
"They have travelled with me by locking arms and keeping in
close proximity to my bracelet signals. But there is always a
danger of losing them."
"That is what Vanders thought," explained Rupert. "He
realised that in the past they have been exposed to these
environments unintentionally, possibly to save their lives. He
has been in contact with the Ancient Beings of Light and they
will allow this to continue with provision. You and Vanders are
the only two of humankind vetted by the ancients to
dimensionally and spiritually travel; therefore you are the only
one that can operate their bracelets."
"I presume they will operate in conjunction with my
own?"
"Yes. As you know, misuse of this gift can lead to
physical and spiritual corruption. It is not to be taken lightly.
That is why no one else has been allowed this travel."
"I do realise the importance," said Jim seriously. "Have
you ever been in the astral or other dimensions?”
“No,” replied Rupert screwing up his face. “I’m not
allowed, but I need to do a basic check that your two officers’
are happy and compliant with the system.”
Jim responded with an enigmatic expression on his
face. “It is a strange world travelling out of body, I believe it
can be achieved naturally,” he reflected. “It is real and yet
unreal, it is profound yet simple, hard to describe.” W ith a
practical shake of his head, he dismissed the thoughts. “W hat
happens next?"
"The next step, Jim, is a small training course for them
that you and I will administer."
"It sounds good, Rupert. When do we start?"
"I think after lunch at 2 would be appropriate."
Jim sat back in his chair looking rather content. Rupert,
on the other hand, was sitting upright thinking before he spoke.
9

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

"Alpha -Beta," said Rupert to the computer. "Contact
Space Officers' 1, Farmer and Clarke. Instruct them to report
to central security at 1400 hours. Inform me when the
message is received and understood." Rupert turned back to
Jim and spoke. "How do you think they'll respond to being able
to travel with you?"
"Both have been in another dimension with me," replied
Jim thoughtfully. "Only Gail has been out-of-body once.
Norman will be a little reluctant about leaving his body, being a
down-to-earth engineer."
"Good," said Rupert looking at the timepiece on the
wall. "It's now midday."
A short pause ensued as the computer replied to the
previous instruction. "Both officers informed and confirmed."
Jim nodded as Rupert picked up one of the notebooks
and sat down again.
"Are we doing this at the security centre?" asked Jim
thinking of the main classified lecture hall.
"No, I envisage the full treatment," replied Rupert
pointing his finger downwards to the floor.
"To the planet centre!" exclaimed Jim. "What about
clearance?"
"On the basis you answered with an affirmative Vanders
has issued special passes to the two officers."
"I can't wait," grinned Jim. “That will really be an
experience for them; I haven't been down there for two years."
"Good, a revisiting experience for you," said Rupert
standing up abruptly. Let's go and have some lunch."
*

*

*

Norman Clarke loved engines and tolerated people. He
was happier stripping down a spacecraft into parts and then
reassembling. As a senior engineer, he was now supposed to
instruct and check the work of others. The ultimate computer,
10
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now called Alpha-Beta had now tuned and diagnosed the
engine he was working on. He hummed a tune as he carefully
placed a translucent cylinder onto its magnetic clamp in the
engine compartment of the new probe interceptor craft.
"Alpha-Beta, please restore power to plasmatic
modifier."
"Power being restored," replied the articulate female
voice of the computer. Norman watched the cylinder flicker
and then ignited the red and blue gases circulating inside. A
strong purple light shone brightly outward, but then intermittent
changing to red and blue.
"Alpha Beta, close down power," said Norman. The
computer complied and the cylinder light dimmed.
"I detect that the plasmatic modifier has a fault," said
the computer.
"You were late in diagnosis," Norman answered feeling
superior. W ith an experienced eye, he had noticed the
intermittent colour change that predicted a fault within the unit.
"I will diagnose my response times," the computer said.
"I will request another modifier from engineering stores."
Norman knew it would take two hours for a modifier
delivery. "Take the probe interceptor off line and instruct
engineers to replace the item," he said. He was walking out
through the craft door and into the hanger as he spoke.
"Are you ready for the meeting?" Norman turned
around, recognising the voice and smiling at the tall slender
Gail Farmer.
"Ah yes," he replied frowning slightly. "I was just
finishing some work on the interceptor." They both turned and
headed towards the vertical-horizontal (VH) elevator situated
at the corner of the hanger. "I thought we should eat first in the
junior officers' dining room." Gail nodded as they entered the
elevator and the door hissed shut behind them.
"Junior officers' dining," she stated as the elevator
capsule moved swiftly to their left and gathered speed. It
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moved smoothly to the end of the building quickly hissing to a
halt at the outside wall. It then moved upward until reaching
the tenth floor before stopping and then heading to their right
for two junctions.
The door opened into a large oval room that sloped
gently down to an unoccupied central area. There were
several level oval pathways four feet in width that made
intersections into the slope. On the level areas every ten feet
were curved half-circular tables that faced the centre position
below. The dining room was half-full with a low murmur of
conversation in the background.
Gail seated herself at one of the tables as Norman
stood and gazed downwards at the empty centre. "W hen do
the visuals start?" he asked staring at the other tables.
"W hat visuals?" replied Gail puzzled by the remark, as
they both had only just returned to the home planet.
"I helped install some new equipment before we left," he
said. "That was a month ago; I never had a chance to see it."
"W e can order now," replied Gail quickly looking at the
time on her small visual screen on the cuff of her jacket.
Norman sat down looking at the flashing number twenty that
activated under the surface of the table.
"W hat's the special?" he enquired.
'A red tomato based soya mince with mixed vegetables,'
said a voice from out of the table.
"That sounds good," said Norman looking at Gail. She
nodded. "Make that two."
The centre of the table became soft and bubbly as two
flat containers slowly emerged teleported from the kitchen. As
Gail ripped off the cover, four compartments became visible.
One large, filled with the red mince, and three with various
vegetables. She took the four-pronged fork from the small
compartment at the side and tasted the mince. "I must admit
the food here is better than the IGC's," she said nodding her
head.
12
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Several circular beams of coloured light descended
from the high ceiling in the centre of the room. "At last,"
Norman blurted out, thinking of the technicalities needed to
create ambiance."
The beams of light slowly joined together, creating a
circular wall of light with intensified brightness. It then plunged
outward like a huge mist and as it slowly receded, leaving a
huge three-dimensional hologram of a jungle scene with a tall
and magnificent waterfall cascading into a large pool of water.
"That's a new one," said Norman. "It’s very impressive.
What do you think?"
"Are these the new systems from the Zanteurian
planet?" Gail asked raising one eyebrow. W hen visiting Zant.1
she had been impressed with their hologram technology,
especially Dakars Image Restaurant. Norman nodded, staring
in wonder at the hologram detail. "It is impressive."
They slowly ate their meal as exotic birds flew above
and below in elegant patterns. The sound was clearly ‘cubonic’
from the same planet. It was been based on the shape of the
cube, sounds from all eight corners making it utterly realistic.
Although a virtual reality, thought Norman, it seems real to
view. A beautiful bird with a large wingspan and a long neck
flew out from the centre and hovered above them. It stayed for
a moment and then flew into the centre again making a large
ear-piercing screech.
Norman blinked for a moment. “That certainly is
realistic.” He gazed up at the top of the waterfall watching the
bird fly out of site. For a second, there was a severe pulsation
of vision and a beam of red light spread downward taking the
vision of the waterfall with it. The beautiful cascading water
had disappeared leaving a murky gray colour in its absence.
“One of the main optical lenses has gone off line,” grimaced
Norman. “I wonder if I should inform them.”
“You haven’t time, Norman,” said Gail. She kept
glancing at her jacket cuff. “We’ve forty minutes to get to
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Central Security.” Norman grimaced again and took his last
bite of food. “Just leave them a message.” His annoyance
was obvious.
“Number twenty,” he said looking down at the table.
“Please state your second order,” said the voice from
the table.
“Norman Clarke, engineer,” he said casually. ”Your
waterfall is missing.” There was a strange silence for a
moment as the voice from the table replied.
“W e do not issue waterfalls; it is not on the menu.”
Gail covered her mouth with her hand stifling a laugh.
“I’m not talking about food,” he stated staring at the
table.
“I am only designed to issue menus,” said the voice. “I
do not understand.”
“W hat don’t you understand,” answered Norman
showing the open palms of his hands.
Gail gently took hold of his left arm causing him to stare
across at her. “It’s a food computer. It just issues out your
order,” she said trying not to laugh.
Norman grumped for a moment. “Surely it can take a
message?”
“I’m afraid the computer is not sophisticated enough to
distinguish between food and anything else,” she said with a
sigh. Norman grumped again as he stood up. “Report it to
central command when we get there.”
They both stood up and walked towards the exit,
Norman still looking agitated at the gray gap in the waterfall.
Gail shook her head knowing his predicament. She knew that
as a senior engineer he needed to fix the problem.
“If it’s any consolation,” offered Gail looking at the time
on her jacket cuff again. “I would like to programme that
computer so that it understands complaints. There just isn’t
time any more.” Norman nodded his head in sympathy as they
moved outside into the warm sunlight. Both small screens on
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their jacket cuffs started to flash as Gail activated the coming
projected announcement.
“Please stand by for a rain period,” informed AlphaB e ta .
“W hy now?” Gail snapped becoming irritated.
“The planet needs water,” grinned Norman. “The
automatic weather generator has kicked in.” Seeing
technology working always made Norman happy.
Both started to run towards the transport junction two
hundred yards away. The big black cloud above opened up its
huge content of water in a deluge more akin to a monsoon and
caught them in the torrent in the last fifty yard dash. They both
stood for a moment in the shelter of the junction their hair
flattened and dishevelled with trickles of water running down
each face. They both laughed although with Gail it was more
of a grimace.
They moved through the doorway on to the platform
and stood inside the huge transparent tube. Looking down the
tube, they saw the thirty-foot transport capsule slowly coming
to a halt before them. It hovered in the air for a moment its
electro-magnetic core pulsating as it slowly hissed downwards
in perfect alignment with both internal and external doors.
Both doors opened simultaneously. Normal and Gail
entered the capsule and sat down. The door closed and within
one minute, the capsule rose in the air, slowly moving forward
to gather speed. They were now travelling from Central City 5,
the City consisting of Computers and engineering, to Central
City 1, headquarters of Central Control.
The eco-engineered countryside was stunning with
hundred feet high trees and high mountainous waterfalls.
There were also three manufactured oceans with long
beaches and adventure trails leading to mountain retreats.
The voice of the computer echoed through the capsule.
“One minute to Central City 1.”
The capsule entered Central City 1, slowing down as it
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moved between large buildings and landscaped greenery. It
finally came to a stop and sank to the base of the tube, lining
up with the doors once again.
They walked out of the transport junction and into a
huge circular area showing several parked hover cars. The
marks on the ground showed a huge mass of yellow lines
intertwined and then trailing out on to the straight road ahead.
“The newly designed cars,” commented Norman. “They
look like half a globe with a flat bottom.” He then beckoned
Gail forward.
“Destination please,” prompted the computer.
“Central security,” replied Gail.
The car hummed into life rising slowly until it was one
foot above ground and then moved forward following one of
the yellow lines on the road. It slowed down keeping a perfect
distance from a car in front. Upon reaching the road, both cars
sped up following the right hand yellow band, one of four on
the road. Every hundred yards there was a small angled yellow
line linking to and from the two major bands. The car in front
stopped so another officer could embark. Norman blinked as
he watched their car take an angled line to the left swiftly
overtaking the parked car and then returning on another to the
right side.
“I’ve not seen this new system before,” he exclaimed.
“It’s an experimental travel computer system,” Gail
answered. “I did some work on it six months ago. The yellow
lines contain data transmitting to the car to follow the route.
The onboard computer does the rest, avoiding other cars and
obstacles.”
“That is excellent logic.” Norman pressed his face
against the window looking down at the road. Another officer
walked across the road some fifty yards in front and the car
automatically slowed until he crossed, then sped up again.
The car slowed and then stopped outside the huge
Central Security building. The door opened and Gail and
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Norman stepped out.
They entered through the large front doors of the
building; each holding their sleeve screens in front of the
scanning projector situated at arm height on the wall. They
then entered two of five tubular capsules where a body, eye,
and hand scan took place. Norman was always apprehensive
at this stage due to an incident where he was trapped in one
for five minutes once because of a technical defect. He
breathed a sigh of relief as the capsule opened and allowed
him to exit.
Gail’s sleeve screen bleeped and Jim’s face came into
view. “Hi Frosty, you and Norman can now proceed to
basement area 5.”
“Have we got security clearance?” Norman enquired,
knowing there were several levels of clearance throughout the
building.
Jim Laughed as Gail raised an eyebrow at Norman’s
insecurity. “I’m with you now watching every move you make
on the scanners.”
“I just wanted to be sure.” Norman nodded his head
blinking twice at Gail. It’s better to be safe than sorry.”
“Nobody can accuse you of not being cautious. W e’ll
take the elevator,” Gail replied. As the elevator started its
downward journey both were surprised at the level of depth
they were descending. It finally stopped at level 5, some 50
storeys below. The door opened out on to a huge underground
hangar. There was massive machinery with large tubes and
pipes extending outward in all directions and seemingly into
infinity.
Jim and the professor stood in a small doorway to the
left beckoning them forward.
Jim was amused at the expressions on both their faces.
“This is just part of the planetary eco system,” he explained.
“Shall we enter?”
Inside the medium sized room were rows of computer
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consoles that immediately caught Gail’s attention. “Some of
these operating systems I don’t recognise,” she said, staring at
the nearest one in fascination.
“This is where we experiment with all that is new,”
explained the professor. He was pointing his finger to the
ceiling. “Then we perfect it and send it upward.”
Norman stared at a large rectangular shape in the
middle of the room. In each corner was a shaped conical
protrusion. “A matter transmitter-receiver plate,” he remarked,
rubbing his nose showing a small anxiety. Jim smiled knowing
that Norman’s expertise as an engineer also gave him insight
into the probabilities of malfunction and instant death.
“Shall we?” asked the professor. He opened his hands
and gestured toward the transmitter plate. “That is where we
are proceeding next.”
“W here does it lead to?” enquired Gail. She frowned,
not comfortable with the unknown. “W e must be deep in the
planets crust already.”
The professor stood at a console to the left of the plate
inserting a number sequence. For a moment, the plate
hummed and glowed then the centre became like a soft gluey
substance.
“Follow me,” prompted Jim. He stepped into the plate,
dissolving with a soft squelching sound. Gail and Norman
followed with the professor entering last. Jim smiled at the
opened mouth expressions of both Gail and Norman as they
arrived. The environment was huge. It was subterranean
stretching for miles in each direction. The roof was so far up
that it was not visible. There were no roads, only pathways,
between buildings with different geometrical designs; including
pentagons, octagons, circles, and spheres.
Where are we?” asked an inquisitive Gail.
Jim and the professor looked at each other and
laughed.
“You are at the centre of the planet Krakor,
18
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headquarters of the galaxy police,” replied the professor. “And
only senior officers know of this place.”
“Then why are we here?” asked Norman. He was
frowning about not knowing what was going on. He was not
comfortable with being uninformed.
“I presume the reason you are about to explain.” Gail
butted in, showing her enquiring facial expression.
“It is a beautiful place,” responded Jim. “It is as you say,
highly classified but you are here for a purpose.” The professor
grinned, eagerly waiting to see how Jim would explain the
purpose of their visit.
“I will explain in due course,” continued Jim, noting the
professor’s amusement. “But first I want you to enjoy the
ambiance and originality of the situation.”
“How do to travel around down here?” asked Norman,
looking all around. “It must stretch for hundreds of miles.”
“Good question,” said Jim. “Come over here.” He
pointed to a large circular section marked out on the ground.
Inside were several discs, varying in diameter and
approximately six inches thick. Jim beckoned them over and
they joined him standing on a ten-foot diameter disc. “Now this
will be interesting,” he mused. “I haven’t been down here for a
while.” His thoughts concentrated on travel and both bracelets
on his wrist started to glow.
The disc vibrated, gently shaking and then spun slowly
into the air. There was no feeling of motion as it rose up above
the buildings and sped on its way. It turned at an angle of thirty
degrees at a speed of seventy miles an hour yet there was no
feeling of movement. It felt as though no matter what the disc
did they were stuck in an upright position as it generated a
gravity pull to its own surface.
“How is it powered?” enquired a startled Norman,
staring directly ahead.
“I think it’s some kind of magnetism,” replied the
professor, “controlled by Jim.”
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“Yes, he does have a kind of personal magnetism,” said
Gail, infusing some dry humour.
“Unlike you to joke, Frosty,” said Jim with a broad grin
on his face.
“Have we all got magnetism?” said Norman. If he
understood that Gail had attempted a joke, he did not show it.
“All except you, Norman,” answered Gail with tongue in
cheek. Norman just stared ahead. Again, he was oblivious to
the remark whilst the professor raised his eyebrows and
chuckled.
A few miles in the distance, there was a huge sphere,
so big that it nearly reached the pink mist above. The disc
came rapidly down as it approached and just as though it
seemed they were going to crash, an aperture opened up to
allow entry. They swung inside the gigantic interior and
plunged down to floor level as another portal opened into a
chamber containing two huge spheres. This time the disc sat
gently down upon the ground.
Jim began talking. “Now, I’ll give you the condensed
bibliography. This planet and many of its contents were given
as a gift to us by the Ancient Beings of Light. Many things
cannot be explained or understood as they are of a spiritual
nature. The two spheres you see are the ‘tip of the iceberg’,
the whole planet is a vast computer, biological, spiritual, and
physical.” He stopped for a moment, nodding to the professor.
“The two spheres operate each bracelet on Jim’s
wrists,” continued the professor, pausing for a moment. “You
are already aware of their capabilities.”
“Access to the astral planes and other dimensions,”
returned Gail. “In dangerous situations both Norman and I
have travelled to these places.”
“Precisely,” answered the professor. “The danger in the
way you travelled could have caused displacement leaving you
stranded.”
“I prefer to stay in my physical existence,” blurted out
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Norman. “It’s unnatural to travel this way.”
“Spoken like a true engineer,” countered Jim, knowing
Norman was thinking aloud. “On two occasions you would
have been dead had you not travelled with me.”
Norman thought for a moment and then nodded. “That’s
true,” he said reluctantly.
“The danger,” continued Jim, “is that you are travelling
with me because of close proximity and if we became
detached you could be lost for ever.”
“I presume there is another way?” said Gail thoughtfully.
“Yes there is,” said the professor with a twinkle in his
eye. “Our Supreme Chief Officer has granted you both with
bracelets controlled only by Jim. Only he can take you in and
out eradicating the possibility of your demise of displacement.
Naturally, this is totally your decision.”
Gail nodded her head in approval whilst Norman stared
ahead.
“W ell, I suppose if you are controlling it boss then it
seems logical to accept.” Norman looked at Jim and nodded.
“You know I don’t like all this ethereal stuff. As you said, it has
saved my life twice. I accept.”
The professor and Jim smiled at each other as the disc
once again rose into the air and headed for a large, high
rectangular building. The disc dipped down nearly at floor level
and entered a circular orifice.
“This is what I call the ‘open plan’ office,” said Jim as
the disc climbed slowly upwards. Above were floating floor
levels without supports of any kind. The building was well
illuminated but there were no cables and power points visible.
Hovering in the air were glowing spheres of light that were
more like miniature stars showing only the light and not the
substance. Jim glanced at Norman’s face and grinned.
“How can this exist without supports and
infrastructure?” Norman mumbled as the disc slowly settled
down on one of the floating floors. As they approached the
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centre, five softly clad swivel armchairs emerged in a circle
from out of the floor including a floating operational console.
Jim sat down and the others followed. He then placed the
console to his left, manoeuvring it gently with his hands to an
operating position.
“W hat I wouldn’t give to have a look at the engineering
down here,” said Norman amazed at his surrounds and the
floating lights and console.
“You would never understand it, Nobby,” said Jim. “The
Ancient Beings of Light constructed the whole centre of the
planet using matter transformation and manipulation. Even our
top scientists cannot understand it.”
“That is very true,” commented the professor. “I am one
of those scientists. Somewhere down here is a huge gravity
generator. I’d love to be able to understand that.”
“Is it totally beyond our understanding?” enquired
Norman. The thought of a challenge to understand what he
was seeing intrigued him.
The professor laughed. “I’m afraid so, Norman,” he said
becoming sombre. “It would be like a Neanderthal caveman
trying to understand how to make an atomic bomb.”
“Is everything governed by computers?” asked Gail.
She, like Norman, was trying to understand how everything
was controlled.
“Yes,” replied the professor with a wry comment. “The
caveman syndrome still exists. W e are but idiots in this
domain.”
Jim opened a compartment on the console and took out
four open bracelets, placing them on the arm of the chair. He
activated his left wrist dimensional bracelet and two of the
other four glowed in parallel. He handed them to Gail and
Norman. “These are your dimensional bracelets. Place them
on your left wrist.” Gail clipped hers on first watching in
fascination as the slim substance adjusted to her wrist.
Norman did likewise with his mouth open, awing over at the
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manipulation of the material. “Now these are the astral or
spiritual bracelets,” Jim concluded, handing them the other
two. “These are for the right wrist.”
Both continued the procedure and then turned to Jim.
“W hat happens now?” asked Norman. He looked very
uncomfortable, as though he was on the top of a white-knuckle
ride fearing what came next.
“Just relax,” answered Jim in a soft voice. “The
bracelets are adjusting to your brain patterns and DNA.”
Gail relaxed, sitting back in her chair watching her
wrists as the material seemed to melt and flow in both
directions. Norman reluctantly did likewise and his eyes
blinked several times from his apprehension.
“Once you’ve done a few journeys,” offered the
professor trying to keep Norman calm. “It will be just like riding
a bike.”
“I’ve never ridden one,” said Norman glumly.
“That kills your analogy, Rupert,” laughed Jim.
“I presume that we are now going to travel,” said Gail,
impatient to try out the bracelets.
“Indeed you are,” the professor replied, knowing that
Gail was keen to use the bracelets. “I have been informed by
the Supreme Chief Officer that you will be going deeper into
the astral regions than before. Up to now, the bracelets have
been restricted to the lowest level. Now you will be allowed to
reach levels two and three.”
“If I might add,” Jim interjected. “That the lowest level is
still pretty formidable. I have travelled into the atom and
expanded to the size of a galaxy in spirit form.” Norman’s jaw
dropped for a moment whilst Gail looked impressed, but
lacked any other emotional response.
“I have been told to inform you,” continued the professor
in a serious tone, “that you now operate under a very special
privilege where no other human has been granted access. You
must not interact with any of the entities that you may
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encounter. Only Jim may do so. You are there to support him
as you would on the physical plane. It is possible that you will
meet departed loved ones, although it is unlikely. If a relative
contacts you please remember that you are advised not to
respond. Are there any questions?”
Both shook their heads and Jim took the lead.
“Okay team,” he explained without formality. “W e’re
going to the thirtieth dimension of tranquillity that I call my easy
escape route.” Gail and Norman relaxed knowing what to
expect already having been on the escape route twice. They
mentally saw the numbers rising from one upwards. At thirty,
their bodies slowly dissolved in the chair and reformed in the
other dimension.
The beauty of the landscape impressed Jim as various
intertwining multi-coloured rainbows swirled around them.
“W hat happens here?” enquired Norman.
“Nothing I am aware of. It is simply a place of
contemplation,” replied Jim, gazing upward at the majestic
patterns formed in the sky.
“Do these dimensions run at the same time in a parallel
universe?” asked Gail, lifting her hand high above into the
colours. They cascaded through her fingers like water in a
stream, causing a ripple effect.
Jim began. “As far as I know, when we travelled
through the white hole into dimension 1-8-0, the white
universe, even the planets were in parallel to ours.”
“This dimension is where we came in order to escape
the terrorist bomb,” said Norman quietly.
“Have you only just realised?” questioned Gail.
“It is very peaceful,” concluded Norman, ignoring the
question.
“Time to return,” stated Jim. He activated the bracelets
and disappeared for a few seconds, leaving Gail and Norman
looking at each other with startled faces. He then returned with
a surprised look on his face. “I’m learning too,” he stated. “I
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just needed to know how to use the bracelets on my own
should the need arise.” This time all the left hand bracelets
glowed and they reappeared back in their chairs on the floating
floor.
The professor was waiting, anticipating their return.
“Everything satisfactory?”
Gail nodded and Norman sported a grumpy face.
“It’s not natural for the body to keep disappearing,” he
said reluctantly.
“If you’re not happy, Norman, we can remove the
bracelets,” said the professor gently. “This kind of travel is not
for everyone.”
“No, no,” exclaimed Norman, realising he was just being
human and showing his discomfort about such matters. “It will
be fine; it’s just difficult to comprehend.”
The professor nodded and smiled. “Now, the most
complicated part for you all is about to begin,” said the
professor. He was leaning forward. “Up to now, Jim has been
travelling on the lower astral plane which encompasses our
own existence. According to your mission files, at the ‘soulgate’ Gail experienced a move with you into that realm. I am
informed by the Supreme Chief Officer who already travels to
the higher astral planes of 2 and 3 that there are many
dangers lurking in these areas when still in physical existence.”
“Did he state exactly the danger involved?” queried Jim.
“He wanted to be here to brief you himself and will
indeed do so when available,” answered the professor. “I
cannot help you further on this.”
“I presume he will be in communication via the astral
plane as before,” commented Jim, knowing that Vanders was
on the other side of the galaxy.
“That is so,” the professor responded. “Possibly, you will
be contacted tonight. In the meantime let us initiate Norman
and Gail into the lower astral realm.”
Jim smiled and then became serious. “Lean back into
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your chair and close your eyes.” Gail has already been out of
body, he thought, but Norman has not. “Now breathe deeply
and completely relax,” he coaxed gently watching closely. Gail
was very calm and understood what to expect whilst Norman
had clenched knuckles balled up on his lap. “W e shall not
leave until you are comfortable,” said Jim, directing the
comment to Norman.
After a quick stretch of his arms, Norman breathed
slowly and deeply. Jim decided the moment was right as he
activated their right hand bracelets. They all felt a tingling
sensation and a popping sound as they vacated their bodies
each now standing behind the physical counterparts.
There is something relaxing and comforting, thought
Jim. It was a feeling very rarely reached in physical form, of
complete euphoria without stress. He knew that Norman was
experiencing this for the first time. It was evidenced by his
muddled thoughts that started to become audible to Jim and
Gail. Jim put a finger to his lips to indicate silence and then
spoke telepathically his lips synchronising with his thoughts.
“You have to try and do as I do,” said Jim while pointing
to his lips. “Your physical brain automatically synchronises
your thoughts into words, here you have to move your lips in
conjunction with your thoughts.”
“I understand,” Norman nodded his lips trailing behind
his voice, causing Jim to laugh.
“You’re thinking too fast,” replied Jim. “Slow down your
thoughts.”
“We have someone watching over us,” continued Jim,
observing the professors eyes steadfastly fixed on their
physical forms and realising that his two officers’ were now
stable and ready to travel. “Standby, we are going on a small
journey.”
A hissing sound enveloped them as they immediately
disappeared and reappeared on the flight deck of Inter
Galactic Craft 10. Gail turned surprised at the speed of
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transition. “IGC 10,” she exclaimed. “It is in the space dock
undergoing maintenance.”
Jim laughed again at Norman. He thinks entirely too
quickly for his lips to synchronise. “The engines are having a
full overall.” He turned to Jim and spoke slowly. “Can we see
the engines boss?”
“Of course, Norman,” he replied. Norman walked
towards the elevator. “Not that way Norman, this way.” Jim
activated the bracelet again and they reformed inside the
engine. The huge translucent pipelines intertwined around
them, allowing a tremendous blast of plasma into the drive
monitor that passed straight through them all.
Norman was impressed. He just stood and stared
saying and thinking nothing.
Jim activated the bracelet once more returning them to
their bodies.
They all slowly opened their eyes, Norman smiling as
he stood up. “We actually stood inside one of the engines,” he
blurted out with joy.
“I’m glad you enjoyed the trip,” said the professor,
happy that Norman was now enjoying the experience.
“Can we go out again, boss?” enquired an enthusiastic
Norman.
“No, that’s enough for today.” Jim’s tone was serious.
“It can be like a drug, too much of it and you might not want to
return to normality.”
“W as your experience satisfactory?” said the professor
to Gail.
“It was,” she replied. “I find it quite comforting.”
“That is another problem,” answered Jim with
experience. “There does not seem to be any feelings of danger
or awareness to our physical status when out of body.”
They all mounted the disc, and as it moved slowly to the
base of the building, Jim saw a white glowing figure disappear
behind one of the spheres. It was only a fleeting glance and
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Jim knew someone else had entered into the restricted area.
He was both alarmed and inquisitive knowing that Vanders
had told him that this location was the safest and protected
region in the galaxy.
He knew what he had seen was not physical but a
creature of the spirit. He sped quickly towards the matter portal
and once again set the disc down. As the professor, Gail, and
Norman stepped off, he took it back into the air hovering for a
moment.
“There is something I have to investigate,” Jim said with
a smile. “I’ll see you all later.”
The professor looked puzzled and then waved as Jim
moved away. “Most unusual,” he said thoughtfully scratching
his chin before entering the portal. Gail, alerted to Jim’s
moods, knew he had seen something that was incorrect and
as a precaution moved them out of the locale.
Jim stayed on the disc slowing it down and proceeding
slowly around the two spheres. He decided to set the disc
down and walk towards where he had seen the apparition. As
he stood pondering, a voice in his mind caused him to be
slightly startled.
“Are you looking for me?”
He turned quickly to see a glowing humanoid figure
standing before him.
“Who are you?” requested Jim, activating his right
bracelet. The intense white glow of the figure blanketed out the
details of the face.
The being did not answer for a moment but the question
Jim had asked needed an answer, it was Karmic law.
“I am an Archangel,” replied the glowing figure.
Jim was puzzled. He needed to know more, his mind
filled with questions. “Why are you here?”
“To see you,” continued the angel.
“What is an Archangel?” asked Jim. He knew the
answer but needed confirmation.
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“An Angel of the spiritual high order. I needed to see
the man who has been given the power to enter the astral
planes. I am known as Natasi.”
Before Jim could ask another question the Archangel
slowly faded out and disappeared, leaving many questions
unanswered. How had he entered a high security area,
thought Jim? Maybe an Archangel can travel anywhere in the
galaxy. They were supposedly on a higher level in proximity to
the Creator.
As the disc returned to the matter portal he dismissed
the questions from his mind, there were no answers at this
time.
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Chapter.2

Jim, Gail, and Norman approached the huge
Intergalactic Craft 10 in the planet shuttle pod that was
alongside the smaller supply ship, IGC 10. They were all
standard design with huge cylindrical shapes with half
spheroid fronts and rears and four large engines straddled
down the sides. The front and the back also had a circular
girdle protruding around the perimeter showing viewing
portals. Each one of the four, plasma electro-magnetic engines
extended outward from three telescopic tubes when fired and
had reverse capabilities. In other words, they could go in any
direction necessary.
The shuttle flew into the vast circular portal and the iris
closed behind, gently manoeuvring into one of the several
smaller parking areas. The second door closed behind them.
“Twenty seconds to normal air pressure,” said Norman
staring at his engineering console.
“I’m heading for Control Room One,” said Jim standing
up. “Do a quick check on engineering, Nobby.
“I don’t want to tread on anybody’s toes,” answered
Norman reluctantly.
“You outrank the ships engineer; he’s only a Space
Officer 2,” said Gail, showing she had done her homework on
the crew status.
“Fine,” Norman nodded in relief.
Jim smiled as he moved through the shuttle door.
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Norman always felt awkward with the ranking system and
hated having to refer back to his senior officer.
“Frosty, find a spare computer position on the flight
deck and monitor everything.” She nodded as they reached
the main elevators. Jim and Gail entered the one marked
Control as Norman took the other to engineering.
Jim entered the control room and Gail made way to a
spare computer station.
Chief Space Officer Normanton, Captain of the craft,
and his first officer, Assistant Chief Space Officer Laurel, stood
up in respect as he entered. Jim approached, acknowledging
the salute with his own.
Welcome aboard, sir,” said Normanton. His formal
nervous tone was obvious, as he had never met Jim before.
“Thank you, Captain,” Jim replied quickly sizing up the
situation. Usual protocol meant he had read all their personal
files. Normanton was well educated, he thought, and a very
good pilot but still untested as a captain and this was only his
second mission in command. Now, Kelly Laurel, the first
officer, was intelligent and had been captain on several smaller
craft. She knew how to command looking and behaving in an
efficient manner, wearing a smart trouser uniform that
complimented her slim figure. “W hen do we depart?”
Normanton hesitated and looked at Laurel.
“I was just about to inform the captain,” she said
confidently. “W e shall be ready for departure in ten minutes.”
“Thank you,” answered Jim being polite and looking
quickly over to where Gail was sitting. She gave a slight nod
as Jim beckoned with his hand towards a doorway to the right.
“Shall we proceed to the conference room?” He turned out of
view of the others, rolling his eyes at Gail to indicate he
wanted a second check of all systems.
Once in the conference room, the door hissed shut. Jim
extended his hand, firmly shaking the hand of Normanton and
Laurel. “Now we can relax a little,” continued Jim as he poured
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a soft drink from the dispenser. “W e are about to depart on
what I hopefully regard as a routine standard mission.”
“May I ask where we are going?” questioned
Normanton, looking rather puzzled. “Because of the secrecy I
understood this to be a covert operation.”
“My assistant,” replied Jim, avoiding the remark, “Space
Officer 1 Farmer, is at this very moment placing the coordinates into the navigation system.” Normanton is very ill at
ease, thought Jim, trying to understand the reason why. “I am
in complete command of the IGC whilst on board as per your
standing orders.”
“Of course, sir.” Normanton seemed to relax a little,
knowing he was not going to be in trouble.
“Is there anything you’d like to add?” said Jim looking at
Laurel. She smiled and nodded.
“How long will it take to reach our destination?”
“A good question, approximately five days in space time
warp.”
“Oh,” she replied, looking surprised. “That must be the
outer regions of the galaxy.”
“You are correct,” said Jim. “As soon as we get under
way I need the crew at their travel stations. W e shall stop at
the end of each day for 3 hours recreation out of space time
warp drive.”
Normanton nodded, knowing this was standard
procedure except in times of emergency. In inter-dimensional
space, the crew moved into horizontal containers in a
cryogenic state because of the IGC being out of normal
existence travelling on a time line. Movement beyond 2 feet in
any direction meant instant death because the body would
fling into sub or normal space.
Jim understood the fundamentals but only the Ancient
Beings of Light operated the time line. This allowed them to
travel vast distances in the normal time continuum. The time
line was a physical replica of part of the astral planes but not in
32

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

the physical universe.
“Before we depart, my engineer, Clarke, will fine tune a
few control systems,” Jim continued, deciding to enlighten
them. “The mission is to reach the planet Togigra and then to
proceed with observation duties.” He stopped for a moment to
allow questions.
Normanton’s curiosity turned to a bored expression
after hearing the word observation. Laurel had an inquisitive
look that had shown on Gail’s face many times. Jim knew she
was evaluating the facts and realised it must be important;
otherwise there would not be a Space Agent in attendance.
“I presume we are looking for something unusual,”
Laurel commented, staring into Jim’s eyes for confirmation.
“Togigra has an advanced society with an unusual
theosophic background,” Jim explained. A grin emerged on
his face, excited by everything that was going to be happening.
“Through the ages many fragmented religions amalgamated
into one, a most unusual development.”
“That is unusual,” blurted Normanton. “In my
experience, religions seem to fight and have war with each
other on dogma, even if they are of the same faith.”
“In this society all worship one God,” continued Jim. We
are to observe and report anything unusual.”
“It sounds like a standard observation mission,” said
Normanton casually then looking towards Laurel.
“I hope you’re right,” answered Jim with a stern face.
“The missions I undertake are usually in categories other than
standard or normal.”
“I’m sorry, Sir I didn’t mean…” Normanton’s voice trailed
off.
Jim knew that this man of twenty-three years of age, on
experience alone was too young to be in charge of an IGC. In
order to obtain his rank, thought Jim, I hope he obviously has
other rare qualities that I have not yet seen. “Could you instruct
my assistant, Gail Farmer to brief the senior officers’ on
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Togigra?” Jim asked Laurel.
“I will do it immediately,” she said, turning and walking
out of the room.
*

*

*

The door to engineering opened vertically and Norman
stepped through. He was at the centre of the Galactic craft,
which in design was not unlike two huge hangers placed side
by side. Centrally, several large interlinked domes connected
by several large diameter glowing pipes weaved their path
through circular walkways of the middle and top sections.
Many pipes and conduits also came out of each side with the
tops and bottoms feeding the four outside engines. Some
distance away he could see the Chief Engineers observation
windows protruding and stretching across the width of the
chamber. He stopped and lifted up his left arm speaking into
the small screen on the cuff of his jacket.
“This is Space Officer 1 Clarke reporting to
engineering.”
The screen flickered and a man’s face appeared with
squinting eyes.
“Nobby Clarke is that you?”
“W ell I’ll be …,” exclaimed Norman trailing off in
complete surprise. “Donald Nevot. How are you? W here are
you?”
“Over here,” shouted a voice to Norman’s right. Norman
turned to watch the tall figure striding towards him. Norman
was delighted as both their hands clenched in a handshake
with Nevot slapping Norman on his left shoulder. “It must be
ten years since we were at the academy together.”
“Donny, you old devil,” replied Norman in a reciprocal
movement, slapping Nevot on his shoulder.
“Come on let’s go to the nerve centre,” said Nevot
pointing to the observation deck. “So I hear you’re with a
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Space Agent.”
“One of the best,” replied Norman. “We’ve been
together now about three years.”
“His judgement must be good picking a great engineer
like you.”
“W hy haven’t you made the rank?” said Norman tapping
his own epaulet on his right shoulder.
“I haven’t met the right Space Agent.” Norman playfully
cuffed Nevot’s arm in response. “I don’t really know. I suppose
that as engineers we are more interested in the job itself rather
than the rank. I have met some real duffers – higher ranks
than me who have come up under the fast track promotion
phase. They could design an engine, but never put it together
or even change a plasma feed.”
“That’s what you were doing down here, wasn’t it?
Doing your own maintenance work?”
“I like to have a hands-on approach and my crew
appreciates that. I wouldn’t ask them to do anything that I
couldn’t do.”
They climbed up a spiral stairway on top of one of the
domes to the circular walkway. On the floor were two bands,
one red and one black, stretching in both directions. They both
stood on the red band as a holding bar came from the ceiling
down to waist height.
“Hang on tight, I like to go fast,” said Nevot grinning
lifting up the small screen on his cuff. “Alpha-Beta, full speed
to the observation deck.” The red band moved forward
increasing to 30 miles an hour and slowed as it reached the
deck in less than 2 minutes stopping just inside. They both
stepped off and turned to look down the chamber at the fourseat console before them. Normal sat down with a big grin
upon his face. He was sitting where every engineer wished to
be—at the very heart of the IGC.
Norman’s eyes quickly scanned the hologram images
moving up and down and across his vision. “Alpha-Beta, show
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me plasma flow,” he stated. Images changed to show four
engines in a side elevation view with the first dome showing in
the middle. He moved his hand into the hologram and swung
the picture to the right and then to an isometric 45 degrees.
The engines, as well as all their feeds, could be clearly seen
with the red and blue fluctuations showing the flow of magnetic
force. All engines showed the stream of energy that passed
through a yellow rectangular box on the input side.
Norman placed his hand on one of the engines and
then traced a red line around it, at the same time placing his
finger on a plus sign to his right. The selected engine grew in
size until it filled the whole screen.
Nevot glanced over and grinned as Norman inspected
the yellow boxes. “I see you’ve noticed the experimental flow
monitors,” he said disparagingly.
“The flow manifold inside the engine already does the
job,” remarked Norman shaking his head. “It’s one design too
many.”
“The designer says that the yellow flow monitor is better
because it is ultra sensitive and can minutely operate the
energy flow.”
“That’s just bull!” exclaimed Norman. “It’s so sensitive
that it can stop an engine from working to capacity.”
“I know that, you know that, but we have to wait for six
months operationally until the designer knows it.”
“Can you by-pass?”
“Yes, normal procedure allows us to shut down the
engines for three hours and then reroute.”
“Can we take them off line now; I’ve known them to stall
when a quick exit is needed?”
“I’m afraid not, we are due to depart any moment.”
Norman grumped. He always grumped when things
were wrong. “The boss is not going to like this.”
“Let’s get up to the flight deck,” concluded Nevot,
heading to the door. ”I don’t want to hold up the transition to
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space time warp.”

*

*

*

Jim beckoned to Normanton to sit down as he sipped
his cold drink. “Every mission is important in its own way,”
stated Jim, looking deep into Normanton’s eyes. “In space
things can happen so quickly that sometimes you have to
make an immediate decision to save your crew and your craft.”
Normanton nodded as Jim paused for a moment. “I
have had to make some decisions as first officer,” replied
Normanton. His tone was defensive.
Jim nodded. He did not want the conversation to be
negative, rather light. He gave a faint smile. “The difference is
that a captain has the ultimate and total responsibility on all
decisions right or wrong. You now have that accountability.
How many captains have you served under?” Jim already
knew the answer.
“Three, Dunbare, Rawlings, and Thompson.”
“I know Thompson,” continued Jim. “I completed two
missions with him.”
“He is a good man and a great leader,” said Normanton
becoming less stiff and opening up a little.
“Then you must try and emulate him until you become
your own man. W e all have had to do that at sometime in our
lives.”
“A captain has autonomy with responsibility; he used to
say that all the time.” Normanton now had a warm and
nostalgic look in his eyes. This is what Jim wanted to see, not
the nervous and defensive being he had encountered earlier. “I
remember he used to sing it.” Normanton began to sing it as
Thompson did. “A—Captain has aut – on - omy with res - pons
– ibility.”
“That was an excellent impersonation,” said Jim. “I
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should use it; I don’t think Thompson would mind.” Normanton
laughed and Jim felt that he was now relaxed. “Let’s go on to
the flight deck and rally the troops.” He indicated to the door as
they both stood up. “Also, I must inform you that my two
assistants have taken up their positions aboard. Norman in
engineering and Gail on the flight deck. They’re both highly
experienced and good to have around in a crisis.”
Normanton nodded and the two men entered the flight
deck.
“Are we ready to depart?” asked Normanton to Laurel,
now feeling a little more enduring.
“W e are, sir,” she replied returning with a smile.
“Announce that all officers and crew are to prepare for
inter-dimensional positions.”
Laid out in rows for the crew the horizontal containers
were stacked in a large chamber behind the flight deck, aside
from one that was located on the flight deck. This was for the
Chief Engineer who was always the last to enter and the first
out. Nevot slid into his container and monitored all the others
on a console above his head. Fifty green lights slowly came on
as each one sealed and activated. The last one finally showed
a closure and Nevot now satisfied that all was in order slowly
closed his container lid and the ship became completely void
of active life.
The outer skin of the IGC seemed to evaporate and
leave the inner sections on view. Portion by portion from the
back to the front the rest of the craft slowly dissolved until a
tube of intense light erupted around the space they had
occupied. The light began to spin and oscillate as they left
known space and time.
*

*

*

The sun slowly emerged above a large cloud on the
horizon as the populace of the capitol city of Tanara on the
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planet Togigra woke up to the business of the day. It was a
city, a large domestic inhabited region, yet spread out on the
scale of a huge village. The population numbered just over one
million and the people lived in various circular, pentagonal, and
octagonal shaped abodes. In the centre, there were no multistorey buildings, only large diameter structures no more than
two storeys high. The highest building at three storeys high
was that of the Galaxy Police Federation.
Togigran society had evolved over four thousand years
and mixed science and religion together in an unusual way.
Science brought out the mortal and mathematical
understanding of the universe. Religion concentrated on the
spiritual, philosophical, and moral beliefs of the individual. The
population envisaged God as a huge energy source creating
life and existence for all. Even more amazing was the fact that
all planet dwellers worshipped the same God and revered
science. There was no dogma or inter religious tracts to cause
dissention and confusion.
The Togigrans’ had leapt forward in their quest for truth
and understanding. For the past fifty years the technology had
progressed until light speed was made possible and then the
intervention of the Galaxy police. Togigra had become a man
made utopia, but was never perfect at any given time. There
were still human transgressions, as there always would be in a
human, corporeal society. Physical matter is not intended to be
perfect.
Every Togigran knew that the crust of their planet was
forever moving, twisting, and evolving. Their memories were
vague on a distant past, some twenty thousand years
previous, where myths and legends told the story of a massive
human extinction. The stories told of an ancient civilisation
destroyed because of its evil intentions. Modern Togigrans
knew this could be true although more likely to be normal
planetary cataclysmic violent eruptions. They knew many
would take place through the almost infinite age of existence of
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the planet.
The general thoughts of the populace conceded that
God would not interfere in the evolution of existence. Planets
and suns had to evolve and change, it was all a natural
physical progression, but the supreme entity could issue
warnings. The destruction of civilisation only mattered to the
people of the existing period, and the ages of the planet were
so vast that any planetary holocaust was soon lost in the
myths of time. The abolishment of a rich desire came many
years earlier due to the financial greed quenched by good
business practise. Profits made by companies used to
enhance the business rather than given to outside
shareholders and speculators. They reinvested in themselves.
In the Galaxy Police Embassy, Solar System Controller
Janine Jardine sat down at her operating console, a
sophisticated array of hologram computer visuals. At the age
of thirty, she had become the youngest controller and diplomat
in the galaxy police. She had quickly learned how to curb the
funny and unusual expressions that occasionally burst forth
across her face, causing immense laughter from her peers.
Her staff of five loved her facial idiosyncrasies though, despite
rarely being seen outside the embassy. Few of them knew it
was her way of tackling stress and problems, hiding a high I.Q,
and a very sharp analytical mind. She rarely needed to raise
her voice, as her face clearly showed what she meant.
Diplomatically, she had to remain neutral, leaving her features
sometimes deadpan and unreadable.
The left hand hologram screen became active with
thousands of small points of light bursting into a sphere
projecting three feet in diameter. They all then became
compressed and visualised into the solid face of her assistant
a Chief Planetary Officer.
“Controller, Space Agent Long and his party will arrive
by shuttle in five minutes.”
“Thank you C.P.O, please ask the Togigran porters to
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join me outside,” she replied, her eyes flickering and her mouth
forming a whistle as the hologram picture dispersed. “I must
stop doing that.” She scolded herself moving to the rear of the
building. “W e have so much space here; the shuttle can land in
the garden. She talked to the computer. ”Alpha-Beta, please
show all landing coordinates,” Janine ordered, stepping out on
to the shuttle landing area behind the embassy.
Slowly manoeuvring the pathway, the shuttlecraft was a
mile away in level flight at one thousand feet. It moved
forwards until it was hovering directly above the marked out
perimeter fastening onto three beams of triangular light that
cast upwards from ground based projectors. It came down
quickly stopping at ten feet and then slowly before it gently
touched the ground.
Both sets of doors on the shuttle opened simultaneously
as Normanton, Norman, and Gail stepped out, followed by Jim.
Norman looked up into the clear sky and took a deep breath of
air, pleased to be out of the confines of an artificial
atmosphere.
“W elcome to Togigra,” called out Jardine. “Our Togigran
staff will take your bags to your rooms.”
Jim turned and smiled. “Thank you, Controller.” He then
turned to the others. “See you all in two hours for a briefing.
You’ll also want to change into local attire.” Everybody nodded
and disbursed until only Jim and Jardine remained.
The two were standing alongside each other, both
staring at the open door. Her face was expressionless, her
eyes opened wide. The two porters entered the shuttle and
emerged carrying the five personal bags into the embassy.
“It’s lovely to see you again, Janine,” said Jim. He was
still staring ahead with a small grin on his face. “How long has
it been since we last met, two years?”
“Two years and three months,” she blurted out.
“You always were a stickler for detail,” replied Jim. He
turned to look at Janine and saw her bottom lip overlapped her
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top as she frowned, both eyebrows dropping.
“You still have the most wonderful faces,” commented
Jim.
She opened her mouth and gritted her teeth emitting a
slow growl.
“Did you receive all my personal communications?” Jim
a ske d .
“Yes,” she answered. “Did you receive all that I sent?”
“All of them,” he paused for a moment. “Anybody
personal in your life?”
“No. And you?” asked Janine.
“No, completely clear.”
“You know that the hierarchy still frowns on officer
partnerships of different ranks.”
“I don’t want to go to bed with the hierarchy.”
Her top teeth bit her bottom lip as she rolled her eyes.
“You’re so flippant,” she retorted, trying to stop the faces.
“W e’re only one rank apart; which means that you will
be a Space Agent in a couple of years.”
“I can’t wait another two years,” she blurted out.
“That’s alright with me,” replied Jim. He grinned as he
thought about how he wanted to take that statement.
“I meant, I want promotion in the next six months,” she
said, correcting her statement, before briefly reflecting a deep
frown before it turned to a soft, gentle voice. “You know there
is no space in either of our lives at the moment for romance.”
“After two years the spark is still there, Janine.”
“Mine too,” she said. “For the record, I understand.
Let’s see what happens.”
Jim nodded looking at her with deep affection. “I can do
th a t.”
She playfully slapped his shoulder then looked towards
the building, hoping to hide her ‘what have I done expression’.
Thankfully, nobody was there to witness the event unfolding.
Deciding to leave the source of temptation, Jardine proceeded
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back into the embassy and her office.
Two hours later, Normanton, Gail, and Norman dressed
in civilian attire entered the conference room to find Jim and
Janine already sitting and intimately engaged in conversation.
Janine stood up when they arrived. “Both Agent Long and I
have acquired two cars with drivers to take you to different
locations. Normanton and Clarke will take the first; Agent Long
and I, along with Farmer, will take the second.”
“W hat we are looking for is something that looks
different,” said Jim taking command of the briefing. “As we
have already discussed this planet has one religion, everyone
worships the one God. The religious sector is in complete
harmony. Are there any questions?”
“If we see something that is out of step what action do
we take?” asked Normanton, a stickler for specifics.
“None.” Both Jim and Janine spoke simultaneously.
They both looked somewhat sheepish for a moment,
Jardine pulling half a face, mouth slightly open and stretched.
Jim showed a little grin, his eyes glancing towards her with a
caring gaze. “It is best at this stage to report anything unusual,
after all we are guests of this planet,” he said quickly changing
the mood.
Clarke and Normanton were oblivious to the little scene
just witnessed and Gail guessed immediately that there was
something between Jim and Janine, but she knew it was none
of her business.
Outside, a Togigran driver stood by each of the two
cars. The cars were four wheeled electro-magnetic pulse
models, much to Norman’s delight. They could adapt to four
wheel drive or front and back steering, turning in a complete
circle on their own axis.
The driver of Jim’s car was a tall elegant woman, Enira,
with a rank of Planetary Officer 3. She fired up the large pulse
engine, flicked a switch on the steering control, turned in a
complete circle, and moved down the smooth textured road.
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Jim smiled and chuckled for a moment.
“You seem rather happy,” said Jardine, trying to control
the bland look on her face.
“It’s just that I’m outnumbered, three females to one
male.”
“That’s right, Agent Long, you don’t stand a chance
here,” she replied shaking her head with a look of satisfaction.
Jim had a quick burst of laughter, mostly from the small
smirk on Gail’s face as she spoke to Janine. “I’m glad you got
the last word in,” said Gail.
“W ith men I always have,” she stated nonchalantly,
“Space Agents are a speciality.”
Gail smiled. Now she knew there was something
special between these two.
Togigra had done away with churches a hundred years
earlier they had become obsolete, as was the use of preachers
and religious lecturers. New buildings had been constructed
called sanctuaries they were quiet places of contemplation and
meditation.
The car pulled up outside a large dome building and
they watched for a few minutes as several people filed in.
“Just a word of warning,” said Jardine to Jim and Gail.
“Inside there must be complete silence; no whispering or
otherwise.”
Jim nodded. “I can understand this will be very difficult
for you,” he said quietly to Jardine.
“Stop it,” she said pouting her lips. “I’ll still have the last
word before we get in there.”
The banter between Jim and Jardine had captured
Gail’s attention and she had the slightest of smiles on her face
as they all made way toward the sanctuary.
“W e shall be no longer than an hour, Enira,” said
Jardine through the open window of the car.
Upon entering the domed building, Jim was surprised at
the overwhelming silence. In ten foot intervals around the
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internal circumference were large softly draped chairs, each
with a leg rest that extended outwards. As they all sat down
the lights dimmed filling the full half dome with stars and
planets.
It is impressive, thought Jim turning his head to the right
to observe Gail and Jardine. It is a perfect ambiance for
meditation. He watched as several planets and suns passed
by on the large overhead dome. It was a planetarium of
contemplation. Engrossed in the vision he nearly missed
seeing that his right bracelet was slightly glowing intermittingly.
He frowned, knowing that he had not activated the bracelet
either unwittingly or intentionally. Some other force was
present in the area.
He sprang quietly out of the chair indicating with his
hand to Gail and Jardine as he walked to the exit door. Both
puzzled by his action. Upon reaching the car, Jim issued an
instruction. “Just drive Enira and I’ll tell you where to go.”
Enira started the pulse engine and travelled along the
smooth highway.
“W hat is it, Jim?” asked Jardine, knowing something
was wrong.
“Just this,” he replied holding out his wrist and showing
the right bracelet.
“Ha, your famous bracelets,” she said nodding her
head. “Which one is that?”
“It’s the spiritual one,” continued Jim, aware that all
senior officers knew about them.
Gail quickly looked at her own right wrist and saw the
dull glow. “W hat does it mean?”
“It means that there is a spiritual presence within the
vicinity.” Then he issued an instruction to Enira. “Slow down at
each road junction, Enira, and we’ll try to get a fix.” She
nodded, slowing down as they reached the next crossroads.
Upon instructions from Jim, Enira turned the car left and
proceeded down the road for a mile. Then Jim brought the car
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back to the crossroads and straight across for another mile.
The bracelet emitted a little faster.
“W here does this road lead?” he asked Enira.
“It leads to one of the communes,” she answered. “I
think it is called the old church commune.”
“W asn’t that the last converted church to the single
God?” exclaimed Jardine, trying to recall her knowledge of the
history.
“That is correct,” replied Enira. “It was not a happy
conversion. Many were injured and several hardliners lost
their lives by committing suicide.”
The car engine slowed down to small pulsations and
finally stopped at the side of a large stone building. The
outside was cold and gray but as they entered the building, the
mood changed completely. Strong downward lights illuminated
the half-circular auditorium, glowing red, yellow, green, and
blue.
The room was empty as Jim whispered to Jardine. “Is
this normal decor for a sanctuary?”
“They all differ,” she replied thoughtfully. “This is
abnormally over lit.”
Jim glanced down at his right bracelet now glowing with
a strong intermittent light. He turned quickly gazing around the
room seeing a form of gray mist that accelerated at great
speed causing a blur on the eyes, and then disappeared. The
right bracelet immediately stopped glowing when Jim turned to
face the small circular podium.
Gail had also noticed whatever it was that had been
there for a few seconds. “It’s gone,” she said to Jim.
“W hat’s gone?” asked Jardine, puzzled by Gail’s
statement.
“There was an entity here,” said Jim smiling. “Now it’s
gone.”
“W hat does this mean?” Jardine could not hide how
baffled she was.
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“It means, my dear Janine, that someone is interfering
with this flock,” said Jim. His grin was huge and he placed his
arm around her shoulder, causing her to have a spate of
quizzical expressions. Realizing what Janine was thinking, Jim
turned to Gail and added, “Janine and I are old friends.”
“I did rather gather that,” acknowledged Gail, showing
no emotional response.
“W e are what you might say, having a personal liaison,”
said Jim trying to explain why he had put his arm around
Jardine.
“It’s more of a distance personal liaison,” offered
Jardine, realising that he completely trusted Gail. “Sometimes
we liaise every two years.” She laughed and Gail had to grin at
the affectionate expressions on her face.
“W hat garments do the locals wear to worship, Janine?”
asked Jim, changing to a more sombre mood.
“Body length robes with large hoods,” replied Jardine. “I
have a local wardrobe back at the embassy.”
“Good!” replied Jim. He walked up to the podium as
Gail and Jardine curiously watched him, uncertain of his mood.
“W e are returning tonight.”
*

*

*

Normanton and Norman moved into the sanctuary
building on the perimeter of the city. Seated around were
several people in contemplation and study in the created low
light ambiance. They sat down for a few moments unsure on
what they were observing and then returned to the exit.
“I don’t see anything unusual in there,” whispered
Norman as they moved outside into the sunlight.
Normanton nodded as they walked around the full
perimeter of the circular building. Arriving again back at the
door, an elderly man dressed in a robe with the hood down
across his shoulders came towards them.
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“W elcome brothers,” he said looking nervously around.
“Are you local?” Before Norman could answer with his normal
transparent openness, Normanton stepped forward bowing his
head slightly in acknowledgement.
“W e are visiting from an outer province,” said
Normanton.
Welcome visitors,” said the man pausing for a moment.
“Have you come to worship in meditation to our all seeing
Go d ? ”
Several items of information raced through Normanton’s
head at the question posed. Not all on the planet were
religious, he thought. Some were atheists and others
undecided. His instinct told him to be cautious. “W e are just
travellers with open minds,” he declared diplomatically.
“And you?” the man asked Norman. “Do you have an
open mind?”
“I do,” replied Norman, reluctantly joining the duplicity.
The man seemed more relaxed as the conversation
continued. “My beliefs are very simple,” he confided. “I believe
in the one God.”
“The one God does seem to have merit,” answered
Normanton, pulling Norman into the conversation. “You agree
with that?”
“Indeed I do,” Norman replied quickly, having no desire
to make the conversation anything aside from basic.
“Are you unbelievers?” The man became hesitant with a
discreet question.
Normanton smiled as he answered. “No, as I said
before we keep an open mind.”
The man seemed to want to tell them something, but
was reluctant because they were strangers.
“W e believe in God,” said Normanton, broadening the
gist of the conversation and throwing away caution. “Maybe
how we worship could be in contention.”
“Ha, yes, you may have a point there,” said the man
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casually. “Are you interested in the way we worship?”
“Maybe,” replied Normanton, searching for common
ground. “Maybe not in the way our chief clerics want us to.”
The man completely relaxed he had heard what he
wanted to hear. “If you are interested there is a meeting tonight
at the old church commune.”
“W e shall be pleased to attend,” said Normanton as the
man nodded.
“Goodbye,” said the man, bowing his head slightly in
acknowledgement. “May you receive great wisdom.” He then
turned and sped away into the building.
“W hat was that all about?” asked Norman. His facial
expressions could not hide how odd he thought the entire
encounter was.
“I don’t know,” answered Normanton with a smile. “W e’ll
find out tonight.”
*

*

*

Normanton and Norman arrived at the evening meeting
in the embassy with Jim, Jardine, and Gail.
“Gentlemen, have you anything to report?” questioned
Jardine.
“There seems to be a meeting arranged tonight at the
old church commune,” replied an enthusiastic Normanton.
“Norman and I had an interesting conversation with an old
man.”
“Do I detect a little excitement in your voice,” said Jim
with a straight face. “After all, this is only an observation.”
“W ell, something unusual is afoot,” said Normanton
firmly.
“Yes, I think you are correct,” said Jim. “We were there
this afternoon and that‘s where we are all going tonight. W e’ll
arrive separately in our two groups. Let’s eat first and then don
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our robes.”
After the evening meal one car with Jim, Jardine and
Gail set off into the dark night. The other car would be leaving
fifteen minutes later.
“These are strange garments,” commented Jardine,
throwing the hood over her head. “They’re so big for women.”
She laughed, putting on a frantic face as the hood covered her
head.
“Yes, I agree,” said Gail doing likewise, “especially the
hoods.”
Jim turned slightly at the cloaked figure of Jardine and
Gail at his side. “You ladies are getting into bad habits.”
Jardine giggled for a moment and then slapped his
shoulder in a playful cuff. Gail shook her head. Jardine turned
to Gail and winked. “I was once in a church on a planet where
they worshipped birds,” said Jardine.
“That is unusual,” returned Gail with a straight face
wondering where this was leading.
“At the front of the church on a stretched out bar were
several eagles and vultures,” continued Jardine, her face
showing a bland expression.
Jim frowned for a moment sucked into the story. “I don’t
believe that,” he stated. “W hy worship those kinds of birds?”
“Because,” said Jardine. “They are birds of pray.”
A small grin appeared on Gail’s face as Jim laughed.
“Last word?” she asked, staring at him with twinkling
eyes.
“You win,” he replied then checked himself. “This time.”
He turned to Gail. “W hat do you think, Frosty?”
“I think that you are both remarkably compatible,” she
said, having never seen that endearing look on Jim’s face
before and knew they had something special between them.
To Gail he always seemed relaxed and in an adventurous
mood, but this was different, she guessed he was in love.
The car pulled up outside the old church commune.
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Leaving Enira in the vehicle, they pulled their hoods over their
heads and moved into the building. Upon entering, each
selected a chair, Jim could see at a glance that the occupancy
was approximately at three quarter capacity. More people
arrived and then the influx stopped as one of the hooded
figures stood up and raised his arm in the air, pointing to the
doorway with his hand.
In a steady stream, they all filed out into the dark night
and down the hill into a small forest below. Jim’s two parties
joined up at the rear and followed them in. About a quarter of a
mile into the forest they entered a large clearing with a small
hillock to the left as the ground behind inclined dramatically
upwards. The congregation mingled together, talking in low
voices that caused masses of mutterings to echo through the
clearing.
Suddenly, they became silent as a hooded figure
appeared on the hillock. “My friends,” he said gesturing with
both hands outstretched. “I welcome you to our third meeting.”
The crowd raised all their hands in the air, greeting the
hooded figure.
“I’m sure I know that voice,” whispered Jardine to Jim.
“Let’s see what he has to say,” replied Jim quietly.
“My friends please join hands in meditation.” The
hooded figure stretched out both his arms sideways his head
hung forwards. The crowd did likewise.
As Jim and Jardine joined hands Jim’s right bracelet
had a dull glow. Her voice from within the hood reached his
ears as she released his hand. “What does that mean?”
Before Jim could answer, the hooded figure dropped his
arms as the crowd did likewise and then spoke. “Oh heavenly
spirits please join me, use me as your vessel to speak to our
brothers and sisters.”
Twenty feet in the air above a gray mist emerged
dropping suddenly and enveloped the hooded figure. The mist
sucked into his body and then all became quiet. The hooded
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figure dropped to his knees and spoke. “Brothers and sisters of
Togigra, I am of the holy spirit. The great God of destiny and
time has instructed me to give you blessings and love. Your
church here has transgressed from the holy order created by
God. You cannot live and pray alone. You must have guidance
from the Holy Spirit. Only your fellow humankind through me
can advise and develop your worship. You must denounce the
structure through which you now worship and listen to the
chosen emissaries of God.”
Silence followed. The crowd started a low chant.
The Holy Spirit….The Holy Spirit…
Jim turned to speak to Jardine, but she had gone. In the
dim light, her hooded figure strode towards the figure on the
hillock and pulled back his hood. Jim could not see the face; at
that distance, it was too dark.
“Minister!” was the voice heard from Jardine as she
stepped back at the realisation of who it was.
The crowd in the clearing gasped as the gray mist
formed around the cloaked figure on the hillock and then for an
instant sped into Jardine, and then upwards, dissipating in the
air above. Jardine collapsed onto the floor and the crowd
moved quickly out of the clearing. Jim and Gail ran up the
small hill and reached her.
He cradled her head in his arm as he spoke. “Janine
can you hear me?” There was no response. He was puzzled
as he took her pulse. “She has a steady pulse,” he said to Gail
as Normanton and Norman joined them. “W e must get her to a
medical station.” He picked her up in his arms and headed
back to the car.
The hover stretcher containing Jardine moved quickly
into a small room inside the large medical centre, where two
medics with hand scanning equipment started their
exploration. The senior medical officer stared fixedly at a large
screen on the wall showing her full body form through the
scanners. After a brief chat to the second officer, he
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approached a worried looking Jim.
“The Ambassador has had some kind of seizure,”
reported the senior medical officer. “It is not physically harmful
since her body is in a good condition for her age.” Jim nodded
slightly relieved by the prognosis as the officer continued.
“However, her brain patterns are abnormal. In the main areas
the brain has low electrical impulses whilst other areas show
great activity.”
Will she soon recover?” asked Jim, now very concerned
for her well being.
“The results show that a physical recovery is imminent,”
said the officer slowly and carefully. “Unfortunately, I cannot
predict her mental state. I have never seen brain patterns like
this before.”
Jim nodded and left the small room to rejoin Gail, and
the others in the corridor.
“W hat do the medical officers say?” enquired Gail,
showing a little anxiety.
“You all saw what happened,” said Jim as they each
nodded. “I think she was attacked by a spiritual entity.
Obviously she saw something that the entity did not want her
to see,”
“She will recover,” said Norman gently. “She is a lovely
lady.”
“She will recover,” answered Jim looking down at the
floor and then into their eyes. “But what effect this will have on
her mental abilities we do not know.”
“She shouted out before she collapsed,” said
Normanton. “Something like, sinister.”
“I think the word was, Minister,” said Gail.
“If she said Minister,” added Normanton thoughtfully.
“Then that implies that a high government official was present.”
“I’m afraid it does,” replied Jim. “Only Janine can
identify who.”
The senior medical officer approached Jim and spoke
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quietly to him. “There is nothing more we can do in the
treatment room so we are transferring her to a private room.”
Jim nodded as a hover stretcher guided by a medical
orderly moved out of the treatment room. Jardine was quickly
transferred and taken up the corridor to a room marked
Recovery One and transferred onto a bed unit that had some
sort of large canopy above it that scanned and monitored her
physical body.
At this point, a Togigran government official approached
with two others. He was thin and tall with a slight hint of gray
hair.
“Mr. Long,” said the official. “I wonder if we could talk
privately.” Jim nodded and a medical officer ushered them into
an adjoining room and then left closing the door.
“I am Phentor,” said the official. “I am the Chief of
Togigran security. First of all let me say how sorry we are
about the Ambassadors accident and that we pray for her full
recovery.”
“Thank you Phentor,” said Jim now on the offensive.
Jim wondered why they would send a Chief of Security. It was
protocol to send a senior government diplomat.
“Could you tell me what happened?” said Phentor
producing a voice-recording pad. “Do you mind if I record it?”
There is no need to record there is very little to say,”
said Jim, gently rebuffing the recording pad.
Phentor seemed slightly ill at ease as he placed the
recording pad back into his inside pocket. “As you wish.”
“As you already know,” began Jim, throwing weight
behind his senior position. “I am a senior officer of the Galactic
Police here at the invitation of your government.”
“Of course,” replied Phentor gently. “That is
acknowledged.”
“Then can you explain the change in protocol,” said Jim
with the hint of a friendly but enquiring smile.
Phentor’s eyes blinked several times as he searched
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his mind for the correct answer. “Please forgive me for not
explaining, the senior diplomat is otherwise engaged and I was
asked to deputise.”
Jim stared hard into his eyes looking for the truth. “As
protocol dictates, why not a junior diplomat?” The questions
from Jim were making Phentor uncomfortable and as Head of
Security, he was the one usually asking, not receiving. Jim
was trying to find out if he was hiding something or if he was
genuinely embarrassed.
“I can only imagine that I was the only one available,”
replied Phentor with a sigh. “May I ask why you need to
know?”
“I just thought that it was unusual,” continued Jim. His
manner was disarming and it was delivering the final punch
that he hoped would lead to the truth. “It seems most strange
for a Togigran Minister to completely ignore protocol.”
“Yes, I suppose it is,” answered Phentor. “I just obey
orders.”
“You were ordered here?” asked Jim.
“In a way,” stuttered Phentor.
“By who?” Jim enquired. He had now asked the
question that would reveal the truth.
“I don’t think that is any of your business.” Phentor lost
his diplomacy for a moment, causing Jim to think the worst.
Then he mellowed and answered. “If you must know, the
Minister of Theology and the Foreign Affairs Minister both
contacted me within a few minutes asking me to report back
on the incident.”
Jim decided that Phentor was not involved. “W hat
Minister do you operate under?”
“I answer to the Minister of Planetary Affairs.”
“It seems most unusual that your own superior didn’t
ask you to report.”
“Yes, I suppose it does.”
“I will tell you what happened,” said Jim. “You should be
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careful as to who you reveal the information.” Phentor looked
puzzled for a moment as Jim continued. “I suggest your own
Minister.”
“That is who I should report to anyway.”
“There was a clandestine meeting in the woods at which
a hooded figure took control,” resumed Jim keeping the
information as brief as possible. “I saw what looked like the
formation of a humanoid shaped gray mist that enveloped the
hooded figure. The crowd advised to ignore the teachings of
officialdom and to follow the religion through him. The
ambassador recognised his voice and pulled down his hood.
No one saw his face besides Jardine. She shouted out –
Minister and the gray mist sped from him to her and then
dissipated into the air above. She then collapsed.”
Phentor stared at Jim for a moment. “She definitely
shouted out Minister?”
“I heard it and so did my three colleagues,” replied Jim.
“Now I understand why you were so cautious,” said
Phentor. “You thought I was in league with a Minister.” Jim
nodded in agreement.
“Of the two Ministers that contacted you, one needs to
know if he has been discovered.”
“I shall report to my own Minister and let him decide on
the action to be taken.”
“W ise call. We don’t know what we’re dealing with
here.”
“Now I must go,” said Phentor. “I shall contact you with
my Ministers decision.” He bowed his head slightly in respect
and left the room as Gail entered.
“I don’t know what to say,” she said awkwardly. “I’ve
only known Janine a few hours, but I like her and everyone
has great respect towards her.”
Jim put on a forced smile. “Thank you, Frosty,” he said
while fumbling with his hands. “I need to know what that damn
spiritual force has done to her.”
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“If it’s any consolation the medical officer thinks she will
recover.”
“I’m banking on it; otherwise she would have been
killed.”
“You think that she has been deliberately disabled?”
“I do, and maybe her memory. Normal creatures of spirit
do not have powers on the physical plane of existence. They
can manoeuvre and suggest to a human form but they cannot
act or compel.”
“Then you suspect a higher spiritual entity?”
“I’m afraid I do: something with great power.”
The senior medical officer opened the door. “I think she
is on the verge of recovering,” he said hopefully.
Jim nodded as he moved quickly towards him and out
through the door and into recovery one; inside the room stood
a medical officer and nurse. The officer‘s hand operated the
touch keypad on the canopy and a strong green light cascaded
down and onto Jardine. The still sleeping figure did not move
for a while followed by a slight turn of the head and the eyes
started to flicker. She stared around the room, eventually
catching Jim’s gaze.
“Jim, what am I doing here?”
He gave a small sigh, thankful for the fact that she still
remembered him. “You are in the city medical centre,” he
replied taking hold of her hand.
The senior medical officer stood on the other side of the
bed unit. “You have had a traumatic experience. Can you
remember?” he asked softly.
“No,” she answered shaking her head and showing a
puzzled frown on her face.
“You are suffering from short time memory loss,” said
the officer. “In time you will remember.” He turned to Jim. “I will
leave you for a while.” Jim nodded as the officer left the room
clasping tightly with both hands on hers.
“W hat happened?” she asked. Panic and confusion
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resonated in her voice.
“W e were doing an observation,” relayed Jim, hoping
that she might remember. “You recognised someone after
which you were struck down.” She pulled one of her notremembering faces, making Jim laugh despite being worried.
The entity had caused a memory block protecting a highranking official and altering her brain patterns. He became
slightly sad and his eyes misted over. “I do love you, Janine,
very much.”
She smiled, a small tear running down her cheek as she
squeezed his hand tightly. “I love you very much,” she replied.
He slowly stood up and gently leaned over her.
For a moment, his lips caressed hers and then he
moved back looking tenderly into her eyes. This was the
woman he wanted to be with always and she with him. Slowly
he sat down still tightly holding her hand.
“Someday when our work is finished,” she said. “I know
we will be together always.” He smiled nodding in agreement.
“W e still have a lot of important work to do, but we must make
time to meet and see each other whenever we can.”
“W e will.” Jim grinned a little, thinking of the snatched
moments they both had shared in the past. He had tried to
keep love at a distance or to one side. He knew that as a man,
he was susceptible to high emotions and even his strict selfdiscipline could not escape feelings of the heart. Falling in love
was dangerous to a man used to high adventure, living a life of
risk and peril. He had set his mortality against the evil of others
without thought of danger. Love made a man care deeply
about another soul; therefore becoming vulnerable trying to
protect them.
He noticed a sudden look of horror on Janine’s face. It
was as if she was looking straight through him.
Through her eyes, she was now in a stadium with
several thousand people yelling and screaming as a gladiator
fought a beast. He was dressed in strange black armour that
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completely covered his body. The beast was huge with a
bear’s body and the head of a dog. It seemed that the fight
was taking place next to her bed. The beast swung out a large
paw filled with razor sharp claws as the gladiator jumped into
the air and hovered for a second above her. He flung a net
over the monster that expanded and electrified pinning the
beast’s arms down allowing him to plunge an extended spear
into the beast’s chest. The beast roared and then fell
backwards towards Jardine. She screamed and closed her
eyes blotting out the vision.
Jim turned to where she had been staring alarmed by
her actions slightly raising his left hand. The left bracelet had a
dull glow that slowly dimmed out.
The senior medical officer ran into the room alarmed by
the scream. Jardine sat upright her eyes tightly closed and
shivering. “W hat happened?” he stated catching his breath.
“I am seeing things,” she said sobbing. Jim placed his
arms around her, trying to comfort her.
The officer initiated a recording scan that showed her
brain patterns. A small area of her brain had lit up that
normally was dormant. She slowly opened her eyes, looking
around the room.
“W hat did you see?” enquired Jim.
“It was a beast or a monster being attacked by a man in
armour.”
“I’m afraid that your new brain patterns are causing
hallucinations,” offered the medical officer. “I’m going to let you
sleep while I continue with a diagnosis.” He sprayed her neck
and she fell asleep as he turned to Jim. “I think I know what is
causing this, but I don’t know how to treat it.”
“I’m taking her back to Krakor, our headquarters,” said
Jim. “She will be asleep for most of the journey.” He turned
and walked out into the corridor. “W e’re going back home
immediately,” he stated. “Bill, inform the Chief Planetary
Officer that he is now acting ambassador until a replacement is
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found.” Normanton nodded as he contacted the embassy on
his cuff communicator.
After a small wait Normanton spoke. “All arranged; a
party of four is on its way to pick up the ambassador.”
“Bill, you and Norman get the shuttle ready for
immediate departure,” said Jim. “I’ll travel with the ambassador
and Frosty.” Both nodded and moved quickly to the exit as Jim
and Gail sat down in the corridor.
“Did I hear right?” asked Gail. “Did that officer say she is
hallucinating?”
“She’s not hallucinating,” replied Jim, clasping both
hands together in frustration. “Her brain patterns have been
rearranged so that she can see other dimensions.”
Even Gail looked aghast at the statement.
“How do you know?”
“I know because my left bracelet was activated when
she had the vision. To her it was real, she was there.”
“I cannot see why anyone, entity or not, would want to
do that to her?”
“It’s a game, a ploy, Frosty. Someone is hiding
something and I mean to find out what.”
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CHAPTER 3
Five days later Jim stepped on to the tube elevator of
the huge medical centre at the Galactic Police headquarters.
He always enjoyed the experience of travelling up or down in a
transparent tube on a circular disc that passed through each
floor of the building. On this occasion, his face showed a
worried frown as he stepped off on to the tenth floor and
moved to the reception area. The receptionist, a Planetary
Officer 3 nurse, smiled and stood up in respect for his rank.
“I’m looking for Chief Medical Specialist Artono.” His
face managed a forced smile as the nurse lifted her left arm
slightly and used her cuff screen.
“S.A. Long for CMS Artono,” she stated. The small cuff
screen turned a blue colour as a stream of light particles
extruded upwards transforming into the hologram face of
Artono.
“Send S.A. Long to Observation Room Five.” The face
then dissolved in the air as Jim nodded and moved away down
the long corridor. He reached the room door and held his cuff
forward; a green spiralling light emerged engaging with a
circular portal on the door. The door hissed slowly upwards
and he entered.
The observation corridor was small in width and
stretched in a large circle around a variety of rooms. On each
room was a one way viewing portal. Jim looked to his left and
saw Artono staring at four standard hologram pads
magnetically attached to the wall. He smiled and beckoned Jim
towards him. Then he demagnetised one pad, took it off the
wall, and placed it on a small table. Once again, a stream of
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blue particles moved from the pad forming into the picture of a
brain.
“This is a picture showing the normal signature of a
brain,” he said while pointing to several lit sections. He then
changed the picture to that of Jardine’s brain. Other sections
were showing a dull glow. “These segments should not be in
constant use. W e have many brain disorders in this complex,
but I have never seen anything like this.”
Jim looked through the portal at the seated figure of
Jardine. On her head was a transparent half globe showing
various pinpoints of flashing lights.
“Is she still seeing the visions?” Jim asked, despite
knowing in his heart that this was an actual spiritual aberration
affecting the physical side.
“Yes, but not as intense,” answered Artono. “As long as
she wears the cap, the dimming field holds it in check.”
“Is there a cure?”
“At the moment I don’t know. I don’t want to give her
drugs because they would affect her way of living.”
“May I see her?”
“Of course you may.” They then proceeded to another
corridor that ran between the rooms and into the inner centre.
Artono pointed to her door and then headed to a consulting
room.
Jim entered her room and her eyes became brighter as
she stood up. He gently kissed her on the cheek and they both
sat down.
“I gather no one understands what is wrong with me,”
she stated. Janine made one of her funny faces as she was
pointing to her head. “Now I understand how a goldfish feels.”
Jim laughed. She was putting on a brave face for his
benefit, but he knew that underneath that brash exterior she
was worried.
“Janine, some kind of entity passed through you
causing this to happen,” he said with determination in his eyes.
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“I promise you I will find this entity and reverse what has
happened.”
For a moment, her eyes became misty as she clasped
his hand. “I know you will,” she said showing a wistful smile.
“There is no one more experienced or capable in the whole of
the galaxy police.”
“Do you remember anything?” enquired Jim,
compassionately hoping that her recollection of the incident
had returned.
Her face screwed up for a moment and then she shook
her head. “I’m afraid not,” she replied, showing clenched teeth
that reflected her exasperation. “W e left the embassy and
arrived at a meeting.” Her face developed a frown. “That’s all I
can remember.” Jim stood up, moved to sit down beside her,
and then placed his arm around her shoulder.
“Do you still see the images?” he asked, gently rubbing
her back.
“Yes, I can still see them, but now they are hazy and
distanced.” She lifted her head and stared into Jim’s eyes with
a smile on her face. “Imagine if I have to wear this contraption
for the rest of my life.”
“It won’t be that bad,” said Jim showing a faint grin. “I’ll
buy you a big bag of fish food every week.”
She gave him a playful punch on the arm showing a
menacing pout on her face. “On my birthday I suppose you’d
buy a big fish cake with candles on.”
Jim laughed. “You still have the last word.”
“Of course,” she pouted. “I’m a woman.”
Jim became serious again. “Those pictures that you
see, they’re not just hallucinations,” he said, holding tightly on
to her hands. “The images are inter-dimensional and very
real.”
Her face showed complete surprise. “How do you
know?”
He held up his left arm showing the bracelet. “I know
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because I visit other dimensions with this bracelet.”
“I do know what your bracelets are capable of,” she
replied thoughtfully. “Why am I viewing other dimensions?”
“W e were at a meeting on the planet,” said Jim trying to
explain exactly what happened. “You recognised someone
who I believe was a high government official possessed by an
entity.”
She shook her head. “I don’t remember.”
“I believe that in efforts to protect the official the entity
passed quickly through your body, causing your short term
memory to be erased and making changes to your brain
patterns.”
“How will I ever recover from this impediment?”
“I believe this entity is of a spirit hierarchy. A normal
spiritual essence does not have the ability to possess or
change physical existence.”
“Then you could be in danger,” she replied showing
concern.
Jim grinned and grabbed her hand even tighter. “My
dear Janine, I’m always in danger.”
“Be careful then, Jim. It could do the same to you.”
“Then we would both be able to see the visions
together.”
She shook her head. “There are better things to share
with you, like a life. Seriously Jim, you must be careful.”
“I will,” he answered defiantly. “I will find this creature
though.”
“In the past, I suppose I would have been classified as
mad and put into a home.”
Jim nodded. “Even now it would never be understood
by the medical fraternity. From their perspective you are
experiencing hallucinations and self inflicted nightmares.”
“Before they fitted my head bowl some of the visions
were despicable. One had huge floating blobs of matter
changing shapes and trying to devour me.”
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“Some dimensions are horrific, we never enter them.”
“I felt as though I was actually there, it seemed like an
intrinsic nightmare.” She closed her eyes for a moment,
frowning heavily and screwing up her face as she gave a small
shudder. Suddenly her eyes wide open again and she
grasped Jim’s hand. “I’ve lost my ambassadors job.”
A small grin filtered across Jim’s face. “My dear Janine,
I would imagine that once you are cured you can have any
position you want.”
“W ell I know the positions you like. I haven’t forgotten
those!” she exclaimed, grinning mischievously.
Jim gave a chuckle. He loved her. She had the same
inexplicable sense of humour. “Be careful,” he playfully
warned. “I might get hot and bothered.”
“In here,” she replied her eyes opening wide. “You may
be hot, but you’ll never be bothered.”
Jim pointed to one wall. “Did you know that is a two
way mirror for observation purposes?”
Janine quickly looked up at the mirror and turned to Jim
with an intriguing look on her face. “I didn’t know you agreed
with voyeurism in a brain hospital.”
“Ah, my character unmasked,” quipped Jim, placing his
hand on his forehead in a comical stance then shaking his
finger at her. “Mr. Artono is watching.”
“W atching what?” Artono had entered the room and was
standing behind him. For a moment, Jim screwed his face
while gritting his teeth, causing Jardine to surrender a huge
grin. Jim erased all expression and turned quickly with a
passive look on his face.
“I was explaining your observation techniques,” said Jim
calmly.
Artono moved towards Jardine staring at her head
mask. “Yes, you will be under observation for quite a while,” he
stated. His voice was classic clinical and he adjusted Janine’s
mask from behind her. “I’m going to probe your body for
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excess energy.” Jardine showed a comic, aghast face. Jim
tried not to laugh, forcing his face to remain passive, but his
eyes showed otherwise.
“She is very energetic,” stated Jim, sounding lethargic
and blasé.
“I need to stimulate her nerve endings,” said Artono.
Jardine’s face showed a look of mock surprise. “Then I might
find a nerve suppressant to stop the visions.” He moved
forward and looked at Jardine. “I don’t think I will have to
invade your body with an operation.”
“That’s nice,” said Jardine nodding her head with a
blank look. “I am very partial as to who invades my body.”
“Quite,” said Artono seriously, unaware of any double
meaning. “I will be back in an hour to set my probe.”
“How big is your probe?” she enquired.
“Nothing to worry about,” replied Artono holding his
thumb and forefinger an inch apart. “It will be about this size.”
“Oh, that will be nothing to worry about,” she answered
with a condescending look on her face.
As Artono left the room, Jim erupted with a big guffaw.
“You are a little devil,” he said to her shaking his head. “He
hasn’t a clue as to what we were thinking.”
“I should hope not,” she said. “Otherwise my face would
be very red.”
Jim looked at the time on his cuff. “I’ve got to go. I have
a meeting with Vanders in an hour.
“The big chief,” she said in surprise.
“The big chief,” responded Jim. “Between us we have to
find some answers.” He kissed her quickly on the lips and
looked closely into her eyes. “I will find you a cure.” She threw
her arms around his neck and pulled him to her lips for a long
lingering kiss.
“I know you will.” Janine watched Jim leaving the room.
It was so good to see him, despite the lousy circumstances of
the moment.
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Fifty minutes later Jim entered a room via the
rectangular plate, penetrating through the mushy substance
contained in the matter transmitter-receiver. The feeling was
one of entering a barrel of treacle as he walked through and
out into the beautiful central interior of the planet. He quickly
moved over to one of the discs and stepped upon it. Raising to
a height of twenty feet the disc sped rapidly between the oddly
shaped buildings. Finally, Jim reached the large building with
the floating floors and the disc sped upwards to the fifth level.
As the disc set him down, he saw the soft chairs emerging
from the floor. Moving off from the disc, he sat in the nearest
chair, which was remarkably soft and comfortable. Jim knew
that Supreme Chief Officer Vanders, the leader and top
executive officer of the Galaxy Police, would soon arrive as he
had just returned from the Grogan system of planets.
He relaxed completely and closed his eyes, pondering
all the unusual aspects of the past week. As the details ran
through his mind his thoughts were on the planet Togigra,
were of the strong majority of religious worshippers of the one
God. It was unclear why somebody not of the physical realm
would want to disrupt that unity.
Jim turned his head to the right and saw the head and
shoulders of the Supreme Chief Officer emerging from below
floor level. The full torso came into view as the disc carrying
him set him down on the floating floor. Jim stood up as the
stocky figure with greying hair on his temples came towards
him, right hand outstretched.
“Good to see you, Jim.” Both hands clasped in a firm
grip and then released.
“Good to see you as well, sir,” replied Jim. “It must be
six months since we last saw each other.”
Vanders nodded a faint smile on his face. “Yes, we only
seem to meet at very troubled times.” He clasped his hands
behind his back and walked towards the edge of the floating
floor with Jim following. As a way to fill the troubling thoughts,
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Vanders commented, “W e must have a senior officers’ dinner
party. It would be a small party, as our mean numbers are
spread throughout the galaxy.” He stopped himself and turned
towards Jim, showing his concern. “You have my heartfelt
sympathy in regard to Controller Jardine. I’m calling to see her
later in the day.”
“Thank you, sir,” said Jim. “She’ll appreciate that.”
“I read your report.” Vanders hesitated. A deep frown
appeared on his face. “I believe you saw a spirit entity move in
and out of Jardine.”
“That is correct,” answered Jim. “She recognised the
speaker and then was wiped of memory.”
“You suspect a higher spiritual entity,” said Vanders,
voicing what Jim was thinking.
“Yes, I think it was protecting a government official of
Togigra.”
“It is unfortunate that she intervened. Now we must
search the astral to find an answer.” Vanders stopped and
looked up at the vast dome above in thought. “There are many
incidents occurring throughout the galaxy that are trying to
influence the physical domain.”
Jim turned with an inquisitive gaze looking into Vanders
troubled face. “You read my report about the entity I met here
at the centre.”
“You and I are now marked as astral travellers. All
entities, good or bad, are now interested in what we do and
where we go.”
“I saw no face, just a bright shining energy in human
form.”
“If you saw a profile image that could be one of several.
The higher spiritual essences can reveal many faces.”
“I thought we were safe here at the centre of Krakor.
Obviously, nothing is safe from the higher spiritual beings. I do
know that normally they do not interfere or interact with
physical beings, but that seems to be changing.”
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“How can you know whether you are talking to a good
or bad entity?” asked Jim.
“That is a problem, you can’t.” Vanders shook his head
slightly with a small sigh. “Good or bad, all high angels look the
same unless they want to make you fearful with a grotesque
image. Normally, I try to avoid them; however many are now
watching us.” Vanders changed the subject. “How are you and
your crew adapting to astral travel?”
Jim grinned. “They are slightly in awe, sir. The professor
accomplished the transfer very well.”
“I was going to initiate Rupert into our small group of
travellers,” said Vanders, his face becoming serious. “The
Ancient Beings of Light, our galaxy guardians, would not allow
any more bracelets. They agreed to your crew because they
are always with you on missions and only you can activate or
deactivate them. I know you will use them wisely and if in
doubt return them to the physical plane.”
Jim nodded, acknowledging the huge responsibility that
came with the bracelets. Vanders turned and gestured with
his hand to the chairs.
“Let’s sit down. I want to demonstrate something,”
continued Vanders. “I find my duties as Supreme Chief Officer
very demanding, especially when I need to be using the
bracelets more. I do not have to tell you the vastness of our
galaxy. I can only react or take action when I receive
notification of a problem. Have you ever done any multitasking, Jim?” Vanders asked, causing Jim surprise.
“Two or three things maximum,” Jim replied with a
curious look on his face.
“You will be pleased to know that there is an equivalent
on the astral planes.”
The statement fascinated Jim. W hen first inducted by
Vanders, who was an extremely more experienced traveller,
they had journeyed into several wondrous localities including
the atom. They relaxed into their soft padded chairs as both
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astral bracelets energized.
Their astral bodies moved horizontally above the
physical counterparts then slowly slid into a vertical position
with their feet touching the floor. The floor was not a reality to
them anymore, they now controlled their position with thought
otherwise their ethereal bodies would sink through the floating
physical substance.
Vanders stared at the two physical mirror bodies lying
dormant in the padded chairs. “How vulnerable we are,” he
reflected, synchronising his thoughts with his lips.
“There are no sign of any entities,” answered Jim
looking around.
“I have asked the Ancient Beings of Light to watch over
our bodies,” said Vanders.
“You can contact them?” said Jim. “I thought only they
could contact you.”
“That is so, but when you saw the entity here at the
centre I had to ask them for guidance. If there is any danger
we will immediately be pulled back into our bodies.”
Vanders ceased conversation by raising the palm of his
hand outwards towards Jim and staring ahead in deep
concentration. Jim felt the psychic turbulence around them as
the scene materialised from the floating floor into a corridor in
the headquarters building on the planets surface, a corridor
outside Vanders office. A space officer walked straight through
the ethereal form of Vanders then stopped for a moment and
shuddered before carrying on.
“As the old saying goes,” said Vanders. “He stepped on
someone’s grave.”
They watched for a moment as several officers moved
up and down the corridor going about their business. Jim saw
Vanders concentrate again, causing further turbulence around
them. Now the picture split into two. They were now on two
planes of existence, one showing the corridor and the other
was the embassy on Togigra.
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“Togigra,” said Jim, fascinated as Vanders nodded
causing further turbulence.
A third picture emerged that Jim recognised as the
embassy building on Earth. They now were now in three
separate locations million of miles apart at the exact same time
point.
“Now I understand,” commented Jim, feeling more than
a bit surprised as he observed the multiple scenes before him.
“I presume this is astral multi-tasking.”
Vanders smiled then released the visitations one at a
time until they were back at their central position.
“Now you see what you are capable of,” advised
Vanders then adding, “after a great deal of concentration and
practise.”
“Ever since I first travelled,” explained Jim. “I became
aware of the duplicity of atoms, being able to be in two
separate locations at the same time.”
Vanders shook his head. “Our scientists will never
understand the measurement of atoms they think everything is
by physical mathematics. It is out of their realm of existence
and they need to study the mathematics of the astral and half
of them don’t believe it exists.”
Jim nodded his head as Vanders concentrated once
more. “We are now going to travel from the physical astral to
the next level.”
The fifth level scenario around them slowly faded as a
gentle heavenly wind created a suction that caressed them.
There was a final blinding white light and then an almost
surreal environment of beauty emerged. All around were
magnificent buildings with surrounding landscaped gardens. It
featured streams of cascading water and strange varieties of
trees and shrubs scattered along the view. Above, a soft red
and yellow sky was creating a spider web effect.
For what seemed like several minutes, Jim stood
transfixed by the exquisite picture before him. The colours
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were breathtaking and overwhelming to the astral eyes. The
whole environment had a subtle profound glisten. Many people
walked in and out of the buildings and down the appealing
carved walkways outside whilst some floated gently in the air.
Vanders tensed and turned slightly as a glowing
humanoid form appeared at their side. It wore simple robes
and the face was not visible. For a moment, Jim looked at
Vanders, realising this seemed to be the same being he had
seen on Krakor. Vanders shook his head towards Jim, a
warning to suppress his thoughts.
“Please reveal your name, Archangel.” Vanders stared
at the figure as it spoke.
“I am the Archangel Michael,” replied the figure. “I give
greetings to you Vanders.”
Vanders relaxed and spoke to Jim. “Archangels, if
challenged, must tell you their name. Michael is amongst those
we trust.”
The glowing face dissipated revealing a rather
handsome face that could be man or woman. “Please call on
me, Vanders,” said Michael. “If ever you require assistance.”
Vanders nodded as the glowing figure disappeared from view.
“The Ancient Beings of Light have asked Michael to
watch over us,” said Vanders, as if in anticipation of Jim’s next
question.
“Where are they in relation to our position?” asked Jim
eager to learn more.
“I believe they travel between the plane of vibration and
the high realm.”
“This astral level is beautiful,” continued Jim, gesturing
with his hand.
Vanders nodded staring at the elegant symmetry
around them. “This is all created and held together from the
spiritual collective in the High Realm. Down here in the astral
there are also other ethereal visual incarnations created by
individuals.”
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“What kind of visuals?”
“There are many desires and ambitions that are brought
from the physical realm.” Vanders grasped Jim’s arm and
much to Jim’s astonishment they ascended approximately to a
height of five hundred feet, looking down on the many
buildings below. They gazed into the distance observing hazy
patches scattered between buildings and in the fields and hills.
“Why are there empty spaces?” Jim requested staring
at the foggy patches below.
“There aren’t, many people dwell in those places
creating their own little world and environment.”
Vanders moved downwards slightly, releasing his hand
from Jim’s arm. Jim remained motionless in the air as Vanders
beckoned.
“Concentrate on moving down,” said Vanders, pointing
towards the buildings below.
For a second Jim closed his eyes and his form fell at
incredible speed. He hit the ground and bounced in several
directions as Vanders floated gently down, placing both feet
firmly on the ground.
“Remember Jim, unlike the physical realm everything
here seems solid to you. You and the environment are made
of the same substance. You thought ground instead of a
steady descent.”
“I feel as though I have broken both legs,” answered
Jim, still lying on the floor.
“Then think and heal yourself,” prompted Vanders.
Jim closed his eyes and screwed up his face focussing
thoughts upon his legs. A shiny glow appeared from his waist
down and he slowly stood up staring at his legs.
“Amazing,” was all he could say. Vanders laughed.
“This is learning the quick way,” observed Vanders.
“Now let’s visit one of those misty areas.”
Vanders coached Jim on slowly rising, descending, and
then moving through the air in short bursts, commenting on
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how he had now learned how to ride his first bike. The analogy
made Jim laugh as they carefully moved downwards and into
one of the hazy patches.
As they entered and gently touched the ground, the
scene around changed. Before them stood a huge stone
gothic built building with a large dome as a roof. They entered
to see a dozen people kneeling on the floor. One of them
stood up and bowed several times at the ornate altar
positioned in the central isle. He shouted out, asking God to
appear.
A great shimmering white shape emerged suspended in
the air above.
“O mighty God,” said the man. “Please forgive me for
the deaths I have caused as a man. I did it in your cause to
exalt your holy name.”
“You are forgiven,” said the shape. “Now you must
repent.”
For a minute in time, his body changed shape
convulsing and expanding in excruciating configurations then
finally returning to normal.
“O God,” cried another man, “I have killed many in your
name and was told that paradise was my reward.”
Another God replica appeared dressed in a robe
floating above the altar. “Take your reward,” it answered and
disappeared.
A mirage appeared around the man of scantily dressed
dancing girls offering him fruits. This lasted for a minute and
then faded out of existence. Several more Gods appeared
summoned by different men showing apparitions of their
beliefs lasting for one minute or more.
Vanders and Jim stood watching from the rear of the
religious structure observing the twelve people in front of them
who were unaware of anything else accept their image of God.
“What exactly was happening in there?” Jim asked as
they left the building.
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“Religion causes great pain on the astral levels,” said
Vanders. “Anything that is deeply engrained in the mind is hard
to release.”
“What were they seeing?”
“What their minds wanted them to see, their Gods.”
“It was like catch twenty two, repeating over and over
again.”
“Yes, I believe its called torment of the soul. Their
visions are too primitive to hold for any length of time.”
Once again, they moved upwards some five hundred
feet and descended into another hazy fog. This time the
environment was more luxurious, they had arrived in the
beautiful grounds of a huge mansion. It was a breathtaking
view of several flat grass laid lawns and wonderful plants and
shrubbery. The trees rose elegantly into the air gently swaying
in the breeze. The air was warm and humid and had a scent of
apple blossom. To the right of the mansion the ground sloped
slightly upwards developing into a steep incline and then into a
high hill. Down the side of the hill a waterfall cascaded softly
caressing the large embedded rocks.
Ahead a marble balcony filled the whole side of the
house with eight white steps leading to the main door.
Proceeding into the mansion reception area, they perceived a
vision of a gigantic stairway that curved elegantly up to the first
floor. Several people walked by holding briefcases dressed in
long white robes. None of them even glanced at Jim and
Vanders.
“Why don’t they notice us?” asked Jim, staring around
the large foyer.
“Because they are the manifestation of someone else,”
answered Vanders. “Follow me.”
They moved to the left and entered a huge room used
as an office. At the far end, a lone figure sat behind a large
desk. At each side of the desk hologram computers spewed
out number after number into the air. Couriers moved quickly
75

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

to the front of the desk placing papers in front of him. The man
behind the desk said nothing, just nodding or shaking his
head. A nod meant acceptance of the paper, a shake led to its
immediate removal, followed by ripping it into pieces and
placing it in the receptacle.
Vast amounts of numbers kept appearing and
disappearing on each side of the desk. The man finally held
his flat palms up in front of his chest and the couriers abruptly
stopped and walked away. The computer images faded as he
sat back in his chair.
At this point, he stood up and walked towards a
staircase embellished with gold statuettes of birds and
animals. He reached the first step and the whole scene around
dissolved into an upstairs living room, at the centre a large
dining table. He sat down at the head of the table, his wife and
two children were seated to his left as white robed servants
brought in food and drink. Seated to his right were two
elegantly dressed government officials. The two young
children moved around the table and gently kissed the man on
his cheek before returning to their chairs. As the servants
distributed the food, the first official spoke.
“It will please you to know that the company now has
profits in billions of currency. Our first trillion is in sight.” The
man smiled nodding, as he tasted a dish of spiced potato. The
second official looked uncomfortable as he raised his glass to
his lips and sipped the water.
Observing from approximately thirty feet away, Jim
looked at Vanders as he tried to understand what was
happening.
Vanders smiled. “All will be revealed.”
“I hear that because of starvation several communities
have rebelled and are campaigning and fighting to change the
monetary system,” said the second official.
A strange silence invaded the table.
“There will be no rebellion,” said the first official looking
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vexed at the other. “The system has been established over
several centuries and cannot and will not be changed.”
The man sat back in his chair, “The monetary system is
a credit to all who use it,” he said wiping his face with a napkin.
“It is impossible to replace it. The richer a country becomes the
more the poor benefit.”
The second official frowned. “The country is rich; ten
percent of the population are millionaires.”
“Well, there you are,” said the first official looking at the
second with an incredulous stare.
For a moment, there was silence.
“Then why are people starving?” said the second
official.
“How would I know,” said the first now glowering at the
second.
“It maybe that they do not know how to handle money,”
said the man. “Not all of us are gifted.”
“Many people now cannot afford to live in a flat or
house,” said the second. “Their wages are now inadequate
and they have to live in tents and other makeshift
accommodation.”
“That is a sad fact of life,” answered the first taking
another mouthful of food. “How people live is their own
concern, not ours.”
“Those that can afford to live in a flat or house,” said the
second. “Then find it difficult to pay their bills.”
“Unfortunately,” said the first gazing at the ornate table
condiments. “We have to pay shareholders and bond holders.
The whole system is carefully planned by the stock
exchanges.”
For a moment, the second sighed and continued. “But
you do know that the normal household bills are rising at ten to
twenty percent while the average wage is only rising at two
percent.”
“Of course I know – it is a natural escalation that we all
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have to acknowledge.”
The man at the head of the table lay down his knife and
fork and gently kissed his wife on her cheek. “Gentlemen, you
forget if you do not nurture money you can lose it all.”
“Sir,” said the second trying to make his point to the
other disinterested parties. “Money has become the ‘God’ of
life. Our whole philosophy is based on becoming wealthy; to
become rich is a necessity. But not all can become rich.”
“I agree,” said the man. “To become wealthy gives a
person command and power it is essential for our monetary
growth.”
“It is the indirect and direct taxes of the many that
create the fortunes of any country,” said the second. “Not just
the few.”
“Some have to be rich and many have to be poor,”
continued the first. “That is an unfortunate fact of life, our
companies are thriving.”
“The financial institutes of this planet are making
obscene profits,” shouted out the second.
Suddenly there was silence around the table.
“All of us here are members of a successful financial
company,” said the man rising to his feet and now glowering at
the second one, pointing a finger at him. “You have been as
much a part of it as I am.”
“I merely wanted to point out that money replaced the
old barter and exchange system,” said the second now
subdued. “It is just paper for trading and is only meaningful at
this moment on this planet.”
“Then we shall manipulate and use this paper to make
great wealth,” said the man sitting down again.
“Bravo,” cried out the first rising to his feet and clapping
his hands.
“It is as if the population are hypnotised,” continued the
second. “All of them and their governments rely on the
financial markets.”
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“As they should,” said the first.
“If every person on this planet withdrew their money,”
implied the second. “There would be no financial institutions or
markets.”
“There is no danger of that,” said the man laughing.
“There is not enough paper money to pay everyone out.”
The second stood up, walked over to the large picture
window, and gazed out at the flat terrain spread out for miles
before him. Through the opposite window loomed the hills and
valleys behind the mansion.
There was a strange rippling sound in the air as the
second looked up into the clear blue sky above. A large red
line could be seen streaking downwards and then hitting the
atmosphere causing a screaming ripping noise as the object
ploughed through and headed to the ground some two miles
distant.
The people at the table all turned towards the second
stood at the window.
For a moment, the second man turned sadly to the table
and spoke. “I think the poorer parts of this planet are
retaliating. Can your money save you now?” He turned again
looking through the window as the huge fireball plummeted
down and struck the ground. A huge explosion of the like of
several atomic weapons ensued as the devastating shock
wave sped towards them.
Mentally shaken, Jim and Vanders watched as the
building disappeared in front of them. Everything reduced to
dust as the wave continued onwards destroying everything in
its path. They looked at each other in disbelief as they
witnessed the complete annihilation of half the planet.
The visual then dissolved back to the previous scene,
which started a re-enactment of the people seated at the table.
It all started to happen all over again.
“It’s time for us to go,” said Vanders, moving towards
the door. They reached outside and ascended once more into
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the sky leaving the hazy portion below.
“That was a lesson on how not to live your life,” said
Jim. He was slightly shaken by what he had just seen. “I
presume that it was a reality?”
Vander’s gave a nod of his head in response. “Yes,
somewhere in our galaxy that really happened.”
“I find it hard to understand,” continued Jim.
“A great philosopher once explained by saying: It is
easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle, than for a
rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven. Although it could
have been wrongly translated, meaning cable, in relation to
cotton, instead of camel. In any case the inference is that the
money and riches are part of the physical world of existence
and should not be chased and worshipped, for you will have to
leave it all behind.”
“I know the saying,” Jim replied. “It is hard to believe
that some people lived in huge mansions whilst others live in
tents.
“They are trying to cleanse themselves of the guilt,”
explained Vanders. “They have first to release themselves of
their own burden. They will then move on.”
“Why do these cultures rely so heavily on finance?”
“Unfortunately, in many of these societies money
became a game, a plaything. People denounced ordinary
gambling as a habitual medical problem and banned it but
continued with the corporate gambling. It is widely practised by
governments and the financial elite. Introducing food into the
gambling status means supply and demand dictates the price
placing essential items beyond the financial capability of the
consumer, and then people starve. In time it leads to revolution
and changes in society and then returns to the status quo.”
Vanders put a finger to his lips and closed his eyes,
showing a look of deep concentration. Jim watched as the
scene changed once again showing a small circle that
expanded outward and disappeared leaving them in another
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environment.
Both men were just standing in the air their bodies
completely transparent. Around them floated entities of
humanoid and other kinds.
“We are now on the highest plane of the lower astral,”
said Vanders. He was no longer voicing with his lips, but in
pure telepathy. “Our old physical forms are no longer
necessary.”
Vanders moved and his body turned into a streak of
light that moved away at tremendous speed. Jim stared in
amazement as the rainbow of light twisted and turned in the
blue hazy mist before returning and reforming back into the
body of Vanders. Vanders held out his hand for Jim to clasp.
He hesitated and then reached out as they grabbed each other
by the wrist. Their transparent body shapes transformed into
several different colours of streaky light that sped away rolling
and twisting. The light acted as a roller coaster moving in both
large and small circular movements until finally coming to a
stop. It then materialised back into their physical shapes.
Vanders smiled at the look of surprise on Jim’s face as
the scene around them changed yet again. They were in a
small cottage looking out of a large picture window at the sea
beyond. A sparsely furnished room visualised containing two
armchairs, a table and two other chairs and a tiled floor.
“Have we now returned to Krakor?” Jim looked around
startled by the transformation.
Vanders smiled. “This cottage and its environment have
been created around me by the higher spiritual forces.”
“Created from what?” asked Jim.
“From my mind or subconscious,” said Vanders, sitting
down in one of the armchairs. “This creates a reality around
me that is protected by the higher beings. The higher astral we
have just returned from can disorientate our minds. We are
beings still attached to our bodies and the experience can be
habitual.”
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“I do understand,” said Jim, nodding with a glazed look
on his face. “The experience was so profound so magical. I
had feelings that are not easy to explain. In fact, they are
impossible to explain. We were beyond emotion, beyond
existence.”
Vanders clasped his hands together resting them on his
chest as he gazed out of the window at the beautiful calm
seascape. “Now you can see why it is so enticing,” he stated
with a stern look on his face. “I can tell you now that we are not
permitted to go just anywhere on the astral planes.”
“I had the impression that you can just think and go
anywhere,” said Jim becoming curious.
Vanders grunted and grinned. “That is so in many
aspects,” he replied rather cautiously. “But not so in others.”
“When would we be stopped?” asked Jim, now slightly
mystified and needing an answer.
“The high entities are monitoring every lower being here
on the astral,” informed Vanders. “They command people who
are not physical beings anymore. Those beings do not need to
be limited or overseen as keenly as we do. We can be
mentally abused and even transformed with madness.”
“So the higher entities will not let us leap into danger?”
“Yes and no,” replied Vanders. “You cannot leap into
danger, but you can be led.”
Jim paused for a moment and then spoke. “Can you
give me an example?”
“You would not be allowed to instantly think and arrive
in a dangerous area,” responded Vanders. “But you could be
led into a dangerous area by another higher entity.”
“Would that entity be evil?” Jim asked, still confused by
the answer.
Vanders sighed. “Our own physical conception of evil is
not what it seems here.” He paused and then resumed his
explanation. “I did once meet a demon.”
Jim’s eyebrows rose astonished at the admission. “That
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must have been a visually disturbing picture.”
“On the contrary, I did not find out until after the
meeting,” responded Vanders. “I was told later by an
Archangel. The entity had the beauty of any other angel, but
his agenda was anything but.”
Jim nodded beginning to understand some of the
complexities of the astral domains. It was clear that the
physical realm was only a small part of a larger layout. He was
pleased that Vanders had taken the time to reveal some of its
anomalies. This was the never-ending learning agenda of
every entity in existence. He now had observed some of the
depth of reality instead of skimming the surface as before. Up
to this moment, he had confined himself to simple out-of-body
techniques. Now, the realisation of the enormous capability of
a life force had been unveiled. The restrictions of attachment
to a physical form did not deter the immense distances
travelled in space and astral time.
Jim wanted to know more. “When we reached the
higher plane of the lower astral and turned into streams of
light,” he said. “Was it possible to go higher?”
“No,” Vanders replied emphatically. “The next level is
the mental plane. From that level you become a thought or
impulse, the body form is completely discarded.”
“What is the highest realm?” Jim queried.
“I can only repeat what I have learned from other
entities,” revealed Vanders while staring at the ocean outside.
“The high realm of change is composed of an unconscious
collective of Archangels. Some of them rebelled and have
been banished to the lower realms.”
“Does the Creator reside there?”
“I am led to believe that the Creator manifests out of
known existence, a being of light, thought and energy.”
“So the Creator is a mystery even to beings on the
astral planes.”
“Except for the Archangels, I presume so.”
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Jim and Vanders stared out of the window once more,
contemplating the enormity of creation.
*

*

*

Norman and Gail moved into the large lecture hall and
sat in the rear seating area reserved for officers. It was an
area that was in the rear and partitioned by four long strips of
transparent material, two forward and two slightly set back
three inches, allowing the officers to talk without interrupting
class. To the front twenty or so student officers sat listening to
a lecture by the Professor on administrative matters
concerning the Galaxy Police Federation.
“Remember when we sat down there, Gail. I thought the
training would never end.”
“They were good times,” replied Gail. “There was an air
of excitement of the unknown.”
For a moment, Norman looked perplexed and then he
grinned. “That excitement is still there,” he blurted out.
“That’s because we work for a Space Agent,” she said,
throwing back her head and swirling her hair.
“It’s nice to see you with your hair down for a change,”
said Norman completely out of character. He usually did not
take notice of things like that, unless the hair had been blown
by the blast of an engine.
“Thank you, Norman,” she replied. “You are a
gentleman.”
“I am?” questioned Norman. It seemed like a surprising
statement to him.
For a moment, out of character, Gail smiled. “I think we
work together pretty well,” she said leaning forward towards
the partitions and giving a nod. “But I’m glad that’s all over.”
“Now I think about it,” said Norman with a frown. “It was
damn hard work.” He sat and thought for a moment and then
slowly turned to Gail. “Do you like this out-of-body travelling?”
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Gail looked at him and then through the partitions. “It
doesn’t seem logical or even real. It is stimulating with a very
strange perception compared to reality.”
“I’m a very physical person,” Norman continued. “I like
to know things are solid and made from atoms. Coming to
terms with this alternate reality is challenging, but intriguing.”
“I suppose that when we travel it is due to something
smaller than the atom that we can’t see,” she said
philosophically. “Something on a different frequency.”
“W hat did the Professor say; even our scientists don’t
understand it.”
“A long time ago humankind didn’t know about the
different spectrums of light and sound. We are still amazed at
gravity, a strange force that holds everything together.”
“Electro-magnetic forces are always fascinating,”
continued Norman, thinking of his beloved engines.
“Everything is based on the simple magnet.”
“Once again, forces we cannot see,” replied Gail. She
leaned slightly towards Norman and added, “The magnet
creates just that.”
Norman blinked twice agreeing with her. “Dark matter
and dark energy have the same forces.”
“W e can’t see either,” confirmed Gail. “But they are
there.”
“Like the magnet, one repels and one attracts.” Norman
was excited by the fact of trying to see the universe from an
engineering point of view.
“There is something in what you say,” stated Gail. “But I
think the great void out there is of a more profound nature.”
The professor finished his lecture by thanking everyone
for attending and that notes were available to their electronic
data pads. He then collected his three flat pads from the
lectern and moved to the rear of the auditorium to meet Gail
and Norman.
They both stood up as he approached and he flapped
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his hand for them to remain seated. He smiled as he sat down
with them.
“Mr. Clarke and Ms. Farmer, thank you for coming,”
Professor Moreton gently spoke. “This is just a follow up to our
last meeting when you received the bracelets. How is your
state of mind?”
Gail looked straight into the professor’s eyes. “Pretty
much as it always has been,” she replied calmly, making the
professor laugh. “It has been a personal revelation to find
myself out-of-body. I have found that it has created more
questions about creation that cannot be answered.”
Professor Moreton nodded. “What about you, Mr.
Clarke?”
“It doesn’t relate to engineering,” said Norman slowly. “I
feel as Gail does, this is an extension of our existence, but our
knowledge is still limited.”
The professor sighed. “Ah yes, the more we learn about
life and existence the less we know. Maybe we are not meant
to have too much knowledge. The building blocks of existence
seem to evolve on a platform of infinity based of a vibrating
infinitesimal energy source. Most of humankind is completely
baffled. I can only guess that somewhere along the path of
evolution we shall actually finally progress to a complete
spiritual form.”
The professor stood and was followed by Gail and
Norman.
“I can assure you,” said Gail. “In this work we take
everything in our stride even though this a little more than
normal.”
“I’m sure that both of you are well equipped to handle
this most unusual extension of your work.” The professor
turned towards the door and then looked back.
The body forms of Gail and Norman were phasing in
and out of physicality. The professor stared hard at their
bracelets. They were activating and immediately deactivating
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causing the physical body to fade slightly and re-emerge.
Behind them was a glowing entity that was difficult to see, its
shape vaguely recognisable as a glowing human form. The
professor could do nothing but watch, believing that Jim was
trying to contact them. He quickly dismissed the idea; realising
Jim would never initiate such a manoeuvre in a public area.
Gail phased, managing a turn to face the entity, her
mirror body turning inside her physical form. Immediately the
glowing entity disappeared leaving them both standing with a
puzzled look upon their faces.
“Are you alright?” queried the professor, concerned with
their safety.
“I think so, yes.” Gail answered. She turned to Norman
to assess his demeanour.
“I’m fine,” said Norman. “It felt as though someone was
trying to pull me out-of-body.”
“That is so,” said Professor Moreton. “I think you had
better stay with me until we find S.A. Long.”
“I saw the being involved,” said Gail thoughtfully. “It had
a white robe with a glowing face that was not recognisable.”
The Professor nodded in the direction of the door. “Let’s
proceed to my office to further discuss this matter in private.”
*

*

*

The room in the cottage was now empty except for the
two armchairs and the table. Jim and Vanders slowly faded
back in to their reality seated in each armchair.
“Why did we disappear?” Jim asked with a puzzled
frown. “Where did we go?”
“I don’t know where we disappeared to,” replied
Vanders. “I believe we just fell asleep in spirit form.”
“In other words our minds relaxed as if we were
physically sleeping.”
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“Something like that,” said Vanders. “When the mind is
at rest so is the mirror body.”
Jim was beginning to see the complexities of an out-ofbody existence. He was enjoying the many different aspects of
travel and environment. When out-of-body he had a relaxed
and elated feeling of tranquillity. It was a beauteous sensibility
of thought and action. The physical world full of worry stress,
and strain, and aches and pains was no longer paramount. It
was as if an infusion of pure placidity had suddenly been
plunged into him. Up to this moment, it had been just him and
the spiritual environment blending, other beings had not been
encountered. He had leapt into other dimensions, some hostile
others friendly, but in the astral, it all seemed like an
enraptured continuance.
Vanders grunted a little picking up some of Jim’s
thoughts. “When the physical body dies your mirror body
catapults into this realm easing all the pain,” he said with a
serious look on his face. “That is to ease the transition from
one actuality to the other.”
“Is that why I feel so calm and at ease?” asked Jim.
“In a way,” said Vanders trying to explain as best he
could. “You and I have the same countenance. We have bodily
stress but no hidden subconscious disturbing attitudes. Many
bring bad thoughts and vibrations from the bodily
transcendence to here. Some are hospitalised in special
centres of loving devotion. Many cannot change quickly to
abandon the old way of life and create an unstable
environment around them.”
“Is that what we saw in the hazy patches we visited?”
requested Jim.
“A materialization of someone’s deep subconscious is
the basis for many of these patches,” returned Vanders as he
quickly stood up. “These unsettling areas will in turn affect you
and your temperament.” He stopped and issued an instruction.
“Now, follow me.”
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Taken by surprise Jim stood up and watched Vanders
fade from view. He could not follow if he did not know where to
go, he thought. He closed his eyes and concentrated on
Vanders, forming an image in his mind. He opened his eyes as
a dark sky opened up around him. He was standing on some
kind of grassy moorland as a huge beam of sheet lightening
sped from one end of the horizon to the other, silhouetting a
small castle structure a thousand yards away. The thunder that
followed shook the very ground he was standing on and
torrential rains followed.
The mood of calmness and gentleness that had
possessed him every time he had entered the astral was gone.
He visibly tensed, his astral body feeling the presence of an
uncomforting atmosphere. Turning his head, he looked in all
directions expecting to see Vanders. Vanders was nowhere in
sight, but Jim could sense another presence. He walked
towards the castle and then floated gracefully over the ground
until he reached the door.
He entered, leaving the inhospitable weather outside
and immediately mentally dried himself. In a second, he was
warm and dry again the calmness now flowing through his
mirror body once more. Now, a feeling of great uneasiness
took away the feeling of well being. It is difficult to calculate, he
thought. One moment he was calm the next tense, different
emotions surged through his form causing an imbalanced
effect. Even in physical form, he had never felt such strong
emotive impulses. Unlike the mortal equivalent, the feelings
were powerful and seemingly uncontrollable, as if the mind
could not rationalise as an overseer.
He perceived an inner rage of anger and despair that
seemed illogical in spiritual form. His eyes became wide open
and extruded a piercing gaze not unlike the face of madness.
He knew instinctively that these were the feelings of a
corporeal being having no control of the ravaging hormone and
chemical unbalance contained within.
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He moved down the chamber like a caged prowling wild
animal with senses magnified beyond reason. He reached
what looked like a large banqueting table, which upon were
laid several swords and food. His face and mood changed
again, feeling more calm once again as he tasted some of the
food. It was delicious. Food is irrelevant, he thought. The
ethereal body does not need nourishment but it does taste as
nice as material food. The food, although not necessary had
calmed the rages within his mind.
He heard a loud voice from behind.
“Who enters my domain?” Jim turned to see a tall
athletic shaped figure at the entrance to the chamber dressed
in light armour. His face was placid with a small beard and his
eyes betrayed a madness hidden within.
“I am Jim Long.” Jim answered cautiously, sensing a
concealed hostile presence.
The man sat down opposite and took a mouthful of
calming food. Jim began to eat more food as he sat down at
the table, feeling hostility mounting up within his form. A type
of resentment and phobia that he normally locked out from his
psyche now became stronger and uncontrollable.
The man stopped and stared at him. “You are stealing
food from my table,” he shouted in a rage.
The rage seemed to consume them both.
“I have as much right to eat as you do,” shouted back
Jim. Both now stood up posturing, leaning forward with a wild
frenzied look on their faces. They had become irrational and
seized with pure hatred. Jim knew it was a consuming and
emotive feeling that was out of place in this spiritual
dimension. Nothing he could do could control it as the feelings
derived from the physical plane amplified inside him.
The man picked up a sword from the table and lunged
as Jim stepped to one side also picking up a sword. They both
came around the table as the man struck downwards with the
blade. Jim gave a horizontal parry, stopping the blow as both
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bodies clashed together looking at each other’s faces
contorted with hatred. There were several more blows as each
sword clashed in a slower motion of action. It was as though
the speed of delivery had slowed down to allow the swords to
clash without passing through each other.
Jim knew that at a fast speed any two ethereal forms
pass through each other. Here the vision seemed deliberately
slowed down to allow the action needed to fight normally. The
anger within was growing as both men tried to outwit the other.
Jim tried to think and control his actions, but found he fell short
of that as the battle raged on. After several minutes of slow
intense swordplay it finally sped up to normal action and Jim
could feel no tiredness. It was a relentless angry battle of
nonsensical anger. For a moment they stopped, staring wildly
at each other, slowly pacing in a circular motion.
The fighting then started again each trying to gain an
advantage to strike the other. Finally, Jim found an opening
and plunged his sword into the other ethereal body. The man
gasped and then fell to the floor. Jim’s anger subsided as he
backed away to the table behind him. He was now passionate
to eat more food. The whole visual around him blurred as the
figure on the ground glowed and shifted jerkily into an upright
position.
“You are stealing my food,” stated the man as if he was
oblivious to the fact that he had already uttered the words
before. Another re-enactment began to take place.
Jim’s anger started to return, and as much as he tried,
he could not divert it. Just when the two swords were ready to
clash again Vanders materialised at his side.
“Come with me, Jim,” said Vanders, grasping onto Jim’s
arm. A cooling influence took over as they both moved location
and found themselves on top of a hill looking down on a
beautiful valley. The serenity had now returned with no
feelings of anger. “That was just one environment where you
have little control over what happens.”
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“We are back in heaven,” said Jim as he gazed down at
the glowing trees and grass in the valley. He then turned to
face Vanders. “But there is also a touch of hell.”
“Indeed,” replied Vanders. “There is much worse than
you have just seen.”
“Are we going to see more?” asked Jim.
“Just one more location, Jim,” continued Vanders with a
frown on his face. “This is not a place to willingly visit.”
“Is this the worst place on the astral plane?”
“No,” answered Vanders with a slight shudder. “There is
another, a place of pure evil where alike souls gather together.
It is known as The Un-life. You can never enter there.”
“Were they all once in physical form?” enquired Jim.
“Yes, they were all once dictators and despots of this
vast galaxy, men and women of unspeakable evil.”
“All political I presume.”
“Vanders laughed. “Not at all, some were great religious
leaders who led themselves and their worlds into darkness.”
He stopped talking and gazed forward as if in a trance his
head bending slightly with eyes closed. “I call on the Archangel
Michael to protect us as we travel to the valley of corrupted
souls.”
A strong warm wind cascaded around them etching with
a slight glowing substance. The vision around them erupted
into circular motion and changed into a desert scene with
mountains in the distance. Before them was a city in ruin. The
sky was an overcast light gray casting a strange shadow
through the buildings. Each building had a skeletal frame with
decaying walls of material stacked at various levels. They
walked down the main desert street and then through a
doorway into a large skyscraper type structure. Inside, beings
like themselves walked aimlessly about in a strange circular
motion.
Jim noticed that all the images were tinted black and
some were fluctuating causing the body form to have
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intermittent patches.
“These souls have started to decompose,” said Vanders
sadly.
“What happened to cause this?” Jim was curious and
disturbed by the state of the apparitions.
“They are souls without hope,” Vanders replied, turning
towards Jim. “I’m afraid it is self inflicted.”
“What happens to them?”
“They slowly decompose and wither away into
nothingness. They call it the death of deaths. I believe you
witnessed such an incident on the planet Zanteurians Major.”
“Yes, it’s still hard to believe that a being went
completely out of existence, a normal being whose evil side
was amplified.”
“It is sad.”
“Are all in the valley evil?”
“On the contrary, they just do not want to continue in
existence. The souls of the evil ones command great energy
and will probably live forever.”
“So, the souls without hope can change if they so
desire?”
“Yes they can if they really wish to change.”
“Can we help them?” Jim was concerned that this could
happen on the astral plane.
“We can’t, but the shining ones do try and help them
back to normality.”
In the gray sky above two white shining orbs appeared
and sped downwards, stopping just above the ground. They
formed slowly into two humanoid shapes and began to gently
converse with two of the dark images. Jim could hear the
glowing ones angelic voices asking the others if they wished
healing. One dark image turned and walked away whilst the
other stood and listened. The glowing one moved slowly
forward and passed through the darkened humanoid causing it
to attain the normal shape and colour of a beautiful female.
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Jim stood transfixed, amazed at the transformation.
Vanders nodded and smiled as the white figure turned once
more into an orb and dissipated in the air. The woman looked
startled and then started to turn dark again.
“It will take several sessions,” said Vanders in
anticipation of Jim’s next question. “But she is showing a good
response.”
A strong white light surrounded them and Jim could feel
himself pulled by a great force. Jim and Vanders both jerked
upright in their own physical bodies back at the centre of the
planet Krakor. In front of them seated in chairs on the floating
floor were the Professor, Gail, and Norman.
Gail and Norman both looked very surprised. They
quickly stood and saluted; the only time they had ever seen
Supreme Chief Officer was from a distance and they felt
noticeably uneasy in his presence, causing Jim to grin.
“At ease,” said Vanders slowly. He was making way to
a small disc on the floor.
Gail and Norman relaxed a little as the professor spoke.
“I came down here straight away to bring to your immediate
attention that Farmer and Clarke were visited by some spirit
creature that caused their bracelets to activate.”
“Thank you, Professor,” said Vanders. “I must get back
to my office I have been away too long. Space Agent Long will
take over and report to me later.” The disc moved slowly
upward and then sped away into the distance.
Jim sat back and relaxed, gesturing for Gail and
Norman to sit.
“I see you and the Supreme Chief Officer have been
travelling,” observed Professor Moreton.
“You are correct, Rupert,” answered Jim, smiling. “A
very profound journey into the astral.” He then turned to Gail
and Norman. “So you have also had an adventure?”
“I wouldn’t call it an adventure,” retorted Norman. “It
was something very strange.”
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“Our
bracelets
were
activated,”
said
Gail
dispassionately. “W e never left our bodies, but our physical
patterns were compromised.”
“Their physical patterns fluctuated with an intermittent
signal,” Moreton said to Jim. “Did you at any time activate
their bracelets?”
“I did not,” replied Jim shaking his head deep in thought.
“The Ancient Beings of Light must have intervened and
stopped whosoever from transporting you into the astral.”
“W ho is capable of doing this?” enquired Rupert.
“As far as I know,” said Jim scratching his head. “It
would be I, the Ancient Beings or an Archangel.”
“W hy would an Archangel wish to move them?”
commented Rupert aloud.
“I do not know,” replied Jim. “But now I know they are
quite safe and cannot be transported only by me.” They all had
blank thoughtful faces as they awaited an answer. Jim knew
from experience that until he knew more details the enquiry
had reached its conclusion. “I’m hungry, it’s time to eat.”
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Chapter.4.

Krakorian scientist Tentard sat in his office on the
outskirts of the Headquarters complex reflecting on his latest
acquisition. The galaxy Police Federation had hired him under
contract to investigate all paranormal and supernatural events;
his office littered with artefacts and other unsightly objects.
Fellow scientists saw him as an unusual man in a non-practical
environment, which was unexplainable and inconceivable.
Unfortunately, he did not have an open mind to such matters
and although he had seen and witnessed some strange and
bizarre incidents, to him they always had a practical
explanation or he placed them in storage.
He left his office and walked outside as a huge gust of
wind shoved his long gray hair outward slightly like the spread
petals of a flower. He quickly palmed his hair down again as
he entered the adjoining building. Something was troubling him
as he approached a work bench upon which lay a small black
sphere with a diameter of four inches. He gazed at it for a few
seconds and than picked it up in his right hand. It seemed
unimportant yet, it was unusual enough to distinguish from any
other. The circular shape constructed of some type of light
alloy had been discovered by an archaeologist friend at the
bottom of a deep mining site situated on a large moon. The
age identified at possibly five thousand years.
Each person who picked it up had experienced a
strange tingling sensation that emulated a feeling of being
slightly out-of-sorts and detached from reality. The sensation
lasted only seconds and when it disappeared, the sphere left a
puzzled beholder pondering what had happened. He placed
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the sphere into a small square box and carried it up the
corridor to a large work area. Tentard decided to try the
magnetic generator, a machine with a circular girdle of metal in
the middle, on the sphere. Floating in the middle of the girdle
was a square module slowly turning. He grabbed a pair of
specially protected non-metallic callipers off the wall and gently
removed the square from the girdle.
“Now let’s see what happens when I feed you with
magnetic power,” he said aloud, placing the sphere into the
girdle. The sphere fell ten inches to the bottom causing
Tentard to be startled. It then began to glow slightly, showing
intermittent sparks of energy spreading across its surface. The
whole surface began to pulse with yellow light and the sphere
started to rise to the centre of the girdle. Once there it pulled
energy into itself showing strange glowing light traces that
varied like the contours of a map. Tentard watched, fascinated
by the rolling sphere as it collected the energy.
It is some kind of power storage unit, he thought as it
stopped shining. Is it now fully charged? He carefully lifted the
sphere clear of the girdle with the callipers and placed it back
in the box. He then monitored the outside of the box with a
power assessor that showed no readings, not even a slight
fluctuation. It was puzzling to him that it contained no visual
energy force as the magnetic generator had just transferred a
huge quantity to the sphere.
He sat down and gazed at the sphere waiting for
something to present itself. After a bit, knowing it was not
showing any signs of power, he picked it up.
A yellow aura of light ejected from the sphere and
moved quickly up his arm and over his whole body causing
him to glow for a few seconds before dissipating. He could feel
a detachment from his body just before his mind changed to
sleep. In spiritual form, his mirror image moved sideways out
of his body and floated at the side unaware of what had
happened. Above, a glowing white entity drifted downwards
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into the empty physical frame.
His physical eyes opened suddenly, perusing the work
area. One arm moved and then the other, eventually making
his entire body stand up and walk slowly to the door. Tentard
was now possessed by an unknown entity of a high order and
completely unaware of its existence. He turned and stared
around the room and then touched the table acknowledging
the solid structure by running his hand across its surface. The
mirror on the wall caught his eye as he looked at his reflection
in the glass. His head leaned slowly to the left and then the
right as his eyes followed the movement. He then turned
sharply and moved into the corridor outside.
The entity now had full possession of Tentard’s body as
he moved into his office and sat down at the desk placing the
sphere down. He opened the right drawer and took out a
pouch containing a small handgun. The gun was unusual; it
was not the standard thermo-laser type normally issued to
officers. The muzzle was thick, exposing a barrel containing
four mitre joints that slightly protruded outwards. A small
gauge inserted into the handle showed a marker of one to five,
the five marked in red.
Tentard set the marker to number one and placed the
gun in his pocket as he left the office, heading towards the
main Headquarters building.
*

*

*

The Professor looked up from his desk as a warning
buzz activated. “Enter,” he called out as the door opened, Jim
entered and seated himself in the comfy chair in front of the
desk.
“I have just had a communiqué from our Supreme Chief
Officer Vanders,” said Jim. “It was in regard to the obstructive
forces that we are now facing.”
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Rupert raised his eyebrows. “I presume that somehow I
am part of the message.”
“Indeed you are,” replied Jim with a sly grin and a
mischievous look on his face. “Have you heard of a title called
the Book of Spiritual Destiny?”
Rupert nodded thoughtfully for a moment before
answering. “The book is in the Headquarters library.”
“Is it available for anyone to take out?” queried Jim.
Rupert stopped and smiled, knowing the book must be
important because Vanders was involved. “You cannot take it
out of the building,” he said.
“Can we read it in the building?” enquired Jim.
“Yes we could,” replied the Professor with a casual
shrug of his shoulders. “But it needs translating.” Jim smiled
and did not say anything else. He just waited. Rupert looked
at him, understanding he was expected to continue. “Your next
question is what I can tell you about the book.” The Professor
continued from memory. “The book has been semi-translated
by myself and two other scholars. It is very deep and profound
in nature full of ethereal spiritual content.”
“Does it have any content that might be useful in trying
to understand why we are being attacked and diverted?”
“The book is criticised by many intellectuals as being
wild conjecture and was therefore put to rest in the archives.”
Jim laughed at the serious face of the professor. “But
we few who are enlightened now know different.”
“W e do,” said Rupert reflectively. “W e must still
remember to tread carefully. There is still a huge amount of
speculation.”
“Tell me, Rupert; is there a visual content in the book?”
“There are pictures and diagrams.”
“In your opinion what is the gist of the book?”
The professor laughed. “It defies belief.”
“Do you know who wrote it?”
“It is believed to be a person called ‘The Hermit’ who
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supposedly lived eight hundred years ago and is also believed
to be alive today.”
“That is possible.”
“Indeed, if you could find him.”
“I think I’d like to try.”
The professor scratched his chin and gave a chuckle. “I
thought you might.” He stood up and beckoned with his hand.
“Let’s go and take a look at it.”
As they passed through the door to the main elevator,
the Professor explained a little more. “The book is written as
many other profound philosophers have written, very much
with a jigsaw quality. You have to put it together.” They
reached the elevator and entered. “Proceed to the main
library.” The elevator moved upwards. “It vaguely tells the story
of what is going to happen in the future.”
“A revelation,” queried Jim. “Do you mean the fight
between good and evil?”
“Not quite as simple,” answered the Professor as the
elevator reached the tenth floor and traversed horizontally.
“This revelation is huge in its complexity; the whole of the
cosmos is involved, spiritual, and physical. Basically it says if
God has to intervene in the ways of physical and spiritual
entities everything will be destroyed causing a massive
rebirth.” They stepped out of the elevator and through the
doorway leading into the library.
“You read some strange stories,” said Jim slightly
shuddering at the thought of what it might mean.
The librarian smiled as the Professor and Jim
approached. She was aged about thirty two and smartly
dressed in a full body stocking and a stylishly long wraparound skirt that tapered down from her waist. “Professor, and
Mr. Long I think,” she said, looking closely at Jim.
“You are correct,” replied Jim. “I have been called
worse.”
For a second, her face remained unchanged and then
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came the hint of a smile. “W hat can I do to help?” she asked.
“My dear librarian, I wish to see the book of spiritual
destiny,” requested Moreton.
“Certainly,” she replied. “I’ll have it delivered to Viewing
Room One.”
The professor nodded and directed Jim to the first door
set in the circular library. They entered the darkened room
causing several lights to activate above directing a sequence
of beams on to the sloping table. They sat down and waited. A
square orifice measuring two feet in size slid down from the
ceiling and rested on the edge of the desk. Its centre changed
from hard to soft and gluey emitting a large humming sound.
“Matter transmitters,” commented Jim. “Impressive.”
“Not only galactic craft have the technology,” said the
professor smiling.
A large book then slid through the substance and onto
the table. It was approximately one foot square with a thick
cover and back, and the gold and silver artistic embellishments
glowed in the light. A pair of soft, sterilised gelatine gloves
came through which the professor quickly placed on his hands.
The professor turned his head towards Jim his eyes
glancing at the book and back again. “What information would
you like me to find?”
“At this stage,” replied Jim slightly nodding his head. “I
want to see if we can find any information about The Hermit.”
The professor opened the book near to the end and
flicked gently through several pages stopping at one in
particular. On the page was a coloured illustration of two star
systems. One like a circle with a tail of three and the other
slightly down from the tail showing a diamond shape. “The
book states that The Hermit lives around a star here.” He
pointed to the bottom sun in the diamond shape. “Have you
any idea where it is?”
“Not a clue,” said Jim shaking his head. “Alpha-Beta,
scan this page of the book to file.”
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The computer voice activated. “Scanning now in
progress.” A small probe emerged from the ceiling on a flexible
tube stopping above the book and then returning to the ceiling.
Outside, Tentard strode into the library passing an
invisible scanner that sensed the weapon in his pocket and
activated the alarm. Upon turning towards Viewing Room
Number One, a force field established in front of him stopping
his progress. For a moment, he looked puzzled touching the
force field lightly with his hand.
Jim and Rupert were instantly in high alert because of
the alarm. They came out through the door. Tentard had his
weapon in hand and was obviously terrifying the librarian with
it as she looked at him wide eyed from behind her desk.
“Professor, walk slowly away,” said Jim quietly. Rupert slowly
moved to Room Five. Jim added, “Keep down.” Then he
beckoned to the librarian with his hand downwards. “W hat do
you want?” he asked Tentard, noticing his blank expression.
Tentard gave no reply as he turned and walked slightly
to one side, turning into the force field again. This time he
stepped back and fired into it. A ripping sound echoed in the
library as a large circular beam of air from the gun collided with
the force field. Tremendous erratic electric static was purging
the air. He fired continuously until part of the field was
demolished, leaving a ten foot gap. He moved towards Room
One while keeping his gun pointed at Jim, beckoning him
away.
Jim slowly moved back as Tentard approached him.
Jim now knew he was using a pulsation pistol, a weapon that
fires streams of pulsing air in small controlled bursts. It is the
same energy that comes from an explosion that causes the air
to tear everything apart in the initial blast. He could feel his
right bracelet energise as it began to glow. What he saw now
was part of the astral, a glowing physical frame of Tentard with
the mirror body hanging to the side. He is possessed, thought
Jim amazed at the transformation of body and soul.
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Tentard, still pointing the weapon at Jim, changed the
setting to five as he stepped through the door of Room One
and fired two salvos at the book. The two vicious circles of
pulsating air hit the book turning it into dust fragments. He then
stood still, his arms hanging by his side, as the shining entity
departed upwards and disappeared. The hanging mirror body
slid slowly back into its physical frame causing Tentard to gasp
as he reunited with his body and fell to his knees on the floor.
“W hy am I in the library?” he asked, looking around
dazed.
Jim moved quickly up behind him and gently took away
the gun as two security officers entered and saluted.
Professor Moreton returned to his side as Jim quickly tried to
explain. “He’s been possessed by an unknown force, he’ll
know nothing of what happened.”
Moreton raised his eyebrows. “You saw the entity?” Jim
nodded. The professor turned to the guards. “Take him to his
office and stay with him. I want to know how this happened.”
Jim nodded in agreement, as the guards moved him away.
For a moment, Tentard turned and looked at Jim with a
pleading expression. “Please tell me what happened. All I
remember is touching the artefact.”
“The professor will explain later,” replied Jim. He turned
towards the two guards. “Take him to the office centre and
wait. The professor needs to question him. Do not touch
anything.” Tentard was led away as Jim moved back into
Room One with the professor behind him. They both looked
on, aware that they were looking at a far greater power than
they had ever known before. The pile of dust spread over the
table had left only a faint resemblance of the book and its
cover remaining.
“Someone really does not wish us to view this book,”
said the professor, stroking some of the dust with the back of
his hand.
“Now I feel a great desire to meet The Hermit,”
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answered Jim. “To find out what this is all about.”
“It must be something of great importance to mankind.”
The professor frowned, nodding his head.
Jim Laughed. “You can’t say mankind; it must be
human kind to be politically correct. Otherwise you’ll upset
someone.”
The professor shook his head as he grinned. “At this
critical moment only you could be jocular. How do we find The
Hermit?”
“Let’s sit down for a minute.” Jim sat down as the
professor did likewise. “Alpha-Beta, rerun all copies taken of
the Book of Spiritual Destiny.” A small spheroid entered from
the ceiling. It spluttered into life projecting a hologram on to the
tabletop. The viewing area was three feet square showing an
actual solid vision of several pages. “Alpha-Beta, locate any
data about The Hermit from book information.”
“Now scanning.” The computer paused for a moment
before answering. “No records shown of the location of The
Hermit.”
The professor frowned trying to remember some of the
information he had translated. “Demoatara is mentioned in the
book three times as the spiritual knowledge of the Ancients.”
Jim nodded. “Alpha-Beta, explain Demoatara.”
“Demoatara is termed as ancient spiritual knowledge,”
replied the computer.
“Can you interpret what or where the ancient spiritual
knowledge is?” said Jim.
“Not enough information to comply,” was the answer
from the computer.
Jim remained calm as the professor showed
exasperation by shaking his head. “W e’re just on the wrong
track,” said Jim smiling. “Let’s try a different direction. AlphaBeta, locate any star systems from diagrams or illustrations.”
“Now assessing star mapping,” replied the computer
followed by silence.
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“The galaxy mapping is a vast reservoir of information,”
said the professor. “Even a computer will take time on that
o n e .”
“Alpha-Beta,” said Jim, “transfer all information to my
personal com channel.” The information instantly transferred to
his sleeve communicator. For a moment, the screen on his
sleeve glowed.
“All relevant information on star mapping will now be
transferred.” The computer then shut down the library
hologram as Jim and the professor left Viewing Room One.
The librarian came towards them, her face rather pale.
“Ah, Librarian,” said Jim gently touching her shoulder.
“Nothing to be alarmed about, he just wanted to destroy a
book. Close down the library for two hours and have a nice hot
drink.” She nodded as they walked away, and then moved
towards the desk.
“I’ve never seen you so gentle,” said the professor with
a mischievous look on his face.
“To her it was life or death,” said Jim. “To us it was just
normal.”
“Speak for yourself,” answered Rupert, his eyes wide
open and then in thoughtful mood. “Tentard did say he
touched an artefact. Come to think of it there is one mentioned
in the book but I thought it was just a myth, a legend.”
“Make sure you don’t touch it Rupert. I don’t want you to
be possessed.”
“The only thing that possesses me is a blended whiskey
on a Saturday night.”
“Obviously the artefact is dangerous. It needs wrapping
up and to be put securely away, out of reach from anyone or
anything.”
“Once I’ve questioned Tentard I will do just that.”
“I’ll leave that to you, Rupert,” continued Jim as he
stepped into the elevator.
“I’ll wait for the next one,” said the professor as the door
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started to close.
Jim nodded. “Proceed to Flight Planning Room One.”
The elevator moved horizontally across the full length of
the building traversing on the outside tubular access. It passed
through five other buildings and then moved downwards four
floors and stopped. Jim’s body went through a thorough
scanning and then the door opened. Inside were six uniformed
figures showing the rank of Chief Planetary Officers. The
hologram screen in the middle of the room showed a
deployment of all the one thousand (IGC) Intergalactic Craft in
operation. Jim walked across the room to the operating
console elevated slightly upward and manned by the duty
Solar System Controller.
“Solar System Controller Jack Deta,” said Jim
recognising the curly hair and profile. “I thought you were still
looking after the planet Thraeot.”
“Hello sir,” said Deta, turning in surprise. “It’s all calmed
down there, thank God.”
“I may need a craft within forty eight hours,” said Jim.
“Have you a mission order number, sir?” enquired Deta
turning and looking at the list of craft available.
“Not yet it needs to be initiated, I’m looking at
availability.”
Deta gazed hard at the hologram information bringing
up a list of ten craft. “These are all being serviced but IGC 15
has just had the new matter transmitter-receiver doors fitted
and the new inter dimensional drive system, she is due a trial.”
“I presume we have normal doors as well?” asked Jim.
“Of course sir.”
“Good, and with the new dimensional drive we don’t
have to go into containers any more. Is Chief Space Officer
Normanton and Assistant Chief Space Officer Laurel and a
small contingency crew available?”
Deta changed to the personnel files on the visual.
“They’ve just finished a mission with….” He stopped for a
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second, “you.” He laughed as Jim grinned. “They haven’t been
reassigned as yet. Shall I ask for a mission order number from
Space Agent Chief Officer Carlton?”
“Yes.” Jim raised his hand speaking into the sleeve
com. “Alpha-Beta, download my personal log to SACO Carlton
requesting IGC and crew plus Space Officer 1’s, Farmer and
Clarke as detailed for exploration mission, destination as yet
unknown.”
“Request downloaded,” reported the computer.
“Awaiting reply.” W ithin a minute, a reply came through. “From
Supreme Chief Officer Vanders, mission approved – order
number V6969 – crew as requested allocated on standby –
Please be careful with the new matter transmitter doors and
new inter dimensional engine.”
Jim smiled, he knew that Vanders had authorised him to
investigate the interference of entities in the physical domain.
He had just bypassed several hours of normal processing.
Deta nodded and smiled. “That was fast, wish I could be
with you. Now all completed, craft released in four hours at
space terminal eight.”
“Thank you, Jack,” said Jim. “Until later.” Jim walked to
the door, entered the elevator and commanded it to take him
to Interstellar Mapping.
The elevator weaved and changed direction several
times as it reached the outer headquarter buildings and came
to a stop on the top floor. He entered the huge circular room
with its high half domed roof and large half spheroid module at
floor level.
“Can I help you sir?” A young woman emerged from
behind an operating console.
“Yes,” replied Jim. “I’m Space Agent Long and I require
some information.”
“I’m Professor Glenda Azarr.” She extended her right
hand. “How can I help?”
Jim shook her hand gently. “Another Professor, do you
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know Rupert?”
“I do,” she replied. “W e regularly go to meetings
together.”
“He’s a very personal friend of mine,” said Jim casually,
hoping to keep the conversation light. He had found that on
first meetings a friendly approach created more response. “I
need some information on two star clusters.”
She mulled for a moment. “W hat information would you
require?”
“I need to know where they are.”
“Do you know their names?”
“No, only their formation.” Jim put on a blank look for a
moment and then smiled as he activated his sleeve com.
“Alpha-Beta, show the two star systems from the Book of
Spiritual Knowledge.”
A spiral of light moved upwards from his sleeve screen
forming into a hologram picture of the stars. Glenda stared at
the three dimensional illustration, showing no recognition of
the clusters. Then she smiled.
“I don’t have to tell you the enormity of the task
involved,” she said shaking her head slightly. “But we are
never beaten until we have done everything possible.”
“W ell the galaxy is only one hundred thousand light
years in length and twenty in depth.” The facetious comment
made Glenda laugh as she operated the computer programme
causing all the lights to dim.
“Alpha-Beta,” said Glenda to the computer. “Open a
new special programme called the Glenda cluster and transfer
the illustration to it.”
“Glenda cluster now initiated.” The computer then
commenced to a blackout state as the huge circular terminal
fired up and the planetarium came to life casting a hologram
nebula and several star systems above them.
“I hope you didn’t mind me using my name for the
project,” said Glenda her face showing the casting shadows
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from the console.
“Not at all,” grinned Jim, thoroughly enjoying the star
show. “I’m just glad you didn’t call it Jim’s cluster.”
The comment evaded her as she gave further
instructions. “Alpha-Beta, put up Glenda cluster and create a
light density side, front and plan elevation.” The speed of the
computer never failed to impress as the different elevations
projected above. The side elevations showed a different
picture of the stars behind and the stars in front.
“I would have never thought of that,” said Jim, highly
impressed with her lateral thinking.
She smiled. “The illustration was very accurate we now
have the two systems from several viewpoints in the galaxy.
We are lucky to have two star systems together as one will
help find the other. Alpha-Beta, now scan the galaxy and name
the two star systems.”
Above, star systems flashed on and off the dome
structure as the computer did its work.
“I’ll just leave that running now and hope we achieve a
result.” She adjusted the speed of the scan making the images
run even faster.
Jim shook her hand. “Thank you, Glenda. Let me know
on the com if anything comes up.”
She smiled and nodded as Jim made his way to the
exit.
Suddenly a bleeping alarm sounded as the pictures
slowed down and Jim turned back towards the console.
Several elevations came into view gradually slowing down to a
picture of eight different star systems and eliminating all but
two. It was all there in detail. The plan elevation showed the
circular and diamond shaped clusters perfect to the illustration.
As Jim reached the console, they both stared at the final
picture with a mild excitement.
“You did it!” exclaimed Jim, acknowledging the great
fortune with an appreciative nod of the head.
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The computer then named them. “The two systems
named are: the Midas circular system and the Methuselah
system.”
“Alpha-Beta,” said Jim. “Transfer all information of the
two systems to IGC 15.” Jim then turned to Glenda with a look
of professional admiration in his eyes. “Thank you for your help
and expertise. I have to travel to this system to try and obtain
some answers to a galaxy problem.”
“Pleased to help,” replied Glenda. Jim shook her hand
enthusiastically and left the planetarium. She knew instinctively
that it was an urgent mission as she looked once again at the
star systems above, wondering what it had to do with it.
*

*

*

The professor walked into the office section and into the
room staring at the seated Tentard and two security guards.
He looked dejected and drained, his face slightly haggard. As
Tentard looked up the professor gave him a gentle smile as he
sat down opposite.
“W hat can you remember of the incident?” asked
Moreton quietly.
Tentard sighed, shrugging his shoulders.
“All I
remember is that I picked up the artefact and became
unconscious.”
“W here is the artefact now?” asked the professor with a
strong desire to isolate it immediately.
“In my office desk next door,” said Tentard with a sigh.
The professor spoke to one of the guards. “Please
stand outside the office and make sure no one enters.” The
guard nodded and left. Rupert turned back to Tentard. “W here
did you obtain the artefact from?”
“It came from the Bayla moon,” said Tentard, relaying
his recollection of the events. “A friend of mine, an
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archaeologist, brought it back with him.”
“I presume he gave it to you for your professional
opinion?”
“Yes, he told me that in his opinion it was approximately
five thousand years old.”
“Did he touch the artefact with his bare hands?”
“Yes,” answered Tentard. “So did I.”
“So at that time,” continued the professor, “the artefact
was considered inactive.”
Tentard nodded. “I left it for three months and then
decided to investigate what it was. I had handled it many times
and suspected it to be an electronic device.”
“W hat made you think that?”
“It wasn’t solid and must have had a key of some kind
with which to open it.”
“You could not find a method by which to gain access?”
“Correct, not without damaging it.”
“W hat did you do then?”
Tentard became agitated. “I did what I have done on
many occasions and placed it into the magnetic generator.”
The professor leaned forward slightly in anticipation of
an answer. “Did that then open it?”
“No, it glowed as if it was being charged,” said Tentard
with a sigh. “I took it out of the charger with callipers, observed
it, and then placed it in my hand. That is the last I remember
until waking up in the library.”
The professor sat back, relaxing in his chair.
“W hat happened to me?” Tentard looked at him. The
panic about the unknown was evident in his pleading eyes.
“Somehow you became possessed,” said the professor
bluntly. “You took a gun and destroyed a book.”
“W hy would I do that?” commented Tentard, looking
horrified.
“I don’t know,” answered the professor resuming with
his deliberation. “I shall report to your head of department all
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the relevant facts and hope the matter will be closed. Have you
any environmental gloves?”
“In the second drawer of my office.”
The professor nodded and moved next door past the
other guard into Tentard’s office. He paused for a second,
staring at the black sphere on the desk. He pulled open the
second drawer and removed a pair of special environmental
gloves, placing them carefully on each hand. He then picked
up the sphere, which generated a dull glow.
“Not this time,” he said aloud to himself. “Now let’s go
and put you somewhere very safe.” He cupped his hands
around the ball and beckoned to the guard. “Follow me.”
*

*

*

Gail and Norman embarked from the shuttle that had
just landed on IGC 15.
“Any idea where we’re going,” asked Norman as they
moved to the onboard elevator.
“Not as yet.” Gail stopped at the elevator door and
looked at the large plate next to it with the small cones on each
corner.
“The whole craft has just been refitted, and the new
matter transmitter doors have been placed by the elevators.”
Norman leaned forward staring at the controls on the right door
panel. There was a power button at the top followed by twenty
others placed in a vertical downward line.
“Are you going to engineering?” asked Gail, scrutinising
the panel.
“No, I’m coming to the flight deck with you,” he said,
pressing the red power button. “They have placed a new
diagnostic console on the flight deck.” He watched the row of
small lights across the top slowly move towards a large green
light that activated with a dazzling glow. “Watch the flow – if it
doesn’t turn green, don’t go.”
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“Is that some new engineering jargon?”
“No.” Norman looked surprised. “Just a warning rhyme I
made up.”
Gail nodded and smiled, showing affection and
admiration. “Very effective.”
Norman placed his finger on the top button and gently
pressed. The door changed from solid to its usual gluey
substance as he stepped through with Gail behind him.
In one-step, they reached the flight deck as everyone
turned and looked.
“SO1’s Farmer and Clarke reporting for duty,” said
Norman, as they both saluted the Captain, CSO Normanton.
Normanton smiled responding with a small salute.
“W elcome aboard.”
Gail sat down, touching a small illuminated panel that
was before her, marking the destination. A hologram appeared
from the top of the panel showing a picture of a diamond
shaped star cluster with the words, Methuselah system. She
gently touched four more panels and studied the information
on the hologram. A picture of the galaxy appeared and as it
spun around a short, thin red line extended from the IGC15
position to the star system. The written information then
appeared in a circle around the hologram. It read; one days
travel in dimensional warp and light speed: course, 5342/10 on
navigation programmes. W arning! Small black hole located in
nearby system.
It was strangely quiet as Norman watched the hologram
on his own console. He was focused on the details involving
engine performance and then switched to power efficiency on
the inter-dimensional engine. He was pleased that the new
engine placed a gravity field around the craft, which meant
they no longer needed the special containers for each
crewmember. All this was new, conceived on the smaller
IGC24Tafter many field trials of which he had been a part.
The quietness shattered by the command from ASCO
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Laurel. “Space Agent on flight deck.” They all stood up as
Laurel saluted and Jim entered through the matter transmitter
door.
He quickly saluted before sitting down next to
Normanton and Laurel. “Relax everyone, standby for
departure.”
“Alpha-Beta, activate hologram viewer,” commanded
Normanton. The large spherical shape projected a huge
hologram picture of space and stars stretching out before
them. “Alpha-Beta, install manual viewer control.” He touched
the small operating console on his right and changed to rear
view showing a huge section of the planet Krakor. “Alpha-Beta
read back the course trajectory.”
“Course 5342/10,” came back the reply.
“Alpha-Beta, proceed to light speed,” commanded
Normanton. W ithin five seconds, Krakor was a small ball in the
centre of the viewer and ten seconds later had completely
disappeared. “W e shall now transfer to the new inter
dimensional warp engine,” warned Normanton looking at Jim.
Jim nodded raising his eyebrows and producing a small
grin. “I’ve had the pleasure of being on two of the trials for this
engine. It can produce some funny anomalies that we were
never able to see when in the capsules. Norman will explain to
the flight deck crew.”
Norman gazed to his left and right and then stood up.
“Travelling in inter dimensional warp we are almost moving
backwards in time at a set rate according to the duration of the
flight. Thus, we arrive at our destination in the same time
continuum. At certain intervals, you may suddenly find yourself
moving backwards to where you had been five seconds
before. Do not be alarmed by it, it is normal. W e have never
witnessed this before because we were in containers. So our
journey is one day there and one day back, so we only lose
two days in time not five or ten years. The new engine creates
a gravity field that protects everyone in the craft.” He stopped
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and looked at Jim.
“Thank you, Norman. That’s the best technical
information I’ve heard,” said Jim turning to Normanton. “Okay
Bill, engage the new engine.”
Normanton responded. “Alpha-Beta, engage inter
dimensional warp engine.”
The whole craft shuddered, and the viewing screen
showed a white light of intense brilliance and then a white oval
spiralling formation stretched out behind them. Each
crewmember saw the other as slightly blurred for
approximately ten seconds before going back to normal.
“Dimensional engine gravity field holding at 97%,”
reported Laurel as she monitored all systems.
Jim stood up and walked towards the door leading to
the conference room. The door opened as he approached.
Then, in a blur of action, his movement retraced back to his
chair. The crew looked on in amazement as he moved towards
the door again and turned his head towards them. “I’ll get there
in the end.” He then disappeared into the room.
They all laughed and continued with their various tasks.
Twenty-four hours elapsed as Jim entered the flight
deck early on the following morning. Kelly Laurel was on duty
sitting in the Captains chair. “Good morning, sir,” she said
standing up.
“Morning,” he replied beckoning with his hand for her to
be seated as he placed himself in the next chair. “Alpha-Beta,
initiate main hologram with full forward view.”
The large circular orifice in the centre of the flight deck
filled with several streams of coloured light as the stereoscopic
projectors powered up. A large solid three dimensional
spheroid picture emerged filling up the centre of the flight deck.
Small oval shaped circular wisps of light were gently spiralling
around them, stretching out for miles in front of the craft.
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“Standby to deactivate dimensional drive.” The
computer showed a rear view of the four huge engines as the
telescopic arms took them from full extension back to the sides
of the craft. A front view then displayed a return to normal
space as they headed towards a sun. “Now in light speed drive
destination in one hour.” The digital clock operating in the
hologram picture showed 59 minutes 30 seconds as it counted
down in space-time.
“Alpha-Beta, how many planets around this sun?” asked
Jim. Gail and Norman entered with a squelching sound as he
spoke, emerging through the matter transmitter door and
taking up their posts.
“Planets scanned are three gas giants, four planets
near to the star, four ice planets and the eighth planet
sustaining life with a thin oxygen content,” replied the
computer.
“W e will go into orbit around the eighth planet,” said
Jim. “Do we need environmental suits?”
“Negative,” continued the computer. “The planet is all
water and mountains ranging from 8,000 to 50,000 feet. All
advised to stay below 12,000 or take extra oxygen supply.”
The clock changed showing time to orbit 20 minutes.
Jim turned to Gail and Norman. “Gail, Norman, we’ll use
part environmental suits and one scrutiniser plus three
handguns. I’ll see you at the Probe fighter in 30 minutes.” Gail
and Norman nodded and made an exit from the flight deck.
Now Jim turned his attention to the computer. “AlphaBeta, identify the largest village, town or city and transfer all
information to the designated Probe Fighter.” He smiled at the
surprised look on Laurel’s face. “I always move pretty fast at
location, Kelly. Tell Bill to keep orbiting and to try and monitor
all our movements.” He then made a hasty departure through
the door to his quarters.
Thirty minutes later, Gail and Norman were doing a
quick preparation aboard the Probe Fighter. The bullet shaped
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craft had two large built in engines to the rear and a flat cockpit
shape tapering to a point at the front. A dull fast-paced
throbbing noise filled the air as Norman started the two-electro
magnetic engines and the newly installed gravity engine. A thin
green line moved 1 inch across the 12-inch horizontal monitor
as the craft moved to hover at 1 foot above the flight hanger
floor.
Gail checked the new input that the computers aboard
now stored. A hologram of a section of the planet visualised
above her control panel showing a section of mountains at
10,000 feet. Built on a large flat plateau in front of several
peaks was the medium sized city Fortuna, some four square
miles in size.
“Alpha-Beta, commence,” said Jim glancing at the
hologram as the craft moved forward and out into space. “Lay
in a course to the mountain city.”
“Probe force field activated at 50%.” The computer
replied as the craft moved into the atmosphere. A hazy green
glow enveloped the outer hull showing a covering force
projecting two feet outwards.
“W e call this planet Mountera,” said Gail pre-empting
Jim’s next question. “I don’t know what the inhabitants call it.”
“Possibly, GRIM,” quipped Jim staring down at the
mountain and water landscape. “At least we won’t be thirsty.”
“The planet has a still developing volcanic landscape,”
continued Gail. “The civilisation is quite advanced above Level
5. They know about the Police Federation, but prefer to remain
in isolation.”
“I hope we have a contact down there,” said Jim,
voicing his thought aloud.
“W e do,” said Gail nodding. “A woman called Sarha will
meet us at the landing port.”
“Are there alien species amongst the population,” asked
Jim.
“Yes, a few,” replied Gail staring at a screen transcript.
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“Looking at the population directive, we may be the aliens.”
“That sounds interesting and quite profound,”
commented Jim. He could not hide the inquisitive look on his
face.
“The report says an indigenous race with telepathic
abilities,” continued Gail, looking at Jim with her usual
deadpan expression.
“Mind readers,” answered Jim, not bothering to hide his
pained expression.
“Although they are very polite and converse verbally
with outsiders.” Gail proceeded. “A lot of the sea life is of a
large crustaceous variety.”
“I hate lobsters,” said Jim with a hint of humour. “And
nobody should have crabs.”
“Maybe there are turtles,” she said, shaking her head
and giving him a pitiful look.
The probe craft came out of the clouds at 12,000 feet
and wound its way between two mountain ranges approaching
the city. The two rear engines slowly powered down as the
gravity engine increased and then decreased. The craft slowly
came down on to the landing port, the thrusters turning it
inward to head towards the city.
Norman put on the scrutiniser backpack, watching as
the intelligent straps fastened and welded together. A green
light ran a quarter ways across a horizontal monitor activating
the small gravity engine inside making it weightless. “AlphaBeta, transfer to independent mode,” commanded Norman.
Operating lights flashed all over the pack. The inner airlock
door opened and then the outer door revealing a huge rock
formation shrouded in a gray mist. They left the craft and
headed towards three half circular doors cut into the
mountainside.
One door slowly opened with a sideways motion
disclosing a long smooth walled corridor. As they entered, the
door closed behind them leaving them to move forward to a T118
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junction ahead.
“W hich way do we go? Both lead to a dead end,” said
Norman.
“I think we stay here,” replied Jim, pointing to the
marked circular portion of floor they were standing on.
Gail was looking down as a spiral of intense light moved
from the floor around them, travelling upwards taking them
with it. Through the light, they could see the smooth rock face
as they moved through it and came to a stop. The light moved
downwards and dissipated showing a cloaked figure standing
in another corridor.
As they stepped off the circular portion of floor, the
figure threw back her hood showing a human face with large
protruding eyebrows giving the eyes a sunken look.
“Sarha?” asked Gail.
“I am Sarha,” she answered with a nod of the head.
“Please follow me.” The iris shutter on the circular doorway
before them opened with a clatter from the centre and they
stepped through it into a place that appeared to be for eating
and resting. Sarha seated them in a corner area on two halfcircular padded seats facing each other. “Do you require a
drink or food?”
“W e’ve just eaten aboard our craft,” replied Jim. “W e
are here to find someone.”
“Someone called The Hermit,” said Sarha, causing
everyone surprise. “Forgive me, I do not pry into minds unless
asked to do so. Your thoughts are so strong that they yell at
m e .”
Jim laughed. “Yes, I suppose it is very strong on all our
minds. Can you help us to find him?”
“I was picked to meet you as your guide,” said Sarha.
“Of what you ask is part of our history and I am a historian.”
She frowned and continued. “I must warn you that our
population regard The Hermit as a myth from our ancient
p a st . ”
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Jim sat back and sighed. “It is of great importance and
of spiritual significance that I find the second book of the
spiritual knowledge of the ancients.”
Sarha sat in deep meditation as she sought information
from her own sources, her mind projecting into Jim’s thoughts
in small sequences. Pictures of the great library on Mountera
and pages of other books flashed into his head as the psychic
bracelet slightly activated on his right wrist. Her eyes suddenly
opened, startled by his telepathic ability.
“You are a telepath?” The words entered his head as
her eyes gazed into his.
“I do have the ability to hear and project thoughts,” he
offered transmitting the words in her mind. “For the sake of my
two colleagues let’s talk normally.” The conversation now
between the two of them, as Jim had not activated the
bracelets of Gail and Norman. She then spoke normally.
“I do not know of any book other than The Spiritual
Knowledge of the Ancients. It’s believed to be in the Temple
of Zorr.”
“Can you supply a location to my colleague Gail?” Jim
gestured toward Gail.
“I can tell you where the Zorr Mountain is,” she
explained, her face showing perplexity as she shook her head.
“The temple is a myth, a story from two thousand years ago.
They believed that a great telepath called Zorr dwelled in that
mountain. As if in succession, The Hermit was presumed to
follow on after his death.”
“I see,” answered Jim. “Has The Hermit ever been
seen?”
Sarha smiled. “Yes, he is believed to have been seen
several times.”
Norman grunted. “Sounds like the abominable
snowman.”
“A creature from our ancient history that was seen but
never proven to exist,” explained Jim, glancing at Norman with
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“I would say that fits the situation perfectly,” said Sarha,
staring into Norman’s eyes. “You are plain spoken and
practical.”
“W ell, yes,” replied Norman, shifting uncomfortably.
Jim laughed. “Yes, he is rather blunt at times.”
“I’ll have you know in my younger days I nearly joined
the diplomatic core,” added Norman with a gentle defiance. “I
changed my mind on the training course. I don’t like speaking
in riddles.”
“Norman is one of a kind,” said Gail with affection in her
voice. “He always tells the truth in a practical way.”
“That is admirable,” answered Sarha bending her head
forward slightly and then turning to Gail. “You are also one of a
kind; clever, dependable, and no nonsense.”
There was a hint of surprise on Gail’s face. Jim
intervened getting back on course before he became a subject
of Sarha’s unique characterisations. “Sarha, how far away is
Zorr Mountain?”
“It is about an hours trek from here,” she replied. “That’s
one of the reasons why I was chosen. I am also a mountain
guide. We can completely circle the mountain in two hours.”
“Shall we go now?” asked Jim, standing up and heading
toward the door.
“Of course,” said Sarha, surprised by the immediate
response.
“He doesn’t like to waste time,” said Gail. She glanced
at Sarha, offering the brief explanation. Upon reaching the
door, Sarha opened a compartment and took out a large coat
with a hood from several hanging there.
“W ould you like a coat? It can be very cold,” said Sarha.
“Thank you, but no,” replied Jim. “W e are wearing
environmental suits and we do have force field capabilities.”
Sarha nodded and the four of them made their way
outside to venture out into the cold, thin mountain air.
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*

*

*

Supreme Chief Officer Vanders stared out of his long
horizontal office window on the tenth floor of Headquarters
looking at the traffic below. He sighed, thinking about the nine
electronic pads scattered over his desk. Each had a question
or problem that needed an executive decision.
A hologram face of his female secretary materialised
over his desk. “Professor Moreton is here to see you, sir,” she
said with a monotonous tone in her voice.
“Thank you, send him in,” he answered, thinking even
she sounded like a computer.
Moreton entered and Vanders smiled, protocol
suspended. “Good to see you, Rupert,” he said warmly.
“Good to see you, sir,” replied the professor.
“Do have a seat, Rupert,” said Vanders. Rupert sat
down, leaning his elbows on the desk and rubbing the palms of
his hands in front of his face.
“I have to go to the system Satornaa,” said Vanders,
picking up one of the pads on his desk. “Unfortunately, it is on
the other side of the galaxy. A good twenty days travel there
and back.” He grimaced for a moment at the prospect. “The
galaxy is so vast it would be better if we could all travel in
thought.”
The professor smiled. “If you could only use your
bracelet things would be better.”
“I must be thankful that the Ancient Beings of Light have
granted this wonderful gift to us, but yes, I wish I could
materialise back into solidity at the arrival point.” He gestured
with his hands at the pads on his desk. “All these have to be
answered, some in person and that takes time.”
“You feel that your command time is being wasted in
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physical journeys.”
“That’s it exactly, Rupert,” said Vanders, realising his
friend understood. “If I receive good reports and intelligence I
can make a decision from here. There are certain diplomatic
events and functions I am supposed to attend. My assistant,
Gray, will be attending most of these on my behalf. To give me
the galactic information I require I am creating a new senior
rank of twenty Senior Solar System Advisors. I am of the
opinion that this galactic dominion is too vast to be operated by
one man centrally.”
“I see your point and agree.” The professor blinked
several times, evaluating the situation in his mind.
“Rupert, I would like you to select and form a committee
of advisors as soon as possible. I envisage splitting the galaxy
up into twenty regions. They all must have diplomatic training
and be senior in police or civilian rank.”
“Although I am in accord with all that you say,” replied
the professor, “I feel that there is a deeper concern behind
your reason.”
Vanders chuckled and leaned forward. “Your intuition is
correct,” he said. His expression grew more serious. “I believe
we have a calamitous situation that is developing in the astral
regions. In the near future, it may be necessary to react
immediately to any threats. Also, to support Jim in his
endeavours.”
The professor nodded. “I would be delighted to set up a
committee of advisors for you.”
“By the way, Rupert,” said Vanders with a little smile.
“You will be granted honorary Solar System Advisor in this
region to report to me when I am away. I shall inform the
appropriate senior officers. “The professor nodded in
appreciation as Vanders changed the subject matter. “Can you
brief me on this man Tentard?”
“Of course,” replied the professor. “He is a scientist
attached to the paranormal and supernatural department. He
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suddenly became abnormal and irrational after touching a
certain artefact. He then entered the library and destroyed the
Book of Spiritual Destiny.”
“Yes, I believe that this book may be one of the keys to
our astral problems. Have you any idea why he did it?”
“Jim’s right bracelet was activated and he saw what
could only be described as a bodily possession.”
“Tentard only eradicated the book?”
“Yes,” answered the professor thoughtfully. “W e didn’t
seem to be in danger.”
Vanders showed a grim smile. “This must have been a
very high spiritual entity. They never kill or maim direct. They
subvert and manipulate controlling the minds of men causing
them to destroy each other.”
“As you know,” continued the professor. “I have partially
translated portions of the book and the main reference is to the
man who compiled it, The Hermit.”
“Do you think that was why the book was destroyed?”
asked Vanders.
“Apart from being able to translate more, which is now
impossible, it would seem to me the only reason.”
“Then as I thought,” said Vanders. “Jim may be in great
danger. He is at this moment trying to seek out The Hermit.”
“Now I can see why you are trying to clear your
itinerary.”
Vanders closed the meeting by standing up with a quick
handshake. “Thank you for your support, Rupert.”
*

*

*

Above the city on one of the many mountain trails lived
the tracker Quillium. He had been on the planet Mountera for
ten years trying to mine a rare metal used for space travel and
as a currency. It was difficult to find, buried in small veins deep
into the rock face. The metal, if found, had to be sold to the city
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governing body. Quillium moved from his metal cabin climbing
upwards on a rarely used trail. He led a completely isolated
existence, choosing to venture into the city now and then to
sell his wares. Others referred to him as a loner, a man who
preferred his own company.
A small ball of bright shining light emerged behind his
head as he struggled up the mountain slope. Like all lonely
people, he tended to talk aloud to himself. Hearing the sound
of one’s own voice helps to concentrate and Quillium needed
to do just that has he climbed towards a hidden cave entrance
above. “I am sure there is a big vein of the metal near to here.”
He looked down at the rounded scanner in his hand.
“According to you it is approximately fifty feet away.” He
moved around a great boulder standing in front of the entrance
and looked back down the mountain.
He could see four figures about a mile away coming up
on the mountain track. “Damn visitors,” he grunted as he made
his way into the cave. The path sloped downwards and then
curved to the left into a large cavern. He carefully checked his
equipment wrapped in bags of waterproof material placed in
order on the floor of the cave. There were several selfcontained power tools and two weapons, a thermo rifle and
pistol. A weapon was always handy to defend against the
various types of sea creatures that had become land based
over the past few thousand years. The guns fired small hot
bolts of glowing energy that could pass straight through a man
and kill him instantly or wound and cauterise at the same time.
It was at this point that a voice entered his head. He
knew it was not his voice, yet it was as clear as if someone
was standing at his side talking. “Quillium,” said the voice.
“Listen carefully to me.” He stopped for a moment, gazing
around the cave with a surprised look on his face. He
shrugged his shoulders, shaking his head and assuming it was
just his imagination. He picked up one of the larger electronic
tools lying on the floor and two medium sized canisters that he
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pushed in his large pocket. He made his way downwards into
a corridor below that branched into three entrances.
“Now which way shall I go?” Quillium thought.
“To the right,” said the voice in his head.
Startled by the silky voice that was of either man or
woman he turned his head in all directions trying to find the
source. “Is there someone there?”
“Just a friend,” said the voice.
Quillium was now alarmed. Did he really hear the voice
or was he starting to lose his mind. “Are you a spirit of the
cave?” he asked with a shaky voice.
“At the moment, yes,” replied the voice in agreement
trying to substantiate its presence.
Quillium let out a big nervous sigh. “So you are
someone speaking to me.”
“You wish to find the hidden vein of metal,” said the
voice, getting to the point.
“You know where it is?” asked Quillium with his mouth
opened wide.
“Take the right entrance,” said the voice.
The right entrance showed a steep down slope that he
moved carefully along using side steps. He finally reached
another cavern with a high ceiling. He spoke, still not
completely believing that he had heard a voice at all. “Is the
vein here?”
“Yes,” the voice answered. “It is in the wall to your
right.”
He swung around to face the wall with the large
electronic tool grasped in his right hand. The shape was not
unlike a big paint sprayer with a pistol type handle at the
bottom and a container orifice on the top. Taking one of the
canisters from his pocket, he thrust one end into the orifice.
There was a loud clunk as the canister locked into place. The
canister contained a substance of thermo-generated plasma
and was highly dangerous to carry.
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He stuck the tube at the end of the nozzle into the cave
wall and pressed the first trigger. The end burst into the wall
causing a welding type explosion of light. He pressed the
second trigger and the substance flooded into the cave
structure behind the surface. Pulling back the gun from the
wall he retreated to one side as a burning area erupted from
within the wall. A huge section of rock fell away and crumbled
on to the floor displaying a cut-away segment showing the
inner face of the wall.
He stared at the wall unable to believe what he was
seeing. It was the start of a gigantic vein of the special metal
and he knew that it was worth a fortune. He could hardly
contain his exuberance. At last, he was going to be rich.
“Yipeee,” he yelled, erupting in a small celebratory dance.
The voice returned. “Are you happy?”
Quillium carried on dancing with both legs jerking up
and down in short bursts. “Of course I am.”
“You could lose all this,” said the voice.
Quillium stopped dancing and a frown developed on his
face. “W hat do you mean?”
“Someone else could find it and take it all,” said the
smooth voice.
He stared hard at the wall his eyes showing a kind of
mad glare. “Nobody will take this from me; I am the only one
that knows the location.”
“Others will soon find you and your precious metal.
What will you do then?” said the voice invoking a seed of
greed and anger in Quillium.
“I will defend my find with my life,” grunted Quillium
picking up the rifle and pistol and walking back to the cave
entrance. He slowly moved his head to the side of the huge
boulder, looking down towards Jim and his party as they slowly
moved up the trail. He slowly aimed the rifle and fired. A red
bolt of energy hit the rock to the right of Jim placing a fourinched deep hole on its surface.
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“Take cover.” Jim shouted, pulling himself and Sarha to
the right behind a covering rock face whilst Gail and Norman
dived to the left.
“Go away,” shouted Quillium. He was moving slowly
into view realising that no one had fired back. He waved the
rifle in the air above his head. “You are not welcome here.”
Norman activated his backpack. “Alpha-Beta, there is
an adversary within a quarter mile distance. W hat weapons
does he carry?”
The computer came to life with a large constant
humming noise. “Now scanning – the humanoid figure fifty
yards above carries a thermo hunting rifle and pistol.”
“You have a computer?” asked Sarha, unable to hide
her surprise.
“It’s called a backpack scrutiniser and it’s linked to our
small craft that in turn is linked to our large craft in space,”
replied Jim. He turned to Gail and Norman, just talking loud
enough for them to hear. “Use your pistols for covering fire
although they’re probably useless at this distance.” After the
warning shot Jim realised that the hunter had stopped firing.
“W e mean you no harm,” he shouted peering around the rock
face. Quillium was now standing in the open his rifle barrel
pointing down at them.
“Go away,” yelled Quillium. “You are after my precious
metal.”
“I recognise the voice,” said Sarha, “he is a well known
hunter called Quillium.”
“Is he dangerous?” asked Jim, still looking at the figure
above.
“Normally he is mild mannered and keeps to himself,”
said Sarha.
“W ell something has spooked him.” Jim felt his right
bracelet tingle and glow intermittently. As a cloud passed
overhead, darkening the landscape he caught a glimpse of the
burning bright light on Quilliums shoulder. “Damn, he’s being
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manipulated by some entity,” he blurted out shaking his head
in annoyance.
“You felt it too?” asked Sarha, a puzzled expression on
her face.
“I can see it,” answered Jim. “Some high spirit entity is
trying to stop or block our progress.
“I will try and talk to him,” said Sarha raising her voice to
a shout. “Quillium this is Sarha from the council, we wish you
no harm.”
Up above the voice spoke again. “They are using the
woman to get to you and the metal.”
“They will never get my metal,” cried out Quillium
sending a barrage of shots downwards.
“He’s gone mad,” said Sarha, failing to hide her horrified
look.
“It’s because you’re talking to the entity, not him,” said
Jim gently. He turned to Norman. “How long will the force field
last against that rifle?”
“Scrutiniser has a limited time schedule,” said Norman
taking a few readings from his backpack. “I can’t use the force
field and anti-gravity engine together or we would have burn
o u t.”
Jim nodded; his trained eyes looked upward at the head
and shoulders of Quillium. He knew that even with a full force
field they would not make much headway up the mountain.
“Norman, contact Normanton.” Jim looked up at the
wispy clouds scurrying across his vision above. “Have we got
a targeting drone?”
“W e have two, boss,” answered Norman as he took out
a remote controller for the scrutiniser. “I’m ready to go, target
area needed.”
“See if you can embed it somewhere above that cave
entrance,” said Jim, pointing around the side of their covering
rock. Norman placed the backpack slightly in view of the rock
entrance above. A small red laser beam extended outwards
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showing on the rock face below the cave. W ith quick
manipulation, Norman swung the beam to a position twenty
feet above as a small missile ejected from the backpack. It
hung in the air for a second, fired up, and then sped away
hitting the rock face at the end of the beam.
Now startled, Quillium fired in all directions for ten
seconds as Norman pulled the scrutiniser back behind the
covering rock.
“Alpha-Beta,” said Norman. “Increase communication
range to include IGC in orbit.” The backpack started with a low
throbbing noise indicating the use of extended power.
“W hat is happening?” said Sarha to Gail.
“In a moment we shall be in contact with our craft in
orbit,” explained Gail. “The operating sound is the amount of
power being used.”
Several lights flickered on the side of the backpack as a
spiral of green light emerged spinning faster until the head and
shoulders of a man appeared. It was a two-foot high hologram
picture of Normanton. “How can I help, sir?” he said looking
down at Jim.
“Bill, have you noticed the marker we have in place
down here?” said Jim.
“W e have,” answered Normanton. “The activation code
is loud and clear.”
“I want you to give it a short blast with thermo laser. Not
too strong, I don’t want to be buried under tons of rock; it’s just
to get someone’s attention.”
“I understand, just give the lady a short tickle, sir.”
“Your phrasing is getting worse than mine,” chuckled
Jim, turning to look at Gail.
“You never give the man a tickle,” said Gail to Jim,
showing a straight face.
“That’s your job, Frosty,” replied Jim showing his normal
rascally grin.
“You should be so lucky,” retorted Gail, shaking her
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“Always the last word, Frosty,” said Jim.
Norman turned to the surprised face of Sarha. “Just
some light banter in the middle of a crisis,” said Norman
sarcastically.
“W e are approaching a position some seventy-five
degrees to your left,” the voice of Normanton cut in to the
conversation. “Matching planet rotation and holding position,
firing one bolt of thermo laser.” At this point Jim fired his gun
towards the cave position causing Quillium to fire rapidly back.
At the last split second, they saw the bolt of energy hit the rock
above the cave scattering rock particles in the air. Quillium
was alarmed, immediately placing an arm over his head. He
was too busy to listen to the voice and headed into the cave as
the entity left him.
“It’s now or never,” said Jim beckoning the others
upwards to the cave. “Stay with us, Bill; in case I need you
again. Sarha take the lead.”
The image of Normanton stayed just above Norman’s
backpack as they struggled quickly up the slope. “You have a
nasty weather squall coming in within a few minutes,” said
Normanton.
“W e must move quicker and find cover,” said Sarha,
putting on an electronic eye mask. “To be caught out here
could be fatal.”
“That sounds reassuring,” mumbled Norman.
He
looked at the reflection of information running across the top of
the eye mask. As they reached the cave entrance Jim turned
towards the Normanton image.
“Bill,” said Jim. “Cut communication and keep a lock on
our position.” The image nodded and dispersed in a spiral of
light as the intense humming powered down. The air around
them became very cold causing their hot breath to flow out in a
white mist. A thick fog enveloped around them as they reached
the entrance to the cave. Jim was at the rear of the party,
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staring at the small trail that curved to the right of the cave. As
the mist swirled around creating patches of clarity in its
density, he thought he saw the figure of a man in a cloak and
hood.
For a brief moment, he thought it was Quillium. He
realized it was not and was most curious after the initial startle
wore off.
“W e must get as far inside as we can,” said Sarha,
beckoning everyone into the cave. “It will be far warmer than
out here. The temperature is already plunging down to minus
thirty.”
Jim stopped at the entrance and stared out into the
mist. “I’m staying here for a while,” he said. “I’m quite warm in
the environment suit. I thought I saw something moving out
there.”
Sarha looked slightly alarmed. “To move out there in
this weather has always proved fatal,” she said to Gail.
“He probably needs to check out that no one will seal
the entrance,” replied Gail. She was pointing to three small
pinpoints of green light on her belt. “These are our suit
markers. They’re operational up to a thousand feet.”
Sarha nodded and Norman took the lead. “Okay boss,
we are on our way in,” he said, adjusting his hand held
module. The humming of the scrutiniser became loud in the
small cave passage as the force field activated around
Norman from his backpack. It completely surrounded him and
was like looking at the small spray on a waterfall. They
reached the cavern below and rested for a moment.
Quillium suddenly entered, his rifle pointing from his
side and firing wildly at Norman. The thermo laser bolts
dissolved as they hit the force field but the inertia sent him
reeling backwards towards the others. Gail moved quickly to
the side levelled her handgun and fired all in one swift
movement. The hot bolt hit Quillium in the chest the light
expanding over his whole body. He grunted and fell forward
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unconscious. Norman switched off the force field and bent
down checking with his module.
“Is he alright?” enquired Sarha.
“He should be,” answered Gail placing the gun back in
the holster. “It was just a small stun bolt.”
“He’ll be out for at least two hours,” concluded Norman,
placing the module back into the broad deep pocket of his
environmental suit.
Outside, the weather was now viciously cold and the fog
visually impenetrable. Jim locked the small flat screen
faceplate into position across his face and pulled the suit hood
over his head. He switched on the screen across his eyes and
watched the small red light that was his position following a
large green contour mark. Something was out there, hopefully
not the entity that had attached itself to Quillium. Jim stepped
out into the fog, deciding to venture a small distance to the left
up the small trail.
Fastidiously following the green trail marker, he
ventured forward some thirty steps and stopped. He slowly
bent one leg going down on one knee and trying to see the
rocky slope under his feet. He could only see the ground
twelve inches in each direction. Deciding enough was enough,
he turned to retrace his steps backward to the cave entrance.
He stumbled on some loose rock and started to fall forward
down the slope. He cursed himself for being stupid as he felt
the grip of a huge hand on his upper forearm.
For an instant, he hung in the air suspended by his arm
and then brought down gently onto the ground. At his side, he
saw a huge frame of a body of which everything except the
middle portion was lost in the fog. The hand now removed
from his arm now pointed in another direction. Jim nodded,
now completely disorientated, thinking the being was directing
him back to the cave. The image diagram on his faceplate was
now in squiggles, completely unreadable.
The giant figure’s hand once again locked onto Jim’s
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arm as he walked upward, seeming to know exactly where
they were going. All Jim did was walk, stumbling now and
then, on the rocky surface. The mist suddenly cleared as they
entered a large cave entrance and Jim knew by the rock
formation that it was not where the others were. The hand
unclasped from his arm as Jim stared up at the frame of a man
some eight-foot six inches tall. He was wearing some kind of
skin coat with a huge hood.
The large being had saved his life so he did not feel
threatened as much as intrigued. They continued in a
downward direction, turning left into a cavern. Here, the man
clasped Jim’s arm again and they stepped into the rock face
dissolving through to the other side. They had now stepped
into an artificially lit room of considerable size.
The man lowered his hood and revealed an old bearded
friendly face. “W elcome to Mountera,” said a soft deep
booming voice. He took off the coat, showing a full body
advanced environmental suit underneath. “I believe you wish
to see me.” The voice was deep like a bass baritone and with
a rhythm of accent that was a delight to listen too.
Jim looked quickly around the room amazed at the
advanced technology. It was not a cave, but a structure of a
kind he had not seen before. “I presume that you are The
Hermit?” enquired Jim staring into the huge friendly eyes
above.
The giant chuckled. “I am called many things and The
Hermit is one of them,” he replied. The man sat down on to a
large soft padded chair. He beckoned Jim to do likewise. “I
have been expecting you, Mr. Jim Long.”
Jim sat down in the smaller chair a puzzled look on his
face. “You know who I am?”
“I believe you are an officer of the Galaxy Police
Federation,” answered the giant. “Here to see me.”
He knows who I am, thought Jim. Can he give me the
information?
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The giant leaned forward for a moment seemingly
amused. “Please forgive me for I have picked up your stray
thoughts. I will try and explain.”
Of course, he is a telepath, thought Jim, like the others
on the planet.
“I am indeed a telepath,” continued the giant. “Slightly
older than the others on the planet.”
Jim tried to stop thinking and control his thoughts. “Is it
true that you are eight hundred years old?”
“I am actually eight hundred and eighty years old,” he
replied, settling back in his chair. “I am the last of a race of
people who used to dwell on this planet until the floods came
and drove us to the mountain tops.”
“May I ask your name?” asked Jim. The giant intrigued
him.
“I used to be called Thorati.”
“Thank you for saving my life on the mountain, Thorati.”
Jim nodded his head in thanks to the giant.
“You are an honourable man, but a little on the
adventurous side,” said Thorati wistfully showing a small hint
of a grin on his face. “The mountain is treacherous in bad
weather. I have known people falling some five thousand feet
into the sea below, before I could reach them.”
“I am indeed fortunate that you found me when you did,”
replied Jim.
“Oh no, you were always safe, Jim,” said Thorati,
showing a bland facial expression as he leaned forward
slightly to explain to a surprised Jim. “We telepaths do dream,
and when we do there is always a meaning or a task involved.
Two full moons ago I saw this event and as you left the cave, I
was behind you for thirty steps. W hen you stumbled and fell I
immediately caught you.”
“That is totally mind blowing,” answered Jim. “That you
actually saw a future event.”
“Not at all, it was merely one future recorded from the
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Akashic records.”
“One future,” replied Jim puzzled by the remark.
Thorati laughed. “From that point in the cave entrance
there were three futures. One future was that I caught you,
another that you fell off the mountain into the sea, and a
further one where you turned back into the cave.”
“That sounds like the Chaos Theory,” said Jim with a
grin and a quip. “Had I fallen I presume I would hold this
planet’s high diving record?”
“Very true, but posthumously,” answered Thorati,
passively watching Jim laugh. He did something with the small
box attached to the arm of his chair.
“There seems to be an entity who is trying to stop my
progress,” said Jim becoming serious. “Have you any idea
why?”
“I can only guess,” replied Thorati with a frown. “There
are many reasons. Some of the Archangels who control the
astral do not like the divulgence of information to humankind.”
Jim remained quiet as Thorati stopped speaking, making more
adjustments to what Jim saw as a control box. His huge
fingers moved deftly over the open plain surface, his face in
deep concentration. He finished abruptly then sighed and sat
back in his huge padded chair slowly turning his face towards
Jim. “Forgive me for the delay. I have just opened a special
programme that I want you to see. I presume you are used to
holography?”
“I am,” replied Jim now eager to see what was on show.
Thorati began. “In the ethereal world of the astral
nothing is as it seems. The spirit world is just as vast as the
physical void measured in light years. The astral is but a small
section of this vast infinity. Many of my predecessors were
scientists and philosophers and all were telepaths gifted with
the ancient knowledge. This information written two to five
thousand years ago and called the Book of Spiritual
Knowledge. The many religions of this period have distorted
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and changed the reality to suit the environment and ideology of
the time. Yet, contained somewhere in all this information is an
element of truth.” He stopped and gazed at Jim, anticipating
his question.
Jim was completely engaged in the philosophical
eloquence of Thorati. Here was an ancient seeker of the truth
a man of integrity and great knowledge. “I feel I have been
directed to you by the Ancient Beings of Light,” he said looking
for an answer.
“They are the purported guardians of the galaxy.” For a
moment, Thorati pondered, unsure that it was true.
“I have been in their presence,” said Jim holding up his
wrists showing the bracelets.
Thorati nodded. “I do know about the bracelets,” he
said. “I thought they were part of your technology.”
“This is far in advance of anything we have,” Jim replied
with a nervous laugh.
“Then you have taught me something for in our history
the guardians of the galaxy are mentioned in myth and in
ancient texts.”
Jim had a feeling of slight remorse that Thorati’s belief
of the ancients was in folklore, which Thorati immediately
picked up from his thoughts.
“You must feel very honoured indeed,” said Thorati
compassionately. “You must have been chosen for your purity
of heart and showing a great strength. Now I can see why you
are here.”
The large room around them started to darken as
Thorati’s programme commenced. It seemed to fade from view
leaving an inky blackness. The darkness suddenly exploded
with light and then darkness again. Huge formations of
gaseous clouds formed all around them into huge patterns of
yellow, blue, and red. The clouds seemed to compress
showing large spasms of light flowing through the twirling mist.
Suddenly, there were many galaxies around them. Both
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Thorati and Jim moved forward through them gathering speed.
The increase of propulsion was breathtaking as though on a
fast forward image.
This continued for several minutes and then the
galaxies became less frequent and they passed only one or
two, finally reaching complete darkness again. The darkness
began to recede in a circular image from their visual perimeter.
Around the edges of the circular darkness a bright majestic
white penetrating light appeared. As they slowly moved away,
they could see that they were leaving a black sphere of
darkness.
The black ball was now hanging in front of them and
they bathed in the almost heavenly white texture. It was so
strong that it took the edge off both their physical shapes. Jim
instantly recognised the light as the same substance that
surrounded him when he visited the Ancient Beings of Light.
The picture held steady as Thorati began again. “This is
the image seen many times by my ancestors brought to them
in telepathic dreams. The black sphere represents the
complete cosmos as we know it; the whole of existence held in
a bubble of time and distance. The surface of the bubble is
two-dimensional storing all the programmes within. All life
inside is in three-dimensional reality, compiled of the physical,
the spiritual, and other dimensions including parallel worlds.
The great Creator and energy force exists outside the bubble
creating all within its boundaries. Our race called it the Bubble
of Creation.
Jim felt rather stunned and captivated by the idea his
thoughts creating more questions than answers. “That seems
to end the theory of infinity,” Jim blurted out staring at the black
sphere.
“Not so,” replied Thorati as the room faded back to
normality. “There is nothing more infinite than our planetary
systems. Our ancestors thought they were on a flat world
because they could not see or comprehend the curvature.
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They could walk around the planet forever without falling off
that is a kind of infinity. Only the release of knowledge shows
that everything has a boundary.”
“That the bubble has a boundary is clear to see,”
commented Jim thinking aloud. “Can we actually exit into the
environment of the Creator?”
“No one knows,” said Thorati shaking his head. “But I
would imagine, no.”
Jim was mystified and excited by the hologram images
shown. “Can you explain further?” he asked.
“W hat I say is speculation,” said Thorati, showing a
small smile on his huge face. “If you travelled the thirty billion
light years from the centre which is already an
incomprehensible figure, you would be ready to leave the
cosmos. Every time you reached the perimeter of the bubble,
space and time would bend sending you in another direction.
Because of the vastness of space, you would believe that you
were travelling in a straight line. Eventually you would return to
where you started.”
“An incredible theory,” said Jim clasping his hands
together with slight emotion. “I thought I had heard all the
philosophical and profound theories until now.”
Thorati nodded in empathy to Jim’s words. “There is so
much more to learn and do but alas, our life cycles are too
small, even mine,” he said, his face showing contemplation
and sadness.
“I agree and feel that there is something unsettling
about our existence,” stated Jim.
The two of them sat quietly for a few moments. Jim sat
still a little dazed by the information of the bubble. If the theory
was correct, it meant that all physical and ethereal life was
encased in a containment field so vast as to defy belief.
Thorati was right, even a lifespan of a thousand years was
small and irrelevant in the general time span of the cosmos.
Thorati activated another hologram picture that came
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into view around them. The vision was confusing, showing
physical beings and spiritual entities together. Some even
walked through the others body shape without realisation that
they existed. “The different planes of existence are together in
the same space,” explained Thorati. “They all vibrate in
different frequencies. My ancestors said that the great Creator
does not allow different dimensions positive interaction unless
by special command. They must remain separated. If they are
breached chaos and mayhem would result.”
Jim looked into Thorati’s face as the hologram faded.
“Your history shows a profound logic of existence,” he humbly
stated. “I can clearly see why the realms of existence are kept
separate.”
“There are powerful entities that believe they should be
in control and they have been denied the higher planes of
existence and flung into the lower astral. These are entities
who disagree with the divine order of things,” said Thorati.
“These mischievous beings are trying to change and convert
all living creatures to suit their own agenda.”
“So your race has a religious charter as well?” asked
Jim.
“More of a belief in the unbelievable,” answered Thorati.
“But you, Jim, already know that life exists beyond the
physical, you travel there.”
“Yes, and I know it could be taken away as though it
never existed.” Jim stopped for a moment then asked, “Is your
Book of Spiritual Destiny a holy book?”
“The book is more historical than holy. It contains
writings of the great philosophers regarding life and their
visions that are inspired by our gift of telepathy. There are no
miracles or myths mentioned.”
“Do some of these visions have holy reverence?”
“No, not one of them, our ancestors believed that the
written word can be corrupted and the visions created from
unreliable sources. So only the actual story of the vision was
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placed in the historical archives.”
“There seems to have been a great wisdom
accumulated by your lineage.” Jim pondered on how near to
his own beliefs this was.
Thorati stood up and poured two glasses of a fruit
mixture, handing one to Jim before he sat down again. He took
two sips and then continued. “Our philosophies state that all
living beings are in charge of their own destiny. There are no
plans or hidden agenda’s for the Creator to intervene in the
way of life. In physical life, if someone dies it is not the fault of
the Creator. It is more likely to be a genetic defect, a planetary
fault or formation, a stressful body from a troubled mind or the
wickedness of humankind to itself. It is against the Creator’s
wish to intervene in the bubble of life.”
Thorati stopped, taking another drink from his glass.
“Through the years,” commented Jim. “Your race must
have had a spiritual connection.”
Thorati nodded. “Yes, I believe that is so,” he stated
thoughtfully. “It is understood that streams of spiritual thought
and communication are sent through the cosmos by the
Creator. There are messages of guidance to all beings. These
communications from on high are changed and manipulated
by the opposing entities.”
“W hat happens if the Creator does intervene?” asked
Jim.
“It is stated that the Creator has done this but once in
the life cycle of the bubble, as already stated by chastising and
demoting the opposing spirit entities. Now they are affecting all
life forms, manipulating and severely contorting the divine
messages. Only physical life is in danger. The Creator will not
destroy the astral or spiritual foundations of the bubble. If
physical life becomes so corrupt and despicable and two
dimensions are breached and interlocked, meaning it can no
longer exist in its present form, it will be destroyed.”
Jim raised his eyebrows in surprise. “All physical
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existence would be erased?”
“That is so, and then recreated over the next four billion
years.”
“W hat about the spiritual entities?”
“The ones that caused chaos and mayhem would be
severely reprimanded and flung into a dimension of their own
kind where they could no longer interfere in the physical
domain.“
Jim was somewhat disturbed by Thorati’s statement.
“Such destruction is unbelievable. How would it happen?”
“It would only be a matter of seconds before the
physical realm time would be abolished, causing all matter to
retreat back to the centre of the bubble. Galaxy will crash into
galaxy releasing such a burst of energy that it would destroy
that part of the bubble.”
Jim sat aghast at Thorati’s statement. The fact that all
physical life would cease to exist within a few seconds made
him speechless and then he spoke. “A reverse big-bang.”
On Thorati’s face came a forced smile. “We must do all
we can to stop this happening,” he said staring into Jim’s eyes.
“The renegade entities are getting stronger.”
“I’m just a man,” said Jim slightly overwhelmed but
positive. “But I will do all I can to stop it.”
“You may be just a physical entity,” replied Thorati in a
commanding tone. “Your physical thinking and input is
probably needed in the ethereal realm. I believe that few of the
higher entities are skilled in this type of action.”
*

*

*

IGC 15 circled the planet Mountera passing over the
city of Fortuna every hour. Bill Normanton smiled as Laurel
handed him a container of hot soup. He gladly took a sip and
then set it down. He was scanning the hologram picture of the
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planet below. A stream of light disrupted the three dimensional
image as Norman’s head and shoulders reformed in its place.
“SA Long has been separated from our party for two
hours,” said Norman, holding up his arm in front of his face
allowing the small square sleeve communicator to focus on his
face. “W e believe him to be safe and possibly with The
Hermit.”
“Thank you for the update,” nodded Normanton. “If you
should need assistance please inform immediately.”
“As soon as we all are back together,” continued
Norman. “W e shall return in the Probe.” Norman’s head slowly
dissolved and the hologram returned to the planetary scan.
In the engineering section, a gleaming white entity in
humanoid shape appeared and effortlessly floated towards the
main power pack generator and the smaller support system. A
surprised Donny Nevot turned towards the apparition and
stared at it as it hovered. In a sudden spurt, the white vision
seemed to evaporate into the main pack.
Two seconds later a violent shudder hit the IGC as it
turned sideways. Nevot went tumbling against the wall as a
sudden loss of power plunged the whole craft into darkness,
forcing the smaller support pack to initialise. The secondary
lighting flickered on and off as the entity made an exit, fading
from existence. Nevot ran to the main engineering console and
checked the readings on the hologram computer. Numbers
spun through the air in front of him, trying to calculate the
damage. He realised that with only the smaller support pack
working they could not achieve light speed or inter-dimensional
travel. He gave a grim look at the spinning numbers in the air
hoping that that the pack was undamaged. W aiting for
delivery and fitting of another power pack could take up to ten
days.
The numbers slowly emerged indicating a major fault in
the exterior supply line and showing the power level operating
at twenty-five percent. The information raised his hopes. Now
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he had to check the generation units.
The audio intercom scrambled a message from
Normanton. “W hat’s happening, Donny?”
“W e’ve had a visit from an entity,” replied Nevot. “It’s
disrupted the main pack. I’ll give my report in the next ten
minutes.” Nevot moved slowly towards the huge power pack. It
was rectangular in design and stretched a good 40 feet in
length and 15 feet high, 10 feet in depth. It was a selfcontained ‘cold’ nuclear energy creator with a life expectancy
of replacement every five years. The power and energy
supplied could feed a small city.
Nevot opened the small door on the side elevation and
entered into a small control room. He stood for a moment,
staring at the panels in front of him. As an engineer, he knew
the dangers he faced inside the pack. The instructors had
drilled into his memory that repairs should never attempted on
the inner core. If damaged, the whole pack would need
replacing. He keyed in the code numbers for the inner door
and watched as it slowly opened. A corridor stretched down
the middle with just enough height to walk down.
“W ell, here we go,” he mumbled to himself. Donny
inhaled air into his lungs and made his way in. Along the
gantry at certain intervals were three huge spheres each
showing a circular equatorial inspection window where a fierce
blue pulsating light cast eerie shadows on the smooth walls.
He walked around the last one heaving a sigh of relief when he
observed that all the spheres were working. He returned to the
antechamber and using a small sonic hand demagnetiser,
opened up the largest panel on the wall.
Inside were three large spheroid circuit boards. Two
appeared normal whilst the third was completely black. He
knew instantly that the circuits inside were burnt out and
useless. The spheroids acted like a fuse system to the whole
unit and controlled the power generated by the three main
modules.
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He then reported to Normanton on the flight deck his
head and shoulders appearing on the central hologram unit. “A
spheroid fuse element has been damaged in the power pack,”
he stated checking a communication note pad in his left hand.
“I do have a spare, but I need to shut down all power for five
hours to replace.”
“Are you sure you can repair it?” asked Normanton, who
fully understood the complexities of the power pack.
“Yes, I can,” answered Nevot. “As long as I am careful
and take my time.”
“Tell me when you are ready to proceed,” Normanton
instructed. “I will send all the crew to the emergency section
room. I will also try and speed up Clarke’s exit from the planet
in order to assist you.”
Nevot nodded, his hologram image disappearing from
view. He knew that the ES room had a small independent life
support system that would operate for twenty-four hours. If
anything did go wrong they still had the support pack although
they would be stuck at the planet for at least four weeks.
*

*

*

The mist lifted a little as Thorati and Jim Moved down
the mountain towards the cave where Norman and Gail were
waiting. Jim could see a distance of approximately twenty feet
around him as they reached the entrance. Jim turned to thank
the giant, but he had gone. He stepped into the cave and
shouted.
Gail appeared with Sarha and a rather dishevelled
Quillium with Norman at the rear.
“They’ve had trouble with an unknown entity up there,”
said Gail glancing upwards. “It’s the power pack.”
Jim grimaced for a moment as Norman explained.
“The creature burnt out the external spheroid
application injector. We have a replacement that will take five
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hours or so to fit. If that doesn’t work we are here for a month.”
“Let’s get back to the IGC, Nobby I think they’ll need
your steady hand and expertise.”
Norman nodded as he gazed down the mountain trail.
“So long has that damned entity doesn’t return.”
Jim smiled. “If it does Gail and I will go into astral body
and give it a fright.”
As she spoke the bland expression on Gail’s face made
Sarha laugh. “W ho will be frightening who?” she said with a
deadpan delivery.
*

*

*

On the IGC, Norman and Nevot started replacing the
damaged part. Jim and Gail were nearby in case of a return of
the entity. After three hours, Kelly Laurel operated the flight
deck as Normanton stepped through the matter transmitter
door into engineering.
“I’ve put an IGC on standby,” said Normanton as he
approached Jim. “It could be here in three days with an
engineering crew and we can all go back to base. Life support
has nearly run out here and on the flight deck. W e may have to
put environment suits on or go to the ES room.”
“W e have two of the best engineers on the job,” replied
Jim thoughtfully. “It depends on how much damage has been
done internally.”
Norman stepped through the door of the power pack
with a smudge of black on his cheek. “We’re just about to
switch on again.” Nevot stuck his thumb into the air and
pressed the large red button in the centre of the panel. A large
humming sound hit their ears as the large power pack and the
support pack fired into action. A large gust of air hit them as
the life support came back on.
The humming lasted for ten seconds and then
everything came to an abrupt stop.
The craft lurched
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sideways. Norman looked at the replacement fuse element. It
was completely black again and burnt out.
“There’s obviously something seriously wrong on the
output lines,” said Norman.
“Can it be fixed?” asked Jim.
“Although all the power is off,” replied Norman. “There is
a residual magnetic power fluxing at twenty percent throughout
the whole pack. W e would have to go inside to try and repair.”
“I’m not risking any lives,” stated Jim. He turned to
Normanton. “Request the IGC from Krakor; we will have to
accept a delay of six days to return.” Normanton nodded and
stepped through the matter transmitter door back to the flight
deck.
Norman spoke to Nevot. “Let’s put the support pack
back on and isolate the main pack ready for exchange.” Nevot
nodded and released a sigh. Now they would have to get to
work disconnecting three hundred and fifty outgoing cables.
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CHAPTER 5

Much to Jim’s annoyance, both he and his crew arrived
back at Krakor seven days later. They had left the new IGC,
now stranded for two weeks for a new power pack refit. “I’m
issuing a new order,” he said as they moved from the probe
craft and towards the elevators. “If I request you to be ready
for immediate projection it means I may need you with me on
the astral planes. Go to your quarters and rest your bodies
until you receive stand down instructions.” Gail and Norman
nodded, acknowledging Jim. He said he was making way to
operations and abruptly made way towards the headquarter
building.
For a moment, Norman stood with his mouth open. “It’s
best just to leave him at the moment,” said Gail, putting her
hand on his shoulder. “He’s annoyed with himself for getting
stranded around Mountera.”
“It wasn’t the bosses fault!” exclaimed Norman. “It’s
those damn spiritual aliens.” Gail smiled. Everything to
Norman not considered friendly was an alien.
“I know,” replied Gail. “That makes it worse. Having
things out of your control is not something that is easy to
accept. Come on let us go to the junior officers’ bar for a drink.
We’ve got twenty-four hours off.”
Jim walked into his office at headquarters and sat down
abruptly behind his desk. He took off his peaked cap, spinning
it onto a nearby chair. His was aware that his mood was
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irrational. Even if he could have foreseen that someone would
try to delay him, he could not have stopped it. The meeting
with The Hermit had been positive and revealing, making the
journey worthwhile.
He operated the small hologram viewer on his desk and
watched as the three dimensional picture expanded before him
showing the head and shoulders of an avatar secretary.
“Can I help?” she said.
For a second, he laughed. The thought that he was
talking to a cartoon although a humanised version tickled his
sense of humour but he somehow refrained from making an
illogical remark. “Can you tell me the availability of Supreme
Chief Officer Vanders?”
She spun completely round for a moment indicating that
she had an answer. “He should be returning to base in ten
days.”
Jim shut the hologram down as a warning bleep came
from the door.
“Enter.”
Professor Moreton walked in and stood in the doorway.
He wore a large grin on his face. “I hear we have a new IGC
that is stranded,” he said tongue in cheek.
“Don’t you start,” began Jim, beckoning him to the
nearest chair. “Have a seat, Rupert.”
The professor sat down and held a pad in his right
hand. “I’m most excited,” he said. “I hear you met The Hermit.”
Jim nodded as he stood up and poured them both a
drink of fruit juice. “There is an entity or entities that are directly
involved in slowing down my progress. They are now using
their own power to disrupt my craft and people close to me.”
“I can only reflect that this is being done because of
your search for knowledge,” replied Rupert.
“How can I react or fight against an ethereal being?” Jim
asked thoughtfully.
The professor pondered for a moment before
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answering. “I suppose you have to be in an ethereal form too.”
“You could be right,” replied Jim. “At least I could mount
a challenge of some kind.”
“From your report,” said the professor. “The Hermit
sounds intriguing.”
“Oh, he was a giant of a man, but most gentle and very
profound. What was really astounding was the fact that he is
eight hundred and eighty years old.”
“It makes our average of one hundred and fifty seem
insignificant.”
“Over that period he has amassed a huge knowledge
that is unfortunately full of speculation.”
“That also includes most races of humankind. No matter
how long our life span may be it is only the actualities that we
are witness to that are our truth. Even those distort and corrupt
with time. The rest is opinion and supposition.”
“There is something I didn’t mention in the report,” said
Jim, leaning forward with a grin.
The professor showed an element of surprise, his
eyebrows rose, completely intrigued. “It is unusual for an
officer of your standing to omit information,” he said with a little
finishing smile.
“My report to Vanders contains it,” said Jim, still
mysterious and playful.
“May a humble professor hear it?”
“I thought you’d never ask,” Jim replied his face
expressionless. “It’s pure speculation of course, but I think it is
true.”
“Alright, I’m hooked, tell me,” pleaded Rupert, chuckling
softly.
“Have you heard of the theory – the bubble of creation?”
“Scientists have speculated from time to time that we
exist in a spheroid shape.”
“W ell, the ancient giants believed that we exist in a
bubble of creation that has a thirty billion light year diameter.
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Contained within that bubble are three dimensional physical
and spiritual entities; all living in co-existence but at different
frequencies.”
The professor nodded with an expression of studious
contemplation. “W e know some of that to be true. Your
bracelets work using different vibrations. However, I don’t think
we will find out about the thirty billion light years.” He stopped
talking, bending his head down slightly and to one side.
“W here does the Creator come into this?”
“I was told by Thorati that the Creator exists outside the
bubble, allowing its inhabitants free will without interference.”
Jim replied. “There are also many messages of divine
guidance being sent or transmitted throughout the cosmos.”
“Thorati is The Hermit?” Jim nodded yes. “I presume
that within the bubble there is resistance to divine rule?”
questioned Rupert.
“That is what I was told,” Jim replied.
“It coincides with the general consensus of all religions,”
said the professor. “If you have Gods or Goddesses they will
appose each other. If you have one God there will be an
opposite who resists.”
“You mean, like the Devil?”
“Very much so, both the Devil and God are seen as
somewhat ambivalent. They require people to worship them,
but also practise free will. Free will invites you to worship one
or the other. If the controls of collective or individual minds are
coerced free will is lost. I personally do not see God as having
any such feelings as a human. Jealousy and other such
thoughts would not be part of an omnipotent Creator, but those
thoughts could be manipulated by a sub creature of the spirit.”
“You put it so eloquently,” said Jim, shuddering at the
thought. “One thing is certain; I seem to be in the frame for
one hell of a battle.”
The professor frowned for a moment at the word battle.
“You are going to battle someone?” he said with an expression
151

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

of intrigue on his face.
“The short version from The Hermit,” said Jim in
earnest. “If any realms of the physical are breached by the
spiritual, the Creator will suspend time.”
“W hat then would happen?” asked the professor.
“The physical realms would be completely destroyed.”
Moreton stared hard at Jim in disbelief. “Because they
are the only realms governed by time,” he said speaking his
thoughts aloud. “It’s a devastating thought.” He looked down
briefly, absorbing the impact of the words, and then into Jim’s
eyes. “The spirit realms would be untouched because there is
no time scale.”
“That is correct,” answered Jim. “There would be a
complete collapse of the physical part of the bubble. All
physical matter and antimatter would be completely
restructured. W e’d be re-created over 3 to 5 billion years.”
“W hat a horrendous speculation,” continued the
professor. “It would mean all the atoms in the physical
domains coming completely apart.” His face showed a look of
surprise and consternation. “I presume there would have to be
another big bang as both sections of matter collide again.
Does that mean that the spiritual realms would be full and
governed by the dissenting entities until time was again reestablished allowing physical rebirth?”
“That wasn’t discussed,” replied Jim holding out his
open hands. “But it is a very interesting supposition.”
The professor sat back in his chair and closed his eyes
shaking his head. “Sometimes I feel that I am over gifted with
imagination,” he said opening his eyes again. “I am curious as
to your feelings when you project in spiritual form.”
Jim looked to his desk, giving a small pout with his lips
and shrugged his shoulders. “It’s quite difficult to explain. It all
seems to originate from the brain.”
“Yet you carry your mirror body with you when you
project,” said the professor.
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“W ell, yes,” continued Jim trying to find words of
explanation. “The mirror body reflects the physicality, but is not
necessary for a long term ethereal existence. Therefore, the
purpose is more a comfort or an aid.”
“Can you change shapes?” asked the professor.
“I really don’t know. I’ve never tried,” said Jim
contemplatively. “I was told that it is some kind of temporal
quantum micro-physics, unseen in physical existence and is at
the centre of our biological computers.”
“The brain.”
“Yes,” said Jim. “When activated it spreads over the
whole physical frame and carries the mirror image away.”
“So when you die your existence changes to complete
energy like everything else?” queried Rupert, nodding his
head.
“You tell me,” laughed Jim. “You’re the scientist.”
“I am amazed and overwhelmed with the thought that
both you and our Supreme Officer can become immaterial
entities, controlled by two solid bracelets,” Moreton
commented.
Jim looked down at his wrists and then held them
forward. “W hen seen they looked solid, when touched they feel
solid but they fluctuate perfectly with the contours of my
wrists.”
The activation of the hologram communicator in the
centre of the desk diverted their attention. The female avatar
secretary appeared. “Chief, M.S. Artono would like to see you
at the medical centre,” she said.
“I’ll be right there,” Jim replied. He was now concerned,
knowing that it was something to do with Janine. He looked at
the time on his cuff communicator and moved quickly to the
door. “I’ll see you later Rupert.” The professor nodded,
following Jim through the door.
Jim walked into the room where Janine lay and watched
as Artono adjusted the bowl and took a reading. She did not
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seem to be awake. She just laid there with her eyes closed, a
picture of serenity. He hated personal issues because being in
love increased the emotive power within and curbed his
practical and calculated performance. “Is everything alright?”
he asked, knowing instinctively that it was not.
“The monitors suddenly became very quiet,” said Artono
gesturing with his hand to the screen above her head.
“She is alright?” Jim asked again with concern.
“Her life signs are perfectly stable,” replied Artono. “But
it is as if she isn’t there.”
“Is she in a coma?”
“I would say yes under normal circumstances,”
answered Artono, shaking his head in confusion. “Her brain
patterns are tremendously active for it to be a coma.”
Jim stared at her still form and nodded. He knew she
was somewhere out-of-body, but where? He placed his left
hand on hers and the bracelet glowed intermittently. Thoughts
cascaded into his head, including a cavern, a room full of
lights, and a strange greyness. Why was she out-of-body? As
far as he knew, she had never projected naturally. Had
someone enhanced her psychic power? He wanted to project
right there and then, but Artono would not understand. Not to
mention, that Jim would be in the same state as Janine.
“Please inform me if the situation changes,” said Jim to
Artono.
Artono nodded and Jim excused himself, racing directly
back to his office.
Normally if Jim was using the bracelets, he would only
project in an emergency. Otherwise, to be completely safe he
needed to go to the centre of Krakor, which was a protected
area for his physical presence. He classed this immediately as
a personal emergency. “Avatar, inform Farmer and Clarke to
be ready for immediate projection and please take any
messages.” Jim knew they would be prepared because they
had rested in their quarters. The hologram viewer lit up for
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three seconds confirming the instruction.
He sat back in his padded chair and relaxed, slowly
activating the right wrist bracelet. He felt his mirror body
leaving the chair floating just above. There was a rushing
sound around him as his thoughts concentrated on Janine and
he re-formed at her bedside. Artono was standing at the side
of the bed staring at the three dimensional brain activity
monitor. He had never seen such graphic movement of brain
functionality in a comatose patient. She was showing all the
traits of physical activity yet her body was unmoving and still. A
glowing silver chord was projecting from her head
disappearing through the roof above. Jim knew it was the life
chord of a projected physical entity. Like himself, anyone who
departed out-of-body left a silver trail. As the mirror body
moved further away, the silver trail seemed to disappear as it
stretched into infinity but it still held the two together. Jim
placed his body into the chord willing his mind to follow
Janine’s trail.
He experienced the familiar sound of rushing air as his
form dissolved into a string of light and sped through the roof.
His ethereal body slowly materialised in the middle of some
kind of passageway. The walls were smooth with interior
lighting placed at various intervals along its length. He turned
gradually in both directions evaluating which way to go. Then
he caught a brief glimpse of Janine. She moved across his line
of vision in the T-junction some three hundred yards away. In a
second, she was gone and he had not been able to call out to
her. Jim moved quickly down the corridor and turned the
corner moving through a flat doorway of pure light. It threw him
into a huge hall.
Many voices were talking and a ten-piece band was
playing a haunting ballad. Jim jerked back, slightly amazed at
the unexpected sight. W ho was this crowd of people? They
were dressed in a varying costumes and fancy dress. Some
were animals, the kind he had never seen. Others wore long
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dresses and some were in armour. The whole scene seemed
utterly bizarre. He browsed the room searching for some kind
of normality. In the far corner was a woman in a long
streaming dress that cascaded onto the floor. Her face was
unmasked and very beautiful with a transfixed gaze looking
across the hall.
He approached and spoke. “I wonder if you could tell
me where I am?” Jim stated, looking into her eyes. There was
no reply as she just stared rigidly ahead. He lifted up his hand
to touch her shoulder and it just disappeared through her body.
“A mirage,” he exclaimed aloud. He turned and watched the
others in the hall realising that this was a specially constructed
ethereal environment held together by an entity or mind.
He knew that the astral worlds had a strange common
reality and these apparitions created were pure fabrication.
Someone was playing mind games and Janine was the
principal target. He moved round the room watching the
various played games and then exited through another door.
He entered a sea landscape with a strong wind against
his face. On the edge of the beach stood a woman in a long
flowing dress, waving to a yacht moored nearby. An elderly
man appeared on deck and waved back, beckoning her to the
craft. She moved swiftly to the waters edge and then stepped
forward. Her feet did not sink into the water but stayed on top
as she ran across the surface laughing wildly. Jim recognised
the laugh immediately. It was Janine.
He ran down the beach shouting loudly, but she did not
seem to hear him. At the waters edge he stopped for a
moment before stepping forward and sinking into the sea. The
water reached his chest and he pushed forward again, now
swimming towards the craft. He knew that whoever was
creating this vision was making it difficult for him.
He thought, is this the real Janine or another
manufactured vision?
As he approached the yacht, swimming strongly against
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a difficult current it started to move away. He stopped and trod
water as it gradually departed into the distant sea. He reached
the beach again and as he left the water, he became instantly
dry.
He shook his head in annoyance. “Remember you’re on
the astral planes,” he snarled aloud in self-chastisement.
Closing his eyes, he concentrated on the movement of the
yacht in the distance, which caused him to rise slowly some
twenty feet in the air. Try as he may he could not initiate
movement in any direction, a clear indication that unknown
forces were manipulating the surrounding environment. The
evoked thought suddenly flung him out to sea at the same
height and on to the deck of the yacht.
There was no sign of Janine or the man on the ghostly
vessel. “Janine,” he shouted, moving to the cabin below and
searching the whole craft. He floated up through the open
hatch and back on to the deck, slowly rising above and
climbing upwards as he concentrated on Janine. The ship was
a mere speck below as he was hurtled around in a strange
spiral vortex that flung him into another environment. As he
again moved downward, he could see a large expanse of
green fields and trees below with a small castle and several
habitats with thatched roofs. Slowly touching the ground, he
set off at a brisk pace down the small road that curved upward
to the castle.
The castle was not large, but had a looming doorway
that must have been some twenty feet high. Huge windows
were scattered all over the exterior of the castle, which
seemed to be at least five storeys in height. Each storey was
approximately twenty-five feet in elevation. The whole
structure was unnatural in perspective, yet seemed functional
and realistic. Advancing slowly forward Jim found himself
outside one of the small cottages. Bending down he tried to
peer inside one of the windows.
A voice boomed out behind him. “You are so rude. Why
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are you looking in my window?”
Jim turned and saw the source of confrontation. It was
an elf-like creature armed with a sword. “My apologies.” Jim
chuckled, surprised by the small humanoid with pointed ears.
“Why do you laugh?” asked the elf, expressing
indignation in his tone.
Jim sighed. “Elves are just folklore in my world,” replied
Jim.
“Humans are just mythical creatures in my world,”
concluded the elf with a scowl. “But here in the astral everyone
mixes together.”
“I am sorry for troubling you,” said Jim, turning and
nodding his head.
“Are you looking for someone?” the elf inquired
nonchalantly.
Jim felt manipulated and gave the small man a quizzical
look. Okay, I can play this game, he thought. “Do you think I
am looking for someone?” Jim stated, looking innocently at the
elf.
“If you were,” said the elf with a knowing nod towards
the castle. “She would be in there.”
“How would you know that?” asked Jim now irritated by
not knowing what was happening and the elf did. “What is this
place, another concocted environment made for me to
flounder?”
“I am in the environment of the owner of the castle,”
replied the elf. “It’s specially constructed to suit our species.
Humans and our kind do not mix well. We are segregated.”
Jim was surprised there were no astral mirages this
time, the elf was possibly telling the truth. The constructed
people mirages could not speak or react with others, more like
animated essence of lifelike dummies. Jim now intrigued by
the elf and of how he knew who was in the castle asked a
question. “I ask again,” said Jim. “How do you know of a
human female in the castle?”
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“Because she stood on the very spot where you are
now and asked who was in the castle,” replied the elf. “I told
her it was the owner of this environment.”
“I presume she was inquisitive to see the castle and its
owner?” invited Jim.
“She was keen to explore,” added the elf. “She was
such a happy person with different facial expressions.”
“That’s Janine,” answered Jim thoughtfully as he turned
to walk towards the castle. “Thank you for your help.” The elf
nodded his head and entered into the cottage, closing the
door.
“All this to me is mythology and legend,” he said aloud
to himself as he entered through the huge doorway of the
castle. “That there are such beings as fairies, elves, and
goblins. Who would believe this?” Fables and stories attributed
to the imagination, thought Jim. Obviously, there are such
worlds in other realities. His mind wandered and pondered on
the subject. There were some nasty things in the land of
fables, including trolls and dragons yet the elf had seemed
nice and helpful.
Once in the large courtyard, Jim stopped and gazed at
two huge windows above, deciding to have a look inside
before entering. Floating gently upwards, he stepped quickly
onto the protruding windowsill. He saw a large room with a
very high ceiling containing two chairs and a gigantic table
upon which was placed a goblet of wine 2 feet high. The
entrance of a giant quickly superseded realisation of what this
meant. The giant was about 20-feet high and his facial
features and body was distinctively human. He sat down
taking a sip of the wine and then stared at Jim in the window.
“Do come in,” said the giant. “I don’t eat people on the
astral plane, it would be quite impossible.”
“That’s very kind of you,” said Jim, acknowledging the
giants humour with a nod of his head and a grin. A giant with
humour, he thought. This is unusual. He floated down from the
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window and onto the table feeling quite safe in astral form.
“Does your mythical world exist in physical form?” he asked.
“Does your mythical human world exist in physical
form?” said the giant throwing the question back at Jim.
“We are mythical legends to you?” said Jim showing a
look of surprise.
“You are,” replied the giant, nodding his head slowly.
“You are in all our best fiction stories.”
“This is unbelievable,” blurted out Jim, shaking his head
and grinning.
“Your stories of humankind are also unbelievable,”
answered the giant indignantly. “The fact that money rules
your whole existence is very unconvincing.”
Jim became serious for a moment. “Not all of
humankind is ruled by finance. Some species in early
development think it is intelligent to manipulate money on a
grand scale. In the end, it has always proven to be their
downfall. Greed and jealousy become the cause of misery.”
“In our world greed and jealousy create the same result.
Is it true that the humans were driven by manipulation of a
money market?” asked the giant.
“Some were,” replied Jim sadly.
“What happened to them?” The giant was inquisitive.
“Their culture was destroyed from within.”
“That must be a terrible disaster for any country.”
“Oh, it happened to many planets, not just countries,”
said Jim. “Then they had to search and develop new ideas.”
He suddenly realised that he was debating with a fictional
character that until now he had never realised existed. He
became aware that somehow these were distractions from his
quest to find Janine. He turned his head and looked around
the huge room. “I believe you have a human woman here?”
“Of course, yes there is a woman in the castle.” The
giant showed no surprise at the question. “She seems to be in
some kind of world of her own.”
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Jim frowned. “Why do you say that?”
“You can see for yourself,” said the giant then calling
out to her. “Are you there little lady?”
Jim looked down at the floor as Janine ran through the
doorway. “Janine!” he shouted as she turned and looked
upward. She saw him and her face showed a happy smile then
she pouted.
“How did you get up there?” she asked, gazing up at
him.
Jim held out his right hand beckoning to her. “Just think
and you’ll come to me.” She raised her right arm and screwed
up he eyes in thought. She then completely disappeared and
reappeared on the edge of the table. She ran towards him both
arms extended and then grasped him in a huge hug.
“What are you doing here in my dream?” she asked
looking into his eyes for a moment. Jim slightly raised his
eyebrows and said nothing.
Obviously her belief is some kind of dream scene, he
thought looking at the giant’s tranquil face. Of course, giants
and elves, an abnormal reality. He did not want to spoil her
visions, but he had to tell her. “Janine, listen to me.” She
stopped hugging him and then stared at him with one of her
funny expressions. “You are not in a dream.”
“I’m not,” she said with a puzzled frown. “Then where
a m I? ”
“You are having an out-of-body experience,” he replied
as gently as he could.
In deep thought for a few seconds, her face remained
passive. “But I feel real and solid,” she said clenching her
hands together and shaking them.
He took hold of her hands and spoke softly. “We are
both in ethereal spiritual form, watch.” He held out her arm and
swung his own in a fast downward movement. The arms
passed through each other with a faint visual distortion. She
stared in amazement at her arm in realisation and then her
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gaze moved up into his eyes.
“Where’s my real body?” she said in a shaky voice.
“Quite safe, Janine,” he replied trying to comfort her.
“You are still in the hospital.”
“I remember,” she said thoughtfully. “Is this what you do
with your bracelets?”
Jim nodded. “You must go back, Janine,” he said.
“Can’t I stay with you,” she pleaded.
“We both must go back,” he said firmly. “This
environment is not our astral plane; someone is creating this
vision for you.”
“I don’t understand,” she said mystified by it all.
“Giant,” said Jim turning towards him. “Please change
the environment.”
The giant squinted perplexed by the question. “I am not
able to change anything,” he said.
“As the owner of the castle you can change the vision,”
responded Jim.
“I am not the owner of the castle,” replied the giant
looking up at the vast ceiling above. “They are.”
For a few seconds they both saw two white glowing
entities above that quickly evaporated from view.
“Who are they?” demanded Jim, annoyed as he stared
at the ceiling.
“Just the higher entities that make and create our
environment,” answered the giant, seemingly puzzled by Jim’s
question.
“How do I speak to them?”
“You don’t,” said the giant. “If they so wish they will talk
to you.”
Jim turned to talk to Janine, her body quickly dissolved
in the air, possibly transcending to another realm. Jim was
frustrated and perplexed by the actions of the entities. “Why
are they manipulating her movements and environments?”
queried Jim of the giant.
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The giant thought for a moment before answering.
“Some entities try to protect, others decide to joke with us; it is
part of their mischievous nature.”
Enough was enough, Jim thought. He started
concentrating on Janine. A spiral of air spun him around as a
large popping sound caused the scene to change quickly. He
found himself on a large flat transparent plane with a wooded
landscape above and below. The sensation was like walking
on air. Trees extended through the transparency and upwards
to great heights, like walking on a thin layer of Perspex that
stretched for miles in every direction.
It was a surreal landscape and difficult to comprehend.
The two beings of light are playing with me, thought Jim trying
to think rationally. They are leading me on a chase to find
Janine and when I reach her, they take her away, and I have
no answer for it. He concentrated trying to dissolve through the
transparent walkway but found he could not. He then knew he
was once again in a controlled environment and not the open
astral planes. He had to try to convince Janine to return to her
body now, but she was utterly mesmerised by what was
happening.
The harrowing visions subjected on her had gone and in
its place were these conjured worlds of the astral. In Janine’s
eyes, this was a wonderful playful romp, a never-ending
picture of delight. To Jim it was a frustrating chase that was
impeding his investigations of the astral. Both her physical and
ethereal bodies did not seem to be in danger, he thought
gazing down at the lush green grass below. Suddenly, Janine
came into view moving slowly between two huge trees. He
tried to attract her attention by waving his arm in the air, which
did not work. She looked upwards gazing straight at him into
the pink tinted sky and then ran forward into an open grass
area. He could see her, but he now knew that she could not
see him. The entities had somehow split the whole landscape
into two sections with the upper part acting like a one-way
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The giant had called them mischievous. Jim called
them iniquitous creatures with great powers. He could not
contend their mastery and domination of this ethereal world.
Only Janine could release herself by returning to her physical
reality. He floated slowly upwards to the top of the tallest trees
touching one of the leafy branches that extended towards him.
For a fleeting moment, he gazed down on the scene below. An
idea flashed through his mind – could he dissolve through the
transparent walkway with sheer force. Closing his eyes, he
plunged downward at great speed passing through the
walkway in slow motion.
The change was completely unexpected. He had left
the vision of the big trees behind and had entered a dark
forbidding landscape of scattered small hills and strange
vegetation. In the sky above were four yellow moons spaced
erratically and at varying distances. The vegetation around him
was of a mushroom and oval shaped variety swaying on small
and large stems from the ground below. “Where the hell am I
now?” he exclaimed aloud, looking down at his right bracelet.
“Damn I need someone to talk to.”
The bracelet glowed for a moment and then two
streams of light came from the darkened sky and slowly
materialised into Gail and Norman. Norman blinked and stared
around with his mouth open.
“Are both your physical bodies’ safe?” asked Jim. He
knew that his bracelets had called them and was concerned
for their safety.
They both nodded in answer. “We got your message to
stand by. This is a strange place,” remarked Gail, looking at
the moons above. “Is it an unknown planetary system?”
“I believe it is some kind of an astral equivalent,” said
Jim. “It was created by two entities who are leading me on a
chase.”
“What are you chasing boss?” enquired a puzzled
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Norman.
“Janine,” replied Jim. “These entities have pulled her
out of body. The only good thing is that her terrible visions
have ceased for the moment. I’ve been through several
environments already and spoken to her.”
“Is she aware of what’s happening?” said Gail.
Jim nodded. “I spoke to her briefly but they keep taking
her away and I can’t say that I blame her for not wishing to
return to those nightmare visions.”
“So she could be in danger?” Norman was trying to
evaluate the probabilities.
“Not at the moment,” Jim began. “But in the long term I
don’t know how it will affect her.”
For a brief moment, Gail smiled. She was very aware of
Jim’s personal feelings for Janine. She had already noted the
slight tenseness that surrounded him; she had no doubt that
he was in love and becoming over protective and slightly
vulnerable. “Then let’s see if we can find her and project her
back,” she stated
“I shouldn’t really be asking you to do this,” said Jim for
a moment slightly relaxing. “It probably is a private matter.”
“Well, no, we are a team,” replied Gail, putting
everything into perspective. “We are being prevented from
investigating other matters of the astral.”
“I’m with you all the way, boss,” added Norman with a
strong sense of comradeship.
“Then let’s see what happens this time,” said Jim. He
was pleased that the team was now operating in the
unbelievable worlds of the astral.
They floated to the top of one of the higher hills
searching the horizon for any signs of activity. The
environment, although weird and unreal, seemed tranquil and
calm. There were no buildings or structures to be seen, only
large contours of the land mass stretching for miles in the
distance. There was a definite feeling of isolation between
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them as Norman stared down at the ground. He became an
almost comical sight as his body slowly became horizontal
face down, his vision fixed on a track on the surface below.
Several tracks stretched down the slope of the hill like large
sunken curved train lines.
“Quite unusual,” remarked Jim with a smile. “You’d
better return to normal or you could be mistaken for a table.”
Norman grunted and slowly moved upright again touching both
feet back on the ground.
“I think I’m getting the hang of this out of body
business,” he stated with a big grin.
“There’s nothing left for us to do than follow the tracks.”
Gail’s statement brought them back to the environment.
“We’ll take it slowly,” Jim said quietly, beckoning
forward with his right arm and then following the tracks. Gail
followed behind and Norman rose slowly into the air still trying
to emulate his past levitation. He concentrated on movement
floating slowly forward in the air and then in a streak of light,
fast forward. His body emerged some hundred yards down the
track like a cartoon character making a sudden stop.
Gail glanced at him and did not hide her disapproval as
they approached his position in the valley below. “I should walk
first and then learn to fly.”
Without warning, a huge rock-like spheroid appeared at
the top of the hill opposite and sped downwards at great speed
behind the grinning Norman. Before Jim and Gail could shout,
it crunched into Norman disintegrating into small particles
making his mirror body shudder become intermittent and then
disappear. Jim and Gail projected to the exact position where
Norman had been but could see nothing.
“Where could he have gone,” stuttered Gail, turning to
Jim for an answer.
Stunned by the quickness of the spheroid Jim grimaced
for a moment. “It can’t have damaged his ethereal body,” he
said not completely convinced of his own words.
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Norman’s voice behind them caused them to turn
quickly. “What happened?” he asked. His shimmering figure
returned to normality and his voice was slightly off pitch. “I
seemed to go to sleep, or it felt that way.”
Jim sighed and grinned. “That’s the only way you can
rest on the astral, it’s like going to sleep in the physical world. I
thought you might have returned to your body.”
“For a moment I thought I did,” replied Norman slightly
blinking. “Is this some kind of obstacle course?”
Gale stared around at the hills on either side as more
spheroids started to appear. “We seem to be skittles in a game
of bowls,” she said. “Someone is trying to delay us.”
“I’d hate to live on the real planet where this happens,”
growled Norman turning to Jim. “What do we do boss?”
“Link arms,” said Jim as Gail linked her left arm to Jim’s
right and Norman to his left. Several spheroids started a fast
descent towards them down the three surrounding hills. Just
as they were going to impact, Jim rose into the air taking Gail
and Norman with him. “Concentrate on where Janine might
be.” The spheroids crashed together with a huge explosive
force as the three above disappeared. Their combined
thoughts changed the vision around them and for a second,
even Gail gasped aloud.
They were floating in space some two hundred miles
above a planet that was in the throes of creation and
populated with huge spewing volcanoes. All three were
standing in space gazing down at an unbelievable vista. Even
Jim was mesmerised by the scene that was taking place on
the astral plane. The atmosphere below was fraught with huge
clouds that spiralled across the rocky surface showing large
impact craters and fiery chasms of molten lava. Unseen by
them orbiting the planet behind was a large circular space
station. It was upon them quickly and they were most surprised
to find themselves melting through its outer perimeter.
Still linked together they touched down on the floor of
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the corridor below. “That was amazing,” said Gail first. “That
would be impossible in physical form.”
“Whoever these entities are,” said Norman shaking his
head in disbelief. “They are showing us some scary yet
wonderful sights.”
“Let’s not forget,” said Jim. “We’re all here because we
though of Janine. This display is being put on for her.”
They unlinked arms and Jim moved down the
passageway with Gail and Norman close behind. They
reached a large observation room that was completely
transparent and paused. Jim gazed down once again at the
planet below.
“I presume she must be in the near vicinity,”
commented Gail, glancing quickly with her eyes around the
empty room.
“She’s there,” said Norman pointing to the right. “She’s
heading down towards that volcano at quite a speed.”
“She always was inquisitive,” growled Jim in
exasperation. “Join arms let’s see if we can catch her.”
Janine was now hurtling towards the volcano as if
hypnotised by its savage beauty. The attraction was mentally
pulling her fast towards a two-mile high lava stream emitting
from the huge orifice below. She was in no danger in astral
form, but to her everything looked real and solid. Nearing the
orifice of spewing lava caused her to panic as she tried to stop
her descent. Her mental powers, which were underdeveloped
in the astral, threw her mind into turmoil as she thrashed about
with her arms and legs until her mirror body slowly turned into
a stream of light and disappeared.
Gail, Norman, and Jim were all plummeting down
behind Janine and saw her stream of light evaporate, causing
Jim to stop and hover to the side of the orifice. “Have the
entities moved her on again?” queried Norman.
Jim shook his head. “I don’t think so,” he replied
thoughtfully. “She didn’t just disappear this time. Her body
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turned into a stream of light. When you are frightened and
panicked you likely make a quick return back to your body.”
“Let’s hope that that is the case,” said Gail hopefully.
“Time to return,” said Jim. “Contact me on arrival.”
The three mirror bodies altered into a flow of light
energy and dispersed.
Janine gave forth a huge gasp of air sitting upright in
her hospital bed. A startled Artono put his hand gently on her
shoulder. “Are you all right?” he asked concerned by her
abrupt movement.
For a moment, her eyes rolled and then refocused
staring up at his caring face. “Yes, I think so,” she said, slowly
removing the bowl around her head. She pulled one of her
comical expressions on her face. “I’ve been in some
wonderfully strange places.”
“W hat about your visions?” Artono was now curious that
they seemed to have ceased.
“Those horrible apparitions have gone,” she declared
with her mouth open and her expression now bland.
“I’m glad to hear it,” said Artono. “Now lay back down
and we’ll do a full observation check for twenty-four hours.”
She nodded and lay back on her pillow, quickly
grabbing Artono’s arm. “I even saw Jim.” She then released
his arm with a puzzled look on her face. “It must have been
some kind of dream.” Artono nodded and smiled, pleased that
the images she had been suffering were now gone.
He raised his arm to view the hologram as a soft
bleeping sound activated the imager on his cuff.
Jim’s head and shoulders appeared from a phase of
colours. “How is Janine?” he asked with a slight frown.
“She’s fine,” answered Artono. “The images have gone
and if you wish you can call and see her. I’m putting her under
observation for 24 hours and then releasing her for light duty.”
The frown left Jim’s face as he nodded in relief. “Thank
you. I’ll be there shortly.” Jim had one more thing to do. He
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operated the hologram viewer again. “Give me a conference
line to Clarke and Farmer.” Two of the modules at the edge of
the desk lit up with a stream of colours coming from each and
then evolving into head and shoulders of the two.
Gail spoke first. “Is Janine back?”
“She is,” replied Jim. “I’m just on my way to see her. I
now don’t know whether they were friendly entities or not, but
she has been cured of her nightmare visions.”
Norman’s face screwed up. “W hy do you think they
might have been friendly?” asked a confused Norman.
“Because they cured her.” Gail responded with a shake
of her head contemplating Norman’s blank expression. “Or
through them she cured herself with fright,”
“Ah,” Norman grunted in realisation.
“Obviously the trip into the astral has taken away the
dimensional visions,” explained Jim.
“So there is possibly someone in the astral who is on
your side!” Norman exclaimed.
“Possibly,” replied Jim. “But I fear there are more things
about to happen.” He stood up with a smile. “Nevertheless,
now I’m off to see Janine.” The two holograms faded from view
as he left the office.
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Chapter.6 .
The Planet of Xenorat.
The mortal inhabitants of this wondrous planet were as
near to spiritual form as was possible. Some of the elders
could vibrate their bodies and trans-morph to travel to and
from the astral realm without causing physical death. In
physical form many had the characteristics of human frailty
such as tall or short, beautiful or plain, and most with an
enhanced purity of soul. All exercised free will, the right to
choose their own path through life. Many reached out to other
planets to try to share their idyllic civilisation with other creeds.
The people of Xenorat led a fruitful life, self-sustained and
motivated by developing peaceful scientific study.
Bonding between male and female was a ritual for the
propagation of children. Life was never dull because of the
many trades and businesses that thrived throughout the
beautifully landscaped planet. The free will they cherished was
bestowed upon them by who they believed to be God the
Creator. It was given to all mortals. This free will was usually a
strong positive force, but also displayed the negative side of
existence. The will to form ones own destiny throughout life
was a strong motivation that had all the pitfalls of argument
and emotion mixed with a need to work for each other.
Jealousy, hate, greed, and lust still prevailed in small
communities around the planet.
As always with free will, the deeds of some mortals
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were not as pure as the many. The government warned of
attacking moon pirates within their solar system, but as of yet
none had attacked the planet.
The beautiful landscape shimmered in the strong
sunlight as modest lightly clad men and women walked
through the clean city streets of the capitol, Routa. Tall elegant
buildings made of light blue stone raised majestically some fifty
storeys high reaching up to the blue sky above. The
countryside filled with fields of varying colours and sizes with
trees supporting all year round blossoms from dark brown
stems. Small waterfalls cascaded gently downwards from the
mountains to rivers of dark blue that mirrored the sky. In a
small village some fifty miles from the city was a stone built
cottage by the river.
Outside on a small sign by the gate read the name,
Mushtandar. Two men sat in the garden. The young one,
Atorica, turned and spoke. "Mushtandar, when will you join the
council again?"
The older man thought for a moment before answering.
"Atorica, I have been banished by the other elders because of
my extreme views," he said in truth his eyes narrowing with
annoyance. "They will not accept me back unless I change my
views." The young man nodded and was not aware that he
only knew half the story. He had been one of Professor
Mushtandar's top pupils at the Academy of Excellence. He
looked to him for advancement, hoping that one day he would
be able to vibrate into spiritual existence.
"I do not understand the harshness of your being
expelled from the Council of Elders," said Atorica with concern.
"I did not abide by the rules and tried to open my own
bank," said Mushtandar, his voice filled with exasperation. The
young man looked puzzled for a moment. "I want to trade with
my own money and they will not allow it."
"But we all receive the same monetary subsistence,"
queried Atorica. "There is enough to live on and be happy, all
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our amusements are free."
"You will never understand what I am talking about,"
replied Mushtandar quietly. "I wish to return to the glorious
days of trading with your own money."
"I know very little about banks and trading, but isn't that
gambling?"
Mushtandar's eyes sparkled for a moment and then
dimmed. "Yes, a kind of gambling where an individual can
become very rich," he replied.
"W hy would you want to be rich?" answered a confused
Atorica. "No one here is rich and no one is poor."
"Yes it is rather perfect, isn't it? I want to build my own
castle and live in it," said a smiling Mushtandar. Then his face
changed to a grimace. "It's not so simple. On the astral plane, I
see humans whose physical lives used to gamble on the stock
exchange and become millionaires overnight. They still trade
on the astral planes although it seems meaningless as there is
no real money."
"In our world we don't have what you call stock
exchanges and banks only handle the distribution of money.
Do you still travel the astral plane?"
"No," said Mushtandar sadly. "The elders have taken
that away from me. I am useless to you now as a lecturer.
You must find someone else." Atorica was naive to the fact
that Mushtandar had become hooked on financial gambling
and this habit did not have practical merit in their civilisation.
Atorica bid farewell with a great sadness as he stood on
one side of Mushtandar's travel station. The structure that
looked like an empty doorframe standing in the middle of the
garden was a travel portal to other destinations. He knew this
was their last meeting. He waved and stepped through his
body dissolving, his atoms carried to another destination.
Watching him go, Mushtandar sat and meditated for a
while. A strange rage consumed him. How was indignant at
the elders audacity to take away his right to vibrate. He
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concentrated hard, trying to change his body to the astral
frequency but failing. The elders had taken away the skill to
transfer his body to spirit because they said his mind desired
corruption. Unfortunately, for him the change of vibration was a
generated transmission by the collective of all elders. W ithout
their expertise, he could not venture into the astral realms.
He knew the dangers of travelling into these realms
whilst still attached to his human form. To the physical world
many parts of the astral were like a paradise, other parts were
not so idyllic. There were sections where the soul lay in
torment torturing itself, ready to be cleansed of worldly sins.
Through time, many of the demented souls overcame their
dilemma and progressed upward into the mental planes others
blackened and withered into an un-being and the death of
deaths.
His knowledge now extended beyond the physical
known universe to another existence with its own progression
and principles. I may be a gambler, he thought. My gambling is
under control, I only want to create financial markets to have
fun. He completely missed the point that the rest of the elders
did not share his idea of fun. They had seen throughout their
long history a catastrophic chain of events that had plunged
their world into disaster. Crazed financial markets had
obliterated rationality in never ending cycles, making the
eternal greed of many mortals beyond satisfaction.
After an hour of deliberation, he stood up taking out of
his pocket a small remote control box and keyed in a
destination. Stepping through the portal, he heard a slight
buzzing sound as the picture instantly changed to the inside of
a third floor city building. In two steps, he had left his garden
and reached the Office of the Elders. W alking slowly down the
corridor, he reached the large circular carved doorway.
Mushtandar's body image slightly shimmered upon entering as
ten padded chairs placed in a circle came into vision. He
stopped abruptly. Now he had to wait for the signal. A glowing
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chair to his right gave him the indication to sit. He then sat
back in the comfortable chair and waited.
He knew the elders were all there sitting in their chairs
in a higher vibratory correlation. Time seemed to go very slow
as the chair opposite began to glow with a yellow tinge starting
in the centre and slowly expanding outwards in and around its
structure. He was watching the Doppler effect of
transformation that he had achieved many times before.
Sadness showed on his face at the thought that he could no
longer visit the astral planes. The light around the chair
intensified rapidly, forming into the shape of a seated man.
The image remained blurred as the skeletal structure formed
and the various organs and veins, and arteries came into view
followed by a covering of the outer skin and clothing garments.
The apparition reached conclusion changing the blur into a
sudden sharp image.
Now sitting across from him in the chair was the Chief
Elder, Dratona.
Mushtandar did not smile; his face showed a dismal
expression as the Chief Elder stood for a moment stretching
his arms and legs before sitting down again.
"You wish to see me?" said Dratona in a gentle voice,
gazing directly at Mushtandar with piercing eyes. Mushtandar
said nothing at first, choosing to gather his thoughts first.
"Chief Elder, I think you know why I am here," replied
Mushtandar finally, faintly smiling.
"Indeed I do," continued Dratona nodding his head
slightly. He sat back in his chair for a moment in thought. He
moved his left hand, slowly panning in a gesture at the empty
chairs. "W e are a privileged race blessed by the Creator, being
able to transform directly into astral spirit. There are dangers in
being able to do this and an even greater responsibility on all
of us." Mushtandar shuffled uncomfortably in his chair, unable
to determine whether the Chief Elder would say yes or no. He
repeated the old doctrine once again. “You are aware that
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vibrating into the astral is a gift given by God?”
“I am,” answered Mushtandar. He slightly squirmed,
realising he was in for a lecture of some kind. He was not
overly concerned about listening unless the answer at the end
was yes.
“The responsibility of each one of our race cannot be
spoken of lightly, it is enormous,” said Dratona.
“I agree with you entirely,” replied Mushtandar, sincerely
believing that what the Chief Elder said was true.
Dratona continued. “Already in our society the great
spiritual art of mind melding has begun. To reach this level of
understanding requires intensive mind training and self
discipline.” Mushtandar nodded and was void of expression.
“W hen completed we will no longer be just flesh, but flesh and
spirit combined.”
Mushtandar knew very well the predicted future of their
race. “At the moment we are only allowed into the astral by
each one of us causing vibrations together and releasing us
into a higher frequency,” he said quietly.
“It is not now that worries me,” said Dratona. “As the big
change arrives our race of peoples will need to be able to
control our physical way of life. W e have to be as one with
nature.”
“Chief Elder, I’m sure I will be ready when the great
change begins.” He hoped his answer was correct.
“You are a teacher, Mushtandar, an academic. Not all of
us can reach the new level for it has nothing to do with high
intellect.”
Mushtandar looked down at the floor for a moment. “I
do realise what you are saying,” he said rather humbly with his
eyelids drooping for good effect. “I will try more than ever to
fulfil my training.”
“I’m sure you will.” Dratona answered, nodding his head
and showing a very serious face. “Each and every person who
receives this gift must learn to control how they live and react
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with others.”
“I thought I did get on well with the council.” Mushtandar
responded hesitantly for effect hoping for a pleasurable
answer.
“Of course you respond well with the Council of Elders,”
replied Dratona. Mushtandar smiled and Dratona continued.
“W e are yet only at the infancy of our spiritual gift.”
“I can see the wisdom of your comments,” Mushtandar
began. “All I need is your guidance.”
The Chief Elder paused, looking deep into the eyes of
Mushtandar. “Do you, Mushtandar?” For a moment,
Mushtandar looked rather sheepish. “I hope that you will,” he
replied, searching for a positive response.
Somehow, Mushtandar hoped that his pleas and
capitulation to the Chief Elder would gain his position once
more on the Council.
“Imagine a world where man unleashes his own desires
and will on another.” The Chief Elder resumed his lecture
leaving Mushtandar hope that acceptance could or maybe be
granted in the future. “Men just in physical form have created
great disasters of war and death.” Mushtandar nodded
continually in agreement. “Imagine the damage to be caused
by a physical-spiritual creature where the mind has no
boundaries and self discipline.”
Mushtandar thought for a moment about the
explanation. W hat did Dratona want to hear? Nothing but the
truth of course or something that was very near. “W e would
have to be very careful indeed,” was his answer to the
statement.
“I’m glad you agree,” said Dratona relaxing back in his
chair. “A person would need certain qualities beyond
reproach.”
“Yes they would,” agreed Mushtandar, once again
following the Chief Elders thinking.
“W ithout training or self discipline they would destroy
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each other. That is why our race is gifted with these abilities.
We must learn to control and master our free will. In spiritual
form you can do little damage; however the two combined can
cause complete destruction even of the soul itself.”
Mushtandar showed no outward response to the
remark, but inwardly it had shaken him. Could souls be
destroyed? The thought had never occurred to him that it could
happen, as it seemed unthinkable. “I did not think this to be
possible.”
“There are certain levels of the astral where many dwell
near to destruction. When the soul withers and dies the energy
is dispersed into the cosmos, never attaining a higher level or
able to attain a rebirth of energy.”
“I was unaware of that,” said Mushtandar sadly,
contemplating the demise of the mirror body that he thought
was immortal.
“Now you know the reasons why this great gift is
granted to each person only after they achieve certain
characteristics akin to noble thoughts and deeds. Anything
less is steeped in disaster.”
“I can see that you would need a great ethical base of
understanding,” said Mushtandar as he thought of his own
misgivings.
“You would need much more than that,” insisted
Dratona. “Strong emotions and habits could overwhelm and
destroy those around you. You could give someone who never
drinks the desire to become addicted and die or you could
rape someone by thought alone.”
“I can see that we have to be careful in regards to who
receives this gift,” blurted out Mushtandar and then ceased
abruptly as he realised he was convicting himself.
"Unfortunately, you have shown a habitual trait involving
currency that cannot be allowed to continue. Our mortal race
has surpassed this bygone age that brought out the worst in
humankind. It brought an age of greed, lust, corruption, and
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monetary manipulation. Are you willing to give up these
ideas?"
"Of course," responded Mushtandar, without thinking or
believing what he was saying. He would say anything to gain
the right to vibrate once more. The tell tale red glow around his
body showed the lie. He knew straight away that the aura had
given him away. A stupid lie! He had been tricked. All
Xenoratian people showed auras in various moods or
emotions and the colour red after a verbal statement construed
concealment.
"I feel deeply for you, Mushtandar," said Dratona;
shaking his head with a hint of sorrow. "I feel that certain areas
of the astral realm have corrupted your mind and therefore I
cannot allow you entry at this stage."
Mushtandar's body slumped in his chair. The reply he
had been dreading finally delivered. "Is there any chance that I
may be allowed to visit the astral realms in the future?" His
words were broken slightly with emotion.
"W e must wait and take every day as it comes and
maybe, yes maybe in a few years…" The Chief Elder trailed off
as Mushtandar interrupted.
"A few years," his voice erupted and he gasped in
exasperation. Anger showed on his face as he thrust his head
forward. "If you will not help I will find my own way to the astral
realms." He stormed to the door in a rage as Dratona looked
on with sadness.
"Take contemplation," said Dratona in a loud voice.
"You need to look within yourself." Mushtandar gave a facial
grimace with a rasping sound from his throat. He left and made
his way up the corridor, keying in his destination on his hand
held module and stepped through the portal.
He stepped from the portal into his garden as the air
shimmered behind him. The anger subsided and a feeling of
hopelessness entered in its place. He could feel no wrong
within himself and believed that the elders had curtailed his
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own free will. He sat down on the chair in the garden, staring
at the small river as it flowed downhill by the side of the
cottage. His thoughts centred on the thrill of manipulating
money. It was almost euphoria watching the numbers getting
bigger and bigger until a fortune amassed.
The mind of Mushtandar was so corrupted that the
normality of existence dimmed in his memory. His thoughts
opened up to the history of the planet. The life of the
Xenoratian people was virtually a utopia with the freedom to
direct individual destiny with a free dwelling of choice and a
supply of nourishment and entertainment. Money still existed
and it was used by small businesses who dealt in small
monetary transactions. There were no big companies
amassing fortunes for their shareholders or big salaries for
directors. Those ideas were rejected through the ages as the
search for more profit had led to the crash of the money
markets. Energy prices and utilities, including the supply of
water, had become so costly that the average planet dweller
could no longer afford the prices. The shareholders and
directors of those companies lived a life of luxury, causing a
huge financial division of inequality.
Now, politicians had to be of good character, if not they
were immediately expelled. This brought him a new idea. He
would contact his friend, Political Minster Deshtaker. A picture
projected in front of him as he scrolled down the menu on his
hand held module. He placed the curser over the Deshtaker
name and pressed the call button. He sat back in his chair,
hearing the slow rhythmic chimes that alerted that the call
would be monitored and checked before they were answered.
Suddenly, a hologram picture formed of the head and
shoulders of a well-featured handsome man. “Mushtandar, it is
so nice to hear from you.” The voice was smooth and hypnotic
and the manner appealing, the image of a man who was there
to help and guide.
For a moment, Mushtandar stuttered in amazement that
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he had made immediate contact. “Thank you for answering my
call, Minister,” he said, suddenly feeling nervous and slightly
desperate.
“W ell, you and I have been friends for a long time,”
answered Deshtaker encouragingly. “W hat are friends for if not
to help?”
Mushtandar felt at ease and made his request. “I am not
allowed to be involved in vibrations anymore in the Council of
Elders,” he stated slowly. “I wonder if you could help me to be
reinstated.”
The minister smiled and nodded slowly. “I will indeed
intercede on your behalf, Mushtandar. As you already know,
the Chief Elder has full autonomy and command of the council
and his word will be final. I am at this moment dealing with the
pirate problem. As you can imagine they are becoming less
intimidated and are attacking our infrastructure. This is my
number one priority.” He then leaned forward in a friendly and
intimate manner. “There are ways of overcoming your
problems. Leave it with me. Now I must go.”
The picture slowly dissolved leaving Mushtandar
encouraged that Deshtaker had a solution or idea for him.
I must gain entry to the astral realms, thought
Mushtandar now receding into his own introverted world
subverted by the past ability to roam freely through them. The
dangers of vibrating were clear to most of the elders. The
astral realms had an undefined irrational mystique unnatural to
mortals. The lower areas of the spirit world were containment
for souls that had physically died. He shook his head several
times: concentrate, concentrate you can do it. For a moment,
he started to vibrate. Yes, change state now. For as much as
he tried, nothing happened.
He sat back in the chair mentally exhausted.
A faint breeze drifted across the garden causing the
leaves on the hedgerow to sway gently. The portal glowed for
several seconds leaving Mushtandar to think he had an
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incoming guest. This seemed impossible, as he had closed it
down upon returning. His eyes were transfixed on a small
white glow that started to intensify and enlarge. It extended
into a long vertical six feet high beam of light. A shape started
to mould, as the light became semi-transparent transforming
into a glowing head with no features. A cloaked body shape
emerged showing through a powerful white glow.
Mushtandar blinked several times at the apparition,
seeing the form but no details. This is a creature of the spirit,
he thought unable to turn his eyes away. Someone from the
astral world is trying to make a visit. A nagging fear ran
through his mind. There were certain things in the astral realm
that no man should meet. An immediate afterthought followed:
a spirit cannot harm a physical unless his mind is open,
calmed his emotions. The forming shape still made him feel
uncomfortable. Why was he being approached?
The human shape now fully formed was still shining too
brightly to see any details as it moved towards him.
Mushtandar sat back in his chair, keenly watching the vision
approach. Its brightness starting to dim and the image
suddenly focussed into full clarity causing him to gasp with
surprise. The being that emerged was not male or female, but
something in between. It was a very beautiful and enigmatic
creature of the spirit in human form. He had seen such before
on the astral levels called the shining ones.
The creature spoke. "Greetings, Mushtandar."
"Greetings," replied Mushtandar. He could not resist
asking. "Are you an angel?"
"I am the Archangel Natasi," answered the being in a
gentle melodious voice.
"I welcome you, Natasi."
"I thank you, Mushtandar. I have seen you many times
in the world of the astral."
"Before we go any further," said Mushtandar
defensively. "I must ask you one thing. Are you a good or evil
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Archangel?" Mushtandar was fully aware of the differing
entities encountered in the astral and Archangels had to tell
the truth. Natasi smiled for a moment, seemingly pleased by
the question.
"I throw the question back at you," said Natasi. A frown
appeared on the face of Mushtandar, wondering why he would
have to explain his own thoughts and deeds. "Are you a good
or evil mortal man?"
"I think I have basically led a good life," Mushtandar
blustered, replaying his history in his mind.
"Does it not depend on how you qualify good or evil?"
"I suppose it does."
"I qualify myself as neither good nor evil. As a being of
spirit I do what I think is right."
"In that context so do I."
"You have been condemned from vibrating by your
fellow elders, is that not a form of evil towards you?"
"I would not say it was evil," replied Mushtandar
thoughtfully. "They are doing what they think is right."
"W ell, you want to do what you think is right so they are
denying you free will."
"Yes, I suppose they are," replied Mushtandar now
becoming angry at the thought. "They do not see my point of
view." He then settled into a more conciliatory mood. "Defining
good or evil is never easy."
Natasi gazed down on the troubled face of Mushtandar.
He could read the troubled mind of the mortal who longed to
gamble with real money. "There are several such as you who
wish to gamble," said Natasi casually. "But none as advanced
as an elder like you."
"Advanced?" queried Mushtandar. "In what way do you
mean?"
"Even I as an Archangel cannot transform into a mortal
body. You being an advanced mortal elder can easily change
from physical to spirit and back again."
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Mushtandar stiffened for a moment his hands clenched
together by the stirring of his religious beliefs. "You as an
Archangel should know that the Creator granted our race the
knowledge and ability to move in both forms of existence. He
denied the angels this ability because some of them abused
the mortal world."
"You are correct, a very long time ago the Great One
used his omnipotent wisdom and power to stop such
transgressions," said Natasi slowly and deliberately. "The
Great One has never made any rules or incursions since."
Mushtandar nodded, falling silent deep in his own
thoughts. He found it hard to believe that he was in
conversation with an Archangel. Several questions formed in
his mind in which he needed answered.
"The Great Creator watches over everyone," said
Natasi, breaking the silence and answering one of the
questions in Mushtandar's mind. "He does not interfere in
spiritual and mortal matters. He set the laws at the beginning
of time giving all free will and now stands out of time in the
vastness of infinity." Natasi felt another question forming in
Mushtandar's mind as he saw the intense look in his face.
"Have you seen the Creator?" asked Mushtandar,
leaning forward in his chair.
"No," said Natasi. "W e only hear messages or
commands of a spiritual nature; and yes, as an Archangel I am
a being in the highest spiritual form of existence."
"You can read my thoughts?" stated Mushtandar, not
hiding the alarm at such a thought.
"Only if you wish me to," the Archangel replied.
"I don't wish you to read my mind."
"So be it."
Now Mushtandar was inquisitive. He held his thoughts
back and tried to blank his mind.
"W hy should you need to talk to a lowly human like
me?" asked the elder, staring at the beautiful face before him.
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"Firstly, you are not a lowly human. You are part of one
of the most advanced mortal races in the cosmos."
"Are there not others who are advanced?"
"Very few are able to transcend from physical to spirit
and return without death of the body. A mere astral voyager
connected to his mortal form is limited in travel. You can roam
anywhere in the seven levels up to the mental realm."
Mushtandar was slightly overwhelmed yet cautious. He
needed to know more.
"W hy can't I enter the mental realm?" he said pushing
for more answers.
"It is a higher realm of existence reached after much
contemplation."
"W hat realm are you from?"
Natasi stopped for a moment his aura shining brighter.
"I am from the high realm of change."
Mushtandar ran out of questions and paused to admire
the beautiful features of the Archangel. Natasi was an alluring
creature of the spirit who could travel all the known realms. His
thoughts became sad, showing misty eyes in the knowledge
that he could no longer journey in any of the realms. "I cannot
travel to your realms anymore without the help of the elders."
Natasi smiled, then reached out his hand to
Mushtandar's shoulder. The glow encompassed both of them
as Mushtandar felt the vibrations of his own body immediately
changing, and within seconds, they both reached the astral
level. First, a look of amazement and then joy spread across
Mushtandar's face. He was once again in the astral planes.
Somehow, the Archangel had unbarred his vibratory essence.
He closed his eyes and concentrated his thoughts on the astral
virtual stock exchange. The bare scenery around him melted
away as the shapes and sounds of the exchange came into
view around him. It was a huge area with all the dealers sitting
in clusters around computer stations.
"This is one of my angels called Marta," said the
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Archangel, smiling at the look of delight on Mushtandar's face.
Mushtandar turned looking into the divine face of a woman.
The woman had a slight haze around the contours of her
frame giving her form a celestial glow.
"How much would you like to play with?" she enquired
gently touching the back of Mushtandar's hand.
"Fifty million," said Mushtandar, being spurred on by his
gambling habit.
"Done," answered Marta. She typed fifty million into the
computer. Mushtandar eagerly sat down and began playing
the market. Although in the astral world, there was no reality of
money or the hundred of institutions required to maintain the
stock exchange, but a strange reality about the gambling.
Mushtandar joined in investing a large amount in a gold
trading company. Then he warily watched the stock as it
weaved up and down. At one point, he had gained ten million
and within minutes, he was down twenty. This continued until
the whole fifty million had disappeared in a downward spiral.
He did not even notice that the Archangel had gone, leaving
him with Marta. He looked at her with appealing eyes as she
nodded and put in another fifty million, after all, it was only
astral money.
He started again with great vigour trading with different
stocks reaching a hundred million in profit. The elation made
him jump in the air with a yell of contentment. He was
ebullient; his spiritual image sizzled with the excitement of it
all. Then he stopped and looked at the total now on the
computer, one hundred and sixty million! He stopped trading
and smiled at Marta.
"Can I see the actual money? He gasped out in a frenzy
of excitement.
"Of course," said Marta smiling. "Do you wish to see it in
your planet's currency?"
He nodded his eyes rolled in exhilaration as a huge
carton of money appeared on the floor. He clutched several
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wads in his hands drooling and staring at them in a kind of
madness. "I've won all this!"
"Yes you have," said Marta sweetly.
"W ould you come with me somewhere else?" he said
with sparkling eyes. "I feel in a lucky mood." She nodded as he
closed his eyes and the scene around them dissolved as their
astral bodies melted into another existence.
The thunder of hooves on turf heard around them as
they emerged behind a fence watching six horses as they
raced towards the winning line. Standing just behind was a
bookie with several boards staring at the winning line. "The
winner is Nags Head," he shouted as he paid several people
their money. He then rubbed out the board and entered
another six horses.
"Can I have a bet on credit?" said Mushtandar. The
bookie nodded as he finished chalking up the odds.
"Give me your credit card," said the bookie and he held
out his hand. Mushtandar turned to Marta as a card
materialised in her fingers. The bookie took the card and slid it
through a small module in his hand. "One hundred and sixty
million...alright, it’s a bit high for a racecourse, but place your
b e t.”
Mushtandar scanned the board and made his choice.
"Put fifty million on Red River."
The bookie made an adjustment on his module handing
the card back to Mushtandar. "Red River it is at ten to one."
Several others placed bets as the horses reached the paddock
and then on to the starting gate. The scene dissolved for a
moment as Mushtandar willed his form to the starting line. All
the horses entered the traps, Red River coated in a crimson
red cover. The horses leapt from the starting line with a blue
horse in the lead and pounded down the track. Mushtandar
willed himself to the finishing line as the scene at the starting
blocks faded from view. Before him just fifteen feet away was
the finishing post.
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As the horses came towards him the blue was in the
lead, yellow just behind with red in third place. Red came up
fast on the outside passing yellow and then challenging Blue.
Mushtandar began shouting encouragement as Red slowly
edged in front and was the first to pass the finish line.
Mushtandar jumped in the air with excitement and then the
bookie re-appeared behind him.
"W ell done that's a profit of five hundred million," he
said handing back the card as Mushtandar's whole body image
shimmered brightly for a few seconds in elation.
"Time to go home," whispered Mushtandar as Marta
nodded.
The scene changed around him as he arrived outside
his stone built cottage with Marta.
"This is not my real home," said Mushtandar noting the
glow that still radiated from the landscape.
Marta smiled. "This is a mirror of your home in the astral
planes," she said gesturing with her hand. "You can stay here
for a while if you wish?"
"Yes I will," he replied, stepping onto the porch and then
into the living room. "I shall rest awhile." He sat down as his
body image slowly faded away.
His image reformed some time later as he heard a
knock on the door. He looked through the side window to see
the astral image of Chief Elder Dratona. W hat does he want?
He thought, annoyed at being disturbed. He opened the door
and stepped out into the garden.
"Greetings Mushtandar," said a worried looking
Dratona. "I trust that you are alright?"
"Of course I'm alright," answered Mushtandar showing
annoyance in his voice.
"You are in danger," said the Chief Elder nervously
looking around.
"Danger from what?"
"There are certain entities that will lead you to
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destruction. Here you are creating the images and lifestyle
from your own mind. This is not reality; your soul will not
progress to the higher realms."
"I'm not dead yet, Chief Elder. There is time to consider
that when I am no longer mortal. I am in no danger. In fact I
am very happy to be once again in the astral realms."
"Please come back with me, Mushtandar, and rest
awhile."
"No, I shall stay here with my friends."
"Very well," replied the elder sadly. "But you know
where I am if you need me." He slowly faded away, knowing
Mushtandar was now addicted to the astral realm gambling
and would be corrupted and tormented in its use.
Mushtandar's thoughts once again turned to gambling. His
mind conjuring up a casino as it formed around him. He looked
down and watched a credit card materialise in his right hand
as he approached the roulette table.
The croupier smiled and took the card from him. "How
many chips do you wish to buy?" he enquired, sliding the card
in the hand held module.
"Fifty thousand," answered Mushtandar, clearly showing
his eagerness to play the game. The man entered the number
and gave the card back to him as fifty yellow discs appeared
on the table.
"Place your bets."
Mushtandar placed five chips on the number ten and
waited for the others around him to place their own bets. The
croupier spun the wheel as everyone's eyes fixed upon it. It
started to slow down as the ball rolled from number to number
finally resting in number eleven.
"Eleven wins," cried the croupier scooping up all the
money and paying out one winner. W ithin a short period,
Mushtandar had lost all his chips. He sat staring at the table
wallowing in misery. Winning caused elation, losing caused
misery.
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"Fifty thousand more," he shouted to the croupier. He
waved his card in the air, showing his urgency to turn the tide
of his loss.
The croupier shook his head. "I'm afraid you have
exceeded your daily credit," he said quietly. "Come back
tomorrow."
Mushtandar was stunned and angry. "I want to see the
manager?"
Immediately there was a voice talking from behind him.
"Can I help?"
He turned to face Marta, who had taken shape to his
side. "I would like some more money?"
"I'm afraid the rules do not allow you to exceed your
daily credit."
"But I won millions on the stock exchange earlier."
"Different games have different rules. On these tables
your daily limit is fifty thousand."
The answer from the angel Marta did not pacify
Mushtandar’s craving and he flew into a rage. “I’m fed up on
the stock exchange and all their rules.” His whole body image
started to swirl and dissipate in places. The others moved
away from him as he finally disappeared and reformed on a
flat plane. Before him, were huge dark clouds a mile wide and
several miles deep billowing and swirling in a fixed rotation. He
drew back, fearing what he saw. Marta suddenly appeared by
his side.
"W hy am I here?" he sobbed.
"You became angry and severe rage causes your soul
to seek out the darkness."
"I know what that is," he replied fearfully staring in
horror at the dark mass.
“It is only another section of the astral realms," she
stated, shrugging off his comment. She then said nothing as
he became hypnotised by its motion. The cloud would
suddenly erupt outwards in large and small streams of vapour.
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"This is the dark area of the corruptives," he whispered.
"The dwelling place of the un-life."
Marta smiled. "They are just unfortunate beings who
believed in free will and destroyed many others."
A huge distorted face formed in the clouds thrusting
forward on a long string of dark matter. The face was contorted
and ranting with a small square moustache under his nose
swiftly pulled back into the seething main mass.
"W hat was that face?" said Mushtandar his eyes wide
open in apprehension.
"I believe it was some dictator on one of the planets."
"W hat did he do?"
"Like many dictators inside the mass he killed
thousands of innocent people. In there everyone is very
angry." Marta raised her hand to the thrashing clouds.
Mushtandar was fearful, but fascinated as to what was
happening inside the swirling mass. "Do they gamble in
there?" he asked, feeling stupid at asking the question.
"I suppose that everything goes on in there that
happens here," replied Marta. "But a sober existence it is not.
In there are extremes of free will partitioned from the normal
astral realms by the Creator himself.”
"Can they ever escape?”
"It is possible, but once in there they perpetuate their
own ravings and cravings. To exit into a normal existence is
like torture to them. In there are mirrored ethereal excesses of
all kinds murder, sex, torture, gambling, monetary greed, and
much more. It just goes on for ever and ever."
Mushtandar's thoughts returned to the gambling and he
became angry once more. "All I ask is to have a little flutter on
the horses, the roulette wheel or anything else without
restriction."
"That is not possible," said Marta. "You must accept the
rules."
Mushtandar's temper erupted once more in a tirade.
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His craving to gamble was out of control and he refused to
accept the words spoken to him. "I will not accept restriction. I
must be free to do what I want. I will do anything where and
when I want." Mushtandar’s body image disappeared again
and reappeared next to the darkness. "No-one will tell me what
to do." He thumped his fist into his hand several times showing
his vexation. So violent were the blows that at one stage his
solid ethereal hand passed through the other. He then slid
sideways and disappeared inside the mass.
There was a surge in the air around Marta as Natasi
materialised. "I presume he has stormed himself inside the unlife?"
"Yes, Archangel," reported Marta.
Natasi shook his head in an idyllic stare. "Oh dear, I
hope he doesn’t start to vibrate in there or someone will have
to go in and bring him out." Marta recoiled in horror at the
thought of even touching the black mass. “Don’t worry, Marta,
it won’t be you. W e’ll find somebody else possibly a human.”
*

*

*

All was peaceful on the planet Xenorat in the small
village of Castara. A small waterfall cascaded into a stream
flowing down by the ancient blue stone hillside dwellings
constructed a century ago. A small church stood at its centre
featuring one small high towered, square turret. The structure
dedicated to the Creator from a century ago when the first
elder procured the divine art of transmutation from mortal to
spirit.
A selection of many more chosen in the next twenty or
thirty years was expected with the help of the divine
proclamation that stated the chosen ones will be pure of heart;
anyone suspected of being unsuitable or disruptive
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automatically expelled as a result.
At some time, the whole populace of the planet visited
the church not to worship, but in an act of respect. The Creator
worshipped in every home privately and with dignity and in any
way appropriate. There were no idols on the planet either
physical or human. There were no prisons for wrongdoers they
who moved to special areas working to eradicate their crime
separated from the rest of civilisation.
On top of the hill above the village was a beautiful forest
of coniferous trees. The forester stood on its perimeter looking
proudly at some new seedlings. In the warm glow of the sun,
the air was warm with a faint smell of pine drifting in the
breeze. He bent down gently touching the top of one of the
small trees pleased with their growth and nourishment.
A great wind erupted from the centre of the forest
blasting outwards and blowing the foresters large brimmed hat
in the air. He squinted into the wind his eyes nearly closed and
watched a gray mist moving through the forest towards him. It
swirled and stopped on the perimeter some thirty feet away,
gradually intensifying and turning into an inky black bulk. The
black cloudy substance was now some 10 feet in diameter and
10 feet high in mass covering the trunks of two small trees. It
gyrated like a seething, pulsating thundercloud. Mushtandar
had vibrated within the un-life bringing the cloud with his face
imprinted on the side to the planets surface. The forester fell
backwards in terror as several gaseous tails emerged from the
mass. They lurched and reached out for him.
As quickly as the cloud arrived, it dissipated in the air,
taking the two young trees with it. The forester gazed onto the
small-contained area of devastation. All that remained was a
sandy substance that would deny growth to any plant or tree.
Tears ran down his cheeks at the physical depravation before
him and the fact that he had missed a living death by just a few
fe e t.
The forester stared at the blackened spot, still unable to
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believe the small area of physical corruption. A comforting arm
moved onto his shoulder as the village Chief Elder suddenly
arrived at his side. “Did you witness that?” asked the forester.
The Elder nodded. "I was watching from the hillside and
what we have seen today forester, no man should ever see.
We have just witnessed something that is not possible, a
visitation of the un-life from the astral realms."
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Chapter 7.

Moving into the living accommodation on the outskirts of
City 2 on the planet Krakor, the healer Zooteran moved quickly
along the walkway and entered into a ground floor apartment
block. He wore a long green cloak that stretched nearly to the
ground with huge lapels adorning the front section. His face
was mature and his looks friendly. For him, being on Krakor
the headquarters of the Galaxy Police Federation caused
problems. Here on this advanced world of technology there
was a derisory attitude to abnormal practices. He was proud to
be a healer, but knew that many officers and the lower ranks
mistrusted him. To be able to see the energy and aura of the
soul was a natural gift given to him at birth, but many believed
it to be unnatural.
He entered the main living room and stood for a
moment staring at an electronic picture of a man and woman
dressed in their working apparel, a one-piece blue uniform of
computer technicians. He turned as the middle age woman in
the picture entered the room. “Stephanie Dortmeyer,” he
enquired, his face showing a tender smile.
She nodded indicating with her hand for him to sit. “My
husband is sick and needs your help, healer,” she said her
eyes heavy and weary.
“May I ask what the medical officer has diagnosed? he
asked gently, noting the tears in her eyes.
“They can find nothing wrong with him physically,” she
replied bending her head slowly downwards in sorrow. “Two
weeks ago he developed a massive depression that is slowly
eating away the man I thought I knew and loved. “
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Zooteran nodded as she paused for a moment.
“He is starting to show traits of self destruction and
locks himself away in his room.” She moved her head in the
direction of a door to the right.
“W hen did you last see him?”
“Three days ago.”
“He hasn’t eaten for three days?” Zooteran was slightly
shocked. “Then he must be very weak. I must act at once.” He
stood up and walked over to the door. “Do you have a key?”
She nodded and aimed a small electronic key at the door that
then clicked open. Zooteran followed her into the room as she
approached the still laid out figure on the bed. His eyes
flickered open as she bent over him.
“Go away,” he snarled. “Let me rest in peace.”
She turned to Zooteran with pleading eyes. He pulled
up a chair and sat in a position near the middle of the bed. “I
am Zooteran,” he said staring down at Dortmeyers face. “I am
a healer.”
“That’s all I need,” growled Dortmeyer. “My wife has
brought in a quack.” He turned over onto his stomach, refusing
to acknowledge him.
“Yes,” he answered, ignoring the insult. “Just close your
eyes and relax.” His voice was soft and hypnotic as he
stretched both hands over Dortmeyer.
Now, Dortmeyer was either too weak to respond or
quietly accepting the treatment. All Mrs. Dortmeyer saw from
behind was Zooteran moving his hands approximately a foot
above her husbands prone body. Zooteran’s eyes became
unfocussed trying to power up his hands. He now saw the
ethereal stream of light swirling around Dortmeyer, the soul
condition he called it. He was now aware of the colours of red,
yellow, blue, and green converging upon each other and
turning white. The mass of light projected about nine inches
away from the physical frame of the body and around the head
some fifteen inches.
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Zooteran could plainly see a black section to the side of
the face and moved his hands into the eddying glowing
currents slowly working towards the head. His hand power
caused the currents of light to become smoother. He slowly
palmed the black section upwards to the top of the head,
smoothing out the currents as he went. It took several minutes
to reach the top of his head where a small vortex of light
current could be seen protruding outwards and dissipating. He
caught the black section between both palms and manoeuvred
it into the vortex. It slowly slid away out of the body completely
through the top Chakra.
Zooteran refocused his eyes and spoke gently once
more. “I think that will make a difference,” he said quietly. He
slowly turned Dortmeyer face up. A strange tranquillity showed
in his eyes, as if all the pain and suffering he had been
enduring had been released. It was a sign of instant relief and
Dortmeyer asked for a glass of water. Zooteran stood back as
Mrs. Dortmeyer held the glass to her husband’s lips, allowing
him to gulp down several mouthfuls.
“Thank you,” she said turning her head slightly. “You
have saved him when all others failed.”
“Not quite,” replied Zooteran. “I will need to visit for the
next few weeks. Your husband’s state of mind needs to be
conditioned or it may return.”
She left the bedside and asked Zooteran to follow her
back into their living room. “He is not cured?” she stated,
looking aghast.
He looked at her with a most kindly face but even with
compassion, he felt that he could not hide the truth.
“For now I have taken away the darkness that has been
self precipitated,” explained Zooteran. He placed his hand on
her shoulder in a comforting gesture. “I feel he will relapse and
regenerate it once again unless we can get him to forgive
himself.”
“Forgive what?” She was surprised and concerned by
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the statement.
“Only he knows,” answered Zooteran. “Only he can put
it right. It is a manifestation of guilt over an act or deed against
himself or someone else.” He turned to the door with a parting
answer. “Look after him well, I will return in a week.” She
nodded her head as he departed through the door and into the
road outside and entered his small hover car.
He checked his next call on the electronic pad. “Car,
transport me to my next call.”
“Your destination is the Environmental W eather Station
at Krakor central,” replied the computer. “To see an engineer
called Legat.”
“Explain what the Environmental W eather Station
does?” Zooteran was intrigued, he had heard about these
stations but knew little about them.
“The stations are under heavy classification but the
general details released are as stated.” The computer
continued as the car sped away to its destination. “Fifty
stations are positioned around the planet each one staffed by
five live-in engineers. Each station controls the weather and
ambient temperature of a given area. This also covers cloud
formations, rainfall, wind velocity, and all other characteristics.
The stations were a gift from the mysterious Ancient Beings of
Light and have been in operation for centuries. No more
information is available under classification five.”
Zooteran observed his surroundings as his small car
made its way down a tree lined boulevard heading towards a
huge circular complex with a domed roof. The outside
perimeter had a protective force field that surrounded the
whole complex. It shimmered in the light as he drove towards
the entrance. A red wall of light blinked intermittently across
the access road, forcing the car to stop. A flat wall of green
light slowly moved through the car and scanned its contents.
After scan completion, the red wall turned green and he drove
forward, heading towards a semi-circular portal in the side of
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the building.
Once inside the building the car was scanned again. It
was rotated 360 degrees and facing outward whilst another
scan took place. This one was orange and it checked his
mass, recording his DNA as he left the vehicle.
A hologram appeared to his left revealing the head and
shoulders of Legat. “Zooteran, I am pleased to see you, please
enter the blue door.”
A blue door shaped portal appeared on the wall and he
walked through it into a brightly lit passageway. To Zooteran it
all seemed very spectacular and the technology was most
incredible. A hologram arrow blinked in the passageway
showing the way to go. After two hundred yards, it bent again,
indicating that he should turn to the right. He moved through
another doorway and into an office the like of which he had
never seen before.
In the middle of the office were three swivel chairs. All
around the circular room were hologram pictures protruding
from the wall outwards of different weather formations. The
middle chair swung round and Legat spoke. “Thank you for
coming, Zooteran. Your reputation as a healer precedes you.”
“Thank you for confidence in me,” replied Zooteran. He
accepted Legat’s offer to sit down on one of the other chairs.
“You are probably wondering why here?” Legat smiled
and resumed. “It is because I also live and work here. Please,
if you are left alone do not stray as parts of the building are
heavily classified and forbidden to you.”
Zooteran stared at the moving hologram weather
visions. “This is quite spectacular. Do you control the weather
in the city?” he asked.
Legat stood up and approached one of the
visualisations displaying heavy clouds and rainfall. “This
station covers all weather fronts up to a 3000 mile diameter.”
Zooteran looked stunned for a moment. “It just doesn’t
cover the city?” He talked with his mouth slightly open,
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amazed by Legat’s statement.
“No!” Legat exclaimed with a smile. “This rain belt here
has been generated because the land section became too
dry.” He put both his hands into the picture and moved the
clouds apart leaving a stretch of sunshine to come through. “If
I left this generation it would happen in approximately five
minutes but we need rain there at the moment.” Using his
hands again, he closed the clouds together. Then he moved to
another vista that shown a high wind pattern. He placed his
hand in and moved it from top to bottom and the wind stopped.
“In this inland town the air had become stale so we needed to
increase the wind to freshen the area.”
Zooteran’s eyes were wide open and he was amazed at
everything he saw. He absorbed all the weather pictures on
view. He pointed to one. “A hurricane,” Zooteran commented
while looking at the dark sky.
“Yes, of course,” said Legat. “W e do need them now
and then to shake up the atmosphere. Mind you, we keep
them over the sea and let them burn out.”
“How do you do it all?” asked Zooteran.
“How do you heal?”
“I don’t know I just do it.”
“So do we, we have no idea how it works. I’m just a
maintenance engineer.” Legat stopped and smiled. “All I know
is this station creates massive controlled electromagnetic
currents that are thrown to the edge of space and outwards.”
“But it is all controlled by computers,” stated Zooteran.
“Ha, the computers are ours,” said Legat but the
electromagnetic spheroids and the link to them are not
physical, they are ethereal.”
“A spiritual link!” exclaimed the healer.
Legat nodded. “You could say that we don’t understand
the link nor can we see it.” He then changed the conversation.
“I have been getting headaches and would like you to check
my aura.”
200

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

“A headache could have a physical cause,” said the
healer. “Sometimes they are due to pressure on the head or
other organs of the body.”
“They have all been checked physically by the medical
officer,” said Legat breathing a sigh of relief. “I think it may be
the strong magnetic forces that are unleashed in here. I am the
longest serving member. I have a slight headache now.”
“Do you wish me to proceed?” said the healer. “W e
could go to your room.”
“You can do it here, Zooteran,” answered Legat. “W e
shall not be disturbed. My relief is not due for another two
hours.”
The healer nodded and swung his chair to face the
engineer. “Relax and close your eyes,” he said. Zooteran
charged his hands by bringing them together, then moving
them out again. His eyes dropped out of focus and the aura of
Legat flowed beneath his hands. All the colours were there
cascading around his physical frame. As he reached the head,
he jerked back in surprise at the ethereal Black Hand that that
made its presence known briefly before quickly disappearing.
During travels, he had seen many black or gray sections or
blots, as he called them. There had never been one in the
shape of a hand. They had all been just blurs of misplaced
energy.
The image burned into his memory. W hat could it have
been? He began to doubt what he had seen. It was not
possible unless, another entity had been present. He
dismissed the thought as foolish checked the rest of the aura
and finished as Legat opened his eyes.
“That made me feel good,” said Legat. “The headache
has disappeared completely.”
“I’m pleased,” said the healer not knowing how he had
achieved the result. Then sometimes just helping the flow
caused relief, he thought. “I will next see you in two weeks
unless it reoccurs.”
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“Just follow the arrows and thank you,” said Legat. He
settled back in his chair as Zooteran nodded and left the office.
In Legat’s mind, the healing had been a complete success
whilst Zooteran still wondered what had happened.
*

*

*

Jim sat in the Senior Officers bar at headquarters
staring at a picture of Space Station 10 on the wall. The picture
was of no consequence and his thoughts were elsewhere.
There were only two other officers present and they were in
deep conversation at a table nearby. The room was circular
shaped with the contours of the bar following the perimeter
covering about a quarter of the room. It was dimly lit with
holographic projectors that occasionally changed the ceiling
view to various three dimensional scenes. Now showing was a
large cathedral interior that slowly cross-faded revealing a
circular nebula. He looked down at the two bracelets on his
wrists, smiling as he reflected on how an entire year had
passed since he had first worn them. It had been a year that
involved him being thrown into many strange environments
and situations. Many miles below, at the centre of the planet,
were the two huge computers that operated the bracelets, a
gift from the Ancient Beings of Light.
Jim’s thoughts wandered as his mind relaxed. Engraved
deep in his memory was the amazing visit to the Ancient
Beings of Light, guardians of the galaxy. He thought about
how they had encased him in a psychic energy field while
sipping his drink, elbow plopped up on the bar. That energy
field was what protected him against the intense white light
that would have destroyed his physical body in certain
situations.
Laughter brought Jim back to reality. The door opened
and two female Assistant Solar System Controllers entered.
Knowing one of them, he waved his hand in acknowledgement
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as they ordered drinks. He was just about to leave when the
door hissed open and a tall lean muscular man entered. Jim
turned his head and smiled as the uniform came into view.
"Dan King," he said, shaking the man’s hand. "I haven't
seen you for six months." Jim noted he was still in uniform, a
smart two-piece suit that fitted with precision. He looked at the
four gleaming diamond shaped rank markings set in a
diamond formation onto blue coloured epaulettes on his
shoulder showing the rank of Space Agent. "That reminds me I
have the same uniform somewhere."
"You've been working undercover too long,"
Commented Dan. He had a huge grin on and sat down next to
Jim to order a drink. "I've just returned from the planet Xenorat
in the phalsia system.”
"I've never been there," replied Jim, chewing on a bar
snack.
Dan frowned showing a puzzled expression. "I've just
seen something there beyond belief." He stopped for a
moment pondering on the image stuck in his mind. "A circular
area of ten feet diameter completely devoid of life, even the
soil was dead."
"There are planets like that."
"Yes this was a small area in a forest of trees flourishing
on a planet with a thriving ecology."
"How dead was the area?"
"Completely, not even a virus or a bug."
That doesn't seem possible," replied Jim. He frowned,
knowing that the scientists would have checked everything
thoroughly.
"All I know, Jim, is that nothing will ever live or grow
there again. All life in that area was completely sterilised."
"I suppose the higher echelons are involved?"
"Oh yes, the big boss himself, Vanders."
Jim knew that if Vanders was involved it was important.
“Sounds like more work coming my way,” he said chewing on
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a snack. “I'm on leave for another five days.” His assistants,
Norman and Gail, were also on leave and there was no sign of
a recall. "I presume you were the nearest SA on call when it
happened?"
"Yes, I was only two hours away, but there was nothing
else to see or do. The scientists took the site over completely
and even they were baffled." Dan smiled and looked down at
Jim's wrists. "Maybe it's time for your bracelets?"
"You may be right." Jim grinned and nodded. All Space
Agents knew of the bracelets that he and Vanders wore, but
had never been able to see the two giant computers at the
centre of the planet that helped them function. Dan had kindled
his curiosity. "What's happening now?"
Dan laughed loudly then drained his glass and ordered
another. "I can always tell that look, Jim. You're hooked."
"Maybe a little," he confided with a straight face. "Just a
little."
"Vanders is on his way there, it's about a three day
journey from here on the fast inter-dimensional mode."
"There must be rumours as to what happened."
"You know the scientists they only deal in facts. That's
why Vanders has been called."
"I would think Vanders suspects we are dealing with
metaphysics," remarked Jim, speaking in a low voice as the
ceiling changed once more into a hanging garden of flowers
and a scented odour reached his nose. "It must be urgent for
him to leave his tour."
"The Xenoratian elders are unusual," said Dan, his
eyebrows raised. "They are supposed to be the most
advanced beings of our mortal race."
Jim was eager for further information as the barman
approached and asked if they required another drink. Jim
ordered for both of them. "Put it on my tab." The barman
poured the drinks and placed them on the bar as another two
officers approached. "Let's sit over in the corner," said Jim.
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Dan nodded and followed. They sat down with the whole bar
on view in front of them.
"They can do, what you call, vibrate into a higher
frequency," continued Dan, gesturing with his hand in the air.
"They can change themselves…" he became stuck for a word.
"They can transmute their bodies," prompted Jim.
"Yes," replied Dan. He chuckled at such a thought.
"They can do it naturally and do not need bracelets like yours."
"Fascinating," answered Jim. "W hat else did you find
out?"
Dan took a large sip of his drink, rubbing his lips
together afterwards. "They transmute from physical to a
spiritual body. It is difficult to explain. They do not just leave
their physical body. They transform into spirit and then back to
physical."
Jim nodded and smiled. "I bet the scientists loved that?"
"They didn't want to know," replied Dan seriously. "They
speculated that some kind of virus had destroyed life as we
know it."
"It sounds very unnerving and dangerous?"
"I was glad to get away. There's something completely
unnatural about the whole thing."
"So furthering our advancement we should be able to
transmute naturally in about five or ten thousand years," said
Jim, making light of the conversation.
“I don’t think I ever want to transmute,” laughed Dan,
shaking his head. “It might affect my brain.”
“Oh, I think that my brain and yours have already been
affected,” replied Jim.
“W hat’s it like on the astral plane?” Dan was serious for
a moment. “Is that where we go when we are dead?”
“I’m not supposed to talk about it,” said Jim showing a
touch of profundity. “Let’s say it’s a small intricate part of the
astral and before you say anymore, no I haven’t seen any
relatives who have passed over. The astral is very complicated
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and anyone could be standing in the same space as another,
but on a different frequency.”
Dan grinned taking another sip. "Oh, I forgot the whole
incident at Xenorat was witnessed by an elder."
"He saw it happen?"
"Yes, he was with the forester at the time. A black living
cloud appeared and within seconds it had gone again taking
the small forest section with it."
"W hat did the elder say?"
"He didn't talk to the scientists or me, said we could
never understand. Do you know what it was, Jim?"
Jim thought for a moment, shaking his head. "I fear it
may be something from the astral realms. Other than that I
have no idea." He felt a tingle on his right wrist and took a
quick glance at the astral bracelet. Once again, there was a
dull intermittent glow, showing that something ethereal was
approaching. His mind partially activated the bracelet as he
gazed around the room and saw nothing. Looking upwards, he
saw the white silhouette hovering horizontal some 6-foot
above.
Dan stared at him with a funny look. “Are you seeing
something?” he said looking in the same direction.
“I am, replied Jim. “W e are being monitored by an entity
of some kind.” Jim switched to telepathic mode. “Who are you
and what do you want?” he stated staring intently at the white
figure. The white entity jumped upwards startled by the
question turning into a line of white light that quickly
disappeared. “It’s gone.”
“W ow, this is amazing,” said Dan. “I know the theory
behind your bracelets, but have never seen them in action.
What did it want?”
“I don’t know,” answered Jim. “But friendly entities don’t
creep up on you and listen to conversations.”
“W e were being spied on?” Dan seemed shocked by
the revelation.
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“I’m afraid so,” said Jim. “Obviously the Xenorat
information you told me was of interest to them.”
“I must admit it makes me a little bit edgy,” remarked
Dan, shuddering slightly. “To think that someone or thing is
watching.”
“You’re all right,” laughed Jim. “They’re watching me.”
“The whole Xenorat situation seems unreal.” Dan had a
speculative and intuitive insight uncanny in predictions. On
many occasions, he was 50 to 80 percent correct, making him
part of an analytical unit of senior officers who analysed all
events both future and past. Jim felt that his opinion was of
vital importance and wanted to know why. “The most
advanced race in humankind able to accomplish what you and
I can only dream of. Yet, they are plagued by severe piracy
and theft not on their own planet, but around them in space.”
“They have not asked for any help?” asked Jim.
“No,” replied Dan. “With their spiritual and physical
travel capabilities they are so advanced that within a week
they should be capable of wiping piracy out completely.”
“But they don’t,” added Jim.
“No they don’t, which causes an anomaly and questions
to be asked,” continued Dan. “If it is easy for them why don’t
they? Is the piracy some form of government secret? From
where do the pirates operate? Is something being hidden from
the public? These are all questions that should be easy to
answer, but are not.”
“I see your point,” said Jim. He remained quiet after that
switching the conversation to administrative matters, but alarm
bells were ringing in his mind.
That night as he settled down in bed his right bracelet
activated causing a sudden image of Vanders in his mind. He
then left his body at great speed and appeared standing
beside Vander’s mirror body.
“Glad to see you, Jim,” said Vanders, turning slowly
towards him and then pointing at the ten-foot dark patch on the
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ground. “W e’re on the planet Xenorat, something nasty from
the astral has projected down here.”
“I thought that wasn’t possible.” Jim was perplexed that
this incident had really occurred. It came to his mind of the
terrible consequences related by The Hermit if physical and
spiritual realms combined.
“I read your report about The Hermit,” said Vanders.
“Fortunately, we are still here so time is still in existence on the
physical plane. We must also realise that although the beliefs
of this ancient civilisation may have some merit it is not a
proven fact that destruction of our physical existence will come
about. However, we must take a deep interest in all theories
and myths and somehow find the truth. This is a small isolated
incident, but very serious.”
“Very serious,” reiterated Jim with a nod of his head. “If
this was to escalate all planets and physical matter could be
progressively destroyed.”
“It must be immediately investigated.” Vanders turned
and stared at the black spot once more. “Chart an IGC and
return here as soon as possible with your normal crew and
team. I have arranged for you to meet the Chief Elder and he
is aware of our capabilities. I shall return in a few days after I
have been to the Shelder system, the last planet on my
itinerary of visits.”
Jim nodded as he heard the sound of an ethereal vortex
around his head as he jerked upright in his bed. He took his
hand held pad projecting the three-dimensional clock face into
the middle of the darkened room and spoke to the computer as
the numbers hung in the air at 1100 hours. “Alpha-Beta, check
availability of IGC 15 and Chief Space Officer Normanton’s
crew.”
After a slight pause, the computer answered. “15 in orbit
just refitted and available – CSO Normanton and crew are on
standby.”
“Prepare for IGC15 to launch on the authority of
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Supreme Chief Officer Vanders,” said Jim. “Prepare probe
shuttle for a 7am departure for all crew members and Space
Officers’ Farmer and Clarke. Put everyone on a 5am early
call.”
“Message confirmed,” replied the computer. The huge
face of the clock changed to 5am and dissolved in the air. Jim
turned on to his side and tried to sleep.
*

*

*

Janine watched the planet Krakor from space as the
shuttlecraft she was in hurtled towards IGC 24T and the
events of the past several days sped through her mind. Janine
now fit to resume work and discharged from the medical centre
had a strong passion to return to her duties once more as a
Solar System controller on Togigra. Stationed there for two
years she had been happy and pleased with her work for the
Togigran authorities. They in turn acknowledged her diplomatic
stature and her refreshing funny faces although she worked
hard not to let them be overpowering.
Enira had told her that she wore her heart on her
sleeve. By looking at her face, anyone could see her reaction
and mood. That made her vulnerable, she thought and so very
endearing to her friends.
The shuttle entered into IGC 24T from the side and
came to rest on the landing bay as the airlock doors closed
behind them. There were 20 adaptations of Craft 24T, the
smallest versions of the IGC range and used as transporters.
She left the shuttle, clutching her personal bag on her right
arm, and was approached by a female Space Officer 3 who
smiled, saluted, and gave her a small flat hand module.
“The directions to your quarters and the flight deck are
on your module,” she said. “The craft has been converted with
the new time inter-dimensional engine. Containers are no
longer necessary.”
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Janine nodded and activated the module. An arrow
appeared pointing to her left. She turned and walked in that
direction as the arrow became a straight line. She entered the
elevator and as the doors closed, the module flashed a level
10 message across its surface. The elevator moved upwards
and stopped and as she stepped out into the corridor, an arrow
flashed to the right. As she reached the first door on the left,
the module flashed an ‘open’ message and it slid open to allow
entry.
All living quarters on the transporter were basic and
stocked with food generators, a table, and chairs and a
bedroom. She placed her bag on the table and checked the
wardrobe. Three uniforms had been unpacked by the steward
and hung onto racks. “Alpha-Beta,” she said calling the
computer. “Please supply one white coffee unsweetened and
four assorted biscuits.” A small square compartment opened to
her right and the food and drink appeared. She sat down at the
table and chomped on a biscuit, her face showing delight at
the flavour. “Now let’s see what your coffee is like,” she said
aloud taking a sip. “That tastes good as well.”
She stared out through the thick portal window at the
planet Krakor below watching the weather patterns as they
scrawled across the surface, the clouds looking in sections like
a large hand with many fingers.
The automatic computer voice of Alpha-Beta came loud
and clear through the communicator. “We are now leaving
Krakorian space.” Janine could hear the throbbing engines of
the IGC as Krakor started to become smaller through the
portal then completely disappeared. They were now at light
speed. She placed her hand on the portal and could feel the
vibratory sound pounding through the structure.
She glanced down at the time on her sleeve panel. It
had now been 3 minutes since they left and she mimicked
Alpha-Beta. “W e are now at light speed 186,000 miles a
second, now going to time-warp,” she mimicked, pulling
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another funny face. Suddenly, the craft lost all vibration for
three seconds.
“W e are now at light-speed 186,000 miles a second,
now going to time-warp,” stated the computer as the vibrations
continued and Janine observed the visual change outside. Her
left hand placed on the portal became a blurred image that
oscillated to the left and right. Outside, the craft bathed in a
purple light as the force field took effect extending outwards
from the hull at a six-foot distance.
The computer spoke again. “W e are now in the time
stream and will reach Togigran space in 120 hours.”
Janine slowly sat down on the padded swivel chair and
swung it around in a 360-degree circle. “Alpha-Beta,” she said.
“Please update me on Togigran news.” A medium sized
aperture opened in the floor in front of her and several beams
of light emitted upwards to the ceiling then started to rotate at
a high speed. This then erupted into a huge bubble of light that
filled the room in front the perimeter just touching her knees. A
three-dimensional picture formed showing a list of planets in a
long stream of words finally coming to a halt at Togigra. The
word blinked on and off twice revealing the male head of a
cartoon avatar.
The avatar continued the up to date recording. “There is
great unrest on the planet Togigra there are sections of the
national religion rebelling and breaking away from the main
body.” Pictures of robed figures chanting …the Holy
Spirit…..the Holy Spirit, sped across the hologram image. “The
Togigran First Minister is alarmed by the dissenters and has
opened an official enquiry to determine its source.” Here, the
picture showed a close-up of the First Minister’s face and then
panned to two other Ministers.
One face she did not recognise, the other caused an
immediate flashback in her memory to the platform and the
clandestine meeting. She now knew it was Calloba, Chief
Minister of Theology. She thought, why should he try to disrupt
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the religious beliefs of that planet? W hy was he being covert
yet standing with the government? She stood up and
addressed the computer again.
“Alpha-Beta, supply me all information on Minister
Calloba.”
The picture faded for a moment, and then reformed
showing a head and shoulder picture of the Minister. The
avatar continued in audio. “Chief Minister Calloba is the
spiritual guide and leader of the Togigran people, the Minister
of Theology. For years, he has nurtured the spiritual beliefs of
Togigra bringing the majority of religions into one camp. He is
disturbed and alarmed that his one religion for all is being
challenged.”
Janine’s outburst froze the picture. “I bet he is - he’s
challenging himself!” Here was the man who had caused her
great mental pain and anguish. She stared at the hologram
and then changed her aggressive feeling for one of
contemplation. “He was taken over by the entity which then
travelled through me,” she said her thoughts out aloud. “I shall
have to be diplomatic and careful.” For a moment, her face
showed an indignant look. “Alpha-Beta, close hologram.”
The visual balloon slowly dissolved and the floor
aperture clicked shut. Using the elevators she made her way
up to the flight deck and watched as the duty crew of three
monitored the inter dimensional engine. In five days, she
would once again be on the planet Togigra, she thought. Then
I will see the Minister and make my observations.
No one on the flight deck saw the two wispy white
human shaped apparitions as the they hovered in the air and
swooped into the inter dimensional engine and out again.
*

*

*

At 6:55 am, the offers stood at attention for Jim, waiting
on the shuttle. “Relax,” he said, throwing his roll baggage on
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top of the others and winking at Norman and Gail. “Take her
away, pilot.” The door slowly clamped shut as the throb of the
large engine to the rear shook the whole frame of the craft. It
slowly rose in the air to a height of 500 feet above the
spaceport and then thrust forward and upward. W ithin minutes,
they were out in space and approaching IGC 15. “They
repaired her pretty quick,” said Jim, looking through the front
window as they swung down the huge frame of the galactic
craft.
“That was all due to Norman,” said Normanton. He
removed the whole power pack in record time.
“He’s handy to have around,” said Jim, patting Norman
on his shoulder. “Especially when dealing with engines.”
On the IGC flight deck Jim inserted a small round
module into the pilots console and watched as a three
dimensional projection of numbers appeared above him and
stopped. “W e are going on a three day voyage to the planet
Xenorat. I have been informed that the occupants of that
planet are the most spiritually advanced members of
humankind in the galaxy.” Jim paused and looked at everyone.
Normanton had a look of curiosity as he went as if to
speak and stopped by Jim. “Please no questions,” he said
raising a hand. “I can’t answer them; this is something very
unique and profound I need to see for myself.” The craft then
accelerated to light speed and then the inter-dimensional
engine activated and the purple haze of the force field
surrounded them.
The voyage to Xenorat was uneventful, a fact Jim was
very grateful for as the shuttle craft landed on a mid morning
period outside the Galaxy Police Headquarters. He had briefed
Normanton and Laurel to stay on board IGC 15 for the present,
as he needed a senior officer in command at all times in
preparation for the return of any spirit entities.
A man wearing a green overall collected the personal
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kit rolls of Jim, Gail, and Norman, which he placed on a hover
trough and then pushed it gently towards the building. As the
crew approached the door, Chief Planetary Officer Darton and
his assistant Gregory greeted them, saluting Jim. Darton and
Gregory were dressed in their smart dark green uniforms of
the Galaxy Planetary Police, as opposed to the darkish blue
uniforms of the space police.
“Let’s keep it casual,” said Jim light-heartedly.
“Otherwise we’ll be saluting every time we turn.”
“As you wish, sir,” replied Darton, surprised at Jim’s
statement. “Your rooms are ready. ACPO Gregory will show
you their location.”
“Space Officer 1, Farmer, and Clarke,” said Jim,
introducing his crew. Gregory nodded as he beckoned them
with an arm movement in the direction to go. “Is there
somewhere we can talk?” Jim asked Darton.
“My office,” answered Darton, pointing to a side door.
Jim followed Darton into the control room and proceeded on a
path through several planetary officers seated at their
consoles. His office was at the far end.
“CPO,” said Jim, sitting down using the rank
abbreviation of Chief Planetary Officer. “I await your briefing.”
Darton sat down and began the preamble. “Due to a
very strange incident in a section of forest that was
unexplainable we had a visit from our Supreme Chief Officer.
He informed me that you would be arriving in three days, that’s
today.”
“Let’s skip the protocol,” grinned Jim. “W ho do I have to
see and where do I have to go?”
For a moment, Darton seemed a little unnerved as his
mind skipped the formalities. “You are booked in to see the
Chief Elder Dratona in one hour’s time.” He stopped for a
moment to gather his thoughts. “Rectangular matter
transmitter-receiver portals called travel stations are positioned
throughout the planet allowing instant movement.” He opened
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a compartment on his desk and took out a small circular
control device, which he handed to Jim.
“I presume this is pre-programmed with my destination,”
said Jim studying the smooth surface with four coloured
arranged buttons protruding.
“The red button is to cancel any programme and must
be pressed twice.” He then pointed to the blue button. “The
blue is programmed to your destination and return to here. The
black will display programmes to various locations and the
yellow to activate the programme through the portal.”
“W here is the nearest travel station?” enquired Jim.
“There,” said Darton pointing through the large circular
window. “It has been placed in our garden area.”
Jim stood up and walked over to the window observing
the portal. ”It looks like a doorway frame covered in protruding
oval shapes.”
“It is rather quaint,” replied Dalton, shrugging his
shoulders. “The Xenoratians like simplicity.”
“Have you ever witnessed the elders changing?” asked
Jim without turning to look at Darton.
“No I haven’t,” he stated shaking his head. “I believe
that is done in a private ceremony.”
“W ell, I shall change my attire,” said Jim, turning
suddenly and heading towards the door with the control device
in his hand. “I’ll see you later.” Darton nodded in agreement,
as Jim made his exit.
In the garden 45 minutes later, Jim stood in front of the
portal staring at the simple metal frame. He depressed the
blue button and stepped through the doorway. The air seemed
to fold around him as he faded from sight and stepped into a
hallway from the travel station.
In front of him, a small man dressed in a crossover robe
bowed showing the outstretched palms of his hands and then
gestured with his right arm extended towards a small doorway.
Jim nodded and entered into a bare room displaying at the
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centre two softly padded comfortable chairs, revealing on his
face a rather bemused look at the empty room. “Do I sit or
stand?” he questioned aloud.
“I like a man who questions himself,” came a voice from
behind the high chair. It swung around, revealing Chief Elder
Dratona. Jim smiled at the bemused face of Dratona.
“Chief Elder, in some societies it would be called
madness.” Jim replied, with a small bow of the head.
“Please take a seat,” said Dratona. “I presume you are
Space Agent Long?” Jim nodded as the elder continued with a
serious tone. “Your Supreme Chief Officer thinks very highly of
you, but I like to judge everyone myself.”
Praise and then rebuffed, thought Jim responding with a
counter attack. “I too prefer to evaluate a person as I find
them,” he replied narrowing his eyes.
The elder laughed aloud, surprising Jim. “You were
good at mind games I was told,” said Dratona. “Your Supreme
Chief has a sense of humour.”
Jim smiled, again surprised by the revelation. “Indeed
he has.”
“Here am I being flippant,” resumed the Dratona. “There
are very, very serious concerns to contend with.” Then he
became very solemn. “Our society has evolved over
thousands of years and given the gift of vibrating the body to a
higher level of existence. Vanders has told me of your
bracelets that can and have reached the astral realms.” Jim
nodded showing his wrists to the elder. “How do you report
and see the astral?”
Jim thought for a moment before answering. “Compared
to the physical world the astral is confusing, unreal, and
majestic.”
“It is good that you know the dangers and pitfalls,” said
the elder. “There are forces there that can lead you on an
endless chase to thought destruction.”
“I have seen some of the reoccurring episodes that
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many have engrained in their thoughts.”
“Ah, the self-examination and punishment sequences of
some humankind,” said the elder. “The physical brain is
awesome. A small biological computer that is amazing in its
use.” He pointed to his forehead with his right index finger. “In
here joined together are the physical and quantum parts so
small that even an electronic microscope will never see them.
We are all part of a huge existence and our brains pass on all
the information to our ethereal self.”
Jim agreed with the elder holding out his two wrists. “I
don’t know how, but my brain sequences control these
bracelets.”
“The most powerful force in our brains is the
conscience,” said Dratona. “Humankind perceives all this as
the supernatural. You were probably chosen for the bracelets
because of your developed conscience.”
“I have no idea why I was chosen,” responded Jim
thoughtfully. “There are others just as capable.”
“Do you know why humankind fights each other in great
wars?” Jim shook his head not wishing to comment on such a
broad and profound question with an inadequate answer.
“Certain people are born with abnormal chemistry. Their brains
do not function correctly. Animals have the gift of strong
instincts; to love and be loved is a great desire as is their joy of
play and great fear. If they are starving under threat of death,
the larger animals will eat you. It is not malice or evil for they
have no conscience.”
Jim smiled, the elder was offering counsel, and this was
probably his way of getting to know someone quickly. “I agree
to your point, I think conscience is important in the
development of men and women.”
“Unlike the astral, which is different in many ways, the
physical world is not perfect it progresses and develops
second by second.”
“It is dominated by time,” interjected Jim, wondering if
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he should have interrupted.
“Yes of course,” said Dratona delighted at the answer.
“You have obviously conversed with many wise people. Please
tell me who?”
“A giant called Thorati from the planet Mountera.”
“An ancient race indeed,” replied the elder. “I believe
they are from an ancient tribe called the Gigantuans with a life
span of 1000 years.”
“Thorati told me he was 880 years old,” recalled Jim.
“He told me about the bubble of existence with the Creator or
God on the outside.”
Dratona became intrigued bending his head slightly
showing a quizzical look. “Our own civilisation here had the
same theory some 5000 years ago. Unfortunately, forgotten
through the ravages of time, it was one of the most profound
theories of our existence.”
Dratona seemed pleased with Jim as he sat back in his
chair with a large sigh happy with their discussion. “W ill you
visit the astral with me?” Jim nodded in anticipation.
“I would be honoured,” he said honestly.
*

*

*

Janine sat down at one of the consoles that half circled
the hologram viewing area and watched as the flight crew of
three monitored the inter-dimensional engine as the IGCT
moved along its course. The Captain was Chief Space Officer
Jane Grant, an experienced officer at 29 years of age. She
smiled as Janine sat down. Janine’s thoughts backtracked to
the two years they had served together when Jane was under
her command as executive officer.
Funny how we view fond memories, thought Janine.
Those past years were full of adventure and exciting moments,
but there were other grave instances when other
crewmembers were injured or died. She gave a small shudder
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as she watched Jane monitoring the inter-dimensional engine
on the first phase of the journey until all the elements reached
confirmation by Alpha-Beta.
The computer spoke as if on cue. “First phase
confirmed – all systems above 90%.”
Jane relaxed a little as she stood up and sat down
beside Janine. “You’re looking well; I heard you were in the
medical centre under observation.”
“I was,” replied Janine with a comical grimace. “They
scanned my brain, but didn’t find anything.”
“I do miss your comical expressions,” said Jane shaking
her head and laughing. “Going back for a third tour?”
“I’m afraid so,” answered Janine her eyes wide open.
“Now tell me, any men in your life.”
“I’m afraid not,” said Jane. “I’m far too busy.” Janine
showed a disbelieving face and they both had a bout of
giggles. “W ell,” she said her eyes focussing for a moment on
the ceiling. “There may be someone, but it’s too early to tell.”
“How long have you been seeing him?” Janine
enquired.
“Nearly a year,” replied Jane.
“Nearly a year!” exclaimed Janine, her jaw dropping
slightly. “That’s nearly a marriage.” Another bout of laughter
ensued.
“W ell, I only see him in bits,” said Jane becoming
serious.
“Oh,” answered Janine her mouth formed into a small
circular orifice. “It must be serious if you are seeing his bits.”
Jane laughed. “You know what I mean,” she said
directing the conversation to Janine. “Are you still with Jim?”
“I am,” she stated slowly. “I don’t know why I only see
him a few times a year.”
“W here is he now?”
“On a planet called Xenorat, I think.”
“I’ve heard a story regarding that,” said Jane
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thoughtfully. “They are the most advanced humans in the
galaxy.”
“If Jim is there,” answered Janine showing a wide–eyed
face of exclamation. “They will probably retard.”
Jane laughed, shaking her head again. “You know you
love him.”
“I do,” said Janine, nodding her head with a sigh. “W ho
knows someday we may be able to settle down.” Her face
showed a contemplative look. “W e’ll probably both be in our
70’s.”
“The problem is we both love our jobs,” said Jane as
she attempted to rationalise their situation. “A relationship is
secondary.”
“But, rather exciting.” Janine interrupted with a huge
grin. “Every time we meet our two males there’s so much to
catch up on it seems like the first time again.”
“Yes, very true,” continued Jane. “But how long will it
last?”
“I like to think for as long as we’re alive,” stated Janine.
Through the corner of her eye she caught the cascading
numbers across the top of the hologram. She frowned.
Something was wrong. “That’s if we live long enough.”
Jane followed her gaze, quickly moving over to the
pilot’s console. Janine stood behind her.
“W hat’s happening, Tom?” Jane asked. She stared
down at the second officer as he tried to cancel the interdimensional engine.
“Something is interfering with the force field,” he stated
as his fingers ran across several touch keys on the console. “It
is down to 50%.”
“Alpha-Beta,” said Jane urgently. “Cancel interdimensional engine.”
“Reason for request?” stated the computer.
“W e are losing the force field,” said Jane slowly. “W e
cannot retain stability in the astral travel vortex.”
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“Negative,” replied the computer. “Force field at 95%.”
Jane turned to Janine showing a look of surprise.
Janine knew instinctively that the computer could not
recognise the fault because it likely was not physical. That
could mean only one thing; it was ethereal.
Jane had already conceived a huge malfunction as she
instructed the computer. “Alpha-Beta, give me immediate
manual control.”
“You have the control,” affirmed the computer.
“Using shut down procedure,” said Tom. The interdimensional engine unlocked and shut down. “Now at light
speed. Alpha-Beta, state our position.”
“W e are in the Gallara system.”
“Time status from Krakor at light speed?”
“One year twenty-five days, 4 hours.”
Jane hung her head for a moment. “We have to get this
engine working again.”
“I’ve instructed the two engineers to examine and
report.”
“Sorry,” said Jane to Janine. “Looks like we’re stuck for
a while.”
Janine gently took hold of Jane’s arm and directed her
to a small conference room. The door closed behind them as
she spoke. “I am speculating that the computer cannot handle
anything metaphysical and having had some experience in
regard to this. I suggest a complete shutdown of all power then
a manual restart and observation.”
Jane nodded. “I agree, you think it is something non
human?”
“Yes, something non physical, immaterial. For some
reason we are being delayed,” said Janine. “W e may have to
turn back. I think someone is trying to stop us from reaching
Togigra.”
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*

*

*

Jim sat back in the comfortable chair, watching Dratona
start to vibrate. At first, his body seemed to go out of
synchronisation showing a blurred vision of three distinct parts.
His outer skin frame, body organs, and skeleton structure all
started to fade and dissolve in the air until completely
disappearing. Jim blinked, his thoughts projecting a bright glow
on his right bracelet. His physical body completely relaxed into
the chair as his mirror body moved outwards suddenly turning
into a streak of light in motion. His ethereal body appeared
standing next to Dratona’s physical body in a large wooded
area.
Jim was surprised that the metamorphosis of Dratona
was of a full corporeal change and that he could regenerate
his body to move in the astral. Jim could plainly see the
powerful mirror body glow around him combining both body
and spirit. Dratona pointed to the right, revealing the strange
black patch on the ground. He scooped some of the dark
material in his hand, watching it trickle to the ground through
his fingers.
“Completely dead of life,” he said in a soft telepathic
voice for Jim to hear. “Something came and went.”
“Has anything like this ever happened before?” queried
Jim, trying to ascertain if there was a matching previous
experience.
“Not to my knowledge,” replied Dratona. “This to me
certainly sets a precedent of a kind never seen before.”
Jim looked at the dark patch with the trees closely
spaced around it. “The area is small but pin-pointed,” said Jim
drawing a circle in the air with his finger. “It is equivalent to a
sudden random burst of energy from a gun.”
“I don’t understand,” said Dratona, looking puzzled.
“However this happened,” explained Jim. “It can only be
described as a random burst of energy with no direction or
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purpose. Whoever did this did not aim at anything, let’s say
your city as an instance, therefore it must have been
spontaneous.”
“I am relieved that it was not the city,” replied Dratona.
“There would have been great panic.”
“If this were to be increased on a larger scale,” stated
Jim. “The destruction would be infinite.”
Dratona nodded in agreement. “What do you suggest?”
“The cause is as yet unknown,” answered Jim. “Do you
know any point in the astral where this could have originated?”
“We shall go and explore,” determined Dratona,
grasping hold of Jim’s arm. W ithin a second, their bodies
evaporated into two wisps of narrow light and Jim found
himself with Dratona outside a cottage. “This is the astral
cottage of an ex elder called Mushtandar.” Dratona entered
through the open door with Jim behind. “This ex elder had a
bad gambling problem and we stopped him journeying to the
astral.”
“Do you think that he has managed to return,” queried
Jim.
“Yes, he returned,” continued Dratona looking out of the
window. “I met him here. Some entity had helped him to
transport. “
“Is he still here?” asked Jim.
“That I don’t know,” answered Dratona. “He would not
listen to my words of warning. I haven’t seen him since.”
“A bad seed with the gift of vibration from physical to
spirit and back again is a terrifying weapon,” said Jim
pensively. “Can’t you just think where he is and go there?”
“Beware of the astral, Mr. Long,” said Dratona shaking
his finger in the air. “There are locations where it is easier to
enter than exit.”
“If he has entered any of these areas…,” said Jim as
Dratona finished the sentence for him.
“….To get him out may be difficult or impossible.”
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Dratona turned to Jim and grasped his arm again. “There are a
few places we can try first.” Jim felt encased within a strong
wind force as the scene around them changed and manifested
into a gambling casino. He watched quietly as both human and
alien mirror life forms placed bets winning and losing vast
amounts of currency.
It was futile, Jim thought as both he and Dratona
wandered through the many card and roulette tables. Money
was not required in the astral, which made it seem so
meaningless. The emotions emanating were strong and
realistic, giving the sensations of elation and despair. Jim was
able to perceive the emotions that would come with being
addicted to gambling and the sudden rush of winning or losing.
There was no adrenaline for creatures of the spirit, but the
memory and condition of their past physical existence was
extreme and powerful.
“He is not amongst these poor creatures,” said Dratona.
He grasped Jim’s arm again and the scene faded away. Next,
they were before a formation of a large building. “Be careful
what you say,” said Dratona, issuing a word of warning. “We
are in the realm of corruptible souls.”
A man approached spinning around several times in his
huge cloak, causing it to bellow outwards. He produced a
bottle and a glass from within the cloak, pouring out a drink to
offer it to Jim. It was somehow mesmerising, inducing him to
drink. He shook his head and turned to Dratona.
“No!” Dratona remonstrated with his two hands pushing
forward.
The man’s face showed a smile and then with a quick
gesture made the bottle and glass disappear. He then made
several articulate moves combining body legs, and arms. He
spread out the cloak with both arms and then dropped them to
his sides revealing two scantily dressed females. Both girls
smiled and held out their arms towards Jim and Dratona.
Dratona paused and waited for Jim’s reaction.
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“No!” said Jim copying Dratona’s earlier move.
The man snarled and twirled his hands in the air
causing the two females to change shape into scaled reptilian
beings. They started to advance as Dratona flung his arms in
the air.
“Away! Go!” His voice bellowed causing a strong breeze
to hit the man and two females. The man made a gesture of
compliance, bowing slightly and then moving away with the
girls.
“Once again, all is not as it seems,” mused Dratona.
“I find it difficult to know what it was all about,” said Jim.
“That was just a tiny version of this corruptible realm.”
Dratona beckoned with his hand and they moved through a
doorway. Inside were hundreds of people trying to sell services
or goods to others. “This place can smother and overwhelm
you unless you are strongly self disciplined. It is full of
disreputable beings that take advantage of the weak and
vulnerable.”
“I wonder if there are any second hand car salesmen
here,” quipped Jim. Dratona looked puzzled by the remark.
“Not important,” he continued. “Just a saying in my world.”
They walked around the huge buildings as Dratona tried
to locate Mushtandar. “He is not here.” Dratona held Jim’s arm
once again, this time with a warning. “When we reach our next
location keep close to me.” Jim nodded as they dissipated into
streams of light materialising on a dark gray landscape of
decaying ground and stark black twisted trees with ugly gray
branches.
The first thing Jim heard was the loud sound of many
battles. He turned to see the huge black cloud pulsating
behind him. The site and sound were formidable as twisted
faces on long streams of black cloud spun outwards toward
them. They were at least 100 yards away and even that
seemed too near. Both men watched for a few minutes as the
dark mass of cloud oscillated and erupted before them.
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Several faces flew towards them, immediately worrying
Dratona and forcing him to pull himself and Jim backwards.
Although Jim showed slight unease at the strange
phenomenon, he was not aware of the danger.
Dratona, did show fear. As another dark stream ejected
outward it revealed three despairing faces, one of them,
Mushtandar. “That was Mushtandar,” said Dratona, turning to
Jim and shaking his head. “He is in there.”
Jim stared as the faces catapulted back into the huge
gaseous mass. “What happens if he vibrates?”
Dratona looked sad and shook his head again. “He
could vibrate into our physical realm.”
“I think he already has,” said Jim. “The dark patch in the
forest. Luckily it was only a tiny area.”
A ghastly look came across the face of Dratona,
showing he realised that what Jim said was true. “You don’t
understand,” replied Dratona. “The whole of this cloud can
expand to unlimited size, usually upward.” Both gazed into the
sky and could not see the top. “If the cloud bonds with
Mushtandar and is released into our physical domain a whole
planet and populace would be completely destroyed.”
“Can we go in and get him out?” Jim inquired. He was
frowning as he tried to understand the complexities of the
situation.
“The forces in there are so strong,” said Dratona. “I
doubt you could return safely.”
“This big black cloud, what is it?” Jim enquired.
“It is called the un-life,” answered Dratona, shivering at
the thought. “It is full of despairing souls who have
contaminated the physical world. Dictators, despots, killers,
people who have committed unspeakable atrocities in the
name of humanity political or religion.”
“A kind of metaphysical prison with no warders,” said
Jim pensively.
“They don’t need warders,” stated Dratona slowly.
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“They have placed themselves there because of their persona.
They re-enact and revel in power, destruction, and death.”
“Except they cannot die anymore.” Jim replied with
ironical tension in his voice.
“Not so,” replied Dratona. “Their souls will probably
wither away, the death of deaths.”
“I have witnessed such a death,” said Jim much to
Dratona’s surprise. “At least in the physical world there is hope
of moving on, the spiritual death is the end of all.” He suddenly
changed the subject turning quickly with a question. “Would an
angel be safe in there?”
“I do not think so,” considered Dratona. “Maybe an
Archangel could exist in there, but I doubt they would enter.
There is a strong overwhelming influence of dread that is so
powerful that it consumes the soul, even a spiritual entity can
be influenced by dominant evil.”
Jim stared at Dratona who predicted and answered the
next question.
“To leave the un-life you would need a strong free will to
exit. An Archangel maybe able to enter and return but they
cannot will another out.”
Dratona ceased conversation holding Jim’s arm. “Come
we must leave and discuss.”
Jim sat upright in his body again watching the physical
restoration of Dratona’s body in the seat opposite.
*

*

*

On Krakor it was early evening. Zooteran entered his
living quarters on the outskirts of the city. He was pleased with
all the work carried out during the day with two more evening
visits to follow. His healing progress had started a word-ofmouth campaign that had increased his workload
considerably. He was now well known and described as the
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alternate medical healer. Many of the officers and their wives
were now part of his healing group. Zooteran was methodical
and businesslike in his activities, he would always send his
patients to the medical centre to be diagnosed first, a strict rule
he thought necessary.
This had brought him respect from the medical
authorities even though they did not understand his brand of
healing. He carefully lit four green candles that were placed on
a small table in front of a mirror and kneeled down in front of it,
turning off the main light.
"I thank you for your heavenly guidance," said Zooteran.
"Please guide me to do your healing work." He relaxed and
bowed his head slightly forward shutting out all thoughts in his
mind. The candles flickered for a while, as a warm breeze from
the conditioned air circulated the room. "Give me the power
and the knowledge to heal all." He chanted the statement
several times before stopping. Behind Zooteran there came
across the ceiling a white misty light that moved downwards
towards him stopping above his head.
The light began to grow expanding slowly down towards
his neck and finally covering his whole body. Although he
could not see it he could feel the vibrant energy encasing him.
He registered a feeling of total elation something very strong
was inside his soul. Somehow, he had opened his chakras and
invited the force into his body. He knew instinctively that this
was dangerous, but he had requested by prayer for guidance
and healing power.
In his ears came a whisper asking him if he wanted the
power.
Zooteran’s eyes opened. He had never ever heard
voices before and began to question his rationality. The
whispering increased in his mind with the same statement of
many voices overlapping each other. He looked around the
room expecting to see something or someone. He was alone.
Zooteran focused his eyes and saw the white glow
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surrounding his body and knew he was encased in an ethereal
light. W hoever or whatever was asking him to make a
decision. He was aware of the danger of letting in an
uncontrolled spirit and yet he did not believe that this was an
entity of some kind.
He knew these were not thoughts someone was talking
to him and offering him something. Becoming frightened he
shouted out. "Be gone!" The light started to withdraw slowly
moving up his legs. He questioned himself. Am I being silly, he
thought? "Who are you?" He blurted out trying to find a reason
for accepting.
The whispered statement came back repeating over
and over again. “Do you want the power?"
He finally conceded to the whispering spirit. It seemed
logical to accept. Surely it was a gift of some kind or so he
justified. "I want the power," he said quietly, watching the glow
as it moved downwards covering his whole body. This esoteric
ethereal light filled him with euphoria and an emotive force of
great strength, overcome with feelings of self-possession that
were granted by the Holy Spirit. His body and mind totally
cleansed by the intense light. All doubt receded from his mind
and his destiny became clear. He was to share the joy of the
Holy Spirit with all of humankind. In trance state, he could see
clearly the white shaped formation that seemed positioned at
his side.
Some power or the power of an entity was with him, of
that he had no doubt. There was no hesitation in his mind.
After all, Zooteran believed himself to be a good person. W hy
would he not help heal people in distress? He nodded,
agreeing with his thoughts as he stood up carefully blowing out
the candles.
Moving outside to his hover car, Zooteran journeyed to
his next patient, a senior officer of the rank of Solar System
Controller who commanded the movements of all Inter
Galactic Craft. His wife met Zooteran at the door and took him
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through the hallway to a darkened room where SSC Greene
lay on a padded couch, his right hand holding up a small pack
of ice crystals to it.
“Is that you, Zooteran?” said Greene, opening one eye.
“It is, sir,” replied the healer.
“I have been to the medical centre,” continued Greene,
his voice slow from his deep breathes. “They just give me
tablets for my migraine and tell me to rest.”
“That is indeed good advice,” agreed the healer taking
away the ice pack and placing both hands palm down 6 inches
above his chest. Zooteran was expecting to see the usual flow
of colours, but instead his hands started to glow and a
concentrated light moved quickly over Greene’s body
completely enveloping it in 5 seconds and then disappeared.
Greene suddenly sat upright as Zooteran gazed in
amazement at his own hands.
“That was quick,” said Greene. His eyes were wide
open and he could not hide his disbelief. That nasty migraine I
had disappeared in seconds. How did you do that?" There was
a surprised and mystified look on Greene’s face at the instant
recovery.
"My powers of healing have somehow been amplified,"
said Zooteran, not wishing to alarm the officer.
"Indeed they have," answered Greene, now becoming
more than interested in Zooteran’s healing prowess. "Such a
power should be observed by the medical fraternity."
Alarm bells started to ring in Zooterans mind. To have
healing powers was a true gift, he thought. To have it
investigated certainly was not. The very idea of being under
scrutiny did not appeal to him. "A gift is a gift," he said
thoughtfully and diplomatically. "If it became under scrutiny it
may be lost or taken away from me forever." He carefully
watched the officer’s face for any telltale signs of what was on
his mind, but his face remained blank.
"You could be right," said Greene nodding his head
230

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

studiously. "But there may be something in the human psyche
that can be developed for the good of humankind. It is worth
thinking about."
"Indeed I shall," said Zooteran, holding out his open
palms toward Greene. "This gift has only just happened and I
need to study it myself."
"I understand," said Greene. "I wish you every success
in your healing. It will stop much suffering."
Zooteran quickly left the house and returned to his
hover car, directing it to move to the next person on his list. He
activated his electronic pad and checked upon whom he was
seeing. She was someone that he had never seen before, a
woman called Mary Danston. She was suffering from a small
tumour in her chest that was due an operation by the end of
the week. His eyes opened wide as he looked at the rank. She
was a Chief Planetary Medical Officer. W hat was a medical
officer doing asking for his assistance?
The hover car stopped outside a large circular four
storey high building that was living quarters for medical
officers. The electronic pad directed him by a series of arrows
to the door of Mary's flat. He touched the green button at the
top of the screen to warn her that he had arrived. He entered
the corridor on the first floor and a door on the right opened.
There was Mary. She was 40 years old and her face showed
slight pain, although she was smiling.
"W elcome Zooteran," she said, beckoning him inside
with her hand and sitting him down. "I have a benign tumour
on my chest." She continued to strap on a circular mode
around her chest, which Zooteran recognised as a portable
scanner. "I do not really like operations and wondered if your
healing could help." The scanner activated projecting a
hologram image of her chest cavity to the immediate left. "As
you see the small tumour is here." She pointed with her finger
into the hologram showing a small black patch in an
entanglement of veins and arteries and muscles.
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Zooteran looked at the image and then into Mary's
eyes. "I see that your occupation, Mary, is that of a medical
officer," he commented. "What has been recommended by
your specialist?"
"It is to be removed in five days time," she said sitting
down opposite. "I would like you to try and heal me."
He frowned for a moment, wondering if she was trying
to test him. For a medical officer to contact him was indeed
unusual and he needed more answers. "Is it correct for me to
interfere before your operation?" he prompted. "My own
personal protocol is not to interfere with a surgical decision."
For a moment, she sighed turning her head slightly her
hair cascading onto her shoulder and her eyes misty. "Any
decisions regarding my body are mine and mine alone," she
stated, her voice wavering slightly. "I do hope you respect that
decision."
"I do," he replied hesitantly. "I have slowly over the year
built a respect between myself and the medical fraternity. I do
not want to endanger my status even if it is rather small."
"I appreciate your morality and what you say," she
answered, smiling faintly. "If you heal me the medical
profession will really respect you and if you don't then the
operation will remove the tumour."
"Have you had a DNA report?" he enquired, sensing a
need to question her further. He was not sure her motives
were sincere and that as she would ultimately question her
patients if in doubt he must do likewise to her.
She nodded, smiling again in knowledge of what he was
doing. "I have," she stated. She sat back in her chair waiting
for the next question. He was now feeling rather reluctant to
ask further questions in case he was going too far. The silence
made them both laugh. "My report says that I am subject to
cysts," she blurted out. "If I live to be 100 years old I may die of
old age or of a malignant cyst."
He was now beginning to feel more comfortable with
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her answers. "I am sorry I had to dig a little deeper," he said
sympathetically.
"That is your prerogative," she replied. "I'm not usually
at the receiving end.”
"I suppose you diagnose a lot of patients in the day?"
he asked.
"I do," she answered, nodding her head vigorously.
"W ith many varying complaints. The structure of our body is
unique and mystifying." She stopped and frowned. "W e seem
to contaminate ourselves in two ways.”
Zooteran nodded slowly, trying to interpret her
statement. "The mind and the body?" he prompted.
"Not quite." Her face showed a quizzical grin.
"I see an illness in a person's aura," he said, now
intrigued by what she had stated.
"I am fascinated by your ability to see the metaphysical
or ethereal universe, but I am talking about two separate
items—DNA and the mind."
"I think I can see where you're going. Either of those
two can cause problems with the energy of life."
"A fault in the DNA can cause chemical disorders, latent
disease of the organs, all kinds of symptoms’, and an early
departure from the physical world. The only real cure is to
change the DNA by removing the bad parts."
“That is a very clinical synopsis, but what about the
mind?”
She smiled but had no obvious answer. “Now you’re
talking about the most complex and least understood item in
physical existence, the biological computer, the brain. Don’t tell
me you can cure someone of depression or mental illness?”
He shook his head slowly and after deep thought
answered her. “Apart from a genetic or chemical imbalance
most other symptoms are self induced and difficult to cure.”
“A medical specialist also finds it perplexing,” she said.
“Just a simple headache could be caused by so many things
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including eating the wrong food.”
“Some humans burden themselves with their own
thoughts causing a self inflicted dark spot in the mirror body. I
can remove this dark area giving relief for a short time but
within hours it returns.”
She moved to lie down on the couch and Zooteran
followed. Mary placed her head on a large cushion and then
swung her legs up on the right side. “See if you can heal me,”
she said. She closed her eyes and waited.
Zooteran placed both hands palms down over her
middle section. His hands began to glow until a powerful white
mass of light completely obscured them. The light moved
towards her, inducing her to open her eyes as a gentle heat
surrounded the areas of her chest and stomach. She was
amazed at the intensity of the light that projected from his
hands. The light slowly receded back into his hands and
disappeared.
She sat up and began to blink profusely, almost like she
was slightly anaesthetized. Her mind was confused by what
happened, but her face was serene.
“You will need to rest,” he said, feeling slightly drained
of energy. “If you wish I will call back next week.” She nodded
as he let himself out through the door. Slowly standing up she
moved across to the table and placed the portable scanner
around the middle section of her body. W ith a fixed gaze she
watched the hologram picture of her internal body structure
appear to the left. What she saw left her astonished. The black
ugly shape had completely gone.
*

*

*

Gail and Norman sat in the small dining room positioned
at the centre of the embassy building. The porter brought in a
large dish with two plates and eating utensils. Gail thanked him
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and took off the lid, revealing a red coloured thick mince.
“I hope this is to your taste,” said the porter as he
arranged everything on the table. "Everything on the planet is
vegetarian. These are special beans cultivated to taste like
meat."
Gail smiled and nodded. "It smells delicious," she
replied as the porter left the table. She took the large spoon
out of the dish and scooped out two portions on each plate.
Norman picked up one of the eating utensils, which had
a long handle with a small bulbous shaped end. He pressed
one of two buttons which had been placed just above the
shape and a three pronged fork sprung outwards. He touched
the second button, causing the fork to retract and a spoon
shape to emerge. "Ingenious and thrifty," he said then
producing one of his semi-sneers. "It's hard to come to terms
with a non-carnivorous society."
"I've learned to live with both," she said taking a
mouthful of the mince. "It's very nice." Her face showed
surprise as she ate some more. "Try some."
"If you insist," answered Norman, taking a spoonful from
his plate and placing it gingerly in his mouth. "It does taste like
meat.” That was surprising.
Gail and Norman heard voices in the doorway. Jim
entered and sat down at the table with them. "I must say the
food is very good," he said. "I've just eaten with CPO Darton. I
love the spoon-fork." He looked at Norman for a reaction.
"The design is a very good," said Norman, placing some
more mince into his mouth.
"Norman only likes to eat meat," said Gail
mischievously.
Norman nearly choked for a second as he tried to reply.
"I didn't say that," he said, quickly wiping his mouth with a
serviette. "I'm not a cannibal."
"Our ancestors probably were,” said Gail still teasing.
“Think of what you would be if you ate your mother and
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father?"
"An orphan," said Norman answering quickly without
thinking then watching them both laugh. “What did I say?”
Jim grinned for a moment, shaking his head. He stood
up and said, "When you two have finished having fun we'll do
a bit of sightseeing."
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Chapter 8.

As evening approached on Xenorat, CPO Darton
walked into the Embassy bar and seated himself next to Jim.
On the other side, Gail and Norman slowly sipped their drinks.
"As requested," he said. "I have commandeered the restroom
on the second floor. It is lockable and it has four comfy chairs."
"Thank you CPO," said Jim, tipping his glass to full
extent into his mouth and finishing his drink. "I appreciate that."
"I presume it's some kind of meditation," he enquired
inquisitively.
"I'll brief you later CPO," said Jim standing up and
turning to Gail and Norman. "W e're off to do some
sightseeing." He had deliberately been evasive so as not to
explain about the function of the bracelets. It was known
loosely on Krakor, but restricted on other planets.
"See you later, Ted," said Gail as they walked towards
the door. "Thanks for your hospitality."
"You're welcome," replied Darton.
Standing outside the doorway portal in the garden Jim
pressed the black button on the control device producing a
hologram menu and scanned down the details. He stopped the
3D cursor on ‘waterfall’ and gestured with the open palm of his
right hand for the others to enter. “This should be interesting,”
he said with a smile. Norman grunted as he and Gail walked
through, their bodies seeming to fold into sections and
disappear.
A beautiful landscaped scene unfolded before them of a
lake of clear blue water with two waterfalls some 50 feet high
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at one end. Several adults in bathing attire were casually
strolling around and some swimming in the clear water. Two
people came down the right hand waterfall and hit the water
gently. Then with a few strokes of the arms they reached the
left waterfall and travelled slowly upwards carried by the water
to the top.
Norman’s bottom jaw dropped as Gail showed a slight
frown. “Reverse flow!” exclaimed Norman, realising the
technical capabilities used. “They’re using a gravity engine.”
They walked up the embankment to the top of the waterfalls
where another pool became apparent.
“W e must come and swim here,” said Gail. “It would be
interesting.”
Jim nodded as Norman reached the edge of the
waterfalls and looked down. “I wonder if they’d show me where
the engines are?” he said aloud to himself, engrossed by the
technicalities. Jim smiled; Norman was obsessed with engines
of all kinds.
"Maybe later, Norman," said Jim as they wandered
around the compelling complex of buildings and lakes finally
arriving back at the travel portal. He scanned the menu once
again and stopped at 'forestry area 1', precipitating a power
surge as the doorway lit up allowing them to pass through.
They had arrived on a small embankment overlooking
the tall trees. The low sun was still in the sky, casting giant
shadows away from them.
"It's a forest," grunted Norman, looking at the vast
forestry region from left to right.
"This is business, Norman," said Jim. "That is the
reason why we are here."
"Something has happened here?" Gail asked, trying to
think what it could be.
"Correct, Frosty," replied Jim. He stared down at the
forest and tried to locate the position. A voice behind made
Norman jump slightly. They all turned to see the Forrester.
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"Gentlemen and Lady, can I help?" The Forrester
smiled. He was dressed in a short brown smock that came
down to his waist, loose trousers that came down to his shins
and large knee-high boots.
"W e are from the Galaxy Police Federation," explained
Jim, now wondering if the man in front of him was the
Forrester who had seen the black cloud. "We are looking for
the incident that happened a few days ago."
The Forrester nodded his expression changing to a
gaunt stare. "How did you know about that?" His body tensed
as he asked the question.
"Please relax, Forrester," said Jim, trying to calm the
man. "W e have been asked to investigate by the elder
Dratona." The man's face changed on the mention of the
elder’s name. "Can you show us where the incident occurred?"
The man pointed to a group of trees further down the
slope and then led the way towards it. "Did you see this
happen?" Jim asked. The man nodded yes and pointed his
finger towards the dark patch on the ground.
"A long black cloud came out of the sky and scorched
the ground," he said fearfully, looking nervously upwards. All
three officers stared at the black area as the Forrester stood
back in alarm.
"Thank you, Forrester, you can go now," said Jim. He
did not want to talk in front of him, realising how uncomfortable
the man felt. The Forrester nodded and then slowly turned and
walked back up the hill. Bending down over the section Gail
stared hard at the contents. "It is believed that one of the
elders who can vibrate has been lost in the astral realm of the
un-life," he explained as best he could. "It is a black area
comprising of dark minded physical beings that have passed
over."
"W hat kind of beings?" asked Norman.
"Beings you wouldn't want to bump into in physical or
ethereal life," informed Jim. "Barbaric entities like Dictators,
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megalomaniacs, and religious fanatics who've killed millions of
mortals in a quest for power or belief."
"The soil seems totally dead," said Gail, still kneeling as
she scooped up a handful.
A stiff breeze occurred blowing down towards them
slightly ruffling their hair. Then there came a dreadful roaring
sound like that of a tornado in close proximity. Jim looked
upward and saw a spiralling black cloud coming down. His
reaction was fast and immediate. He pushed Gail over and
watched her roll down the slope before pulling Norman
backwards, causing him to stumble and fall to the ground. The
horrendous sound erupted all around them as the black cloud
descended exactly on the spot where it had touched before.
For a brief second, Jim's face was only 12 inches from the
apparition as he dived backwards down the slope. They all
looked up from the ground looking at the black cloud that was
so high it disappeared from vision.
Several protrusions spewed out from the mass, one
showing the face of Mushtandar. It was all over within a minute
the black cloud just melting away as the sound diminished.
They all slowly got to their feet and even the usually
expressionless Gail shuddered at the thought of the cloud.
"W ho was the face that came out of the mass?" she asked,
knowing it was of consequence.
"That was the face of the lost elder," answered a grim
looking Jim. "He is obviously still changing his frequency from
inside the un-life. He hasn't quite yet got the knack."
Norman was still staring hard at the ground as though in
disbelief at what he had just seen. "When I was a boy I didn't
believe in ghosts and ghouls," he stated blinking several times.
"But this stuff just blows your mind."
"W e now know it is a reality," said Gail thinking aloud.
"Although we shouldn't be fearful we should give it a healthy
respect." Gail always thought clinically and this was her
answer to the visitation.
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Norman's answer was more down-to-earth. "Fearful is
an understatement. Everyone should be worried about that
abomination."
Jim replied, "This is why we are here. I somehow have
to get inside that thing."
Gail and Norman looked aghast, finding it hard to
believe that Jim had actually said that.
"You can't go in there, boss," said Norman, looking in
disbelief.
Gail stared hard into Jim's eyes before speaking. "Not
without protection of some kind," she added. Jim gave a
comical grin realising this was her way of trying to defend him.
"In the physical world it is your mortality that is at risk. This
environment puts the soul in danger."
"That's true, Frosty," said Jim. "Death is inevitable
someday we shall all be somewhere here in the astral," he
stated philosophically. "We are uniquely privileged to be here
before that event. Danger lurks in every reality."
"That's true," said Norman mournfully. "We always
seem to be at risk."
"Calculated risk," retorted Gail, her face showing a
slight frown. "If we enter anywhere we always have an exit
strategy."
"Most of the time," laughed Jim. "There are times when
you are thrust into situations and you have to try and work your
way out of them. I wouldn't dream of going into the un-life
without protection and the ability to return to normality." He
turned back towards the travel portal, followed by Gail and
Norman. “Let’s explore some more of this planet.”
*

*

*

Professor Moreton entered his office and stood jangling
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the two small diamond shaped communicators in his right
hand. Something was worrying him. His mind was still full of
the last lecture he had just delivered to a demanding class of
young officer cadets. He knew that for a brief moment
something in the discourse had triggered a fragment of
memory that was now trying to surface. It was a passing
thought in the lecture that had now seemed to evaporate from
memory. It was like trying to remember a dream of the night,
he thought. Seemingly, the event was only a moment ago yet
the recollection seemed completely lost.
The complexities of his biological brain at times caused
personal vexation and annoyance. He tried to remember what
had generated this apprehension. W as it something in the
lecture? Yes, it was, he thought. He took a deep breath
concentrating his thoughts on parts of his presentation. He
spoke his thoughts aloud. "The fundamental parts of man and
the philosophy of the Galaxy Police Federation." Realisation
suddenly overcame him. "It was the complex philosophy of the
human mind."
The missing thought suddenly returned to him. Of the
many questions asked, this one was prominent. W as the
human mind powerful enough to heal its own body? It was a
throwaway question amongst many and he instantly
contemplated the percentage of failure. It was high due to the
apparent emphasis of doctors to correct the physical frailties of
humankind rather than their thoughts. The implantation and
modification of DNA had saved many; however, the will to live
or not to live remained unresolved.
Life expectancy, now 150 years, could be long and
tiresome or short and adventurous depending on the mindset
of the beholder. 15 decades of music was sometimes hard to
contend with, the latter being completely out of step with the
former.
The word association of the complex philosophy of the
human mind had transferred his thoughts to a little known
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healer who was claiming quite rightly a rate of 100% recovery.
It is not reasonable, he thought, to believe that is possible.
This was the worry that he held in his mind. He placed the two
diamond shaped communicators into slots allocated on the
desktop. A white stream of light curled upwards forming into a
large hologram sphere 4 feet in diameter and the picture
formed into a slow spinning female cartoon avatar.
"Alpha-Beta, show me all medical news items," he
stated, watching the avatar slowly stop face front.
"Your request for medical news items," she said. She
disappeared and another picture formed in the sphere. He
viewed several items of interest including many new DNA
discoveries. After the fourth item came a profile on Zooteran, a
man claiming that he had treated and healed over 100 officers
and civilian technicians’ through a period of 1 month.
The claims are exceptional, he thought listening to the
statements of those healed. All those concerned were
rapturous in their convictions and testimonials. Not one had
said he was unsuccessful. This seemed unusual to his trained
mind even the medical profession had their share of failure.
What strange power had Zooteran received? The man openly
confessed to having received a holy spirit that was to be used
to cure and help those in need.
“Alpha-Beta, please connect me with Chief medical
Specialist Artono.” The avatar spun several times and then
disappeared as the head and shoulders of Artono materialised
in the hologram.
“Professor Moreton,” said Artono. “How can I be of
help?”
The professor smiled as he leaned forward trying to
sound casual. “I’m investigating for Space Agent Long any
anomalies’ or unusual events that may be taking place and I
need your advice.”
“There is nothing unusual here,” replied Artono.” The
percentages of recovery and death are quite average and
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normal.”
“W hat do you know about this fellow, Zooteran?”
enquired the professor getting straight to the point. “His record
of success is 100%.”
Artono blinked for a moment, as he tried to recall from
memory any related facts. He thought for a moment before
cautiously speaking. “Without going to my records I think there
are possibly 100 patients who have passed through here who
have ultimately used Zooteran.”
“I don’t wish to pry on each personal case,” Moreton
replied. “But in general terms what was the medical
diagnosis?”
Artono breathed deeply and exhaled slowly pouting his
lips. “It was mainly psychological with physical effects.”
“W hat is the medical centre’s record of cure in these
cases?”
“I think approximately 30% over a long period of six
months.”
“….and Zooterans record?”
“All of them cured completely.”
“Does that not seem odd?” questioned Professor,
staring at Artono intensely.
“Yes,” replied Artono. His face could not hide his
annoyance at the healer’s success rate. “I agree with you on
that point. I also comprehend that he has an amazing power
unknown to us.”
Moreton nodded, changing his face to a smile. He
realised he was pressing too hard. “The large number of
people Zooteran treated,” he stated. “Nearly all are senior
officers and senior civilian personnel.”
Artono sighed again. There seemed to be only one
logical solution. “I do feel that we should investigate; but with
what authority? It would be construed as an infringement on
personal rights.”
“I will authorise an ongoing investigation, but I need to
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see him in my office this afternoon.”
“I will arrange that immediately I know most of his visits
are in the evening.” Artono concluded the meeting. “I must go.
I have patients to see.”
At 3 pm the avatar emerged and spoke. “Mr. Zooteran
is here to see Professor Moreton.” The professor stood up
from behind his desk and welcomed the healer as he entered.
“Thank you for coming,” he stated, pulling out his most
charming voice and indicating that he take a seat in one of the
soft comfortable chairs. Zooteran sat down and Moreton sat
down across from him. He was a young man; possibly 20 to 30
years old, thought the professor. He was mild mannered and
not at all exuberant. “I asked Medical Officer Artono if I could
see you,” said the professor gently.
Zooteran looked uncomfortable, his face showing slight
tension. “I came as soon as I could,” he blurted out.
The professor smiled giving comfort. “I see that it must
seem alarming to you to be asked here to the Galaxy Police
Academy. I assure you it is out of complete respect to your
healing prowess.”
The young man relaxed a little by sinking into the chair.
“It is a wonderful gift,” he offered. “Healing is an ancient art.”
“I see you have researched it.” The professor showed a
huge enthusiasm his eyes opening wide.
“W ell, as much as I can,” Zooteran replied. “It is based
on personal prayer and was used in many civilisations going
back 5000 years.”
“Does it have a religious connotation?” The professor
showed great interest as he spoke.
“W hen men first needed Gods it was used in a
theological context. But as humankind progressed, over a
thousand or more years, it was realised that men and women
have this admirable ability to heal.”
“So today healing is not God inspired?”
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“Maybe you could say in a small way, but now more in a
prayer or meditation.”
“W here do you think this power comes from?”
“From within ones self, amplified by the astral.”
The professor nodded, encouraged by the wisdom of
one so young and wondering if he had knowledge of the astral.
Only Jim could investigate this from the other side. He decided
to venture on. “So this power is released to you from an out-ofthis-world environment?”
The young man looked puzzled for a moment as he
thought of the answer. “That is an unusual way of explaining it,
but I suppose it is correct in a way.”
“W hy cannot a medical officer heal in this way?”
“They are trained on the physical plane of existence and
not on the spiritual. They possibly could with meditation.”
“I always believed that praying is to God.”
“I believe it as a request to you yourself invoking a
higher meaning or presence.”
“I presume the presence should be righteous and not
malevolent,” queried the professor, wishing to go deeper into
Zooterans philosophy.
“I believe that a malevolent presence would never heal
anyone,” replied Zooteran, shaking his head conveying that
any healing was a positive and beneficial event.
Surprisingly, the younger man’s naivety and ability to
believe only in good made the professor sceptical.
Commendable in a normal situation, but had he not been
gifted with a power so strong that in the wrong hands could
also corrupt and disable. “Do you believe in God?” asked the
professor now going deeper.
“I believe in the Holy Spirit and therefore a Creator,”
proclaimed Zooteran, saying the words slowly and with
meaning.
“A positive force for good?” asked the professor.
“Indeed,” continued Zooteran, wondering where the
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conversation was leading.
“Then you must believe in the negative force.”
“I do believe all opposites exist, yes,” said the young
man. “You are talking about an evil force.”
“W ell, perhaps not evil, but definitely misguided.”
The young man laughed. “I would never knowingly use
such a force.”
“I believe you, but could the force use you?”
The young man sighed, relaxing into the softness of the
chair. “I could show you that this force or power is of great
importance for healing our bodies.” Unexpectedly, Zooteran
stood up and clasped his hands together, calling on the power.
Moreton was slightly alarmed, but saw nothing. Zooteran
observed the ethereal swirling mass of body energy
surrounding him. A huge surge of power left his clenched
hands and formed around the professor’s outer shape and he
watched unbelieving as several dark shadows floated around
the silhouette. Zooteran plunged his hands to his side stopping
the surge and making him jerk.
Moreton closed his eyes abruptly and when he opened
them again he squinted at Zooteran, wondering who the man
was in his office. “Who are you?” Moreton asked, leaning
back.
“I am Zooteran,” replied the young man.
“W hat are you studying?”
“I came to tell you about my healing power,” said the
young man cautiously. He was perplexed that the professor
had no recollection of their conversation.
“W ell thank you, you can leave now.”
Zooteran stood for a second, not knowing what to do.
His power had somehow contaminated the professor and he
did not know how. He stood for a moment, staring at him trying
to think what to do. Should he try again? No, he thought, that
may make it worse. He then decided to exit and return later. “I
will go. Thank you, Professor.”
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Moreton sat behind his desk and held his head with his
right hand. “This damn headache is coming back.” He took two
tablets with a sip of water, then collapsed onto the armchair.
*

*

*

As they stood in front of the portal, Jim handed the
small controller to Gail. "It's your turn to pick where to go," said
Jim.
She quickly displayed the 3-D memory that scrolled
upwards from the device." This looks interesting," she said,
pressing the button. The folding effect immediately activated
as she stepped into the portal.
Jim felt a slight tingle on both his wrists and looked
down, noticing a slight glow on his bracelets. Only he saw the
ethereal white mist that enveloped the portal and he knew
immediately that some entity was interfering with the doorway.
"Gail!" He tried to warn her, but to no avail. She had already
departed. Norman looked at Jim in complete surprise as Jim
grabbed his arm. They both stepped quickly through.
They found themselves in the middle of a white misty
fog, only able to see for 10 or 15 yards in any given direction.
Splattered over the ground were many small rocks and stones,
barely visible through the fog. The gravity was very light. Gail
first stabilised herself and stood watching and waiting as Jim
and Norman came tumbling through, finally floating quickly to
the to the ground and then slowly standing upright.
"I don't think I selected this on the menu," said Gail,
staring into the mist.
Jim turned towards the portal as Gail tried to operate
the controller, once again unsuccessfully. "Press the lock
feature," he instructed. Gail panned down the menu and
pressed the appropriate button. The portal slowly took on a red
glow as the lock key produced an intermittent signal. "W e can’t
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go back through, but we can find our way back here."
"W here are we?” asked Norman, looking absolutely
bewildered.
"I don't think we’re on Xenorat anymore," said Jim.
"Another planet," enquired Gail, shaking her head
slightly. She could not quite grasp that may be the case. For a
moment, it seemed comical that with one-step they could
cover a distance of approximately 8 feet at a time.
Norman did not quite see the seriousness of their
situation and was jumping up in the air with a strange
abandonment. "I reckon I can jump 10 feet in the air with one
leap," he commented, looking purely delighted by the concept.
Jim grinned, shaking his head slowly and Gail rebuked
Norman. "This is not some advanced children's playground,"
she stated coldly. "W e are lost and in an unknown
environment."
Norman slowed himself down, gradually resting both
feet firmly on the ground. "W herever we are certainly lacks a
lot of gravity,” he stated, pouting his lips slightly. "There must
be a small malfunction on the matter transmitter."
"A small malfunction may be an understatement," said
Jim thoughtfully. Already in his mind, he had a vague idea of
what had happened. He beckoned them forward through the
mist. "W hile we are here, wherever we are, let’s take a look
around."
Gail shook her head, sensing his curiosity. Adventure
had taken over and no matter what the consequences the area
was now open to exploration. He led the way as the red portal
slowly disappeared from view in the mist, a tracking device
bleeping quietly from the module in Gail’s hand. Jim was about
6 feet away from them when he suddenly plunged down to the
ground on all fours struggling to keep his head forward.
"Stop where you are,” he gasped, slowly turning with his
head towards them. Every movement was a labour and
something was forcing him down. He still managed to crawl
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with his knees and elbows. Gail and Norman looked at him in
astonishment until he finally reached within 4 feet of them and
stood up. He pushed slightly with one leg, easily moving two
and a half feet into the air and down again. He grinned, picking
up two stones from the ground and throwing one back in the
direction of the portal. They all watched as it skimmed high
into the air. The second stone he lobbed gently 10 feet into the
air to where he had been. As it reached the area, the stone
plunged in a straight vertical line to the ground. He moved
slowly forward his right arm stretched out in front of him. As his
hand reached the invisible section, it was plunged downward
causing him to tumble within the area. That hurt, Jim thought.
He slowly released the half of his body back out again.
Gail guessed in a moment what was happening. "These
are strong gravity fluctuations," she said, picking up four
stones and placing them in a line showing where the changes
initiated. "W e are in a weak gravity situation," she stated
pointing to the stones. "Over there is a very heavy gravity field,
possibly 2 to 4 times stronger than normal."
"You're right, Frosty," replied Jim, picking up some more
of the stones and striding away in the direction of their
alignment followed by Gail and Norman. "I think that we are in
another dimension." Norman blinked several times, trying to
figure something out as they all walked several hundred yards
in a straight line. Jim picked up a few more stones and flung
one high into the air. This time the stone plunged to the ground
about 20 feet away. "I think these patches of heavy gravity are
circular," he said. "W e'll keep on plotting the area."
They finally finished a rough plot of the heavy gravity
area revealing it was approximately 1000 feet in diameter.
They had now reached the Valley in between two large hills
the mist not allowing them to see any further. They each
placed a line of four stones to mark the area.
“I think this responds to our own magnetic planetary
fluctuations," commented Gail, trying to give a logical
250

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

explanation of the phenomena. "It could be this dimensional
variation to the north and south poles or positive and negative
sections covering the planet."
“As you stepped through the portal,” offered Jim,
opening up his thoughts. “I saw what I can only describe as an
entity interfering with the matter transmitter.”
“W hy would it send us to another dimension?” Gail
asked, frowning at the thought. “Are they trying to kill us?”
Jim shook his head looking towards the mist. “I doubt
that. Everything up to now points to delaying tactics.”
“If we’re in another dimension how do we get back?”
pondered Norman aloud.
"Don't worry about it, Norman," said Jim. "It's quite
exciting. Here we are and now we are able to explore a brandnew dimension never visited before. W here's your get up and
go?"
"It's got up and went," retorted Gail blandly. Her face
clearly showed that she was calculating Jim’s comments in her
mind. She started to explain to the hapless Norman, holding
up her left wrist and displaying the bracelet. "W e all have a
dimensional bracelet."
For a brief second, Norman's bottom jaw dropped and
then he blinked and smiled as he looked at his left wrist. "So
there never was any real danger?"
"I wouldn't say that," said Gail sharply. "Our boss has
decided to explore the unknown again."
"Come on, Frosty.” Jim was looking at his cautious
sidekick innocently. "You know you want to see what's on the
other side of the valley."
She looked at Jim and admitted she was a bit intrigued
with what were out there, the gravity fluctuations in particular.
Jim smiled, knowing that Frosty would not be able to resist in
the end.
For Jim it was another challenge, exploring a new
environment. All the dimensions had numbers linked to the
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main computer on Krakor, allowing him to obtain one when
necessary and enable them to depart. They walked through
the valley and the mist started to lift, revealing a stunning vista.
There was a huge rock the size of a mountain that seemed to
float about 20 feet in the air. On the top were several diamond
shaped buildings that were beautiful emerald green in colour
and hooked into the rock by large circular tubes.
Below them was a sprawling blue grassy terrain on
which a large herd of animals grazed. From the rear, they
looked like a kind of buffalo with a huge shoulder perimeter.
Their faces were flat like a bulldog with a large mouth that
seemed to extend from one side to the other. The eyes were
small and situated on each side giving all round vision. Two of
them turned in their direction, opening their large mouths
showing two rows of sharp pointed teeth and emitting a highpitched howl.
Gail stared at the floating rock. “The gravity in that
section must be balancing out the weight of the rock,” she
declared clinically.
“You certainly don’t need a gravity engine here,” said
Norman bluntly. “It’s all built into the environment.”
Jim noticed that a few of the animals were casting
glances in their direction and he sensed uneasiness amongst
them. “Much as I would like to explore those buildings on the
rock,” he said glancing up, “It will have to wait for another time.
Let’s jog.”
They set off back into the mist with great 8-foot strides,
rapidly reaching the first set of placed stones in a line. Jim
stopped and checked the monitor for direction back to the
portal. He turned towards the mist again in reaction to an earsearing howl and the thunder of heavy feet. Out of the mist
came one of the animals. It stopped when it saw them then
pawed the ground with the two front legs. Jim gave the signal
to Gail and Norman to back away from him and then he yelled
loudly, waving his arms and causing the animal to charge.
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Gail and Norman watched in alarm as the huge beast
thundered towards Jim. At the final moment of the charge, Jim
gave a huge leap into the air, watching as the animal passed
underneath. Unfortunately, it was unable to stop and suddenly
plunged into the heavy gravity area. All four legs seemed to
spread out onto the ground as the excess gravity took a hold.
Jim landed back on his feet and looked at the strange
animals. He almost felt sorry for them. He turned to Gail and
Norman. “Let’s get back to the portal,” he said, not hiding the
urgency in his voice. “We don’t want that thing to crawl back
out again.”
“You were taking a risk,” said Gail.
“There is an important point to consider in that action.”
“W hat important…”
“Timing,” Jim butted in, grinning.
At the portal, Jim tried to activate the red glowing
doorway using the small controller. The portal activated as he
used the left bracelet to pinpoint their position. A list of
numbers ran through all their minds stopping at the number
51. “W e’re in dimension 51,” he casually stated, noticing the
puzzled face of Norman.
“Oh, I see,” answered Norman. “The numbers moved in
my mind from zero and stopped at 51.”
Jim looked down at his right bracelet to see if it had
triggered. It had not. “Let’s go back to headquarters,” he said,
initiating the sequence on the menu. They all stepped through
back into the garden at the Embassy. Gail and Norman
watched as Jim entered into Darton’s office to converse with
him. He returned a few minutes later.
Jim gave a quick glance upwards. “It’s time for me to
travel again.” His repartee consolidated with a huge smile. Gail
noted his exuberance with a comedic tut-tut. “I’m going to
explore something new.”
“I thought we’d just been travelling, boss,” stated
Norman. Jim smiled and the three entered the elevator. The
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door hissed shut in front of them and the elevator swished up
to the second floor Jim and Gail said nothing. Norman mused
aloud. “If these entities are trying delaying tactics we could end
up anywhere.” They approached the rest room and Jim
entered first, glancing around at the three softly furnished
armchairs and large settee.
“I’m going to visit the unknown,” said Jim, sitting down
on a chair. He then addressed the computer. “Alpha-Beta,
keep the door secure until my return.” A red circle appeared on
the centre of the door as the computer responded. “I’m leaving
you here for a short while on standby.” Jim addressed Gail and
Norman, looking to see if they were comfortable before
activating his right bracelet.
A hissing sound in his ears indicated the first stage of
departure from his body. The right bracelet on Jim’s wrist
brightly lit and his physical body relaxed in the chair. It all
seemed to happen in an instant as his mirror body re-formed
on the astral plane in a surreal scenario of a blue tinted ground
opposing a red and black tinted spider’s web sky.
“I wonder where he’s gone,” said Gail, closing her eyes
and sinking into the soft upholstery. “I’m ready for a short rest.”
Norman grunted. “It’s been a busy day getting lost.”
“A slightly higher plane than I thought,” reflected Jim,
trying to understand what he had done. My attention focussed
on future events, he thought. Am I wrong to avail myself of
this? Do I need an Archangel to guide me?
Future thoughts again caused a sudden departure
dispatched to a tranquil environment in a valley of green fields,
blue sky, and a waterfall in the distance. The unusual aspect
was of a huge sphere shape that slowly turned on its axis
emitting shafts of light in all directions and taking up most of
the valley. It seemed solid yet it was not. It consisted of a
cloudy substance that emanated different merging colours.
Transfixed by its beauty he did not immediately sense the
glowing entity that appeared behind him. Stepping forward and
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walking across the grass 100 yards towards the waterfall he
realized there was no progression, the waterfall was still the
same distance away. A slow awareness made him turn
towards the presence.
‘Who are you and what is your purpose?” Jim enquired,
knowing that the entity would have to tell the truth following
astral law.
“I am the Archangel Natasi,” replied the glowing figure.
His face was not yet recognizable. “I do as other Archangels
do. I serve the astral and all forms of life.”
“You’re here just to help me?” asked Jim, looking
astonished.
“You requested an Archangel and I have 10 faces,”
answered the entity.
Jim looked puzzled. “I don’t understand your reference
to 10 faces.”
“It means I can be in 10 places at the same time. All
Archangels can do this.”
Jim found it difficult to comprehend. “You actually
operate in 10 places at the same time?” The entity nodded.
Jim continued. “What is this place?”
“It is built on your own energy of thought and deed.”
“It looks so peaceful yet there is a feeling that
something may happen.” Jim was both thoughtful and intrigued
by his envisaged creation.
“That is you; you have channelled your energies of
physical existence into reality. The fields, the hills, and the
waterfall are all yours.”
Jim stared into the distance. “I can see over there,” he
said with a puzzled frown on his face, pointing towards the
waterfall. “Yet, if I move the vision stays fixed at the same
distance.”
“You are seeing with your physical eyes on a very
limited frequency. Although you can see through time to a
pinpoint of light in space, you are limited in spectrum. You
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must look with your astral eyes, visualize that you are standing
by the waterfall and it will happen.”
Jim concentrated his thoughts and found himself
standing by the waterfall. I should not need to be told this, he
thought. He knew it was because he was still a shadow of his
physical self, he was still thinking within that mode. Years of
physicality were not so easy to discard. He accepted that as a
physical entity it was a great privilege to be able to travel in the
astral and gain unprecedented knowledge. Here was an
opportunity to obtain information from the wisdom of an
Archangel. He turned and phrased his next question to Natasi.
“What is good and what is evil?”
“Those two concepts are only closely associated with
alien and humankind.” Natasi answered quickly.
“I suppose by that you mean to the male and female
gender of physical life?”
“I refer mainly to the highest forms of physical life.”
“What do you mean by a higher form?”
Natasi came down from his hovering to a standing
position the exquisite features of his asexual face becoming
visible. “A higher life form is one such as yourself who received
guidance and teachings from human ancestors both new and
old. Your contemplation on good and evil is from their ancient
teachings.”
Jim pondered on the answer. W hat the Archangel said
was true. All humans had ancient regulated enlightenment as
to their heritage. “How would you describe a lower life form?”
“An animal does not know evil from good. An animal
tries to please its owner and responds to their commands.
Some animals will eat you if they are hungry.”
“I have witnessed higher forms of men and women who
have behaved in that way.”
“Some higher levels try to emulate the animals.”
“If we are the highest forms of physical life,” maintained
Jim. “Why do we still kill each other?”
256

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

“That is because human and alien forms still retain
some of the animal instincts.” Natasi smiled and continued.
“Good and evil is purely the concept of man and woman. You
are protecting your existence and your way of life. When these
two are threatened violence and physical death ensues.”
Jim listened trying to comprehend the Archangels
answer. “Surely you must define evil?”
“It has been defined in the physical world by your
ancestors.”
“It is not defined in the astral?”
“Not as such.”
“Let me offer a situation for you to judge,” said Jim
forming an idea in his mind. “If I defend someone against
death by another and I am responsible for their death, am I
evil?”
“It depends on your man-made laws. I believe the act
would be deemed self-defence, but you would be guilty of
another’s death.”
“So I would be considered good as I have saved a life,
but evil because I have taken one?”
Natasi nodded with sad eyes. “If that is what your law
says.”
“I would feel I had done the correct thing in trying to
defend another life.”
“Some worldly religions would condemn, others would
defend your position.”
“Why is that?”
Natasi explained a little more. “Many higher life forms
create their own rules for these things. Where ever you dwell
defines your actions within the law and religion.”
“In conscience I would have defended another life and
my own.”
“Of course, similarly in a war all laws on taking life
indiscriminately are suspended so all consciences are cleared
from blame.”
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Jim nodded his head although not completely in accord.
I suppose from an Archangels viewpoint, thought Jim, the
physical world is an imperfect cauldron of ambiguity. “Are men
and women to be castigated for the condition of the physical
world,” said Jim.
“Mostly, not completely,” replied Natasi.
Jim was surprised by the answer and curious to know
why. “Surely humankind is responsible for its actions?” he
hinted.
“Not if a person has been born imperfect.”
This seemed strange coming from the mind of a high
entity. Jim’s thoughts brought him many more questions. “Is
imperfection an excuse?” he asked trying to pre-empt the
answer.
“The greatest imperfection is to be born out of harmony
with fellow creatures.”
Here was a ponderous statement, thought Jim. Am I
trying to outwit an Archangel? He dismissed that as a no,
consoling himself in the belief that the discussion could lead to
further enlightenment. “I presume the imperfection you
mention is genetic or psychological?”
“In a way, yes, and no,” offered Natasi with a further
explanation. “A psychological defect could happen at birth and
be deemed an imperfection; however, problems in upbringing
by parents or guardians would also be classed in that
category. Many despots and dictators had their minds morally
ravaged through childhood, making them outcasts and loners
with behavioural attitudes void of conscience.”
“I have met such people in my travels around the
galaxy.”
“Many of them acquire magnetic personalities drawing
others towards them. These beings are filled with the
remarkable charm of a mesmerist, gaining followers to their
collective society.”
“As a child being denied love and understanding they
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become an adult with distorted ambitions.”
“Free will dictates that change can happen. For many it
is too late. They dismiss mass murder from their minds as a
means to an end.”
“To achieve this I presume you mean in the political
arena?”
“That is a presumption, but in actuality a much broader
area is covered that of humankind religion and political
ideology.”
Jim had many ideas and conceptions on religion. His
beliefs were simple. There had to be a supreme being, he
thought. It was a force so powerful that it was able to create
existence, a thought so magnanimous that humankind gave a
name to it, God or Creator. “Both have extremists and have
caused billions of deaths,” he stated quietly.
The entity paused for a moment before continuing on
the subject of the human defect. “The physical entities born in
imperfection are due to the biochemistry of the brain being
unstable. It is the ones born into perfection that are
responsible for the religious wars, inquisitions, and political
dictators; all whom have killed millions in the past.
Unfortunately, this is all attributed to rational human entities
that in humankind classification are evil.”
The statement startled Jim. “You are suggesting that
humankind is in fact confined to a power generating vortex of
self grandeur and competitiveness; the will to subjugate all
property, money, land and fellow humans, all done in the name
of a bad upbringing of children?”
“Not all done because of children, it is inherent in
human DNA, the animal factor.”
“We have made progress in many sections of society
and on many planets,” Jim said slightly apologetic. “But I agree
there are still thousands of planets still in the learning
process.” He returned to the previous discussion. “Going back
to our previous conversation; if I killed a person who is
259

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

imperfect to stop them from killing another, how would I be
judged in your eyes?”
“It is not a question of judgment.” Natasi shook his head
at the question. “In my world of the astral murder is not an
issue. In your world you would be guilty of making an instant
judgment that would be construed as murder or
manslaughter.”
“That would be correct,” said Jim, trying to get an
answer to his liking. After all, he thought, this is a high official
of the Creators domain and should have answers for
everything.
“Then as you have already stated, in your mind you
would be good and evil.”
“I think I half understand what you say,” replied Jim
thoughtfully. “The dividing line between right and wrong, good
or evil is not absolute.”
“One of the problems of humankind,” continued Natasi.
“There is an incessant belief of gratuitous behaviour to
someone you hold in esteem. You parade an almost godlike
reverence to another individual who you place on a pedestal.
This is equivalent to the herding and pack instincts of animals.
As part of the herd, you require the leader to help you to
survive. The leader has full autonomy to control and
manipulate until your voice is lost in the crowd. There comes a
time when all turn against the leader and elect a new one. The
same process then ensues.”
“There are good and bad leaders,” explained Jim, trying
to evaluate the statement by the entity. “To differentiate
between the two is possible. The good leader defends his pack
with judgment and conscience, the bad leader extends his
boundaries by fear and reckless ideology.”
“Many of your corporeal beings become dictators,
religious leaders, murderers, and some, great leaders.” Natasi
then asked a personal question. “Do you believe in your
leader?”
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Jim reacted and answered slowly. “I have a leader who
is trustworthy,” was his reply, wondering what Natasi was
hinting.
”Do you know that your Supreme Chief Officer does not
believe in the Creator?”
“I do not know if he disbelieves, but that is a question of
personal faith,” answered Jim, now slightly concerned and
ready to defend. “But he is my leader or boss.”
“How can you trust someone who cannot empathize
with your religious conviction?”
Jim was quick to answer. “He has my trust and I feel
that he is a wise and understanding man. Why are you talking
against him?”
“I do not talk against him,” replied Natasi, disinterested
in the question. “My point is that he is a fellow being you like
and trust, your leader.”
“I don’t worship him,” replied Jim bluntly.
“Do you obey all the orders given to you by him?”
queried Natasi now on a broader level of questioning.
“While I am employed by the Galaxy Police yes, I do.”
Natasi then asked a blatantly moral and ethical
question. “If he asked you to kill someone, would you?”
“No, but he would never ask.”
“But if he did and you refused, would you still have faith
in him, and him with you?”
Jim accepted that the Archangel was trying to
understand the human psyche in general terms and not
personal. “Because it has never arisen I cannot answer.” Jim
replied in broad terms.
“You avoid the question,” asserted Natasi.
“No,” answered Jim. “I avoid the answer.” The
Archangel remained quiet as Jim grinned. Archangel’s do not
have a sense of humour, he thought. “It’s more the present
and future rather than the past that I am interested in,” he said,
pursuing a more unusual discourse. Natasi’s idyllic face now
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showed interest in the statement, his facial features very clear.
That Jim could not differentiate whether the entities face was
man or woman fascinated him.
“It is possible here in the astral for us to see the future,”
said Natasi quietly, leaving Jim with a stunned look. “There are
records of every living physical entity that ever existed.”
“Is there a record of me?” Jim reacted, showing
immediate interest.
“Your record will be in there,” acknowledged Natasi,
faintly smiling.
“Where is there?” asked Jim.
“It is called the Akashic Records,” offered Natasi,
feeding Jim’s curiosity. “They contain historical recordings
showing the knowledge of history and the cosmos.”
“May I see other lives in these records?”
“Yes you can, but not their futures. You can only see
your own future.”
Jim had mixed feelings as to whether he should look
into his own Akashic Record of events and decided there was
no harm in looking into his past. After all, the past was known
and not a mystery. It was not necessarily a good thing to see
the future. “Can you show me my Akashic Record?” he asked.
The huge thrill of the spectacle of being able to view his life to
date overwhelmed him. Some distant memories came to mind;
including a few bad moments that caused discomfort. In
general, he was gratified in his thoughts.
Natasi stretched his arm out pointing to the large
floating sphere. “Think yourself in there,” he stated. “You will
find your record.” W ith that last comment, Natasi faded from
view disappearing in an instant before Jim could ask any more
questions.
Turning and staring at the sphere, Jim projected his
thoughts into it. His body form propelled forward, slowing down
to slow motion upon hitting the perimeter. This was something
completely new and feelings of joy overcame his senses. If this
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was indeed inside the sphere, it was much larger than the
outside. In fact it looked and felt infinite. He was floating in
space in between hundreds of what seemed like 6 feet wide,
white flat shimmering lanes that had no beginning or end. They
twisted and turned to the left and right like the fluctuations on a
roll of film always coming back to a straight line. He relaxed his
thoughts back to a time when he was 12 years old, causing all
the white lanes to disappear except for one moving towards
him.
The beginning of the lane passed him at speed then
started to slow down and he knew instinctively that this was
the record of his life. It suddenly stopped and his body form
entered the tall flat lane. Apprehension overcame him as he
came face to face with himself as he had been as a 12-yearold waving goodbye to his mother and father as they boarded
a shuttlecraft. Tears ran down his cheeks as his mother kissed
him goodbye, his father turning and waving. The whole
experience was one of entering a three dimensional newsreel
of a past event. He stood next to his aunt and uncle as the
shuttle craft ascended into the clouds. His father, a Solar
System Controller and diplomat had been called away to
negotiate a treaty between two warring factions. He began to
feel a nagging emotional pain in his ethereal body, realising he
would never see them again. A terrible accident with the interdimensional engine sent them both and the crew into oblivion.
The strong emotions created flung him out of the lane
and into the dark as he regained momentum, now choosing to
concentrate on his first meeting with Norman and Gail. The
white lane sped past again and within half a minute, he was
back in.
He was back in a time as a Solar System Controller in
charge of an IGC, with Norman as his engineer and Gail the
computer officer. It was their first mission working together. His
whole persona changed and he laughed as he saw himself
standing on the flight deck, staring at the hologram viewer
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observing a planet from orbit. The craft suddenly plunged
towards the planet. Without issuing any orders, Norman and
Gail rectified immediately the downward trajectory bringing the
craft back to a normal orbit. Jim was reminded of why he now
worked with them.
Jim was back to the present and watching the white
lane speed past until it abruptly stopped. Instead of a complete
white shimmering haze, it pulsated into white patches. Jim was
inquisitive as to the change. He stared at the patchy white
lane, which had now stopped and faded into the distance. “Is
this the end of my life?” he stated speaking his thoughts. “Let
me go back a bit.” His thought caused a movement down into
the white area just before the blotchy part.
Much to his surprise as he entered, he found himself
exactly in the position outside again. “I must have reached the
present,” he exclaimed aloud. “This is my life up to date, the
future lies ahead.” He had not wanted to go into the future, but
his thoughts superseded and activated into propulsion as he
moved forward at great speed. There were flashes of him in an
office, in an IGC and in the astral with a glowing figure. His
motion suddenly stopped and he hovered at what seemed like
a junction where the one lane changed into six. “Pick a lane,”
he said to himself. “I’ll take number three.”
His body thrust into the third lane and for several
seconds nothing happened as he then propelled onto an IGC.
He saw himself in a controller’s chair staring at a hologramviewer on which a huge sun had appeared.
“We are approaching too fast.” The voice of a Solar
System Controller from behind made him nod his head.
“Reduce from light speed,” he heard himself say as the
craft shuddered as it decelerated. On the viewer, he could see
a small dark outline of another craft. He mused as to whether it
was a rescue or a hostile. The answer revealed as the viewer
switched to that of the head and shoulders of the Supreme
Chief Officer.
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“Our inter-dimensional engine and propulsion system
are damaged,” stated Vanders. “I request all the help you can
give.”
“We are closing on your position, stand by,” he heard
his own voice say. “Initiate full force field.”
“There is a huge solar flare approaching.” The voice of
the Controller wavered for a moment. “Twenty seconds to
impact.”
“Save yourself, Jim. That is an order.” Vanders voice
shouted out from the viewer. “Get out of here.”
Jim approached and moved alongside. “Extend the
force field to cover both craft.” The green coloured field
stretched out covering both ships. “Go to light speed.” The
slow throb of the engines heard building up power. Jim knew
that they would have to reach at least 95% to be able to thrust
two IGC’s forward. As the meter reached 80% and the two
craft slowly started to move, the flare arrived. A searing heat
consumed the two craft destroying the force field in 5 seconds
pushing it away into space and dissipation. Jim witnessed the
flight deck melting into oblivion as both craft turned into dust
particles. He felt a dread and a terrible feeling of
hopelessness; they had been too close to the sun. Realisation
was difficult, he had just witnessed his and Vander’s deaths in
a mundane situation that was hard to reconcile.
At this point, he flung himself out of the time lane and
back into the dark area and within a few seconds, he was out
into the valley again gazing at the sphere. The events of the
future scenario had visibly shaken him but there was no sign of
Natasi for him to ask questions about the Akashic Records.
The thoughts in his mind were becoming chaotic. To witness
ones own demise was a nerve shattering emotional
experience. Several questions flooded into his head. W hy did I
die? W hy was Vanders stranded close to a star? W hat events
led up to this? How long would it be before the incident
happened?
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The logical part of his thinking process kicked in,
dispelling the questions. I can stop this from happening, he
thought. I can find this mission and avoid the incident. There
was no known time scale. He did not know when it would
occur. The questions returned. How can I avoid this? Do I
check all the missions that Vanders undertakes? Should I warn
him verbally? The thoughts were cascading into a bedlam of
unreality again. He cleared his mind, staring down the valley at
the waterfall. His mind cleared for a moment, but no matter
how hard he concentrated the vision of his death returned.
Why am I traumatised, Jim thought. His analytic mind
began to focus and reveal an answer. He was still alive
physically. Death would mean a past event and he would now
be in spirit form. This was a future event, or was it? He needed
to go back in to his Akashic Record and find an answer. He
instinctually knew that was not wise without guidance,
remembering the meeting with Vanders and the Archangel
Michael. He slowly bent his head forward in a deep
concentration, calling for Michael to give him assistance.
Looking forward he saw nothing, but he could feel a
presence behind. He quickly turned to see the glowing figure
gently setting down behind him. “Please reveal your name
Archangel,” asked Jim, remembering the protocol.
“I am Michael,” answered the entity disclosing his face.
“You asked for assistance.”
Jim nodded trying to control his thoughts. “I was
conversing with another Archangel who directed me towards
the Akashic Records.” He faltered for a second before asking a
direct question. “Do you know who the Archangel Natasi is?”
“I do,” said Michael, showing no expression on his
sublime facial features. “He is one of the fallen ones.”
Jim looked aghast. “Who are the fallen ones?”
“Archangels and angels who have been denied the
reaches of the higher astral,” stated Michael. “They are in
battle with themselves and other entities.”
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“Have you caused them to fall?”
“No,” said Michael. “I only have the same powers as
them. A higher power has rescinded their abilities.”
“Is that higher power the Creator?
Michael caused a pause in the conversation before
answering. “I cannot say any more than that. There is no
language that can explain what you are asking. Your level of
understanding would not comprehend further discussion.”
Jim nodded. Michael was probably correct; he thought
even Archangels do not want to discuss something so
profound. He changed the conversation. “So I have been
conversing with a fallen Archangel?”
“That is so,” replied Michael.
“In our physical reality they are classed as evil. Are they
evil?” prompted Jim, trying to determine the validity of any
information that he received from Natasi.
“Evil is an interpretation from your world,” said Michael.
“That word does not apply here in the astral.” Jim noted that
Michael was saying exactly what Natasi had stated regarding
the word evil, unrecognised in the astral realm. “You are
curious of this word evil,” continued Michael. “Our
interpretation in your language of the fallen ones would be that
they are out of phase with the natural order of things.”
“I would assume,” continued Jim, trying to evaluate the
statement by Michael, “That you do not consider being out of
phase important.”
“On the contrary,” replied Michael still not showing any
emotions. “It is very serious and is developing into what you
would call war.”
Jim blinked a couple of times, surprised at the word
war. “What does a war in the astral mean?”
“It is far more devastating than any physical war,” stated
Michael. “We are starting a battle with the fallen ones to try
and stop their interference in the physical realm. This
progression could affect the very fabric of the physical
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universe or as you would call it, nature. All the planets could
be subjected to a gigantic upheaval as the higher realms join
in the battle of the Archangels.”
Jim became silent contemplating on the aspects of
Michael’s explanation. “What difference would the higher
realms make to the battle,” he said.
“They hold the very fabric of the astral and physical
worlds together,” pronounced Michael. “It is a probability that
devastation would follow cleansing both realms.”
“W ould not God stop this?” blurted out Jim.
“That is another word not recognised here in the astral,”
said Michael much to Jim’s annoyance.
“What is recognised here,” demanded Jim, trying to
invoke an answer.
“A near translation would be the Ultimate One.”
“What if the Ultimate One intervenes?”
“The Ultimate One is not within the confines of
existence as you know it. It is already marked in the
probabilities of the Akashic Records.”
Something clicked into place in Jim’s mind at the
mention of probability. The six channels came to mind in his
Akashic Record. “Natasi did not explain to me about future
possibilities.”
“It would not be in his interest to explain; to interfere and
mislead you would be his way,” explained Michael.
Jim smiled and nodded his head. “In my records, I came
upon six channels. I made a guess and took the third, which
showed my death.”
“When you reach any splits in your records you have
reached a determined point where decisions have to be
made,” said Michael. “Sometimes there are as many as 10 to
16 probable outcomes; some even happen in alternate
realities.”
For a moment, Jim was stunned at the discovery, but
relieved by the prognosis. Death at a young age was never
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tolerable. It was the waste of a life. The records showed each
life and the many outcomes, all of which could or would
happen. For a physical mind, the disclosure of the workings of
the Akashic Records was a revelation. He committed there
and then never to view any future event of himself, as it was
disturbing and unwise. He turned and looked into Michael’s
eyes, feeling the warmth and understanding that radiated
towards him. “So any of those future strands would lead to a
different conclusion?” he asked trying to understand.
“This is where it becomes complicated to human
understanding,” stated Michael explaining as best he could. “In
what you have just explained the six strands would indeed
lead on to other probabilities. One of those strands could
contain a reoccurring death loop.”
“That sounds mathematical,” said Jim, slightly shocked
by the statement. “Like 33.3 reoccurring, there is no final
answer.”
“The death loop is not a probability, but actual,”
continued Michael. “You may escape the first or second time,
but your physical demise by whatever means is inevitable.”
Jim stopped for a moment, staring at the Archangel.
“Was I on a death loop?” he said aghast.
“No,” replied Michael. “You were thrown out of the
strand otherwise you would have continued into several of
your own deaths.”
Jim was relieved. “There’s more to the Akashic Records
than I thought.”
“There is a higher Akashic,” explained Michael gently.
“It is a universal information collective, a totality of history up to
date pertaining to all planets’ and galaxies including future
probabilities of existence. You would not be allowed to witness
or view its contents for they would alarm and disturb you.”
“I presume that you already know the many outcomes
that may emerge,” said Jim voicing his thoughts aloud.
Michael nodded, almost smiling. “Only the Ultimate One
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will know of the conclusion. Even now, the battles are
beginning with the lower demonic angels.”
“Demons!” exclaimed Jim incredulously. “I perceived
that to be in folklore.”
“The spirit entities I describe,” explained Michael, “Want
to join, corrupt, and tyrannize physical existence.”
“I’ve seen no one in the astral I could recognise as a
demon.” Jim pondered, looking blankly at Michael and hoping
for clarification.
“Your conception of demons is of a human stereotype
regulated by your human understanding of horrific and
grotesque incarnations created by artists and philosophers.
Demons show themselves as I show myself to you, but they
have a malevolent purpose. They hide themselves bathed in a
benevolent mask of purity. At this very time on your home
planet of Krakor there are several demonic angels at work.”
Jim frowned. “I have witnessed a few instances, one of
body possession.”
“They are the ones you understand,” continued Michael.
“Many of your officers are being given wonderful cures for
many ailments; some even terminal. When the demons power
is withdrawn the healing will also go away.”
The conversation ended as Michael looked upwards
into the spidery sky. Two glowing entities appeared and floated
slowly to the ground some 50 yards away. They moved with
incredible speed to within 20 yards.
“Your time with the humankind has finished,” said one
entity.
“It is now time for us to talk to the humankind,” said the
second.
Within a wink of the eye, Michael sped towards them
crashing into their inert forms causing a huge white explosion
of light. W hen the white dispersed, the two had gone leaving
Michael standing alone. As he turned, his eyes were sad. “I
have just dispersed their energy forms for a while, but they will
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be back,” he said, shaking his head. “The fallen ones are
rallying all their forces in support. They are slowly leaving the
physical world for a set period to consolidate their rebellion.
The battle has just begun they will try to disrupt you again.”
“Thank you Michael,” Jim said. “I will return back to
physicality.”
“From now on whenever you visit the astral request my
presence to guide you,” offered Michael before he disappeared
in a spiral of light, as several glowing entities appeared and
crashed into each other. Jim had never expected to witness
any such battles in the astral. He always believed that war and
human instincts regarding power and domination were
confined to the physical realm. Here, was a fight and struggle
for the will and inclination of all species.
The fallen ones were advocates of free will, allowing all
creatures to create their own destiny. It seemed a noble
thought yet Jim knew instinctively that if there were no
standards, no rules, no morality, free will would degenerate
into a conflagration of the strong who would rule the weak with
despotic vengeance. The conflict has nothing to do with
humankind religion, only a sense of propriety that both strong
and weak could follow. His strength of belief in the Creator was
justified and a great burden of responsibility was required to
govern the independence of mind. Great leaders govern by
righteous means and bad leaders rule by fear to maintain their
status. Jim returned to his body in the rest room.
*

*

*

Chief Space Officer Jane Grant entered the flight deck
of IGC 24T looking rather grim. She seated herself next to
Janine. “I cannot believe the engineers report,” she retorted,
shaking her head and triggering one of Janine’s sad faces.
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“There has been mischievous manipulation of the timing and
tuning sequences on the inter-dimensional engine.”
Janine laughed, raising her eyebrows while tilting and
turning her head. “Well that is a new one,” she declared.
“There may be an element of truth in it.”
“You think so?” asked Jane, looking down at the report
on her portable pod. “Is that your ethereal theory?”
“I presume you know your crew very well, so yes that is
my theory,” answered Janine seriously.
“It wouldn’t be any of my crew,” said Jane knowingly. “I
trust each and every one of them. The fact of the matter is that
this particular engine was tuned to full capacity at a
maintenance station. My engineers can tune up to a 70% ratio,
which as you know only allows for some travel and could be
very dangerous. These engines only work safely at a 90% plus
capacity.”
“Then we still have to wait for a tow,” finalised Janine,
reluctantly shrugging her shoulders.
“I sent an S.O.S a few hours ago to find the nearest
IGC,” said Jane. “Luckily we are near a regular flight path.” As
she spoke they all witnessed the hologram viewer slowly
transform into a picture showing the logo of IGC 1. Both Janine
and Jane looked wide-eyed at each other. “I didn’t know he
was near this route!” exclaimed Jane, seating herself in the
Captain’s chair.
“Fancy getting a tow from the flagship of the Police
Federation,” chortled Janine. “The Supreme Chief Officer
himself.”
“Have you ever met him?” said Jane, thinking of the
proper high-ranking officer protocols.
“He visited me when I was in the medical centre,” said
Janine.
“How can I explain the defunct inter-dimensional
engine?” said Jane with a horrified look on her face.
“Don’t worry,” comforted Janine. “Just tell him I saw
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something entering into the engine. I think he’ll understand.”
Jane shook her head and shuddered slightly. “Only you
can take it so lightly,” she said, turning to the second officer.
“How long before they’re here, Tom?”
“Imminent,” he replied.
Janine laughed inwardly at Jane’s panic. She had been
in the most perilous situations that most would find hard to
cope with. Yet a visit by a senior officer caused her a bout of
anxiety. “It will be all right, Jane,” whispered Janine. “He’ll be
busy with other matters.”
“You think so?” she asked, hoping Janine was right.
Janine nodded as IGC 1 visualised on the viewer
changing to the head and shoulders of Solar System
Controller, Dimplar the executive officer.
“I’m coming alongside,” he said. “Stand by for magnetic
clamps.”
The executive officer faded from view as the scene
changed to that of the two craft. As the two computers linked
four magnetic clamps on flexible legs sped outwards clamping
on to the anchor points of 24T. The legs then changed to a
rigid format pulling the two craft nearer to one another. As the
manoeuvre finished a visual message flashed across the
viewer – clamping finalised. As IGC 1 fired her engines, a
slight inertia vibrated on 24T as the legs took the strain slowly
building speed. Janine watched as the force field of the other
IGC enveloped them as they entered into the astral.
The executive officer’s head materialised on the viewer
and spoke to Jane. “The trip to Togigra has been cancelled
there are wide spread riots across the planet. The Supreme
Chief would like Controller Jardine to speak to him privately.”
Jane nodded as Janine reached the exit. “Diplomatic
talk,” she said, grinning and then making an exit. Back in her
quarters, she operated the small hologram viewer watching the
head and shoulders of Vanders initialising.
“Hi, Janine,” said Vanders, turning towards her from a
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side position. “Togigra is in a state of violence. The emergence
of a new religion has thrown everything into confusion. I will be
keeping the Embassy staff to a minimum until things calm
down. You are all coming with me to Xenorat. There is a
maintenance station orbiting that can make repairs on 24T. Is
there anything you wish to report?”
“Yes, Sir, there is,” she replied, trying to keep her face
from contorting into a feeling or emotion. “I saw the Minister
Calloba on a newsreel. He is the one who was possessed
passing the entity through me.”
“It doesn’t make sense,” murmured Vanders. “He is the
one condemning the new religion.”
“He is full of duplicity,” said Janine. “The new religion is
being created by him.”
Vanders sighed and leaned back in his chair. “There are
many strange events multiplying across many planets in the
galaxy. The social unrest caused is phenomenal.” He leaned
forward slightly on a more personal note. “Have you
completely recovered from your ordeal?”
“I have,” she responded. “It has left me slightly psychic,”
she said hesitantly.
“Tell me more,” enquired Vanders, showing real
interest.
“I saw two white shapes enter the inter-dimensional
engine on 24T,” she blurted out and stopped.
“Is that when the engine malfunctioned?” asked
Vanders.
“It was, Sir,” she replied, sucking in both her lips.
“I thought as much,” said Vanders. “Whatever it is that
is happening is now affecting the Police Federation.” He
stopped for a moment, giving her a big smile. “I do
wholeheartedly believe you when you say you saw the entities.
I know that they exist. W hat I do not understand is whether
they are good or bad. I have a feeling that Xenorat may have
an answer to this wide upheaval in our galaxy.” Janine
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nodded. “While 24T is being repaired, I’m sure Jim will be glad
to have your support, along with CSO Grant’s too.”
“Thank you, Sir,” she said, trying to contain her
excitement. Vanders knew that Jim and Janine were an item,
but he did not mind and gladly welcomed her support as a
senior diplomat.
*

*

*

On the planet Krakor, Zooteran felt fear for the first time
in his life. He sat in his apartment, absorbed by the glow of
candles around him. He could feel the great energy by his
side, the vibrant force that had helped him to heal so many
people. A portion of that force had suddenly leapt from him,
entering Professor Moreton and causing a negative effect. The
thought of the black mass that he had seen invading Moreton’s
aura made him shudder. The strange force had a malignant
side that harmed people who were in good health, disrupting
their thought patterns causing disorientation.
Zooteran ignored the calls on his hologram receiver,
battling with his conscience as whether to proceed. His main
objective had always been to create well being and to help
those with disabilities. The Moreton incident had devastated
his moral instincts. He could not be sure whether the energy or
power would leap from him now, causing suffering to other
beings. The thought of whether he could control the force
entered into his mind. The energy being able to leap from him
into someone else made him shake his head. The risk was too
great, he could possibly contaminate others whilst trying.
He sat and meditated for several minutes, trying to
expel whatever it was that was affecting him. His efforts to try
to return to normality failed and the glowing entity remained
rooted to his side.
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Professor Moreton left his office and walked down to the
operations building. Although not well per say, he seemed
disorientated and this made him grumpy. Since the Zooteran
incident, his memory was a shambles. He had to focus hard on
everything around him, especially lectures. The frustration of
not remembering what had happened when Zooteran visited
overwhelmed him. It was strange and uncomfortable for his
mind to be in this condition. The elevator travelled sideways for
a while before ascending to the fourth floor. He entered the
security area and received a full body scan from a series of
green beams moving up, down, and across his body. After
clearance, the door opened and he entered the operations
room.
He stood for a moment, attempting to refocus his mind,
which seemed to be blocking out his purpose for being there.
He fought to control the anger about his inability to manage his
thoughts.
“Professor Moreton…” The voice made him turn to face
the smiling face of Controller Jack Deta. He gave a pathetic
smile back, trying to shape his mouth into words that would
make sense. “I presume you would like to see the progress
concerning the new rank of Senior Solar System Advisors that
you recommended?” asked Deta.
The professor nodded, suddenly realising that was the
reason for his visit. “Thank you, Controller,” he replied
courteously. “I would be pleased to see how this is
progressing.”
Deta took him over to the small open office situated in
the large room. There were four Controllers positioned in the
larger area distinguished by being some three feet higher than
the other office space. On each corner of the platform was a
3D viewer communicator. “There are now 15 Advisors that
have taken the oath,” said Deta, pointing to a circular
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framework of rotating heads on the viewer. “They have now
taken up their galactic positions. The other five are now taking
the oath. In two days we shall be at full strength.”
The professor lost his concentration again, panicking
inwardly. “That is satisfactory,” was all he could say.
“There are reports coming in from all advisors of
theological changes and disturbances on various planets,” said
Deta. “This is widespread, not localised, and is a cause for
concern.” The professor kept nodding in a haze of perpetual
unawareness as Deta continued the brief.
Zooteran prayed for release from the entity that
enveloped him and gave him the magnified healing power. He
wanted to be rid of this amplified power and a return to
normality. Looking up at the flickering light of the candles on
the ceiling, Zooteran noticed another white shape entering the
room and hovering above his head. The entity to his side
moved quickly in an upward direction and engaged the other.
He suddenly felt great relief, although a feeling of weakness
came over his body. He fell on his back just in time to see the
several collisions between the two entities before fainting.
It was hard to say how long Zooteran had been out, but
as he regained consciousness the remaining entity once again
delved into his mind. “Do you want the power?”
Zooteran realised this was the same entity asking
permission to re-enter his psyche. The other one had lured him
away and the power had gone. The creature needed sanction
to penetrate again. Filled with relief he shouted out. “Be gone! I
do not need the power.” The white blur of light turned into a
stream and disappeared from sight. Now he could feel the
spread of weakness through his body and a need to sleep so
he could regain strength, not realising that all the healing he
had accomplished had now ceased. All the healing he had
accomplished reversed, releasing a torrent of illness into
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Zooteran’s body. Boils and skin eruptions developed, his mind
contaminated and disorientated. He finally collapsed on the
floor his body writhing as life choked out of him by a huge
throat distortion.
The professor’s mind became abruptly clear as the
meeting with Zooteran flashed through his mind. He knew then
of the contamination by the healer’s unnatural power.
Everything became comprehensible again. “I must return to my
office,” he said, turning about and moving quickly to the door
much to the amazement of Deta. He stepped back into the
elevator and sped to the ground floor exit.
Stepping out into the roadway, he saw big black clouds
swirling above and blinding flashes of sheet lightening pierce
the sky as a terrible roll of thunder shook the ground. He knew
something was wrong at the weather station, as the wind
reached a magnitude of 50 miles an hour and a monsoon type
rainstorm began its downpour. He ran the great distance back
to his office, entering it drenched to the core. Moreton
immediately called the medical centre on the hologram viewer.
He pulled out a towel from his clothing cupboard and
vigorously dried his hair until he was facing Artono on the
viewer.
“Can I help you, professor?” Artono asked. There were
many sounds of tumultuous activity coming from behind him.
“Have you a list of all the people that Zooteran treated?”
enquired Moreton.
“I don’t need a list. They’re all arriving as we speak,”
replied Artono, glancing to his right and giving an instruction.
“Move that over there.” He stopped and then continued. “They
are all suffering the symptoms that they had before his
treatment, only twice as bad, 50 senior officers are affected
and many civilians.”
The professor shook his head. “Thank you, Artono. I’ll
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let you carry on with your epidemic.” He finished the
conversation and contacted the weather station. The startled
face of a young man appeared. “Professor Moreton from
headquarters here. How are you proceeding with weather
control?”
The young man gulped for a moment. “Due to sudden
illness by our senior operative the processors have gone out of
calibration,” he stated, fumbling his words. “We are awaiting
the arrival of a weather master in the next 15 minutes.”
“Please get us back to normal as quickly as possible,”
replied Moreton, trying to express urgency and be gentle
simultaneously. It was not easy and the young man was
clearly stressed and frazzled. As the picture faded from view,
he stood and stared out of the window at the volume of water
cascading down. He then made contact with Deta. “Controller,
I presume you’ve had a loss of personnel,” he stated.
Deta nodded, looking away and then back to the viewer
with a puzzled expression. “How did you know that?” he
a ske d .
The professor laughed. “I’ve just checked with Artono at
the medical centre,” he replied, not wishing to explain further.
“W e have a few senior officers absent,” explained Deta.
“W e can cope so long as we don’t lose any more. As no senior
officer is available, I’ve taken command for the moment.”
The professor gave a little smile. “I’m the only one that’s
been cured,” he said wryly. “Keep me updated on the Advisors’
reports.” Deta nodded, shutting down the communication. An
immediate alert came through as he finished showing that
several weather stations were now affected, causing chaos
and severe problems. In one of the northern regions three feet
of snow had fallen and in a station due south a searing heat
wave with minor hurricanes gave cause for concern. Violent
storms over the sea had caused vast flooding of several
coastal regions. Suspension of air traffic over all cities and
towns except for emergency situations had been imposed. A
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state of emergency was being established.
Professor was suddenly aware that the planet Krakor
was under attack by forces in the astral. Some of the beings
were attacking the weather stations, causing the air to have a
tint of green with the huge magnetic storms. He made an effort
to contact the Chief Weather Master office situated in the main
terminal building but the call was diverted to the local weather
station. A rather busy and agitated elderly man visualised on
the screen.
“Professor Moreton, as you can see I am rather busy at
the moment,” he said. His attention was averted to a very
active control panel.
“There may be an outside influence at work.” The
professor talked quickly with emphasis. “Can we close down
all stations?”
“Negative,” replied the man, looking horrified. “There is
no natural weather environment on Krakor. That ceased years
ago. It would be an utter disaster to close them down. W ithin
24 hours we would be a desert void of life and the atmosphere
possibly ripped away into space. The giant magnetic forces
inside each weather station stops damage from our sun.”
Moreton nodded. “Can we gain control?”
“W e must continue as we are,” answered the harassed
man, wishing the W eather Master was available. “I think we
can keep it under control, but the weather will get nasty.”
“Do so,” Moreton commented and closed out the
transmission, redirecting it to an inter-dimensional frequency.
“Alpha-Beta, record and send this message to Supreme Chief
Officer Vanders – The weather stations on Krakor are under
attack from unknown entities. W e are dealing with the situation
as best we can – close communication.” He then moved
outside into the weather once more, making his way back to
the operations room.
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Chapter.9

IGC 1 with 24T in tow arrived in orbit around Xenorat.
Three engineers boarded 24T from the orbiting maintenance
craft and immediately began recalibrating the inter-dimensional
engine. Dimplar set up a command post on the large flight
deck of the IGC 1, centred around two large circular orifices.
“Give me a visual of Xenorat,” he said, sitting in one of the
three officer command chairs. The left orifice fired up and a
three dimensional solid picture of the planet came into view,
showing the southern hemisphere.
Vanders entered the flight deck, causing everyone to
stand to attention. “As you were,” he stated, smiling and sitting
down next to Dimplar. “Have we tried the new interdimensional communication system? “
Dimplar shook his head. “W e’ve had it set on incoming
for just over a week. We need another three days to cover the
whole of the galaxy.”
“Are the engineers still working on the inter-dimensional
telescope?”
“Indeed,” answered Dimplar, the top design engineer
that Vanders had employed into his own command structure.
“Since the white hole incident we have made many upgrades.”
“The scientists say it is possible I will be able to receive
messages nearly almost instantly from the far reaches of the
galaxy.”
“Yes,” replied Dimplar, hesitantly trying to explain in lay
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terms the complexity contained in Vanders statement. “At the
moment we have to enter into the travel dimension and stand
still. Then we turn the craft into the exact direction of the planet
we need to contact, establishing a straight line chain of
stationary waypoint modules that can instantly transmit and
receive one to the other.”
“An astral GPS,” commented Vanders. “Then I suppose
we change direction for each transmission?”
“Correct, Sir.” Dimplar was pleased that he had not
attempted explanation in technical terms. “Instead of travelling
along the line we stand still and project or receive. W e are
slowly constructing a messenger service to the major planets
in our galaxy. The normal communication relays will then be
obsolete and we should be able to transmit and receive with
only a one hour delay.”
“That’s certainly better than taking up to three months
like we do now. How long to completion?” asked Vanders.
“Maybe a month,” replied Dimplar thoughtfully. “The
inter-dimensional gyroscope is very complicated.”
“Let’s see what priority messages we’ve received up to
now,” ordered Vanders, watching as a thick vertical line of pure
light slowly lifted out of the second orifice and formed into
another three dimensional solid picture. Vanders was using
IGC 1 as an experiment to test the new communication system
based on their mode of travel. Several newsreel type visuals
occurred in quick succession with only intermittent sound.
Vanders stood up and thanked the Controller. “Transfer the top
priority messages to me in the conference room and try and
sort that sound out.”
“Sir,” said Dimplar, standing up until Vanders made his
exit.
Vanders entered the conference room and sat down,
looking concerned. “Alpha-Beta, show SA Long’s last recorded
report.” The report was loaded and played back. Jim’s report
included the astral exploration with Chief Elder Dratona and
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the visit to the un-life cloud. Further information revealed that a
vibratory elder called Mushtandar was in the cloud, causing
devastation on Xenorat. He then closed down the
communiqué.
Janine and Controller Jayne Grant watched as their
shuttle gently touched down on the green landing space
outside the Consulate on Xenorat.
“W e’re here at last,” retorted Jane, annoyed at the
unknown element that had caused such a delay.
“An out of work Captain and diplomat,” whispered
Janine, showing a comical look on her expressive face. Grant
shook her head slightly and grinned. The two made their exit
onto the green lawn, each with their tubular luggage.
Assistant Chief Gregory met them and showed them to
their two rooms in the Embassy Building as the shuttle
returned to 24T. After a quick change to a dress uniform they
moved down to the restaurant, pleased that they had arrived
just in time for the evening meal. Janine glanced around the
tables and then the bar area.
“No sign of Jim,” said Jane Grant, pre-empting Janine’s
thoughts.
“I had no idea you were interested in him,” replied
Janine, acting flippant and pouty.
“I’m not, but you are,” Jane quipped with a grin. “W hy
don’t you ask Gregory. He’s sat at the bar?” As Janine turned
towards the bar, Jim, Gail, and Norman entered.
For a moment, Jim showed a surprised look in his eyes
and then just stood and grinned. Janine immediately sprung up
and dragged Jane over to meet him. She did the introductions
in diplomatic style. “SA Long, SO1 Gail Farmer, SO1 Norman
Clarke. This is CSO Jane Grant.” They all nodded in
recognition as Jim took over the conversation.
“Nice to meet you, Jane,” he said. “I presume your trip
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was eventful?”
Jane stuttered for a moment as Janine reacted. “It was
just like one of your adventures,” she said straight faced. “Like
the time you lost IGC15.”
Jim laughed. “One of those stranded trips,” said Jim,
changing the conversation. “Janine and I will see you in about
ten minutes. W e have a few things to talk about. Have a drink
on me at the bar.” He placed his hand gently on Janine’s back
and manoeuvred her towards the door. They left the restaurant
and walked into a small conference room on the other side of
the corridor.
As the door closed, Jim held her close and kissed her
tenderly on the lips.
They broke for a moment. “I do miss you,” she gasped,
staring with her eyelids half open, dazed by the passion of the
kiss.
“And I miss you too,” he said, engaging on her lips
again with a long lingering kiss.
“W e could never get married. It would be too binding on
our jobs, our careers,” muttered Janine.
“Possibly,” whispered Jim, gazing at her. “But we could
consider the state recognised bonding. Bonding practised on
many planets’ shows that two can become as one. You each
give yourself to the other in a bond of love and understanding,
and state that you will love each other until the end of life.”
“W hat if one should stray?” she said, thinking aloud
pragmatically.
“Then you beg to differ, stay or go, and continue your
love.”
“You would have to be very strong.”
“That’s what bonding is all about,” continued Jim. “W ith
our lifestyles at the moment there would be little room for
anyone else.”
“True,” she answered, pulling a funny face. “I’ll think
about it.”
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Jim laughed. “Now to spoil our lovely moment it’s back
to business,” he said reluctantly. “CPO Darton has granted the
use of his second floor conference room as a base of
operations. I want you to take charge of it as liaison with Solar
System Controller Dimplar aboard IGC 1.”
“Of course,” she said, instantly turning serious. “I
presume this will put the embassy under threat.”
“Possibly,” Jim replied, looking apprehensive. “I believe
this planet is the instigation and target of a war in the heavens
that will ultimately extend out to all the other inhabitable
planets. Norman and Gail are setting up the communication
links.”
After a bit more kissing, grateful to be holding each
other, Jim and Janine headed back to the restaurant.
The next morning Jim entered the operations room as
Norman carried a circular hologram pod across the room. Gail,
meanwhile, was plugging in two 3D projector computers in the
far corner.
“Morning, boss,” said Norman, cheerfully grinning. He
was happy getting back to his normal workload. “These
embassies are well designed with internal wiring links in all the
walls of every room. You can just plug in most of the IGC
operation consoles.”
“W ell done, Nobby,” said Jim. “It was one of your
recommendations two years ago.”
“I didn’t know you’d submitted it,” replied Norman, openmouthed.
Gail pulled out a slide control panel from a wall
compartment and plugged in the computer. “It’s been a lot
easier than I though it would be,” she said, operating one of
the slides on the controller. A flat screen four feet square
opened up in the air in front of her showing a bleeping image
and the word menu. She touched the bleep and watched as an
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avatar appeared. “Alpha-Beta, set up communications to IGC
1 .”
The avatar spun into a circular image. “I am contacting
IGC 1.” The call sign of the craft floated in the air for a moment
before dissolving into a picture of the flight deck with the
avatars head and shoulders floating above. “Contact has now
been made.”
“W hen you’re ready, Norman,” she said, watching him
plug in the hologram viewer. “I can transfer communications to
you.”
Norman grunted in acknowledgement, installing a
power supply to the circular orifice. “Nearly ready. It may take
a while; I think I’ve unbalanced the cameras.”
“That’s just the way I feel today,” said Janine, appearing
behind Gail and expressing a brief moment of melancholy
upon her face.
Gail glanced up, smiling. “W elcome to the madhouse.”
Janine’s eyes opened wide as she over emphasised
with her lips. “So that’s where I am!”
Jim moved behind them as Gail opened up
communication with 24T and the maintenance craft. “I’ve
placed the armchairs over in the corner,” he said to Janine,
pointing in the direction. “So you can keep a watch if we astral
travel.”
“W hat happens if some of those entities decide to
attack?” she asked seriously.
“You’ll have to do the best you can,” he replied. “In all
honesty, I’m more worried about a physical attack. I want
everyone in this room to be armed.”
“I’ve set up two flat matter receive-transmit doorways,”
Norman called out from his seat by the centre hologram bowl.
By lunchtime, all the portable appliances were installed
and properly functioning. Jim sat in one of the armchairs
studying the news from the galaxy and began relayed from
IGC 1. It was still the same story, just small disturbances and
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general unrest from political and religious sections. Both he
and Vanders knew that the spiritual agitators, the dark
Archangels, and demonic angels were now at work infiltrating
into physicalness.
Krakor was going through a terrible period of atrocious
weather formations, causing destruction and a few deaths. It
had all changed so abruptly, yet the signs had been present
but not noticed.
Chief Planetary Officer Darton appeared in the doorway
and Jim knew instinctively that something was happening.
Darton sat down, talking quietly. “I’ve just had a
communication from Government Minister Deshtaker’s office,”
he said nervously. “The minister is requesting a meeting with
me here at The Embassy.”
“That’s interesting,” said Jim casually.
“This has never happened before, not a minister. There
are no diplomats available to receive him.”
“Yes there is, Solar System Controller Jardine is with us
from Togigra.”
Darton suddenly looked relieved. “W ould you like me to
arrange the meeting?”
“Yes CPO, this afternoon at three.” Darton nodded and
stood up as Jim issued further instructions. “Hold the meeting
in the function suite below, on no account is he to be allowed
up here.”
“Understood, sir,” replied Darton. “I’ll have two security
guards placed on the corridor.” Darton left and Jim walked
across the room to Janine and Gail. He had a gut feeling that
something was going to escalate and it was the only way to
unravel what was happening.
“W e are about to have a visit from a Government
Minister Deshtaker,” confided Jim. “As the only diplomat on
this planet, Janine, I have chosen you to meet him.”
“You are so kind,” she replied, sarcasm lurking in her
tone. “I need his background, minister of what etc.”
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Gail spoke to the computer. “Alpha-Beta, research and
background on Minister Deshtaker of Xenorat.”
The avatar turned several times before showing a
picture and a profile. “Minister Deshtaker is deputy to the First
Minister. He is Chief Diplomat and oversees all security on
behalf of the Xenorat people, including all negotiations and
planetary agreements. He leads the battle against the pirates.”
“Any information on the pirates?” enquired Jim of AlphaB e ta .
The avatar turned again. “Skirmishes are reported in the
asteroid belt and the Fortalorn Moons.”
“W ho were the reporters?”
“The security services,” replied the avatar. “No other
confirmations.” Jim nodded, reflecting on the answer.
“Any information about his leisure and private life?”
added Janine.
“Negative,” answered the computer.
“That’s strange,” sighed Janine. “There is usually
always a personal angle.”
“You’re talking about the Head of Security,” laughed
Jim. “He’s probably bathed in a swathe of secrecy. Like all
diplomats he probably has an aura of duplicity.”
“Are you saying I speak with double meaning?” asked
Janine, tilting her head slightly and staring into his eyes. Gail
could not help but chuckle at their exchange.
Jim gazed back, pausing for a brief second before
declaring, “Yes.”
“Damn right,” she stated. “But only to those I don’t love.”
“I’m sure you’ll be his equal,” responded Jim. “He’ll take
some handling.”
Norman suddenly appeared, rubbing his hands
together. “As you suggested, boss,” he said looking pleased.
“I’ve managed to put a force-field around The Embassy. It is
limited because of the power supply and will be working
tonight.”
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Gail and Janine turned their heads in surprise. It was
unusual protocol to have defensive items on a friendly planet.
“Has the planet’s status been redefined as unfriendly?”
queried Gail.
“No.” Jim was emphatic as he gave a little smile. “It’s
better to be safe than sorry.”
Just before the hour of three, Janine put the final
changes to the strange unscheduled state visit. It was bizarre
and she knew it. The large oval table sat well in the room with
three chairs on one side for the minister and his aides, with
another three opposite for Janine, Jim, and Darton. Gregory
stood out in the garden by the travel portal ready to receive the
guests.
The garden doorway portal glowed for a moment and
then the two aides stepped through, each carrying small
weapons on their belts. The woman was dressed in a greyish
combat style suite contrasting with the black one piece worn
by the man. Her hair was short cropped and she glared out a
solemn stare. The face of the man was totally void of feeling
and emotion, his eyes looking in all directions.
Gregory nodded as they stood to attention. Deshtaker
stepped through with a small smile twitching on his lips.
“Minister,” said Gregory, slightly bowing as protocol
dictated. “Please follow me to the executive suite.” Both the
man and the woman surveyed the building and grounds with
their eyes and kept on high alert as they entered The
Embassy.
“Minister Deshtaker, I am Ambassador Jardine.
Welcome to the Galaxy Police Embassy,” she said. “May I
introduce you to Space Agent Jim Long and Chief Planetary
Officer Darton?”
Deshtaker nodded, smiling. “Mr Long, Mr Darton. May I
introduce my two aides,” he added, beckoning to his left. “This
is my head of security, Salhara, and Ambassador Batack.”
Both nodded their heads in acknowledgement.
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“Shall we be seated?” offered Janine. Her quick study of
Deshtaker revealed nothing as they all sat down in unison.
She noted the hard stare from Salhara to Jim. It seemed to be
an almost latent combative stance. Jim ignored her,
concentrating on the face of Deshtaker. “The meeting has
been called upon your request, Minister,” continued Janine,
waiting for a response.
“Thank you for agreeing to our meeting.” Deshtaker
oozed with charm. “The government and ruling council are
pleased to welcome you to Xenorat.” His smile became almost
hypnotic, his voice charismatic and compelling. “You are an
ally of great substance, dear to our way of life. Your guidance
and assurance has always been a grateful addition to our
continued existence.” Here he stopped, waiting for Janine.
“The Galaxy Police Federation thanks you for your
support,” answered Janine, expressing no emotion or giving
any acknowledgement that this was a preamble, a softening
procedure for what was to come.
“If I may enquire,” said Batack, taking over the
conversation as Deshtaker relaxed back in his chair. “W hy is
the Police Federation here on Xenorat in such full force?”
“I can assure you, Ambassador,” replied Janine, “We
are not here in force.” She now knew the direction of the talks.
The Ambassador wanted to force out information through a
bunch of awkward questions whilst the Minister smoothed
them out.
Batack made an instant comeback. “Then why are there
three police craft in orbit and a senior officer conducting
enquiries on the ground?”
“W e were just wondering why Supreme Chief Officer
Vanders was in attendance?” Deshtaker gently added,
interrupted his colleague’s question.
Janine nodded. “Supreme Chief Officer Vanders is not
here in an official capacity. That is why he stays in orbit,” she
stated. “My craft was incapacitated, rescued, and brought here
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for repair by an orbiting maintenance craft.”
“W hat is Space Agent Long’s position in all of this?”
Batack thrust the question at Janine.
“Mr. Long is interested in the anomaly where part of the
forest was destroyed.” She came back with equal thrust.
“Ah, then all is clear,” said Deshtaker, intervening with a
smarmy reply. “If I may, I shall clarify the government’s
position. W e hope that your craft will be repaired and
functioning to full capacity to depart as soon as possible.”
Jim nodded his head slightly, signalling to Janine. “That
is our intention, Minister,” said Janine.
“Good.” Deshtaker resumed the discussion. “In regard
to the matter of the anomaly the government has decided to
place Security Chief Salhara in charge of investigations.”
Janine nodded again. Now it was clear they did not
want any outside intervention or interference. “As you wish,”
she said. “Mr. Long, for the time being, will remain as a guest
until there is a full diplomatic meeting.” She had to yield to the
Xenorat government’s demands until the First Minister and
Vanders initiated talks.
“There is danger for all outsiders on Xenorat.” Batack
brought a sinister motive into the discussion as Deshtaker
beckoned Salhara.
“Pirates are causing disturbances throughout our
system,” rasped Salhara without emotion. “They are now
threatening peace on our home planet. We know there are
isolated groups of pirate terrorists ready to strike within our
cities.”
“Do you require any help?” submitted Jim, slyly smiling.
“No we do not…” she snarled, stopped by Deshtaker.
“W hat Salhara means,” Deshtaker smoothly countered,
“Is that we have everything under control, but if we need
assistance we will request it. However, I must put on record
that we cannot guarantee your safety in these troubled times.”
“Thus recorded,” said Janine. “Are there any other
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matters to discuss?”
For a moment, Deshtaker nodded. “Such a delightful
building,” he said, looking around the room. “It would be so
nice to be able to see it all.”
“I shall arrange a diplomatic dinner when it is more
convenient,” replied Janine, blocking the request with a sickly
smile much to Jim’s amusement. Salhara just glared. “I
presume that the meeting has been satisfactory. If so, we can
now conclude.”
Deshtaker nodded and they all stood up. Gregory led
Deshtaker, Salhara, and Batack out to the portal outside.
Once they had left the room Jim paced back and forth,
looking through the window and watching their exit. “W ell
done, Janine,” he said. “You blocked the smooth Deshtaker
brilliantly. Salhara and Batack, were they something or what!”
he exclaimed, shaking his head.
“It was an old diplomatic strategy,” grinned Janine,
showing her true face once again. “They hold all the cards, it’s
their planet, and I had to succumb with difficulty to their
demands.”
“They seem obsessed by pirates,” said Darton. “I’ve
been around the system several times and seen no sign of
pirates.” He then moved out quickly into the garden to talk to
Gregory.
Jim stared out of the window, watching as Deshtaker
and his aides disappeared through the portal. “They don’t want
us here!” exclaimed Jim. “I wonder who in the Xenorat
Government is trying to be rid of us.”
“It’s probably, Deshtaker,” offered Janine. “Or he is
using his political powers to protect someone else.” She
moved to his side with another question. “W ill Vanders have to
leave orbit?”
“I doubt it,” replied Jim, chuckling. “He’s very friendly
with the First Minister.”
She hit his shoulder playfully. “You already knew what
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was going to happen here, didn’t you?”
He nodded, turning and looking into her eyes. “The
government are as surprised and worried about the pirate
terrorists as we are.” He paused for a moment, showing a
serious face. “The only sightings have been by members of the
security forces.”
“Sounds very much like an old conspiracy theory.” She
thought aloud, raising her eyebrows trying to qualify the
statement. “Something being created in order to hide the
truth.”
Jim put his arm around her shoulder and she leaned her
head against his body. For a few fleeting moments, they were
as one together blissfully unaware of their surrounds. The door
hissed open and Jim withdrew his arm, turning around. Janine
laughed, knowing he tended to make this sound when
annoyed.
“You’re growling,” she whispered, teasing him. He put
on a fake smile as Gregory walked in.
“Sir,” he said, slightly breathless after running in from
the garden. “Chief Space Officer Normanton has requested to
speak to you.”
“Thank you, Gregory,” he said, tapping with his left hand
onto his right sleeve cuff. “Use the sleeve communicator. It
stops one from getting out of breath.”
“Sir,” replied Gregory, disappearing through the door.
Jim laughed. “He’ll wear himself out.”
“Like you used to do,” said Janine, showing one of her
quizzical looks.
Jim nodded and sat down at the table, his right arm
facing
downwards
across
it.
“Alpha-Beta,
open
communications with Space Officer 1 Gail Farmer.” The small
cartoon avatar slowly emerged from the square symbol on his
jacket cuff, hovering about 6 inches in the air. It turned several
times and then spoke. “Communication has been established.”
Gail’s head and shoulders appeared where the avatar
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had been. “Frosty,” said Jim. “Is the main hologram viewer
working?”
Gail nodded yes. “Everything is now working at full
capacity and all communication lines are secure.”
“I’m coming up now, please contact IGC 15.”
“Done,” she said, watching the large avatar circling
above the hologram orifice. “Alpha-Beta, open communication
to CSO Normanton on IGC 15.” The avatar slowly turned four
times as the face of Normanton merged in its place as Jim and
Janine entered through the door.
“CSO have you anything to report?” stated Jim,
reaching the hologram.
“Sir, information you requested on any unidentified craft
within the solar system,” said Normanton, glancing down at his
monitor. “Long distance scans indicate 10 small to medium
craft heading this way.”
“Estimated time of arrival?” enquired Jim.
“By your nightfall,” replied Normanton. “These craft are
not on any scheduled flights and they are too small to cause
problems to an IGC. I am uploading all the craft information
now.”
Jim nodded. “Pull out of orbit, CSO and protect IGC1,
24T and the maintenance ship.” Jim guessed these were the
pirates reported by Deshtaker. If they were heading towards
the planet they were going to attack. “Take full precautions on
defence, only attack to disable.” Normanton repeated the order
as his image faded and Dimplar appeared.
“Sir,” he said. “This is just a brief update from Supreme
Chief Vanders. W e are in full defence mode and able to repel
small attacks.” Jim thanked the controller as the hologram
image dispersed in the air.
Gail placed the downloaded information on the viewer
showing the small armada moving towards them. There were
five small and five medium type craft. All were sleek in design
and it was obvious they were fighter attack vessels. “For this
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type of craft to attack an IGC would be folly,” she said, staring
at the images.
Janine smiled, glancing towards Jim. “I suppose you’re
wondering why they are still approaching when they are
technically inferior?”
“A good question,” answered Jim, contemplating an
answer with a slight look of perplexity. “Maybe they’ve got help
coming from elsewhere.”
Norman, who had been listening to the conversation
suddenly interrupted. “That’s not the only problem,” he said
wearily, wiping his perspiring forehead with a cloth. “The power
supply here, boss is weird.” Jim moved to where he was
standing, slightly concerned. “On the top of each building are
two dishes placed back to back. The power directed from a
generator on an invisible beam. The power enters the first dish
and enters the building. The rest of the power is directed from
the second dish to the next building and so on throughout the
city.”
“It could easily be knocked out.” Jim assessed quickly.
“Can we obtain an emergency power pack from the
maintenance craft?”
“There’s one on the way down,” replied Norman. “It has
limited power, but will last for seven days.”
“Good thinking, Norman,” said Jim. “Set it up as soon as
you can.”
Norman nodded and waddled off as Jim addressed
them all. “Try and get some rest. W e may have a busy night
ahead.” He was now almost certain of an attack and hopefully
conflict could be avoided. The dark angels, now in a ferment of
actual unrest, told otherwise. Jim had done all he could,
establishing the safety and backup protocols.
*

*
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IGC 15 turned on its axis to face the direction of the
pirate armada. Normanton sat, staring at the blank picture on
the hologram viewer with a feeling of uneasy calmness in his
thoughts. The camera sensors positioned for the approaching
armada, which had not yet arrived. It seemed inconceivable
that small fighter craft should attack a giant IGC that had the
destructive power of annihilation.
Laurel walked across the slightly curved contoured floor
of the flight deck and sat beside him. “Alpha-Beta, relate all
standby features.” She gave Normanton a quick smile as the
computer spoke.
“Force field on at full power – all engines ready for
manoeuvre – weapons on automatic for stun purpose only –
long, medium and short range scanners at 95%.” Laurel gave
a little smile, amused at the computers precisely meticulous
exactitude on percentages when all she needed to know was,
is it working? Her thoughts dispersed as the computer
continued. “The pirate armada is now in range.”
Down below in the engine room three engineers
checked their systems, showing three-dimensional computer
readouts of numbers on each of the four main engines, and
also the gravity and the inter-dimensional engines. None of
them saw the two white flowing entities float down to the main
IGC power module, a massive rectangular section that ran the
full length of the large room. A further entity appeared,
smashing into one of them and completely dissolving itself and
sending a bright expansion of pure energy into the air. The
remaining one slowly slid into the module.
On the flight deck, all the lights dimmed to half and the
computer hologram stuttered and disappeared off line.
Normanton leapt to his feet as Laurel moved to the
nearest computer console. “What the hells happening!” he
exclaimed, turning to the flight deck crew.
“W e have lost main power,” shouted Laurel. The
warning bleeps came on and everybody scurried, trying to
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solve the problem.
“Turn that damn thing off,” yelled Normanton, trying to
be heard above the ear blasting sound.
The bleeps stopped as Laurel gave out the readings.
“No force field, no weapons, and we are on auxiliary power.”
Normanton sat down as a weak version of the hologram
appeared, showing the pirate vessels. “It must be one of those
damn entities. We’re at their mercy and can’t do a thing,” he
muttered. Normanton commanded, “Open the armoury and
give everyone a weapon.” He sat, watching as the pirate
armada sped past them towards the planet, two of them
branching off in the direction of IGC 1. “Get a message to
Chief Officer Vanders, pirate craft are heading his way.”
Because of the power outage, the communication
system reduced to text messages. “I’ve just received a
message from Dimplar,” replied Laurel, looking up and then
reading off the screen. “IGC 1 has been disabled and is now
on very low power. Supreme Chief Vanders is trying to
communicate with Krakor and the First Minister on Xenorat. He
requests a craft to craft link.”
Normanton gave a half laugh. “W hat use is our
technology,” he said with a shake of his head. “Use the
thrusters to bring us alongside IGC 1 and get me an engineers
report on how long we are going to be stranded.”
Laurel started and then stopped as further information
came through. “You will be pleased to know,” she said,
glancing sideways his way. “The maintenance craft and IGC
24T have been disregarded by the armada.”
Normanton gave a sigh in relief. “Contact maintenance
and see what they can do.”
*

*

*
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inducible daze as he walked in the cloud of the un-life,
unaware of the dreadful conditions surrounding him. The cloud
had amplified his desire for gambling, overpowering all other
needs. Yet, there was no gambling in progress only political,
sectarian, religious, and nationalistic mutilations completely
void of morality.
He walked through a heaving mayhem of marching
troops, torture chambers, and other ethereal horrors
expressing the worst of humankind. None of the entities in the
cloud took any notice as he moved through their ranks
searching for his own desired speculative gamble. Mushtandar
did not know or realise that he was an innocent in this black
nefarious cloud. A place where all the dregs of the physical
plane enacted out their pitiful lives in a never-ending stream of
self inflicted and projected abusive behaviour.
These mirror visions of humanity had not just made
mistakes in their physical existence, they had thrived on
mental and physical destruction of others. They had created
huge armies of secret police, men, and women without
conscience generating malicious vile deaths and corruption to
all opposition. These conquering forces of darkness had
waged devastating wars by ravaging and pillaging other
planets. Average people consumed by power and ambition
transforming into despotic monsters. Even leaders using
religious dogma as an absolute eternal prophesy for personal
power and ambition were imprisoned by their own minds within
the cloud. Leaders who proclaimed and originated the deaths
of those that dare disbelieve. Around him were scenes of
young bombers being blown to pieces and then put back
together to enact again. Their atrocities displayed with a
graphic intensity.
Marching armies of many despots were being viewed
like newsreels. As one faded from view another took its place,
all fevered by their own personal doctrine. Nearing the centre
of the cloud Mushtandar saw a marching army from his own
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planetary history, an army that had enslaved his own solar
system 1000 years prior. There on a platform was the fanatical
infamous dictator, Grashatar. For a brief instant, he stood and
stared as the dictator raised and lowered his right arm. Armed
guards shot three planetary leaders who opposed him. The
bodies disintegrated in the air leaving a faint vapour behind.
Mushtandar knew this was symbolic and unreal. The
leaders were not in the cloud and were long gone and dwelling
elsewhere in the astral. The cloud was full of regurgitated
memories of those within, those that perpetually lived the unlife. In time, their black souls would just wither away and
disappear from existence never to reach the higher levels of
the astral collective. He shuddered at his own thoughts and in
realisation that he must try to leave.
He started to vibrate, causing the cloud around him to
swirl in a circular motion. The action caught the attention of the
dictator who travelled from his position on the rostrum to his
side in just a second. Grashatar held him by his shoulder as
Mushtandar gazed into his pitiless eyes.
“Who are you?” his voice rasped in deep tones.
“I am Mushtandar from the physical world,” he replied.
“Tell me why I should not kill you?”
“I am about to depart to that world,” offered Mushtandar,
hoping to divert the dictator. “I am vibrating to my capitol city of
Routa.”
Grashatar looked puzzled for a moment then waved
over fifty of his men to encircle them. “Show me and I may
spare you.” He said, gripping the shoulders of Mushtandar
tightly.
Mushtandar started to vibrate as his thoughts centred
on a small housing complex on the outskirts of the city. The
vibration picked up tremendous energy from the cloud,
completely encircling the 50 men to a wide area. The cloud
was now some five hundred yards in diameter and plunging
into the area visualised in Mushtandar’s mind. He was horrified
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as everything in the area immediately dissolved by its touch.
All dwellings and people instantly vaporised leaving an area of
complete disintegration. As the bodies melted away, their
souls sped upwards out of the cloud.
Mushtandar was devastated. W ithin seconds, they were
back in the main cloud of the un-life.
The madness in the eyes of Grashatar peaked as he
flung Mushtandar to the ground. “I shall march all my armies
into that city and conquer.” He spoke slowly, showing utter
contempt for all life.
Mushtandar stood paralysed as a bolt of terror blazed
through his system, knowing that he could project this
abomination of death to any place in the galaxy. He knew he
would rather destroy himself than be responsible for the
massacre of others. One point that he did not know was how
to self-destruct in this dark wilderness. He was also not aware
that Grashatar could not march into anything on the physical
domain, only bring death and destruction via the black cloud.
“Bring him with us,” growled Grashatar, causing several
henchmen to drag Mushtandar to his feet. “W e shall ready
ourselves for the total annihilation of this planet.”
*

*

*

As darkness came, Vanders received an urgent
message from the First Minister. The pirate vessels were
repelled by Xenorat’s space force, but one ship had escaped.
A distressing picture followed, showing the utter horror of the
un-life penetrating the physical realm. Several residential
properties destroyed in the area left a black cinder like dust.
The horror that had hit the outskirts of Routa now showed on
the hologram-viewer. The First Minister was almost pleading
for help to stop the attacks on the city as the information
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relayed to Jim via the hologram link.
“There is a serious escalation of the un-life cloud,” said
Vanders. His head and shoulders materialised on the viewer
after showing the pictures of the aftermath. “I presume this to
be attributed to the elder Mushtandar.”
“Yes, I believe so,” replied Jim.
“Can we get him out?” asked Vanders.
“At this stage it would be doubtful.” Jim replied, shaking
his head in disbelief. “Not without loss of life anyways; we
need protection to enter. Obviously, his vibratory power is
extending. It could be a city next or even a planet.”
“I will work on that,” said Vanders. “I will be down to see
you soon. If we are down to emergency power will the matter
transmitter-receivers still work?”
Jim looked over to Norman who had been watching the
transmission.
“Yes,” Norman nodded. “It will just take a little longer.”
Jim relayed the message to Vanders who nodded
closing the communication. “I will contact you soon.”
“Alpha-Beta, initialise the force field,” ordered Norman,
watching the huge cylindrical engine in the centre of the room.
A small green glow appeared inside, slowly extending outward
covering the whole room. It then dissipated from the centre to
the walls and then disappeared completely to the outer
building perimeter.
Outside a dull green mist covered every part of the
structure with a protective screen. Gregory and the armed
security team in charge stared out through the windows at the
travel portal in the centre of the garden.
On the projected screens, Gail monitored the
surveillance cameras covering the entire building, including the
roof. Jim watched on the hologram viewer as newsreel items
relayed from IGC 1. The violent magnetic storms on Krakor
filled the air with an almost green coloured ambiance as
lightening bolts struck several buildings and a hurricane force
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wind blasted through the city.
“The weather stations have gone haywire.” Jim shook
his head in disbelief about the high level of devastation.
“The engineers will soon have it under control,” Norman
said optimistically, looking over Jim’s shoulder.
“Incoming space craft plotted.” Gail declared, watching
a small blip on the screen. “W e are now scanning.” She quickly
changed to satellite view. “It’s a pirate ship well armed being
chased by a Xenorat defender.”
“Standby to repel,” ordered Jim. Norman checked the
force field.
“Shall we open fire,” asked Norman, his hand hovering
over the command button for the missile defence.
“No,” Jim quickly replied. “W e might hit the other craft.
We’ll rely on the force field.”
Gregory looked across the fields from the downstairs
window, watching the weaving pirate craft heading toward
them. Bolts of light seen criss-crossing through the cloudless
sky as the pursuing Xenorat craft tried to stop them. A white
gaseous trail left the pirate craft and swiftly rose, racing back
towards space.
“Take cover!” Gregory yelled, diving onto the floor as
the missile hit the outside wall of the embassy. The eruption of
a tremendous explosion shook the whole structure of the
building, causing a large amount of dust and small particles to
fall. He looked up and wiped his forehead, leaving a dark
smudge across his brow. “The force field has held,” he stated,
standing and looking at the large hole in the garden.
In the control room above, Gail saw a slight movement
of some kind on the rooftop visualize and amplify to the large
screen. A circular eddy of dust rose in the air and quickly
formed into the cloaked figure of a man. He took out a pistol
and aimed at the power dishes. A small explosion ensued and
the cloaked figure quickly disappeared. The room was plunged
into darkness as all the lights and equipment suddenly stopped
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and was followed by the loud humming sound of the
emergency lights and power packs.
“I’m glad he was late!” exclaimed Jim, looking relieved.
“How can anyone get through the force field,” asked
Janine, pulling a quirky face.
“They can’t,” interrupted Jim, giving her an answer. “Any
matter transmitter would be blocked by the field structure only
someone vibrating could get through.”
“One of the elders!” exclaimed Gail. “That means that
someone is involved with the pirates.” She turned and looked
at the reforming monitor screen that viewed the garden area.
In the dim light, several cloaked figures seen emerging from
the garden portal. “W e have pirate visitors,” she said, enlarging
the view.
Below, the small security detachment had already seen
them and opened fire. The nearest pirate to the door
collapsed, hit by a stun bolt from Gregory’s gun. The other
pirates dove for cover behind two trees.
Gregory informed Jim of the standoff below via their
sleeve communicators. The metal plate of the matter receiver
glowed for a second, forming into its treacly substance.
Norman boosted the power display to it by taking the hologram
viewer off line. Vanders stepped through into the room, quickly
glancing at the layout before moving to the chairs in the far
corner. Jim quickly joined him.
“It seems we have a big battle on our hands,” said
Vanders. “How long can the building hold out?”
“Possibly until they bring in the heavy weapons,” Jim
was quick to reply. “It’s not only pirates. One of the elders has
attacked the power supply on the roof.”
Vanders gave a little laugh. “I’m sure you think as I do,”
he remarked casually. “I believe there are physical as well as
spiritual apostates involved in the insurgence. The entities
could not manage alone.”
“Agreed,” replied Jim, nodding. Both he and Vanders
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right bracelets gave a tingle and a dull glow, indicating a
presence. Vanders and Jim could see two entities hovering
over Gail and Norman, projecting a gray misty substance down
on to them. Their eyes suddenly became wide and
concentrated as they both took out their handguns and started
firing around the room, causing everyone to dive to the floor.
The projections from the entity had them standing upon
a small circular platform situated on a high peak.
“Any idea where we are?” asked Norman nervously.
“Could be another dimension,” replied Gail. The two
took up a stance back to back.
Around them flew grotesque creatures with wings and
large gaping mouths full of teeth. Some were birdlike and
others mythical in form, all attacking from up above. Their
weapons were set at destruct, creating black hollow craters in
the walls of the embassy. To them it was stark and real. To the
others in the room it portrayed utter madness.
Janine lay on the floor six feet away shouting for them
to stop firing, but neither one of them heard her. In Norman’s
mind, one of the creatures had swooped into the valley below
and now was in an upward flight coming at him from below. He
pointed his gun downwards and aimed. From Janine’s
viewpoint, he was aiming directly at her with a strange look of
concentration. She rolled quickly across the ground as he fired
and splinters hit her back as a one-foot crater appeared in the
floor. She rolled again, twisting as she pulled out her pistol, set
it to stun, and fired at Norman. As he collapsed, she sent a
shot at Gail who promptly fell to her knees and then slowly on
to the floor.
Jim and Vanders watched as the two entities slowly
pulled away and two others crashed into them, dispersing their
energies. Jim moved quickly to Janine’s side to help her on to
her feet.
“Two demonic angels,” he gasped. “They projected
another dimension into both their minds.”
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“I guessed that,” she blurted out, feigning disbelief.
“Norman was about to kill me.”
Jim gave a laugh of relief, shaking his head. “For your
age you’re pretty quick.”
“Cheeky,” she replied, dropping her head slightly
sideways with incredulity. “I was a lot faster than you.”
“You’re as bad as Frosty,” he whispered. “You always
have the last word.” Two groans from behind made him turn to
face Gail and Norman. “Are you two alright?”
They both nodded. “Where were we?” said Gail, sitting
down at her console.
“Being fed daytime nightmares,” answered Janine. “I’ve
been through it before myself. Not good.”
Vanders had a grave look on his face as Jim sat down
by his side. “W e have to get Mushtandar out of there,” he said,
shaking his head slightly at his next remark. “The Ancient
beings won’t let me go. They will only allow you the protection
and only for a limited time.”
“How long?” replied Jim.
“In that place of abomination only a short period I’m
afraid. The power will start to fluctuate slowly and then quickly.
Then you must get out fast.”
“If I’m the only one I’d better volunteer,” said Jim
reflectively.
“I would never order you to do this because your life
and soul will be in terrible danger.” Vanders answered
sincerely and reluctantly. “This is one of the moments when I
find my job untenable.”
“I do understand,” acknowledged Jim. “I will go. I cannot
be responsible for billions of deaths. If I fail I will at least have
tried.”
Vanders nodded, slightly relieved but apprehensive.
“The protection will occur when you next enter the astral, and
remember if your power fluctuations start to accelerate get out
of the cloud immediately. I am coming with you to a position
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outside of the cloud, we should go now.”
They both sat back in their chairs and activated both
right bracelets, arriving to a position just out of the cloud.
Surrounding Jim’s body outline was a white glow of intense
light emanating from him like an Archangel.
“Good luck,” said Vanders, shaking his hand. “I’ll wait
back in the control room for you.” He then disappeared from
view as Jim stepped into the mentally abhorrent torment of the
cloud.
As Vanders jerked into his body, he heard a loud
explosion below. Gregory and several of his men were blown
over by a small explosive pulse mine, destroying the outer
door. The pirates moved forward slowly into The Embassy as
Gregory slowly stood up with gun in hand to defend. He looked
through his eyes with blurred vision as one of the cloaked
figures shot a paralysing bolt that sent him to the floor again.
“They’ve broke through below,” said Darton urgently.
“Everyone cover the door.” Gail and Norman turned with their
weapons, staying behind their consoles for cover.
Vanders checked Jim’s physical body that was still
glowing intently and made a slight activation of his bracelet
projecting his thoughts. “Archangel Michael, protect Jim’s
physical body.”
An intense eruption of air pressure ploughed through
the room as a Xenorat travel doorway appeared behind them
and two dark cloaked figures with guns emerged.
“Drop your weapons,” said Deshtaker as he and Batack
removed their hoods.
“Do as they say,” ordered Vanders, not wishing to
endanger Jim’s life as Salhara entered through the door with
four security guards.
“Cover me, Salhara!” shouted out Darton, turning to fire
on Deshtaker.
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Salhara took him down with a single shot and saluted
Deshtaker. “Minister, all opposition has ceased.”
Salhara and her guards moved Gail, Norman, and
Darton, into another corner of the room as Deshtaker turned to
Vanders. “To save further bloodshed,” said Deshtaker
menacingly. “I suggest you wake Mr. Long now.”
“Your First Minister will be informed of this outrage,”
replied Vanders, playing for time.
Deshtaker laughed. “The First Minister has no idea of
what is happening,” he declared with overwhelming
confidence. “Now, awaken Mr. Long.”
“I can’t,” he acknowledged cautiously. “He is protected.”
Without warning, Deshtaker fired his pistol hitting Jim in
the chest. The bolt of energy bounced off Jim and hit the wall
to the side. “You are correct,” he said. “Further methods must
be used.”
A spinning vortex in the middle of the room made
everyone turn except Deshtaker, who covered Vanders with
his pistol as the powerful vibratory force finally revealed
Dratona.
“Chief Elder, I need your help!” yelled Vanders across
the room.
The Chief Elder smiled, walking over to stand by
Deshtaker. “Has Mr. Long been awakened yet,” he asked,
revealing his true status.
“He is protected,” confirmed Deshtaker.
“So you are the one conniving with the dark angels,”
declared Vanders, his eyes narrowing.
“Not dark,” replied Dratona arrogantly. “They are the
angels of change. Now, awaken Mr. Long before he takes the
unfortunate Mushtandar out of the cloud.” Vanders shook his
head hoping for Michael to appear. “Very well,” concluded
Dratona. “Now you will see what we really can achieve. I call
on Archangel Natasi to awaken Mr. Long.”
In the centre of the room, a white glowing Natasi
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appeared with two other white shapes to his side. “You are
welcome. Dratona; these two demons should give the effect
you desire.” He then directed the two demons towards Jim and
they crashed into him at speed and dissipated causing his
shield to fluctuate. “It seems I will have to do it myself,” he said
moving towards Jim.
A small bright spot of light appeared in front of Jim and
another white form emerged; it was Michael. “Step back,
Natasi. and leave,” he stated, holding out his arms in a
defensive mode in front of Jim.
“You step aside, Michael,” retorted Natasi, slightly
uneasy at the thought of a collision. “We cannot destroy one
another.”
“No, but our energies are dispersed for a while.”
Natasi floated to his right to test the moment as Michael
did a reciprocal move to defend. “You know you cannot stop
this change, you will only delay the inevitable.”
“The deaths of millions of humankind cannot be
tolerated.” Michael watched as Natasi backed away, rising in
the air as if to attack from above. W hilst everyone watched in
awe at the spectacle of two Archangels in battle Vanders
picked up the pistol from the floor and set it on heavy stun, he
had seen two angels clash before dissipating great energy
until they could reform their shapes. Knowing the conclusion,
he placed his right hand over his closed eyes.
Suddenly, Michael plunged upward at speed and
crashed into Natasi with great force causing a whirlwind of
blinding light to fill the whole room. All eyes in the room except
Vanders blinded for thirty seconds or more from the intensity of
light. Vanders quickly took control of the room by firing at all
the outsiders, dropping them to the floor each with a shot. Gail,
Norman, and Darton gradually gained their sight and took
control of the room as a dishevelled Gregory, along with three
of his men, entered to complete the capture.
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*

*
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Upon entering the cloud Jim could briefly feel the power
shield around him fluctuate and dim before returning to normal.
Although filled with apprehension, his will was strong and his
focus clear. He must find Mushtandar. As in the Akashic
Records, events around him appeared like a giant newsreel
but this time it was with live action. Dictators and despots
appeared and disappeared as if in a never-ending futile loop of
existence. Great armies marched across his vision fulfilling
their leaders’ futile obsession with power.
Even to Jim this was a despicable and frightening place.
He was visiting manifestations of unbelievable atrocities
created by the minds of men, but now being acted out in this
ethereal cloud. This was a terrible punishment of their souls
created by themselves for themselves. It was a plethora of
utter evil. The souls in the cloud seemed to love every minute
of it, unaware that they would never ascend from the cloud
unless they changed their perspectives.
He appeared in a market place where several entities
walked through with bombs strapped to them. One rushed
towards him and bounced of his shield, causing a minor
fluctuation. It then moved away and exploded. His curiosity
now satisfied and the need to get out of this dreadful
environment spurred Jim to concentrate on Mushtandar.
A tremendous thrust sent him through the cloud at great
speed. He arrived outside a huge gray building adorned with
flags showing the face of the dictator, Grashatar. Pompous
and furtive looking beings walked in and out of the entrance in
a steady procession and even reappeared in pointless
repetition as though the building had eminence. Some of them
gave him furtive glances, acknowledging his existence in the
cloud. He knew they were aware of him, but he was the only
one with freedom of mind.
He moved carefully through the large main entrance of
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the building into the interior room. He saw several men in
uniform seated behind a large desk with the one he recognised
as Grashatar in the centre. Three men who had obviously
been severely tortured dragged in front of him as he gave
judgement.
“You have been found guilty of making remarks against
the state,” growled Grashatar. “The penalty is death.” An
armed guard stepped up behind them, firing and reducing their
bodies to piles of ash that fell to the floor. Not wishing to draw
attention to his arrival, Jim quickly moved down an adjoining
corridor to a long flight of stairs that navigated down three or
four storeys under the building. Reaching an area that
branched off into three sections he concentrated once more on
Mushtandar and took the left section, walking past several
open rooms.
In each room there was a stuttering visual display of
guards torturing prisoners causing a cacophony of strangled
sound, some fading out completely. Entering the far room, he
could see Mushtandar suspended in the air at the centre his
face showing a haggard whiteness. His outstretched floating
arms and legs resembling a leap from the ground.
Jim moved closer and stopped. “Mushtandar, I have
come to take you away from this ghastly place,” he whispered
gently, not wishing to alarm him.
Mushtandar blinked and looked down. The cloud was
starting to have a relentless effect on his soul; soon he would
be ever lost in this dire damnation of the astral.
At the door two guards appeared. One rushed towards
Jim and bounced off his shield, causing a slow on-off
oscillation.
“Mushtandar, you do not belong here,” pleaded Jim,
stretching out his hand and trying to encourage a response.
A further thump on his back came as the other guard
bounced off him causing a faster fluctuation of light.
“Mushtandar, I must leave. Come with me you can save many
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Mushtandar reacted to the statement by grabbing Jim’s
hand. Jim clasped his other arm around Mushtandar as he
started to vibrate. The angelic protection that surrounded Jim
began to fluctuate at speed such was the power of the un-life
to destroy. Their two bodies slowly evanesced out of the black
and morbid cloud of darkness materialising in the control room
on Xenorat much to Vanders surprise, Jim back in his body
with Mushtandar alongside. The cloud was still surrounding
Mushtandar as Jims white shield throbbed in a fast in and out
rhythm.
“You’ve got him out, Jim,” gasped Vanders. “But he’s
carrying some of the un-life.” Gail, Norman, and Janine
watched in astonishment as the protective shield ceased and
the deadly cloud covered them both causing a slow
disintegration of both physical bodies into two piles of dust.
Vanders, Gail, and Norman looked on in horror as the
last fragment of Jim disintegrated into the pile. Tears ran down
Gail and Janine’s cheeks at the sudden magnitude of death
that befell him. The years they had together of fond memories
flooding through their minds. Norman stood with his mouth
agape, trying to come to terms with the quick demise of his
boss. Vanders closed his eyes feeling disbelief at the thought
of Jim’s death, turning his head towards a shaken Dratona.
“You have betrayed and destroyed the exceptional gift
of spiritual vibration by your insurrection with other creatures of
the spirit.” Vanders shook his head slowly as he continued.
“You have been consumed by personal ambition and
malignant thoughts that will be remembered for its infamy for
generations to come. Your quest to be the ruler of subservient
humankind is doomed to failure.”
Dratona shrugged his shoulders, rebuking Vanders in
defiance. “I shall continue to strive and support the Archangels
in their revolt against the system that exists.”
Vanders turned back to the pile of dust on the floor as
311

Battle of the Archangels - Jim Long space agent

his right bracelet started to glow. He saw Jim’s mirror body rise
slowly to his feet turning to face him.
As Jim looked towards Vanders time was paused,
freezing their human frames like statues in a waxworks. He still
had not realised what had occurred. He looked on the ground
and could not see his physical body only a pile of dust. Still,
the recollection of what had happened escaped him. His
ethereal body started to move upwards gaining speed until the
planet was a huge ball beneath his feet. He suddenly began to
feel an exhilaration of complete freedom from his body. Then
there was a tremendous acceleration as the nebulas and
galaxies around became streaks of light.
Although never having been informed, the revelation of
exactly what was happening seared into his memory. He was
travelling at the speed of thought. Although thought was
instantaneous this vast environment of distance required time.
Yet again, he knew, as knowledge imparted to his mind that
some majestic force was propelling him to the very edge of
time.
Up ahead, Jim stared at the different transformations
around him that were nothing more than streaks of white light.
He smiled as the white streaks reared up amplified across the
vacuum before he came to a sudden stop. Much knowledge
came to him as he spoke aloud. “I am on the edge of the
bubble of existence. I have travelled in thought billions of light
years.” The profound thought was reality; he was there,
journey concluded. “Out there is the domain of the Creator.” A
great presence welled up inside of him. “Outside the vacuum
the intense holy light would destroy me.”
He could not explain in words what happened next. His
ethereal body filled with warmth, love, understanding,
tranquillity, and a sense of belonging. He knew this was the
majestic feeling of the Holy Spirit that cascaded and enveloped
his soul. It was like a floating euphoria without emotion. All
physical trials, tribulations, and worries were gone. It was then
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that the realisation of his death became prominent in his mind.
If I have reached the end of my life and this is physical death,
he thought, so be it.
A voice, his voice came into his mind saying that he
must go back and finish his work. The movement of thought
sent him hurtling through space the white streaks slowly
diminishing and disappearing as he journeyed back.
Within a second of seeing a distant star he was
dangling over the planet he had just left for a mere two
seconds, then plunging into descent into a crowd of people
below. They were all in exactly the same positions as when he
departed. His mirror body moved close to the pile of ashes on
the ground and as he gazed down a white glowing figure that
appeared in front of him.
“I am the Archangel Michael,” said the glowing
apparition.
“Why have you stopped time?” Jim asked.
“Time has been paused, not stopped,” continued the
Archangel. “Neither I nor any other Angel or Archangel has
that power.”
Jim looked surprised by the answer. “What happens
now?” he requested with a puzzled look.
“You are to be reborn,” came back the startling answer.
“You are going to put me back together?”
“Angels or Archangels do not have that power, only the
Ultimate One.”
Jim stared down at the pile of dust at his feet and
laughed a little. “I’m just a pile of dust.”
“Is that not what the Creator made you of; the
substance of the stars.”
A concentrated beam of light opened up above Jim,
blanketing his ethereal body. Time then continued and they all
became unfrozen so that all there could see. Their eyes did
not see the strong ethereal light only the pile of dust rising in
the air, slowly forming back into Jim’s physical shape around
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his mirror body. It moved as if alive, almost magnetic with a
flowing curved energy. Janine and Norman stood with their
mouths open, not sure how to process the sight before them,
the moving of slow reforming molecules and atoms. Gail’s face
showed a look of disbelief at what she was witnessing, her
eyes staring with curiosity. Vanders, although understanding
the realities of the astral and the mysteries of creation, had an
incredulous look on his face.
The wispy dust curled in the air forming with another
watery substance that slowly materialised into the form of the
body. A solid form regenerated from the feet, moving slowly
upward through the torso and then to the head until the full
body was complete. In exactly one minute, rebirth achieved.
Jim’s eyes blinked a couple of times, amazed at the
knowledge that he was once again in physical form. He stood
up and smiled. “I always said I should pull myself together,” he
quipped.
It took a moment for them all to realise what had
happened and Gail ran forward with Janine, hugging Jim
fervently.
“Unlike you to be demonstrative, Frosty,” said Jim,
receiving a gentle thump on his arm from Gail.
“Glad to see you back,” said Norman, holding back a
tear himself. “I can’t believe what happened.”
Vander’s shook his hand with a firm grip. “Obviously the
un-life cannot take a good soul,” he said with a cheeky grin.
Jim whispered to Vanders. “I have travelled to the edge
of creation and back,” he said. “To the very edge of the bubble;
I’ll send in my report.”
“I look forward to that.” Vanders laughed in relief.
Dratona and three of the elders standing behind began to
chant, trying to ascend back to the astral. He looked on
concerned as they reached a vibration level.
“Now we shall show you all how to live,” shouted
Dratona, showing a look of euphoria and contempt. Their
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physical frames shivered with a fluctuating vision as they tried
to depart. Nothing happened as they continued to chant and
their bodies returned to normal. The chanting slowly stopped,
showing desperation in their faces in the realisation that they
could no longer visit the astral realms.
“Your advanced knowledge of how to vibrate and
transcend has been revoked,” said Jim instinctively, knowing
that the Creator had taken away their powers. “You have
abused the gift of the Creator and no longer have the ethical
right.”
A minute later, Dratona and the others were being
escorted away at gunpoint out of The Embassy, on their way
to answer to the First Minister. Jim and Janine followed behind
at a slight distance.
“It’s time for some leave,” said Jim. “How do you feel
about a good holiday?”
“That’s fine,” she replied, pulling a funny face. “I’m just
glad I didn’t do any dusting,”
*

*

*

It was evening and Moreton stacked the electronic data
pads on a shelf before sitting down. He mused as he reflected
over the past months and the terrible war that was now taking
part in the astral. The door alarm sounded, disturbing his
thoughts. “Enter,” he said without thinking.
Jim stepped through the doorway with a curious look on
his face. He sat down opposite Professor. “How are you,
Rupert?”
“I’m fine Jim, and you?”
“As well as I’ll ever be after my re-launch,” he replied
with a huge grin. His face quickly turned doubtful. “Although
this event happened to me it’s still hard to believe it.” Jim
paused, waiting for Rupert to respond.
“W hat we saw, Jim, could only be described as
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miraculous. You were gone into particles of dust. The angels
must look very favourably down upon you.”
“It’s a funny thing, Rupert, but the Archangels or
hierarchy do not have the power to reconstitute life.”
“How do you know?”
“The Archangel Michael told me so.”
“Then it came from the highest level of existence,” said
the professor, pondering on an answer.
“Do you believe in the Creator?” asked Jim cautiously.
The professor paused, evaluating his words. “I didn’t,
but it’s hard not to after what happened. And you?”
“I’ve always had a kind of blind faith, not knowing yes or
no,” he replied earnestly. “No scientists will ever be able to
show that the bubble of creation exists. In physical existence,
the distances are too vast to comprehend. All we see is infinity
but there is a start and a finish.”
The professor nodded. “I agree with your prognosis.
You have been given enlightenment but can prove it to no
o n e .”
Jim sank back into his chair, closing his eyes. For a
moment, there was silence then his eyes opened wide and he
leaned forward staring at Rupert speaking with great emotion.
“On that last journey to the edge of eternity I became absorbed
by a wonderful, encapsulating power. My spirit self
regenerated, giving me profound knowledge much of which I
could not understand. Trying to explain it in words is not
possible. It was a feeling, an emotion, instinct, and many other
intangibles not able to transcend back into physical memory,
most of it now gone. However, the little that is left is so
meaningful.”
Jim’s jovial adventurous countenance was gone for a
moment and replaced with a strange wisdom. Rupert had
never seen him like this before, he watched or a moment
enraptured being only able to nod.
“The Creator is not here to rule,” Jim continued, finding
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it hard to focus on the little knowledge that remained in his
head. “He has created the physical dimensions of time and
space allowing natural evolution to shape its destiny. The
movement of and reforming of hard physical matter causes
death and destruction that are manifested and natural in a
three dimensional environment. A noble holy seed is implanted
in humankind’s biological computer, the brain. It elevates
humankind above the other creatures to inspire a noble way of
life. This holy seed is infinite and to draw from its power can
elevate a soul to unimaginable heights. Only humankind rule
and set their destiny, for humankind for humankind without
spiritual hope, leaves turmoil, despondency, and corruption,
and dictates the life we lead. In the bubble there are other
dimensions, parallel worlds, antimatter, and the astral all
existing as one taking up the same space in different
frequencies.”
“The sad truth is, only you and Vanders can confirm
that, no one else.”
“There are probably others out there; other Jim’s and
Rupert’s in other realities,” said Jim speculatively. “But I’ve no
proof of that.”
“It is possible,” agreed Rupert, pouring out two drinks
and handing one to Jim. That Jim had been under a traumatic
personal encounter was more than obvious. “W hat’s troubling
you?”
Jim took a sip of the drink then stood and gazed
through the window. “Have you ever thought you were
someone else? I was born on the sixth day of the week but my
records now show the second day. I left Space College in
summer, but my records now show winter. I became a space
agent on the third month of the year my records now show the
tenth month.”
“That is strange,” said the professor, looking into his
glass. “You’re thinking that your existence is reliant on an
alternate reality.”
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“It’s the one thing I don’t know,” answered Jim.
“One thing is certain,” concluded the professor nodding
his head and laughing. “Is the fact that you in whatever
existence are Jim Long, space agent. Of that there is no
doubt.”
Jim nodded with a little smile taking another sip from his
drink. He gazed out into the stars above through the window.
“I hope so, Rupert. I do hope so.”
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 (CSCO)
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.
Senior Solar System Advisers (SSSA) Diplomatic status controlling
different sections of the galaxy.
The rank structure continues downward with:
Twenty operational Space Agent Officers (SA)
Solar System Controllers (SSC) for each solar s ystem.
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.
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Other Planetary 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 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.
The (CTD) and (TC) telepathic computers. Two men have the only
access to these computers – Supreme Chief Officer Vanders and Space
Agent Jim Long. Each has bracelets on their wrists activated by their brains
allowing 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 and astral traveller.
NORMAN CLARK –SO1.

25 years of age – astro-pilot and
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engineer – Specialist in craft structures and propulsions – nicknamed
‘Nobby’ Clark .
GAIL FARMER – SO1. 24 years of age – Specialist in computers
and astro-navigation. Nicknamed ‘Frosty’ Farmer because of her ice cool
disposition.

THE PLANET KRAKOR (Galaxy Police Federation HQ)
Based near the centre of the galaxy –Terra-formed by the Ancient
beings of Light - A hollow planet self containing atmosphere and structure
with electro magnetic weather stations on the surface controlling the
gigantic machines at the centre - The base of the training academ y for the
intergalactic police is in a small solar system near to the very centre of the
galaxy incorporating two suns and five planets. Three of the planets were
full life supporting and the principal Krakor specially manufactured and
landscaped by the ancient’s, primeval creatures of the spirit and guardians
of the galax y. Krakor was a place of great beauty with oceans, rivers,
lakes, streams, and waterfalls viewed throughout the landscape.

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.
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Dakars Image Restaurant – Advanced hologram technology for
entertainment and leisure. A white knuckle ride in reality settings. (From
Soulgate-temple of souls)
IGC (Intergalactic Craft) - The IGC reaches light speed and then
switches to inter-dimensional Drive (STW D) 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 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 and now
used on IGC’s as transporter doorways to various decks of the IGC.
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 force field holds the regenerative
power in check.
Energy Power Dimmer Regulator
Controls the ingoing and outgoing power.
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Supreme Translator
An automatic written and audio module integrated into Alpha-Beta.
VH Elevators
Elevators that move vertically and then transpose to horizontal and
even transverse travel.
Planet Thraeot (Divine Fanaticism)
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)

Other Dimensions of time travelled by Jim and crew.
th

25 DIMENSION
Forbidden dimension of the spirit – only for souls without physical
connection – A spiritual dimension of death and regeneration.
th

30 DIMENSION
A place of contemplation/meditation – a beautiful vista of tranquillity
and colour – a kaleidoscope of interacting, swirling colours of the rainbow
spectrum.
th

40 DIMENSION
A dimension of mosaic fantasy images – where strange and horrific
creatures manifest.
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50 DIMENSION
reverse gravity – where the population float and propel themselves
by use of two out of four lungs and live in containers suspended in the air.
51st DIMENSION
A dimension of gravity fluctuations – Heavy that pushes you onto
the floor – light – Huge floating rocks with buildings on them – herds of
strange buffalo type animals rd

103 DIMENSION
Fantasy of the mind – where the brain can physically construct
images of the mind – where two minds cannot exist without destroying
each other.
th

160 DIMENSION
The hall of mirrors – hundreds of portals allowing spiritual
movement to all sections of the galaxy.
th

180 DIMENSION
Reverse dimension – A reversal galaxy with white space and black
suns causing powerful ultra violet colour effects.
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