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Author’s Introduction

I first wrote this trilogy 40 years ago, during a turbulent period in my life when I was living
in  Los  Angeles.  Unfortunately,  this  was  in  the  days  before  computers  and  all  of  the
manuscripts were written on a typewriter. Over the years, the books slowly vanished with
all my various moves until finally one day I lost the last one after loaning to a friend to read
who disappeared on me. However, the trilogy always stayed with me, and I resolved that
one day I would write it again. Well, that day has finally arrived and here is the first book of
the trilogy, entitled Genesis.

The basic plot and characters of the book remain the same, however, this is now forty
years later. Technology has changed and I have changed, so this book has been updated
with some of the latest technological advancements and the many insights I have gained
about life and Reverse Speech.

Take note as you read. All the names of places, spaceships and characters have been
chosen carefully, as well as many of the basic plots in the book. Some of them have been
taken from biblical literature, others from mythology and comparative religions, and others
yet again are just plain humour and political satire.

I am a science fiction fan and have been my whole life. I have drawn upon many of the
science fictions greats in this book: Star Trek, Star Wars, Jurassic Park, even the Ghost-
Busters make an appearance. However,  I  have tried to create many new and original
science fiction fantasies and themes. I’ll let you be the judge whether I succeeded.

Also, note that mixed among the fantasy of science fiction is hidden many deep spiritual
truths and general life lessons. I have begun a theme in this manner, hidden in the story,
that I expand upon as the trilogy continues. You can decide what is fantasy and what is
real.

I hope you enjoy my latest book, my very first novel, and the 14 th book I have written in my
career.

All the best, 

David J. Oates
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Preface: In the Beginning

In the beginning, there was no space or time. Only the essence of Love. Slowly, the love
became sentient,  aware  of  its  own existence,  and the  Love  knew all  that  there  was,
because Love is all that existed.

Then the Love extended its essence, and it created sound or The Word, causing the three
great Dominions to come into existence. These were the Dominions of Space, the Ethereal
and the Unknown. The unknown was the home of the great Love. The Love guarded and
protected these three Dominions and eventually called itself the Guardian, or the Guardian
of Dominions.

Then the Guardian created two mighty energies that flowed through and connected all of
these three Dominions. It called these energies The Whirlwind and Time.

The Guardian caused the Whirlwind to fold into itself, creating a mighty release of power.
The power was Light. Particles of light spread out across the Third Dominion, the dominion
of space, and coalesced into mighty conglomerates, which the Guardian called matter.

In time, the matter travelled throughout the Third Dominion, creating suns and planets and
galaxies. As billions of years passed, slowly life emerged  on these planets, being born
from particles of light and sound that pervaded the Guardian’s creation.

Great civilizations rose and fell in the aeons that passed, but one civilization stood the test
of time. These were the mighty ones, the Angeliums. They learned how the Guardian’s
creation worked. They understood the secrets of the Whirlwind and Time. They harnessed
these mighty energies and learned how to travel among the stars.  As countless years
passed, they even learned how to slip through the barriers that separated the Dominions
themselves and came face to face with the Guardian.

And the Guardian was pleased.

He gave the Angeliums more of  the wisdom of his creation, not all,  and entrusted them
with the task of telling all of creation, and the billions of civilizations that resided therein,
about Himself.

Thus, knowledge of the Guardian spread all throughout the Universe and the Angeliums
moved from Galaxy to Galaxy in the vast expanse of space as servants of the Guardian,
helping civilizations to grow and expand and teaching all about the Guardian.

And thus began the Saga of the Angeliums, or The Angelium Saga
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Chapter One: Sephas Five

The old man slowly shuffled across the floor of his small,  simple cabin at the top of a
mountain. The ground outside was lined with trees. He walked to the front door, stepped
outside, and looked at the view before him. He recognized the familiar plains and the crops
growing around the small village in the valley below. In the setting sun of dusk, he could
see the two moons orbiting close to the planet’s surface. He remembered a time when he
once stood on those moons and admired the surface from above. There was a radio relay
station on one of the moons, but it had long gone silent.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a small electronic device with a keypad and a
holographic  view screen on its  face.  He punched a few buttons,  but  the  view screen
flashed red. No signal received yet again. In frustration, he threw the device into the air
and away from him. The device hovered momentarily and then flew back into his hands.
His PMFP, an acronym for Portable Multi-Function Pack, was designed to stay with him
always.

“Oh well,” he grunted. “No signal today.”

No signal today, and the day before that, and the many years and decades before that as
well. He had been fit and virile when he had been stranded on this planet. Sephas 5 was a
small planet in the outer spiral arms of the Milky Way Galaxy. He and his team had begun
missions in the Galaxy many thousands of years ago and had been preparing for a routine
First Contact mission, one of the many hundreds of missions he had conducted in his
service of the Guardian.

His people, The Angeliums, had served the Guardian for countless millennia, traveling the
Universe in their Time speed ships, bringing civilizations into technological advancement
and teaching them about the Guardian.

But that was in a time long ago for him. His memory was fading with age and his senses
were rapidly deteriorating. He looked at his food supplies and his supplies were getting
low. He would have to make another trip to the village sometime to replenish his stocks.
The last few years he kept his trips to a minimum. His patience for these primitive people
had grown thin in recent times. He muttered to himself something about he would do it
tomorrow and he went to his simple bed and slept soundly till the morning.

At the crack of dawn, as the giant red sun rose above the horizon, he walked out of his
cabin and accessed the matter-shift function of his PMFP. It only worked in an obstacle
free line-of-sight mode for very short distances, but made things very easy for quick travel.
He aimed the device at a small point outside the village, away from its residents’ view, and
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pressed a button. Instantly, his body was surrounded with a blue light that swirled like a
whirlwind and he dematerialized, appearing immediately at the point he had chosen for his
arrival.

Dazed  momentarily  by  the  matter-shift,  he  regained  his  balance,  straightened  up  his
clothes, and walked into the village. It was a small village, one of a dozen or so that were
scattered across the valley. The residents were simple folk, hunters and gatherers, mainly.
They lived their meager existence, tending their crops, hunting for food, and worshiping
their gods under the guidance of the village Prophet.

As the old man walked into the village, the children immediately recognized him and ran
up to him, jumping and shouting,

“Do a trick for us!”. they said. “Do a trick!”

The old man accommodated their needs, pointed his PMFP at the ground and immediately
a bunch of flowers began to grow. It was simple science, really. You just stimulated the
nutrients in the ground with the energy-ray of the PMFP, accessed the hormonal growth
function and this encouraged rapid growth. Science to the old man but magical wonder for
the children. At one time he thought about sharing more of his knowledge and technology
with the villagers, but First Contact had not yet taken place and without his people’s careful
preparation it would have been too much of a paradigm shift to contain.

The  village  market  was  already  beginning  to  bustle  with  activity  as  the  daily  trading
commenced. The old man walked up to a table and exchanged some of the local currency
for food. The older villagers were not as friendly to the old man as the children were. He
had  been  coming  there  many  decades  buying  his  food  and  supplies,  but  they  were
suspicious of  him. At  one time,  the village Prophet  had labeled him as a demon and
forbade the villagers to talk to him. But that time had long since passed with the passing
Prophets. Now they just thought of him as a crazy old man who did magic tricks.

He walked around the village for a while, playing with the children and buying more food,
and he stopped briefly outside the Holy Temple built next to the Prophet’s hut. The Temple
was  off  limits  to  all  but  the  Prophet,  the  12  village  Elders  and  carefully  selected
maintenance staff. It was rumored to contain a secret room that housed holy artifacts left
by messengers of the gods, but the old man had never been able to confirm that. Although
the Temple was under constant guard, many years ago he had managed to make it past
the  front  door  and  into  the  central  reception  area  of  the  Temple.  It  had  been empty,
although there was another room at the back that was protected by a constant force field.
He had tried to break the field using his PMFP but had been unsuccessful.

So now he lived out his existence in obscurity, hoping that one day his people would return
and fetch him before he finally succumbed to old age.

He left the village, and when he was sure no-one was watching, he matter-shifted back to
his cabin in the mountains.
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That night was different than others. He was awakened suddenly by a bright light in the
night sky accompanied by a large rumbling noise. He shuffled to the outside of his cabin
just in time to see a brilliant streak of light flash across the sky and plummet into the earth
with a loud explosion just beyond the village.

Was that his people, he wondered? Had they finally come to fetch him? He accessed the
communication channels on his PMFP, but they were all silent, just as they had always
been.

What was that flash?

He pointed his PMFP right at the source of the collision and matter-shifted to view it closer.

The explosion had also woken the villagers and several of them were carrying lanterns,
walking out of the village towards the impact site.

The impact had left a huge smoking crater in the ground, and in the center of the crater
were the smoldering remains of what looked like electronic equipment. He scanned the
wreckage  with  his  PMFP and  immediately  it  flashed  on  the  screen  “Communications
Satellite.” In his faded memory, he recalled the Angeliums had put a satellite in orbit before
their First Contact mission had begun. Its orbit must have finally decayed, he thought to
himself.

As he stared at the wreckage, the villagers slowly approached as well. Cautiously, they
gathered around the crater, looking at what lay inside. Suddenly, the old man remembered.

Radiation. The satellite’s crystalline power pack. The villagers shouldn’t be here. Heavens,
he shouldn’t even be here, for that matter. He scanned the wreckage with his PMFP and
yes, it was radio-active, and dangerously so as well! They had already been there too
long.

“Get back to the village!” he shouted.

“There’s bad magic here.”

But it was too late. Several villagers began vomiting. The old man was even starting to feel
nauseous. He aimed his PMFP at the edges of the crater, pressed a button, and a brilliant
beam of light shot out of the device. He used the beam to levitate the earth and bury the
remains of the satellite.

The villagers watched in awe as the old man performed his magic.

“Go!” he repeated.

The villagers turned and ran.

By the dawn of the new day, the sickness had begun. The old man, back in his cabin, was
feeling fatigued and nauseous. He should have known better than to go to an unknown
impact site, but he was old, showing the first signs of senility. He wished he had access to
his  people’s  medical  supplies.  A simple  drop  would  cure  radiation  poisoning  almost
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immediately.  He  remembered  the  Valley  of  the  Unknown,  located  several  thousand
kilometers to the North. It had been his people’s base on Sephas 5. He had traveled there
once  many years  ago  on  horseback,  but  an  impenetrable  emergency force  field  had
surrounded the entire complex, usually only activated in the gravest of circumstances.

Maybe there were medical supplies in the Prophet’s temple. He matter-shifted back to the
village, wondering how he could persuade the Prophet to let him in. But the Prophet had
plans of his own.

Word was spreading rapidly in the village. A sickness had come from the sky. The Prophet
had ordered a special celebration for the evening. They would contact their gods and ask
for deliverance.

The Temple was heavily guarded as the Prophet and Elders prepared for the Celebration.
The old man was unable to even get close to the Temple, let alone get in.

As the first moon rose in the night sky, the people of the village gathered together.  The
Prophet stood in front of them and declared, “Let the ceremonies begin!”

The Elders passed the bowl that contained the Holy Elixir of Life to the villagers, and they
drank, all except those villagers who assisted with the ceremony. As they drank, the drums
started, the fires lit up the night sky, and the drug started to take effect.

The vision  was the  same from villager  to  villager.  They saw themselves walking  in  a
desert. A wolf accompanied them. On the horizon they could see a brilliant white light. In
their  vision,  they walked  towards the  light  and  they touched the  light.  In  that  instant,
ecstasy filled their  bodies and minds as the drug accessed the deepest parts  of  their
consciousness and released endorphins of pleasure and power. The Prophet, also caught
up in the visions, called out to the Light to deliver them from this sickness. The Light shone
and pulsated. The people swayed in rhythm to the drums as they sunk deeper and deeper
and even deeper still into the altered state of consciousness the drug created.

In the meantime, the old man crept along the outside of the village to the back of the
Temple. As all the villagers were in ceremony now because of the sickness, the Temple
was unguarded. He quietly opened the door and stepped inside. He saw a long curtain at
across the back wall  of  the temple. He pulled the curtain aside and there he saw the
familiar force field protecting the back room. He accessed functions on his PMFP, but the
force field would not lower. There had to be an access point somewhere. He searched the
main room as the cries of the villagers echoed outside.

Then, without warning, the door of the temple opened and a man in his youth walked in.

What’s  he  doing  here?  The  old  man  thought  they  should  all  be  in  ceremony.  Ah,
maintenance staff, he realised. He had forgotten about them.

The old man tried to hide, but his aged body would not let him move fast enough. He
couldn’t  matter-shift  because  he  was  inside  a  room.  Obstacle  free  line  of  sight  was
necessary for that. Instead, he stunned the young man with the beam of his PMFP. Now
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he had another problem. He walked over to the young man’s motionless body, wondering
what to do, and found a small device in the man’s hand.

Could this be a control for the force field? He wondered.

He picked up the device, punched the button, and the force field immediately lowered. He
had access.

The old man opened the door and walked into the small room. It was sparse, but what was
there  was  of  the  utmost  of  importance.  There  was  a  med  kit,  a  crystalline  neutrino
computer,  and a construction kit  to build a travel  machine. The computer  sat silent.  It
needed power. He pointed his PMFP at the crystal. A beam of red light came out and was
absorbed by the crystalline computer. It  immediately lit  up, projected a 3D holographic
image of a control panel into the middle of the room, and the image spoke.

“Systems active,” said the pleasant feminine voice.

“How long have you been inactive?” the old man asked.

“Five hundred and twenty-five years,” it replied.

“What happened to my people?”

“The Angeliums were recalled,” the voice said.

“Why” he snapped. “And why did they leave me behind here, stranded?”

Suddenly, the young man burst into the room and the computer immediately went silent,
protecting itself from detection, the holographic image vanishing.

“You can’t be in here!” The young man shouted. “This is sacred.” 

“I have magic,” the old man said, pointing to the med kit. “This box has potions inside that
will take the sickness away.”

The young man looked at the kit suspiciously.

“How do you know this?” he asked.

“Trust me,” the old man replied. “Let me show you.”

He cautiously walked over to the med kit, keeping one eye on the young man the whole
time. The kit was locked, so he accessed his PMFP, pointed the beam at the lock and it
sprung right open. Inside the med kit were various medical supplies, including one small
vial of liquid labeled “Radicine.” This was the one he wanted.

“This will cure the sickness,” the old man said. “It is magic. Watch.”

He opened the vial and put a single drop of liquid on his tongue. Immediately, his nausea
faded, and the radiation sickness was gone.

“Open your mouth,” he said to the young man.
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Still suspicious, the young man snatched the vial from the old man’s hand, ran outside the
room and out into the village.

“The Magician has violated the sacred room!” He shouted to the villagers, who were still in
ceremony. “And he took this liquid from the Holy box.”

The villagers tried to focus through their hypnotic haze. They were still entranced. Finally,
one of the village Elders rose to his feet. He was not in ceremony and was not entranced.
He ran over to the young man.

“How?” He exclaimed. “How did this happen? And what is this liquid?” 

He grabbed the vial from the young man’s hand and held it high in the air, shouting to the
people,

“Behold the water of God.”

The villagers continued swaying to the music and the old man shuffled out of the Temple.
He shuffled as fast as he could towards the Elder and reached out to grab the vial, but the
Elder just raised his arm upright so the old man couldn’t reach it. A struggle ensued and in
the  midst  of  the  turmoil,  the  vial  was  tossed into  the  air  and  fell  right  down into  the
campfire.

There was a huge puff of grey  smoke followed by a brilliant flash of blue light.  Almost
immediately,  everyone in the village fell  to the ground, unconscious. All  except the old
man, because he had already taken a drop of the fluid. The Radicine protected him from
the effects of the blast.

He  immediately  returned  to  the  hut  and  accessed  the  neutrino  computer.  The  3D
holographic image displayed itself once more.

“Examine the effects of the Radicine,” he asked. “Will it be effective on the villagers?” 

“Yes,” the computer responded

“How long will they be unconscious?”

“Approximately 48 hours.”

48 hours. That gave him enough time. He would need help, though. He went back to the
open med kit, retrieved another vial  labelled “Resusitine”  and went outside to the young
man lying unconscious on the ground. The old man opened the young man’s mouth and
placed a single drop of the liquid on his tongue. Almost immediately, the young man took a
deep breath and jolted upright.

“What is this magic?” he exclaimed as he looked around at the unconscious villagers.”
What have you done?”

“Nothing, calm down.” the old man grunted. “They’ll be fine in a couple of days. But right
now, I need your help. I am too old.”
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“How can I help you, magician?” the young man asked, still suspicious.

“Follow me. Come inside.” The old man started walking back towards the hut. “And what is
your name?”

“Adar,” the young man replied.

“Come, Adar, come,” the old man beckoned. “And stop calling me magician. My name is
Yesawa.”

Adar followed Yesawa back into the hut, his suspicion slowly fading as he became more
occupied with what magic lay in the sacred room.

“Take that box outside,” Yesawa said, pointing to the travel machine kit.

He then picked up the small crystal that was the neutrino computer and followed Adar as
he struggled with the heavy box.

“Now open the box, Yesawa said.

Adar opened the box. It was full of various mechanical and electronic components.

“Show me the construction plans,” he said to the crystalline neutrino computer.

Immediately the 3D holographic image scrolled through pages and pages of schematics
which the old man studied through the haze of his very early stages of senility.

“Ok, Adar,” he pointed. “Start here. Pick up that module here and plug it into that one over
there.”

And the construction began. The hours turned into a day and by midday of the second day,
the travel machine had been built. It was simple, really. Just a dome cover on top of a flat
platform. No wheels, just blue lights around the circumference of the base of the machine.

Yesawa opened a door on the dome cover, hopped inside and pressed a button on the
front console. The travel machine rose in the air and hovered about 100 centimeters above
the ground.

“Perfect.” Yesawa smiled and pressed the same button again. The machine lowered itself
back down onto the ground.

In  the  meantime,  movement  slowly  started  among  the  villagers  who  had  been
unconscious. They were beginning to wake up. The Prophet was first. He stood up and
looked around. Outside the Temple, he saw Adar and Yesawa standing next to the travel
machine.

“What  have  you  done?!”  The  Prophet  screamed.  “You  have  violated  the  sacred
tabernacle!”

With that, all the villagers rapidly woke up and looked at the sacrilege that lay before them.
They picked up stones and threw them at Adar and Yesawa and then started to rush them
all at once.
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“Come,” Yesawa said, grabbing Adar by the hand. “They’ll kill you. Hop inside.”

They both hopped into the travel machine. It slowly rose in the air, this time above the
height of the huts, and almost instantaneously it shot off towards the horizon into the North
with a flash of blue light.

They had gone.
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Chapter Two: The Valley of the Unknown

As the red sun rose in the sky at the dawn of a new day, Yesawa watched the landscape
moving below the travel machine as he traversed the air space of Sephas 5. He traveled
the 5,000 kilometers to the edge of the Valley of the Unknown in little less than 30 minutes
and remembered his trek on horseback many years earlier. That had taken him more than
a year to get there and back. If only he had access to the Holy Temple and travel machine
back then.

As the edge of the valley approached, he reduced speed and landed the craft on a flat
stretch of land just before the small circular range of hills that surrounded the entire Valley.
Adar and Yesawa exited the craft and walked to the edge of the Valley. The air shimmered
just a short distance before them.

“The force field,” Yesawa muttered.

He could see through the field and there in the Valley below lay the abandoned Angelium
outpost. There was a multitude of outbuildings, large antenna arrays, travel machines and
a 4-kilometre-wide landing pad for the larger sub light ships. He could even see the power
generation plant at the edge of the perimeter of the outpost. It was operating in low mode,
generating  just  enough  energy  to  keep  the  force  field  and  other  essential  functions
operating.

He punched several buttons on his PMFP to try to bring the field down but, like years
before when he had tried, he had no success. Frustrated, Yesawa shuffled back to the
craft and retrieved the neutrino computer, while Adar stared with amazement and wonder
at the vast complex below. This was something he could had never conceived even in his
wildest imaginations.

Yesawa placed  the  crystal  on  the  ground,  accessed  its  functions  and the  familiar  3D
hologram appeared.

“Can you bring down the field?” he asked.

“No, I’m sorry,” the computer replied, sounding disappointed. “The field has been locked by
high command access routines. Only command level seven can bring down the field.”

Level seven? Yesawa gasped. That was available only to the High Council of Three. What
could  have  possibly  happened  to  require  this  level  of  security?  He could  think  of  no
possible way to bring the field down, yet that was his only chance. He had to get inside the
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complex  to  communicate  to  his  people  and  stop  the  ravages  of  aging  before  the
approaching senility robbed him of any hope.

“Commence rapid scanning,” he commanded the computer. “Try any and all combinations
of routines until you get access.”

“OK,” the computer responded, excited that it had a new and interesting task to occupy its
AI mind. “Working on it.”

“Try a dominional shift,” Yesawa commanded. Maybe the computer could slip between the
barrier between the Second and Third Dominions, he thought.

“Well, what a good idea,” the computer replied.

“And link into my PMFP,” Yesawa continued. “And project multiple combinations of light
wavelengths at the base of the field.”

“Sure.” The computer replied.

Immediately, Yesawa’s PMFP levitated out of his belt pouch and floated over to be close to
the base of the shimmering force field. Then multi coloured beams of pulsating light started
flashing directly out of the PMFP straight at the base of the field. The field was unaffected.

Adar just  stood there, stunned.  These were tricks he had never seen the old man do
before.

“What is this magic?” he asked.

“Not magic. Science.” Yesawa replied. “I’m trying to fool the force field into lowering itself.”

But  his  words meant  nothing to  Adar,  just  the  ramblings of  a  crazy old  man,  and he
wondered why he had come with him in the first place. But in that thought, he also knew
he had no choice. Foolishly, he had allowed the old man to trick him into violating the
sacred place. There was only one punishment for that, and that was death. The villagers
were already throwing stones at them. He had no choice but to go with the old man if he
wanted to  live.  But  had he been taken to a fate worse than death? Adar’s mind was
confused and overwhelmed by all that had happened the night before.

The day slowly passed as the computer continued trying to break into the routines for the
force field. Then, as the first moon rose in the night sky, Yesawa said,

“We need to make a campfire. The sun is setting, and it will be dark and cold soon.” He
couldn’t use his PMFP to create warmth because it was pulsating beams of light at the
force field. At the same time, the neutrino computer was searching through hundreds of
quadrillions of different routines in an attempt to gain access.

Adar collected wood and stacked it up for the fire. They had no lighting utensils, and the
PMFP was currently occupied, so Adar rubbed two sticks together until it started smoking
and eventually burst into flames. They warmed their hands by the fire as the second larger
moon rose and spread its eerie yellow light across the Valley.
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“Who are you?” Adar asked. “And what is all this magic you do?”

Yesawa only smiled.

“I come from up there,” he said and pointed his finger to a bright star in the center of the
night sky.

“There  are  legends,”  Adar  responded,  “That  people  from  the  stars  came  to  visit  us
generations ago. They were sent by the gods and left their magic behind. We kept them in
the Holy Temple.”

Ah yes, Yesawa thought. The med kit, computer, and  the construction kit for the  travel
machine.

“That is true. I am one of them that was left behind.” Yesawa replied 

“How can this be?” Adar said. “That was before the time of my father’s father’s father.”

Yesawa laughed. He was almost at the end of life and would soon pass into the Second
Dominion unless he could break the force field, yet he had been here for more than 525
years now. I guess it was in your father’s father’s father's time, he thought, and probably a
few generations before that as well. These hunters and gatherers, simple folk, did not have
long life spans compared to the Angeliums.

“My people live a long time,” he replied simply. And he hadn’t even told Adar a tenth of it.
The truth would be far too much for the young man to handle after such a long, eventful
day.

“We need to sleep,” he said instead.

They both curled up in front of the fire and slowly drifted off to sleep. As he fell asleep,
Yesawa’s mind tried to remember the events of long ago. It was hard. His mind was no
longer as sharp as it had once been. He had been dropped off a short way from the village
over five hundred years ago by a travel machine. He was there to conduct a routine survey
mission as the First Contact procedures were being introduced. The travel machine was
due  to  pick  him  up  a  week  later.  However,  Yesawa  had  tripped  and  fallen  into  an
underground cave that was lined with the naturally occurring rare metal, Tronomite, only
found in the milk way Galaxy. The Angelium scanners had not yet been programmed to
penetrate Tronomite. He managed to find his way out of the cave a few days later, but
there was no travel machine waiting for him and no answers to his calls for help. So, he
had  waited.  His  wait  had  stretched  into  more  than  500  years  now,  waiting  for  the
Angeliums to return and fetch him, his one trip to the Valley of the Unknown on horseback
had been fruitless.

Early the next morning, Yesawa was awoken by the voice of the computer.

“Wake up,” the computer said. “I have found an anomaly.” “Oh, yeah?” Yesawa brushed
the sleep from his eyes.
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“Yes, the main sub routines have recently been changed. The First member of the High
Council has had his authority revoked.”

His authority revoked? That was unheard of. What had happened?

“It has left a vulnerability in the system. I think I can access a very small part of it,” the
computer continued.

Suddenly the PMFP emitted a brilliant  ray of a multicoloured light that  displayed every
colour of the spectrum, and very slowly a small hole appeared in the shimmering of the air.

“Run!” the computer said urgently. “I can’t hold it long.”

Mustering all the strength he could in his 1000-years-old ageing body, Yesawa grabbed
Adar’s hand and ran through the hole in the force field just before it closed back up again.

The crystalline neutrino computer, along with the light emitter in his PMFP had done it.
They were in.

They carefully walked down the steep hill slopes to the valley floor below. The Angelium
complex lay 500 meters below the hill tops. As they got to the outskirts, they could see
local wildlife, native to the Valley, roaming the empty streets as paper blew in the wind.
Yesawa remembered these streets well. He had walked them often in his position as a
commander of the Angelium fleet.

He knew exactly where he was going. To the rejuvenation room. 

The door was rusted and he had to pull hard to open it. As it swung open, the stench of
stale air rushed outside. It was dark inside.

“Computer., Lights,” he said. But nothing happened.

“Damn, central computer’s down,” he muttered to himself. He reached around on the wall
for a light switch instead. He found it, flicked it and the lights came on.

This was the place, he thought, as the long corridors of the med centre came into view.

He walked down the corridors with Adar right behind him, in total awe and amazement at
what he was seeing. Finally, Yesawa found the room he was looking for. He opened the
door, switched on another switch, and the room lit up. There it was. The long cylindrical
container that was known as the rejuvenation bank.

He turned on the unit’s independent computer and the container lit up. 

“Standard rejuv,” he said to the computer.

“Name?” the computer asked.

“Commander Yesawa Kristos,” he said. “Serial number JCY723176.”
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“Welcome back Commander,” the computer responded, matching his voice patterns to the
data bank and unconscious analytics. “Identity confirmed. We haven't seen you for a while.
How are you feeling?”

“I’ll be feeling just fine once you get this bloody thing to work,” Yesawa snapped.

“Please enter the chamber when you are ready,” the computer said.

Yesawa opened the glass door to the chamber and stepped inside. He had done this
many, many times before. It was a simple procedure really. The Angeliums had known for
millennia that all of creation was essentially made out of minute photons of light at the sub-
atomic level. These light photons were held together by the power of Love, creating the
appearance of solid objects which are known as matter. The rejuvenation bank worked on
the same principle as matter shifting. The matter was broken down into its particles of light
and then reassembled. This is why matter shifting only worked with line of sight, because
the light photons had to essentially see where they were going with no obstructions. Then,
because of the staggering unreliability of the speed of light which fluctuated constantly at
micro intervals, only short distances were possible because the light photons broke down
with distance, making reassembly unreliable at best. The Angeliums had not yet figured
out a way to overcome this shortcoming.

They  did,  however,  know  how  to  use  the  rejuvenation  chamber,  having  invented  it
themselves.  This  was  simple.  The computer  accessed Commander  Kristos’s  files  and
suddenly  his  body was  enveloped  in  a  brilliant  bath  of  bluish  white  light.  His  matter
seemed to completely vanish as light flooded the chamber. 

Adar watched this, his mouth wide open.

Then, as quickly as it had begun, the light faded, and the Commander’s body reappeared
as the light photons were reassembled in the same order as Yesawa’s original pattern
stored in the computer’s memory from five hundred years previously. When the procedure
had finished, he stepped out the chamber looking at least 500 years younger.

“Ah. That feels awesome!” He exclaimed as he stretched, his voice having considerably
more youth and vigour in it. “I didn’t know whether I was going to make it.”

Adar was just dumbfounded. He did not know what to say.

“H-how? He finally managed to say.

“Science.” Yesawa responded.

Adar recognised that word. Yesawa had used it before. Was this the name of his magic, he
wondered?

Yesawa  turned  around  and  walked  briskly  out  of  the  med  unit.  Now,  to  establish
communications. He ran down the empty streets this time, the exhilaration of the rush of
being young again after two centuries of age, was almost intoxicating. Adar followed along
behind.
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He arrived at the main communications building. Antenna arrays and microwave dishes
adorned the roof top. He opened the door and walked inside, once again turning on the
light switches.

“I’m going to have to activate the central computer after this,” he thought. “But first things
first.”

He turned on the cross dominional transmitter and tried to send out a message.

“Unable to send,” the computer said.

“Why not?” Yesawa asked.

“The main relay station on Lunar base two is inactive,” the computer responded.

Well shit,  he thought.  That meant a trip to the second moon. Regular communications
were out of the question. Only operating at the speed light, it  would take hundreds of
thousands of years to reach his people. A cross dominional transmission was the only way.
But were there any space craft left? The travel machines only operated within a planet’s
atmosphere and did not have the capabilities for space travel.

“Forget the central computer,” he said out loud. “We’re headed for the main hangar.”

He ran out of the communications building, down the empty streets and out into the open
land beyond. When he got to the main landing area, he immediately went to a hanger.
There was one small saucer shaped sub light vehicle there, just big enough to hold two
people.

“Cool!” he shouted. “We got a ticket home. Come Adar, I’m going to show you a sight that
will blow your mind.

With that, he opened the door to the sub light craft and helped Adar inside.

“Computer,” he said once seated inside the silver craft. The interior was completely made
of one material. There were no joins anywhere or even any sign of construction. The seats
sat in front of a single crystalline neutrino computer.

“Do you still have access to the subroutines that opened the hole in the force field?” He
continued.

“Yes, I do,” the computer responded.

“Can you open up another window for us?” He asked.

“Yes,” the computer replied. “But I can only hold it for a few seconds.”

“That’s all I need.” Yesawa said.

He held his hands over the top of the computer, feeling the anti-gravity energy rising up
from it, and then he manipulated the energy so the craft rose in the air and exited the
hanger.
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“Open the force field,” he said.

A multi coloured beam came out of the front of the craft, resonating with the force field, and
a small hole appeared in the shimmering air. The sub light craft flew through so fast that all
anyone who was watching could really see was just a brief blur of light. Inside the craft,
neither Yesawa nor Adar were aware of any motion at all.

Within only 15 seconds, it had exited the outer atmosphere of Sephas 5 and went into an
immediate orbit around the planet.

“That’s your home,” Yesawa said as the outer material of the craft became transparent.

Adar just gasped with wonder as he looked at the reddish blue planet below that was his
home.

“And now we go to your moon.”

The craft immediately left the orbit of Sephas 5 and travelled the hundred-thousand-mile
journey to the second moon in only 15 minutes.

The next phase of their journey was about to begin.
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Chapter Three: The Time Ship

The circular craft slowed down as it entered the lunar orbit. The thin atmosphere gave the
appearance of an eerie green tinge that hovered over the moon. He travelled above the
cratered surface until the radio relay station came into view. The complex was covered by
a clear dome to protect it from the harsh atmosphere and solar radiation. A huge round
blue ball stood high in the air next to the other traditional radio dishes and Yagi Antennae.
The round ball was the cross dominional antenna array.

“Please identify yourself,” the complex’s computer said using traditional UHF light speed
radio communication.

“This is Commander Yesawa Kristos of the Angelium fleet,” Yesawa replied. “Let me in,
please.”

The computer cross checked its data base matching Yesawa’s voice pattern to its records.
It simultaneously checked unconscious communication signals and Yesawa’s metaphoric
blueprint also matched the computer data base.

“I can detect another life form on board,” the computer said. “Who is it?”

“One of the inhabitants of Sephas 5.” Yesawa replied.

“I have no authorisation to allow entry.”

“Emergency over-ride command code TXE56-B.” Yesawa said. “Allow entry.”

‘Sure. I can do that.” The computer responded, and a small doorway opened near the
base of the dome, allowing just enough room for the circular craft to fly down and enter.

It entered the complex into a hangar. There were travel machines, space craft and various
pieces of equipment lying scattered on the floor, but no life was to be seen anywhere. It
was like a ghost town. The craft landed and Yesawa and Adar exited the vehicle.

“This is my moon?” He asked. The simple hunter, gatherer had had his whole world turned
upside down the last 2-3 days, seeing wonders and technology that he couldn’t even begin
to understand.

“Yes, it is,” Yesawa replied. “Well, actually my people’s outpost on the moon, to be exact.”

“How do you build such wonders?” Adar asked.

“Science, Adar, science.”

There was that word again. Science. Adar would have to learn more about this science.

Copyright © 2022 by David John Oates



The Angelium Saga Book One                                                                                    24

Yesawa and Adar left  the hangar and walked down a long empty corridor to the main
command centre of the complex. Adar then saw even more wonders. View screens and
crystalline computers and lights and buttons. One of the view screens displayed a live 3D
image of Sephas 5 below and another showed a star map of this entire region of space.
There was the Sephas system, the Centauri system and just beyond that, the jewel of the
Milky  Way Galaxy,  the  Sol  system.  The  Centauri  System  had  one  planet  capable  of
sustaining life but the Sol system contained 3 planets capable of life, Sol 3, Sol 4 and Sol
5. Sol 3 was one of the rare planets in the Universe where all factors were just right for
Sentient  life  forms to  evolve.  Currently,  it  was  inhabited  by gigantic  beasts  and early
humanoid  creatures,  but  no  signs  of  Sentient  life  yet.  Sol  4  had  the  early  stages  of
primitive reptilian life and vegetation over the surface of the planet with marine creatures
inhabiting its oceans and rivers, whereas Sol 5, being further away from the Sol sun, had
erratic, fluctuating weather patterns and microbial life forms only. Sol 6 was a huge gas
giant with no life, but it protected the inner planets of the system from rouge meteor and
asteroid bombardment.

One of the view screens showed a closeup view of Sol 3. It was this planet in the region
that the Angeliums were most interested in. Yesawa had been to Sol 3 many times in the
past, conducting survey missions and documenting the many and varied life-forms that
resided on the planet. The Angeliums next plan had been to splice their DNA into the
humanoid, primate-like inhabitants and kick start Sentient life. But that was before Yesawa
had been stranded on Sephas 5.

Yesawa knew exactly where he was going in the command centre, and that was to the
communication  console.  The  view screen  on  the  console  was  flashing  red  with  large
writing on the screen saying,

“Emergency  recall.  All  forces  to  meet  in  the  Angelium  Magellanic  Cloud  Outpost  on
Gilgamesh 4.”

What had happened, Yesawa wondered.

He put out a call to any local forces in the region using traditional radio transmissions, but
there was only silence. He had to fire up the cross dominional transmitter. It was the only
way he could reach anyone.

“Computer,” he said. “Fire up the dominional transmitter.”

“Sorry Yesawa. I can’t do that. The main antenna cable has been severed,” the computer
replied.

Well shit, he said to himself.

“Where is the break?” Yesawa asked.

“Exactly 1.7 meters from the antenna base.” the computer responded.

Damn, that would mean a trip outside onto the surface, Yesawa thought.
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“Are there any artificial life-forms available?” he asked.

“No there are not. I’m sorry,” the computer replied. They were all taken when the Angelium
forces left to meet on Gilgamesh 4.”

Well, there was no other choice, Yesawa thought. He would have to do it himself. He left
the communications room, telling Adar to  stay behind and wait,  and walked down the
corridor to an airlock that led outside. After donning an EVA suit, he grabbed a tool box,
and opened the air lock. There was a brief rush of air and he walked outside into the green
tinge that the thin atmosphere on Sephas’s moon created.

Once outside, he had to be careful. The gravity outside was a lot weaker than inside the
complex, created by the gravity amplifiers.

He  hopped  across  the  surface,  his  movements  looking  like  slow motion  in  the  weak
gravity, until he arrived at the base on the cross dominional antenna array. It didn’t take
him long to see the damage. Someone had deliberately sabotaged the main junction box
with a PMFP blast.

“Mmm,’ he thought. “Who would have done that, and why?”

He rapidly performed the repairs and, as he finally reconnected the last fibre optic cable,
the huge dominional antenna sprung into life. It started humming, rotating, and glowing
with low levels of multi-coloured lights.

“Ok,” Yesawa said to himself. “Looks like it's working.”

He hopped back to the complex in the low gravity, removed his EVA suit, and walked back
to the communications console.

“Open a channel,” he instructed the computer.

The  low-level  lights  on  the  vast  array  outside  immediately  started  pulsating  with
significantly greater brightness. The lights spread out like psychedelic shock waves as
they interacted with the barrier that separated the Third and Second Dominions, opening
up a conduit right on the edge of the Second Dominion.

“Channel open,” the computer responded.

“This is Commander Yesawa Kristos, from the Angelium Sephas 5 outpost putting out a
general call. Anyone, please respond.”

The dominional antenna array pulsated with colour even more as Yesawa’s signal rode the
conduit between the Third and Second Dominions, transmitting his signal immediately to
any authorised listening outpost in the entire Universe.

“Yesawa, is that you?” The familiar voice sounded over the communications channel.
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“Activate  viewing  hologram,”  Yesawa  commanded  and  immediately  a  3D  holographic
image appeared in front of him that showed the haggard, tired face of his long-time friend
and senior officer, Major Josias Rivden.

“Josias?” Yesawa asked, surprised at the shabby appearance of his friend and colleague.
“What’s going on? Where is everybody?”

“You haven’t heard, have you?” Josias replied.

“Heard what?” Yesawa snapped, “And why did you leave me behind? Where the hell is
everyone?”

“Cypher  has  attempted  a  coup.”  Josias  replied.  “The  entire  fleet  was  recalled.  We
searched for you for days but couldn't find you anywhere. We thought you’d been killed.”

“Cypher attempted a coup? What the fuck!” Yesawa exclaimed.

Cypher was the First member of the High Council of Three. He had held this position for
several millennia. His loyalty to the Angeliums and the Guardian was unquestionable.

“And as far as you not finding me, it must have been the Tronomite,” Yesawa continued.
“Your scans couldn’t detect me.”

So, that’s why he had been left behind. A hasty recall and that damn Tronomite.

“Look,  I  can’t  tell  you  too  much on this  channel.  There  are  ears  everywhere,”  Josias
continued. “You need to get to Gilgamesh 4 in the Magellanic clouds as soon as you can,
and we will debrief you there.”

“There’s no Time ships here,” Yesawa replied.

“Yes, there is.” Josias said. “We left one in orbit around Sephas 8.”

And with that, Yesawa terminated the connection and rapidly left the complex with Adar
following along behind. They both boarded his circular space craft, rose in the air, and flew
to Sephas 8 at just below the speed of light, travelling the 4-billion-kilometre journey in
slightly over 4 hours.

As they approached the ice planet, the huge Time ship in orbit came into view. It  was
shaped like a triangle with two long cylinder-shaped engines mounted on the very front of
the ship near the point of the triangle. The ship was approximately 4 kilometres long and 3
kilometres wide at the base of the triangle. Blue lights surrounded the outside of the ship at
the epicentre and they slowly and gently pulsated. 

Yesawa commanded the bay doors of the Time ship to open, using his authorisation code,
and the circular craft, dwarfed by the gigantic ship, flew inside.

“Follow me Adar,” Yesawa said as they left the sub light craft.
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Adar just stared at the huge hangar, housing several travel machines and other larger
circular craft. There were even some rather large triangular ships stationed in the hangar
bay, looking like a miniature version of a mother Time ship.

Yesawa walked briskly through the ship, knowing it like the back of his hand. He’d been
working on Time ships for thousands of years, traversing the universe in his service for the
Guardian. 

After a long walk down various corridors and travelators, with Adar struggling to keep up
with him, Yesawa entered the main cockpit of the craft. It was lined with view screens and
3D holograms. Gravity manipulators and kinaesthetic sensors lined the front console, and
it was with these devices that the craft was navigated and controlled.

“Computer? Are you active?” Yesawa said.

“Yes, I am,” came the reply with the soothing feminine voice. “Welcome back Commander
Kristos. It’s been a while. How have you been?”

“It’s a long story,” Yesawa replied as he sat down at the front console. “Just get us out of
here. Exit the Sephas System at point nine five light speed.”

The two long cylindrical engines at the front of the craft stayed silent. They would be used
later.  However,  the  blue  lights  that  surrounded  the  craft  glowed considerably  brighter,
creating a gravity distortion field that immediately propelled the craft forward at instant sub
light speed. And with a flash of blue light,  the Time ship vanished, the two occupants
having no awareness of the immediate acceleration.

“Sephas 9 is approaching,” the computer said three hours later.

“Continue on to Sephas 10 and then 1 billion kilometres into interstellar space.”

One  billion  kilometres  should  be  a  safe  distance  to  engage  the  Time  drive,  Yesawa
thought. Sephas was only a small system. Usually, the Angeliums would travel out to 5 or
10 billion  kilometres  past  the last  major  planet,  or  the  multitude of  dwarf  planets  that
surrounded most star systems, depending on the size of the system, but that would take
several hours of travel time at sub light speed and Yesawa wanted to get to his people in
the Magellanic Cloud Galaxy as soon as he could.

The Magellanic clouds were two irregular dwarf galaxies that orbited the larger Milky Way
Galaxy  in  which  the  Sol,  Sephas  and  other  inhabited  systems  resided.  The  larger
Magellanic cloud was closer to the Milky Way, being only 160,000 light years away. It was
in this cloud that the Angelium people had set up their primary base for this region of
space, as it  was the perfect hop off  point  for their  exploration of the Milky Way. Their
presence here was only recent, just a few thousand years, and this is because the Milky
Way Galaxy resided 40 billion light years away from their home planet, Angelus 7, in the
very centre of the known universe.  They were really out in unknown territory in these
regions and the education missions to the civilisations here about the Guardian had really
only just begun.
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Once at a safe distance from the Sephas system, its red sun looked like just like one of the
many billions of stars that could be seen in every direction in interstellar space.

The  first  thing  Yesawa  needed  to  do  was  to  energise  the  craft  for  the  short  trip  to
Gilgamesh 4 in the larger Magellanic Cloud. He manipulated a holographic image that
shone in front of him on the main console and accessed the ship’s many functions. Then,
out of the back of the huge craft, two large struts extended from either side. They travelled
several hundred meters into space and opened up like two gigantic shiny umbrellas, each
one being almost a kilometre wide.

Then  they  started  collecting.  They  collected  anything  they  could.  Light  photons  and
radiation particles and ions and the many other different forms of energy that permeated
interstellar, and even intergalactic, space. These energy particles were then transferred
down fibre optic cables inside the struts to be stored in the ship’s main crystalline power
storage units occupying the entire base of the ship.

The entire process took about two hours to completely charge the power storage units.
After all, it was a big ship, and it was about to fold space. It needed all the power it could
get. Adar just watched on in fascination. His initial fear and apprehension had faded. He
liked this science that Yesawa was talking about, and he wanted to know more and more.

“Power storage crystals fully charged,” the computer said.

“Excellent,” Yesawa replied. “Retract the collectors and engage the whirlwind emitters!”

At the rear of the craft, the gigantic collectors folded back into themselves and the struts
retracted into the craft. Once this was completed the two engines located at the front of the
craft begin emitting swirls of energy like a whirlwind, spinning around and around. These
swirls got larger and larger, spinning faster and faster, extending out millions of kilometres
into open space.

As Adar watched on the viewing hologram in total amazement, space began to twist and
contort in front of him. Then suddenly, like a Venetian blind retracting, the fabric of space
folded before his very eyes and the Time ship flew into the folds of space at sub light
speed, like a pencil through a folded piece of paper. Once space was compressed and the
ship was travelling through the folds, it effectively started travelling at what the Angeliums
called  the  speed  of  Time,  the  fastest  speed  in  the  known  multi-dimensional  Third
Dominional Universe, or one light year per second. Despite its massive velocity, the Time
ship itself was travelling through the folded space at a constant velocity of only point nine
five light speed, therefore the laws of conventional physics were not violated.

At this speed, one light year per second, it would take them a little more than two days to
reach the Angelium outpost on Gilgamesh 4, 160,000 light years away.

And  Adar  and  Yesawa  started  talking  while  they  waited,  a  long  deep  talk  about  the
Angeliums and what this was all about.
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Chapter Four: Fired upon

“My people were one the first civilisations to arise in the newly created Universe,” Yesawa
said to Adar in the plush relaxation centre of the Time ship. “Life arose on our planet only a
few hundred million years after Light was first created by the Guardian.”

“Who is the Guardian?” Adar asked.

Yesawa chucked quietly to himself. How do you explain the Guardian to a primitive hunter?
But he knew how, he had done it before.

“The Guardian is pure love that became Sentient, or aware of its own existence, before the
Universe came into being. He created all that is with the energy of sound. It is the lifeblood
of  creation;  sound.  All  that  is,  came  into  being  with  the  sound  that  the  Guardian
manifested. This includes, Light, energy and eventually the illusion of matter. And laws run
the  Universe  that  the  Guardian  established.  The  primary  law  is  Love,  the  power  of
attraction, and that is because the Guardian is love and the Universe he created is a
reflection of himself.  That is why atoms bind together and why you can stand on your
planet and not float out into space, and that is why planets orbit  suns and suns orbit
galaxies. It is how our ships are powered, with love, light and energy.”

“Atoms?” Adar asked.

“Sorry,” Yesawa paused. “I am going too fast. Let me back up.”

“My people were once like you. We hunted and gathered food for our tribes. Then, in time
we discovered energy. Electricity was first.”

“What is electricity?” Adar asked.

“It is the flash in the sky you see when there are storms. Lighting. All it is, is electricity. We
learned to harness this electricity and within a few hundred years,  our civilisation had
thrived so much that we were able to venture out to other planets in our star system. Our
home planet is called Angelus Seven. There are 12 planets in our system, and we live on
seven of  them now.  The  other  planets  are  uninhabitable  and  do  not  qualify  for  Terra
forming. We live on some of their moons, though.”

“And you call my planet Sephas 5?” Adar asked.

“Yes, we do because it is...”
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“...the fifth planet in my star system.” Adar said excitedly. He was actually beginning to
understand the science that Yesawa was teaching.

“Yes indeed. Good job, my young man. You are learning fast.” Yesawa responded.

“Then one day we discovered the power of light,” Yesawa continued. “We learned that
when you broke all matter down to its most essential particle, all that existed was light. The
entire Universe was light and attraction, and physical matter really didn’t exist. What you
see now, me sitting here talking to you, is only an illusion, an intricate hologram of light,
just like the holograms on the control panel of this ship. This knowledge propelled our
civilisation to new heights.  We developed sub light travel,  enabling us to travel  to our
neighbouring  star  systems.  We  developed  matter-shifting,  which  functions  using  light
photons, and we also developed the rejuvenation banks, which also uses the principal of
light shifting. This enabled our race to live much longer than our usual one thousand odd
years, with many of my race living for hundreds of thousands of years. The life spans of
those on the High Council are now stretching into the millennia. Now, at sub light speed,
travel among the more distant stars in our Galaxy was possible within our lifetimes.”

Yesawa paused momentarily.  The High Council,  he thought,  and Cypher  attempting  a
coup? It  was unheard of. A coup against who? He was the Head of the High Council,
appointed  by  the  Guardian  himself.  Who  could  he  possibly  have  attempted  a  coup
against? There were only two other Council members, Mikhail and Gabrius, and the three
of them were as tight as any three people could be. It made no sense.

“Yesawa?” Adar asked. “Are you OK? Tell me more.”

“Sorry my young friend,” Yesawa responded. “My mind was drifting.”

“And then finally, thousands of years later, as we stretched out into our own Galaxy, finding
other  civilisations less advanced than our  own, we discovered the whirlwind.”  Yesawa
continued.

“The whirlwind?” Adar questioned.

“Yes,  the  whirlwind,”  Yesawa  echoed  Adar’s  question.  “It  is  a  Universal  invisible  and
immeasurable energy force of great power, an attraction that pervades all of the known
Universe. It is what holds it all together. It exists in all three Dominions and is the means by
which the Guardian creates, being the conduit for what is known as Sound, the very force
of creation itself.”

“Wow! How did you discover it?” Adar asked.

“It wasn't a single event, like one day we woke up and thought ‘there’s the whirlwind’,”
Yesawa  continued  to  explain.  “It  was  a  gradual  realisation.  It  began  when  we  were
studying the movements of planets and stars. There seemed to be another force affecting
their rotation and movements through the cosmos that gravity alone couldn't explain.
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“As we learned more about the whirlwind, we realised that it was actually holding space
itself together. It was the single most important force in the Universe, and it couldn't be
measured with instruments, it could be only be observed by its effects and occasionally be
felt by the spirit.”

“By the spirit?” Adar questioned. “What do you mean?”

“That is a whole other question,” Yesawa responded. “It gets down into the structure of
psyche and who we are as people. We will get into that later.”

“OK,” Adar responded, totally fascinated with everything he was hearing.

“As  time  passed,  we  learned  how  to  harness  the  power  of  the  Whirlwind,”  Yesawa
continued. “We discovered we could manipulate space with the whirlwind because it is the
whirlwind that holds space together in the first place. That is how we fold space, which you
witnessed when we jumped to Time speed, all with the power of the Whirlwind. It propelled
our civilisation to new heights yet again. Now, not only did we have access to interstellar
travel, but with the advent of space warping and the speed of Time, now intergalactic travel
was available to us, and we had access to the entire Universe.”

“Wow!” was all that Adar could say.

“Yes, it was wow.” Yesawa responded. “And then shortly after that, we made our most
significant discovery yet. While we were…...”

Yesawa was cut off in mid-sentence by the loud wailing of the ship’s emergency alarm,
and suddenly the ship stopped folding space and dropped out of Time speed, slowing
down to a mere crawl at point 95 light speed.

“What’s going on, computer?” Yesawa asked.

“We have been fired upon!” The computer exclaimed.

“Fired upon? In Time speed? By whom?” Yesawa said with urgency.

“It’s another Angelium Time ship.” The computer replied.

An Angelium ship? That was impossible. The Angeliums were a peaceful race. They never
fired on anyone, let alone one of their own ships.

“Drop out of Time speed and light shift! Light shift.” Yesawa shouted. “Perform a light shift.”

Immediately the Time ship stopped folding space and the quadrillions of light photons that
made up the craft started resonating off frequency and the ship vanished from view. It had
effectively cloaked itself by shifting light photons, and the entire ship now existed still in
regular space but out-of-phase with other particles of light.

The other Angelium ship sat silent and motionless in space, waiting. Its commander knew
a Light shift had taken place.

“Scan the other Angelium ship.” Yesawa commanded.
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“It  is  a  B  class  cruiser  Time  ship  with  a  crew  complement  of  1,025,”  the  computer
responded.

“Why are they firing on us?” Yesawa snapped. “Open up a UHF channel.”

“OK, Channel open,” the computer responded.

“This is Commander Yesawa Kristos of the Angelium fleet,” Yesawa said. “Identify yourself.
Why are you firing on us?”

“Commander,” came the reply, dripping with sarcasm. “This is Captain D’monias Sativa. I
command Cypher’s forces in this region of space. Come out of Light shift so we can talk
face to face like fellow Angeliums.”

“I don’t think so,” Yesawa replied. “I repeat, why did you fire on us?”

“Ah, just a little nudge,” D’monias replied. “I only wanted to say hello.”

“We have comm channels for that,” Yesawa snapped. “Firing on an Angelium ship is an act
of war.”

“But Commander, we already are at war. Do you side with Cypher or Mikhail?” D’monias
said.

Yesawa paused momentarily before replying. He had no idea what was going on, but this
seemed  serious.  Being  fired  upon  by  a  fellow  Angelium,  nudge  or  no  nudge,  was
unacceptable.

“I side with The Guardian,” Yesawa replied. “Now leave this region of space and let me
go.”

“Ah  yes,  the  Guardian,”  D’monias  said  sarcastically.  “An  antiquated  ideology  for  an
antiquated society. The Guardian’s day of reckoning is at hand.”

What was this talk? Yesawa felt an overwhelming disturbance deep inside. He then said
with exasperation,

“That Guardian’s day of reckoning is at hand? What the fuck are you talking about?”

“You must have been in deep space somewhere out of contact,” D’monias replied. “There
is a new day at hand for the Angelium people. We are rising up and assuming our rightful
place as gods, rulers of the Universe.”

This was seditious talk,  Yesawa knew, and was the type of thinking found in primitive
civilisations, not in the technologically and spiritually advanced Angelium race. He had to
get out of there safely and on to Gilgamesh 4 without being detected. Folding space was
out of the question because the other Time ship would probably just follow him, and he
dare not  stop the Light  shift  to  make the jump because that  would give D’monias an
opportunity to fire on him again.
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“A jump to the Second Dominion is our only option,” he said out loud, verbalising his inner
thoughts.

“To the Second Dominion?” Adar asked.

“Yes, it is another plane of existence that exists parallel to our own,” Yesawa replied. “We
sometimes call it the spiritual kingdoms. It is the gateway to the Guardian. Light, energy,
and spirit exist there without the illusion of matter. We can skirt the edges of the Second
Dominion, but it will drain nearly all our power reserves to make the jump. We will have to
be quick. In and out.”

Then, while still in light shift mode so as not to be seen, detected, or tracked, Yesawa
commanded the computer to make the jump. Immediately, light shifting ceased and the
ship lit  up with a brilliant display of psychedelic lights covering the entire range of the
spectrum. The light photons spread out like shock waves, interacting with the dominional
barrier. Then a whirlwind surrounded the ship, and it vanished, appearing instantly in the
ethereal realm of the Second Dominion.

For only a brief moment, Adar looked at the viewing hologram and saw wonders he could
have never even imagined. It was a psychedelic world of light and spirit. Ethereal figures
could be seen floating around the ship and these figures existed in shimmering pulsating
energy that seemed to phase in and out of existence.

‘Exit  the Second Dominion 20,000 light years towards the Magellanic clouds,”  Yesawa
commanded the computer. 

Lights fluctuated inside the ship. The energy was almost drained. It took a lot more than a
Time ship to exist for any period of time in the Second Dominion.

20,000 light years away, the space shimmied, and the mighty Time ship seemed to appear
and disappear until it eventually became solid once again in regular space.

“Engage the Light shift and extend the energy collectors,” Yesawa said. He dared not risk
being detected again by D’monias, or anyone else for that matter, while he recharged the
ship. He needed to know exactly what was going on and what he saw so far did not leave
him with a good feeling.

It  took  three  hours  to  fully  charge  the  ship  again,  time  that  was  precious.  When the
procedure had finished, he retracted the collectors, ended the light shift and engaged the
whirlwind emitters at the front of the ship once again. Space folded in front of them, and
the ship flew into the folded space once again, travelling at the speed of Time, one light
year per second.

After 24 hours of travelling when they both slept restlessly, the Time ship arrived at the
Gilgamesh system. As they dropped out of Time speed and entered the solar system at
sub light velocity, they were immediately met by a myriad of other ships. 

“We are being scanned,” the computer said.
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“That’s OK,” Yesawa replied. “They want to know who we are.”

“You  are  cleared  to  enter  the  solar  system,”  came  the  voice  on  the  communications
channel  after  the  scanning  had  finished.  “Welcome  back  to  Gilgamesh,  Commander
Kristos. It’s been a while. We’ve been expecting you.”

The flight to the fourth planet in the system took another 6 hours at point 95 light speed.
No  Time warp  inside  a  star  system.  When they arrived,  they could  see  a  force  field
surrounding the entire planet and at least 200 Time ships in orbit.

“This is Commander Yesawa Kristos, requesting permission to come down to the surface,”
he said into the communications console as his ship assumed an orbit position. “And I
have a passenger.”

“Yes,  we  know,  Commander,”  came the  reply.  “You  are  both  cleared  to  come to  the
surface. Land near the central administration complex and we will meet you there.”

And with that, they both travelled to the hangar bay, boarded a small circular space craft,
and exited the Time ship to travel to the surface.

Maybe now they would get some answers.
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Chapter Five: The Angelium Outpost

“Create an opening in the force field to let  the craft  in,”  came the command from the
surface of Gilgamesh 4.

The  mighty  force  field  surrounding  all  of  Gilgamesh  4  briefly  fluctuated,  and  a  small
opening appeared above the large continent in the Northern hemisphere of the planet.
Yesawa’s craft flew through the opening, and it closed back up again.

He flew through the cloud cover and the land below came into view. Mighty cities could be
seen across the entire surface area of the Northern continent as the Angelium outpost in
the Magellanic clouds slowly appeared on the viewing hologram.

The small circular craft navigated its way across the continent until  it hovered above a
large city built near the shores of one of the planet’s many oceans. The city had huge
glass skyscrapers built across it and green park lands were strategically placed throughout
the city.

The craft came to a halt above the tallest building of the city, and it set itself down on a
landing pad outside the structure. An Angelium security team was waiting to meet them on
the pad.

“Welcome back, Commander,”  one of them said as Yesawa and Adar exited the craft.
“Follow me, please.”

With that, the security turned around and walked towards the large complex with Adar and
Yesawa following along behind. 

When they entered the building, Yesawa immediately noticed a difference. No longer was
it the calm and peaceful atmosphere and pleasant surroundings he was used to. There
was a security station placed at the entrance. Scanners and mind analysers were located
at each entry and exit point. Security guards were stationed throughout the complex.

“We will need to do a security scan on you both.” one of the security detail said. “Please
step into the chamber.”

One at a time, both Yesawa and Adar walked into a large cylindrical glass chamber. Once
inside they were scanned with light and X-rays and beams to locate anything suspicious
hidden on or in their bodies.

“Ok. Now we need to check your unconscious matrix. Please talk clearly and naturally and
tell us what you have been doing the last week,” they were told after they had been led
into another room.
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So Yesawa and Adar talked. They talked about Sephas 5 and the Valley of the Unknown
and the trip to Gilgamesh 4 and when they fired upon by the rogue Angelium Time ship. All
the while, the crystalline neutrino computers were analysing unconscious communication
signals  hidden  in  the  sounds  of  their  speech  and  visual  expressions.  The  computer
analysed  their  speech forwards  and  backwards,  high  speed and low speed,  diligently
checking  for  any  anomalies.  If  either  of  them  was  a  spy  for  Cypher,  the  reversed
communication would reveal this.

“All clear,” came the reply. “Yesawa, you are congruent. Adar, you have some primitive
metaphors that need developing, but we can work on that.”

Adar looking puzzled. Congruent? Primitive metaphors? What were they talking about?

“Come, follow me,” was the next statement from the head of the security detail. “There are
several people who want to talk to you.”

The security detail then escorted the pair to an elevator that took them to the top floor of
the central administration complex. They walked into a large conference room with people
sitting  around  the  table.  At  the  head  of  the  table  was  a  man  Yesawa  immediately
recognised. It  was Raphael, one of the highest members of the Angelium government,
whose authority was superseded only by the High council.

His friend and colleague, Josias Rivden, stood up to greet them.

“Awesome to see you, Yesawa,” he said. “And I’m so sorry we left you behind, but we all
thought you were dead and everything has been so crazy here since the rebellion.”

Yesawa and Adar sat down.

“The rebellion? What in the Guardian’s name is going on?” Yesawa asked. “What’s all this
nonsense about Cypher attempting a coup?”

“I’m  afraid  it’s  true,”  Raphael  said.  “Cypher  has  gone  rogue.  He  is  claiming  that  the
Angeliums have  been  slaves  to  the  Guardian  for  too  long.  He  went  into  the  Second
Dominion and tried to break into the First, the Guardian’s home itself. He wants to unseat
the Guardian and remove him from power.”

“Unseat the Guardian?!” Yesawa exclaimed. “That’s impossible. What could have possibly
possessed him to think in such terms?”

“We don’t know,’ Raphael continued. “His last unconscious analytics before he went rogue
showed dark metaphors appearing in his speech. The first time we have seen such a thing
in Angeliums for thousands of years.”

“Why didn’t you simply do a restruct?” Yesawa said.

“He wouldn’t let us, “ Raphael replied. “He claimed that he was evolving.”

Mmm. Yesawa just pondered.
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“Why then did  you let  him go rogue?”  Yesawa asked.  “You should have removed his
authority and access routines on the spot.”

“It was too late. By the time we knew what was going on, he had already convinced a third
of the fleet to join him. There is rebellion in our ranks, Yesawa!” Raphael said.

“A third of the fleet! Oh my! By the Guardian’s name!” The enormity of what he had just
been told was sinking in.

“Hundreds  of  vessels  of  his  fleet  went  into  the  Second  Dominion  with  a  Dominional
encoder and type A crystalline storage units to power their operations so they could remain
there. Right now, they have combined all their forces and are trying to breach the First
Dominion. The Guardian has strengthened the barrier but Cypher’s people are relentless.
They won’t let go.”

“What about sending in reinforcements to stop them, “Yesawa asked.”

“We have. Several hundred ships. It is stretching our power reserves to the limit. There is
currently  open  warfare  deep  into  the  expanse  of  the  Second  Dominion,  “Raphael
explained.  “Our ships are trying to  maintain  spatial  form, but  the Second Dominion is
strong. We have discovered a way to maintain spatial form longer, which helps, but the
more we send in, the less power we have available to run the complete operation.” 

Well, that explained everything. Yesawa thought. Why he had been stranded, the hasty
recall, the sabotage of the dominional transmitter on Sephas 5’s moon and the firing on his
ship.

“Right now, Mikhail, the second member of the High Council, has taken command of all
remaining friendly Angelium forces and is coordinating a counter move,”  Raphael said.
“But we are fighting a battle on two fronts. One in the Second Dominion, trying to stop
Cypher’s forces from penetrating the First, and the other in the Third Dominion, regular
space, where his forces are actually attacking outposts and educational  missions over
every quadrant.”

Yesawa was dumbfounded, unable to believe what he was hearing. This was a very dark
time for the Angeliums and even the whole Universe.

“Yesawa,” his friend Josias said. “This is a lot to take in. I suggest you go and rest up from
your trip. We have a busy day ahead of us tomorrow.” Then, turning to Adar he added, “Go
with Yesawa and rest yourself as well. Tomorrow we’re going to start to make you into an
Angelium. Would you like that?”

Would he like that?! Of course he would! His world, Sephas 5, was gone now and after all
he had seen and heard the last few days, there was no going back. Being an Angelium
and learning all about this science was all he wanted.

“Y-yes,” he managed to stutter out. It was all he could say.
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Adar and Yesawa left the conference room and were greeted in the corridor by a security
detail. They were taken to the sleeping quarters, three floors below, and slept soundly the
whole night.

Early  the  next  morning,  Josias  greeted  them  with  two  other  Angeliums,  one  named
Cambiel, who he introduced to Adar, and another named Hibil Zewa, who was introduced
to Yesawa.

“Go with Hibil,” Josias said to Yesawa. “He’s going to fully debrief you and get you up to
speed with everything.” Turning to Adar, he said. “Come with Cambiel and I, Adar. You are
about to experience something wonderful if you choose.”

“Are you going to make me an Angelium?” Adar asked.

“Yes, we are Adar.” Cambiel said. “Indeed, we are.”

Adar  was  taken  down  the  elevator  to  several  floors  below and  led  into  a  room that
contained a variety of equipment and a large holo-chamber.

“Do you trust us, Adar?” Cambiel asked.

I guess so, Adar thought. He’d come this far. What did he have to lose?

“Yes, I do,” he replied.

“OK. This is what we’re going to do if you consent,” Cambiel took over the conversation.
“When you entered the complex we analysed all dimensions of your speech. This gave us
a  detailed  look  into  your  unconscious  mind  and  allowed  us  to  compile  a  metaphoric
matrix.”

“My unconscious what?” Adar asked.

“The unconscious mind. It’s the part of the mind that is below consciousness. It is where
our personality and behaviour patterns are formed. You see part of it when you dream or
daydream, those disjointed and sometimes confusing images,” Cambiel explained.

“I see,” Adar responded, not really understanding what all this meant. “And what does my
unconscious mind have to say?”

“It says a lot.” Cambiel replied. “It tells us who you are, and how and why you think and do
the things that you do. And your own unconscious tells us you are a friend, that you are
honest and you have great potential for growth.”

“Thank you,” Adar replied. “And what are we doing in this room?”

“Ah yes,” Cambiel continued, “this room. This is the restruct room, metaphor restructuring,
where we communicate directly with your unconscious mind using pictures, or holograms
of light actually.”

“Why do you do that? Use light?” Adar asked.
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“Because light is secret to everything.” Cambiel replied. “Our whole civilisation is based on
light and its energy. Your unconscious operates on the principal of light, or metaphors, as
well call them, which are images created by light photons.”

“I am confused. Metaphors? What do you mean?” Adar asked.

“Let me explain.”  Cambiel  said.  “At  the base level  of  consciousness, the human mind
thinks in pictures and images, not in the spoken language that we all use. These pictures,
or metaphors, are living thought forms that all combine together to create who we are. The
combinations of these metaphors, or photons of light, are what makes us Sentient beings
and give each of us our own uniqueness. No single person’s metaphors are the same. We
are all different.”

“I see,” Adar nodded. He thought he was beginning to understand but needed to know
more. “And how does all this make me an Angelium?” he asked.

“Ah yes. That  is the key question.”  Cambiel  said.  “The way we communicate with the
unconscious is with pictures, or in this case, holograms generated by the restruct tube.
The unconscious sees the holograms we generate, and it establishes a communication
link.  We then  change  the  holograms,  according  to  predetermined  criteria,  and  as  we
change the holograms, or pictures, in the restruct tube, so too does the unconscious mind
also change. Using this technique, we can cure disease, alter dysfunctional behavioural
patterns or personality disorders. It is partially what keeps our people honest and spiritually
alert, because we are in constant contact with the unconscious and constantly working
with it to keep us all on the right track.”

“And  making  me  an  Angelium?”  Adar  reminded  Cambiel.  This  is  what  he  was  really
interested in.

Cambiel laughed. “You’re keen, aren’t you?”

“Yes, I am,” Adar said.

“Ok, this is what we’re going to do, if you consent.” Cambiel explained. “Like you were told
earlier, when you first entered the complex, we analysed your speech, body language and
other unconscious communication signals, and we were able to make up a metaphoric
map of your unconscious mind. In effect, we know that makes you tick. What we’re going
to do is begin to change your metaphors and kick start the evolutionary process. This
won’t change who you are as a person, but it will cause you to advance the equivalent of
several  millennia in  understanding and consciousness in  a period of  only a few short
weeks. It won’t just be one sitting, though. We’ll need to do several sittings spaced a week
apart. This will give your unconscious mind time to process all the new information. Are
you happy for us to do this? Will you consent?”

“Absolutely!” Adar said with certainty.

“OK then,” Cambiel replied. “Let’s get started.”
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He led Adar  over  to  the  restruct  chamber.  Adar  stood inside and Cambiel  closed the
chamber’s door. He then accessed a control hologram and started the procedure that had
already been programmed in the night before, anticipating Adar’s affirmative response.

As Adar stood in the tube, his anxiety faded away as soft blue light gently began to glow in
the chamber. Soothing music was played in the background, and the pictures slowly began
to form as the holograms took shape. He first saw a vast, expansive desert with the sun
gently shining in the sky above. The holograms then changed and showed him an egg
sitting in a nest. A baby wolf lay by the side of the nest. Then a Holy man walked into the
scene, all displayed with holograms, and he held his hands over the top of the nest. A soft
white light came from his palms and the egg in the nest began to glow. The glow grew in
intensity  and then started  pulsating.  The evolutionary process was being  kick  started.
Next, the baby wolf woke up, and it grew in size. The wolf saw the egg pulsating and
jumped into the nest next to the egg. Slowly, the wolf and the egg merged together and
became one entity.

The pictures then gradually faded away, leaving only the gentle glow of the soft blue light
until finally it stopped. The procedure was finished.

“That was it?” Adar said as Cambiel opened the tube.

“That’s it,” Cambiel replied. “Don’t discount the power of what we just did. Now let's go and
do something different. I’m going to introduce to some people you need to meet.”

And with that brief procedure, Adar and Cambiel left the restruct room and walked down
the corridor. There was more to do that day.

Copyright © 2022 by David John Oates



The Angelium Saga Book One                                                                                    41

Chapter Six Six Six: Cypher’s Armada

Cypher rolled on the plush bed in his luxuriously decorated private quarters in ecstasy. He
was fucking a young First Lieutenant.  Just one of many he used to fuck as often as he
could. He couldn’t get enough of it. He needed sexual energy like the planets needed a
sun.

When he had finished, he looked at his naked prey lying adoringly on his bed. 

“Fucking harlot,” he muttered with disgust. 

And with that, he shoved his hand up inside her with great force and wrenched out her
womb. She was killed instantly. He could not let his seed be defiled.

“Be gone! You wretched of the Guardian!” he shouted maniacally.

Her body shuddered momentarily,  and her lifeless dead eyes just  stared vacantly into
empty space, blood filling the silken sheets.

“Get rid of this mess,” he shouted into the comm unit.

Immediately, several staff came running in. They removed the Lieutenant’s body and dis-
embowered  womb,  then  replaced  the  sheets,  making  sure  no  mess  was  left  behind.
Cypher jumped into the shower to freshen himself up, donned his newly designed uniform
and looked at himself in the mirror.

He liked what he saw. He was young, fit and quite good-looking if he didn’t say so himself.

He walked out of his private quarters and into the corridors of his class A Time ship. It was
at the tip of an armada of Time ships suspended in space in a triangular formation. 

Activity filled the decks of the ship, with officers and subordinate staff walking back and
forth carrying out their various duties. He caught the elevator and shuttle train to the main
control deck and was saluted by all as he walked in.

“Want a line?” a junior staff member asked, walking up to him holding out a small plate
with two large lines of cocanna powder on it.

“Sure, why not?” Cypher replied. “The perfect way to start a perfect day.” And with that, he
leaned down, picked up a short straw that lay on the plate and snorted both lines at once.
He stood back up, sniffed, wiped his nose, and sat down in his Command chair.

“Status update!” He shouted to his first officer, Asmodeus.

“Mikhail’s ships have retreated into the Mistrea Nebula,” Asmodeus replied.
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“Well, go around it,” Cypher said.

“We can’t Sire. It’s a light year wide. Too short to fold into Time speed and too far to get
there at sub light velocity.”

“Mmm. Ok.” Cypher said, knowing his first officer was right. “Hold formation then.”

“Sire,” a flight officer said, holding his hand up in the air. “We could do a dominional jump
and get there that way.”

“You idiot!”  Cypher shouted. “That would drain all  our reserves and then we’d have to
spend hours recharging, leaving ourselves vulnerable to the enemy.”

The flight officer sat down, embarrassed, and Asmodeus glared at him.

“Asmodeus,” Cypher asked, motioning him over. “Besides from chasing Angeliums around
nebulae, what else do I have on for the day?”

“Sire.  Abadon, the Commander of  the forces in the Second Dominion, is requesting a
holocall with you some time today, if you wouldn’t mind.”

“OK,” Cypher replied. “And what is the latest update? Are they any closer to getting into
the First Dominion?”

“It’s the power, Sire,” Asmodeus replied. “It takes much to maintain spatial form in there
and there’s just not enough power to get through. Now we have Mikhail’s forces in there as
well.  Somehow,  they’re  managing to  maintain  spatial  form for  a  longer  period of  time
without having to recharge every hour or so. And this gives them….”

“….a huge advantage.” Cypher completed the sentence frustrated. “Yes, I know.”

“Patch Commander Abadon through to  my ready room,”  He added.  And with  that,  he
walked off the main command deck into his large private office off to the right-hand side of
the deck.

“Commander,” Cypher said as the holoviewer showed the image of Commander Abadon
immaculately dressed in one of Cypher’s newly designed uniforms. “Give me an update.”

“Our forces are equal with that of Mikhail’s,” he said. “But while they can stay in spatial
form longer than us, we’re fighting a losing battle.”

“And your progress in breaching the First Dominion?” Cypher asked.

“Same problem,” Abadon replied. “We can’t stay in spatial form long enough to make a
difference. The First Dominional barrier is beating us.”

Mmmm, Cypher pondered. I wonder how Mikhail is doing it?

“How can I help you, then?” Cypher asked.

“We need more energy crystals. We’re burning them up as fast as we can charge them.”
Abadon replied.
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“OK. I’ll get them sent on the next transport. Meet the vessel outside the dominional barrier
at space coordinates 34,77,56, in exactly 33.3 days from now.” And with that,  Cypher
terminated the transmission.

He paused, thought for a while, and then walked back into the main deck commanding the
flight officer.

“Get us to Gomorrah 6 and have the main fleet commanders who are close enough in
regular space meet us there. I have an idea.”

Gomorrah 6 was a large, inhabited planet, located in the Andromeda Galaxy, orbiting twin
yellow suns.  It  was  a  little  more  than  two  million  light  years  away from the  regional
Angelium outpost on Gilgamesh 4 in the larger Magellanic cloud near the Milky way. It
would  be  a  25-day  flight  time  from  the  Milky  Way  at  Time  speed,  where  Cypher’s
command fleet were stationed. They had been orbiting Alpha Centauri 2, four light years
from Sol 3, for almost a thousand years now, since well before the rebellion had started.

Cypher was interested in Sol 3. It  was well  known that it  was unique in this region of
space, having almost perfect conditions for both spawning and maintaining long term life. It
was an ideal home planet for Cypher, and he had been sending routine survey missions
there for several hundred years from the Alpha Centauri 2 outpost.

When Cypher’s latest command was executed, the armada of Time ships left the Alpha
Centauri system at sub light speed, with Cypher’s ship in front dwarfing them all in size. It
took  5  hours  to  reach  interstellar  space.  When  the  fleet  arrived,  all  the  Time  ships
extended their energy collectors and charged up for the journey to Gomorrah 6, 2 million
light years away. Cypher looked at the viewing hologram waiting for his gigantic ship to
engage the whirlwind emitters and fold space.

He was proud of his ship. It was the largest Time ship ever built, measuring 200 kilometres
long and 150 kilometres wide at its base. It had a crew complement of almost a half a
million loyal followers. Cypher looked at his three whirlwind emitters at the front of the ship.
He liked the fact that he had three. He didn't need three. All the other Time ships only had
two emitters. But three was the number of Dominions that existed, and this represented
power to Cypher. He wanted to rule all three, so why not have three whirlwind emitters?
After all, he reasoned, our thoughts do create our reality and maybe having three emitters
would give him the edge he desired. Cypher liked the significance of numbers.

The giant whirlwind emitters began to send forth into space the usual shimmering waves of
swirling energy, space folded before his very eyes, and Cypher’s Time ship was gone. The
other Time ships followed one by one, and their short 25-day journey to the Andromeda
Galaxy had begun.

Cypher returned to his private quarters, laid down on his bed and commanded into the
comm unit.

“Send in Ensign Asbeel,” he said. “Tell her I want to talk to her.”
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At the other end of the ship, Ensign Asbeel shuddered momentarily when she got the call.
Female crew members had a habit of never returning from Cypher’s private quarters. Her
files disappeared from the main data base a few days later.

Cypher lounged around for the next week, as the armada travelled to Gomorrah 6. He
didn't really do anything much, except consume massive amounts of cocanna powder and
fucked  various  female  crew  members  who  were  never  seen  again.  He  was  getting
frustrated with  the war.  He had given his orders,  and his  stupid commanders couldn't
follow through with his wishes. All he wanted to do was to pierce the First Dominion, kick
the Guardian out and assume his rightful place in the Guardian’s stead as the first of a
new race of fully evolved humanoids. Surely that wasn’t asking too much, he thought, after
all, that is why he was created in the first place.

After a week, he got bored. He decided that once he had won the war, he would develop a
way to jump between the Dominions without the need for the massive amounts of power it
currently took to achieve this. Then these intergalactic trips wouldn’t seem so long. Of
course, there were always the cryogenics tubes, but Cypher didn’t trust them. That meant
giving his control over to someone else, and that was simply not acceptable.

Bored, he accessed the comm unit.

“Asmodeus,”  he  said.  “Come  to  my  quarters  and  access  the  bios  of  all  the  fleet
commanders meeting us on Gomorrah 6. I am preparing a special top-secret mission and I
need to know their skill sets. And I need your input.”

“I’ll be right there, Sire.” Asmodeus said.

Cypher stared at a viewing hologram and watched the Time ship fly through space. He
impatiently waited for Asmodeus to travel to his quarters. After all, it was a big ship. You
couldn't see the stars in folded space because it was, simply, folded. But you did see a
psychedelic display of shimmering flying beams of light as the whirlwind emitters left a trail
of energy behind them while they folded space in front of them.

Asmodeus knocked on the door of his quarters.

“Enter,” Cypher commanded.

“The bios are available in your private cache,” Asmodeus said.

“Excellent,” Cypher replied as he scanned the files on his holoviewer. He then continued.
“Asmodeus. How long have you been serving me?”

“Two thousand odd years, Cypher,” Asmodeus replied.

“And you sided with me immediately when I realised we had evolved enough to reach
ascension.” Cypher added.

“Of course, Sire. You were right. You are always right.” Asmodeus said.
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“Yes, yes, I am.” Cypher replied. “Well, I have a plan. It’s a bold plan. I will need your
complete and total discretion.”

“Of course, always.” Asmodeus said.

“We are going to send a spy into Mikhail’s ship.” Cypher said. “And then back engineer the
technology they are using to achieve a longer spatial form.”

“How will you do that?” Asmodeus said. “Security will be so tight a Terrelium fly couldn't
even get in.”

“Trust me.” Cypher said, smirking. “I know how to do it. They have a weakness. They are
too fucking honourable! We can exploit it.”

He then explained his entire plan to Asmodeus, all the little details, the tech they would
need, and the probable outcome. Asmodeus chipped in with suggestions now and then,
and the plot was hatched.

Two weeks later, they arrived at Gomorrah 6. There were several fleets of ships waiting in
orbit with more to come. Cypher had an outpost on Gomorrah 6. Of course, it was also a
cocanna manufacturing planet, but what was that between friends? When the last of the
Time ships arrived, the Commanders of each fleet travelled down to the planet to meet
Cypher in his favourite strip joint. He enjoyed meeting in this atmosphere. He could fill his
Commanders with  synthohol  and cocanna powder,  entice them with  the  strippers  and
hypnotic music, and their barriers would come down. They would then listen to anything he
said and do anything he wanted. After all, he was the great Cypher, the leader of the new
evolved race of humanoids.

“We are going to crush the entire Angelium fleet,” He exclaimed, banging his fist on the
table. “They will know the wrath of Cypher and learn what happens when they try to stop
me!”

The crowd of commanders rumbled in agreement as they consumed more synthohol.

“Commander Azael,” Cypher said as the night rolled on. “I have a very important mission
for you and another one of your ships. I have reviewed your bios and staff compliment and
you are perfect for this, the most sacred of all missions so far in this war. If you succeed,
and I know you will, we will finally have the advantage and be able to break into the First
Dominion.”

“I am here to serve, your excellency,” Azael replied.

“Excellent, excellent I know you are.” Cypher said. “Meet me in my ready room tomorrow
morning and I will fill you in.”

“Yes, your excellency!”
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The night rolled on as Cypher’s forces got more and more inebriated. Men had public sex
with  both men and women, and women had sex with animals while the Commanders
cheered on. It was the perfect setting for Gomorrah 6.

In the morning, Azael met in Cypher’s ready room.

“This is what I want you to do,” Cypher said, and he explained it all in full. 

A great day was coming for his forces. He just knew it.
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Chapter Seven: A Short Trip

Meanwhile,  back in  the Gilgamesh system,  Adar  had completed his  seventh and final
weekly sessions of metaphor restructuring. Thus, he had seven daily sessions each week
for seven weeks. To say he had changed was an understatement. No longer was he the
timid hunter gatherer from Sephas 5, but he was confident and strong, full of life and zest.
He  knew his  life’s  purpose  and  was  eagerly  accessing  all  the  computer  data  banks,
absorbing knowledge as fast as he could.

“Good  morning,  Adar,”  Yesawa  said  as  he  walked  into  the  public  neutrino  computer
viewing area. “What have we learned today?”

“All about the Three Dominions and how they use the whirlwind to hold space and time
together,” Adar replied with excitement.”

“Ah yes,” Yesawa responded. “I was about to explain all that to you when D’monias’s ship
fired on us.”

“I could not have understood it back then.” Adar said. “Much of what you were saying was
like gibberish to me.”

“Yes, I know,” Yesawa acknowledged. “And I apologise. I was panicked myself and just
wanted to get back home as fast as I could. I should have explained things to you more
clearly.”

“It’s ok. I totally understand. Hey, tell me one thing?” Adar changed the topic. “I know how
you breached the barrier into the Second Dominion. That was by altering the resonance of
light photons with the whirlwind. But how did you get into the First Dominion and come
face to face with the Guardian? I can’t find that information anywhere?”

“It’s been deleted from all data banks across the Universe on request from the Guardian
himself. And the High Council had all memory of it erased with mind analysers. We were
asked to  do  no more  research into  it.”  Yesawa answered.  “We complied.  He had his
reasons, and it wasn’t our place to question him. We haven’t explored the issue since.”

“Ok. That makes sense. So how do you communicate with him? I mean, get messages
back and forth?” Adar questioned.

“He let us install a cross dominional transmitter there when we passed through the barrier.
It has a secured channel with a direct link to Angelus 7, our home planet. Although he is
always the one to initiate contact and does so very rarely. He is watching us though, there
is no doubt about that.”

“Yes, I know,” Adar smiled, returning to holoviewer. He pointed to a hologram and asked.
“And this here? The whirlwind. There are two whirlwinds according to the data base?”
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“Well,  there’s  probably several  trillion whirlwinds,  to  be accurate,”  Yesawa replied.  “All
across the Cosmos, every living creature has its own whirlwind that surrounds the physical
body.  You  can  feel  it  as  a  gentle  pressure  against  your  skin  or  a  slight  temperature
variation as you run your hands around the outside of the body. But for argument’s sake,
let’s  say you’re  right.  There  are  two  whirlwinds.  There  is  the  Universal  whirlwind  that
encompasses and flows through all of creation, and there is the individual whirlwind that
surrounds the physical body. These two whirlwinds interact with each other using sound.”

“But what is this sound that the computers talk so much about?” Adar asked. “It can’t just
be the auditory senses because regular sound waves only travel at 1200 kilometres an
hour. Even the travel machines, which are solely used in a planet’s atmosphere, can fly
significantly faster than that.”

“Ah yes,” Yesawa replied. “Sound. It's only a metaphor really. It’s actually an energy force,
the force and means of creation. It is also known as the Word, or the utterances made by
the Guardian.  And yes,  it  travels  significantly faster  than the speed of  actual  physical
sound. Even faster than the speed of light or time. That is because it exists in all three
Dominions and freely travels between all of them. It carries the will of the Guardian in its
structure. We all create our own reality or the world in which we live by transmitting this
sound, or energy, through the whirlwind. It is what manifests our unconscious wishes into
physical reality.

“The whirlwind is  also a transmitter  of  unconscious knowledge and contains within  its
structure what  we call  the Collective Unconscious,  or a Universal  storage bank of the
totality of Guardian’s knowledge and wisdom. It also stores all historical events that have
ever transpired in the history of the Cosmos, as well as the more mundane events of our
daily lives.”

“Wow!” Adar exclaimed. “How can we access this unconscious knowledge?”

“We  do  it  all  the  time,”  Yesawa  said.  “It’s  that  sudden  spark  of  inspiration  or  the
understanding of a difficult concept. It is what intuition is all about. The more congruent we
are  with  our  real  unconscious selves,  the  more  we  can gain  access to  this  universal
collective  unconscious  knowledge.  Of  course,  we  can  also  gain  access  to  it  with  the
analysis of Reversed communication. When we discovered this multi-dimensional facet of
speech,  it  gave us even more  access to  the  collective  unconscious and was partially
responsible for our civilisation’s vast scientific knowledge.”

Science. There was that word again, Adar thought. He had heard it thousands of times
over the last two months and was finally understanding what this science was all about.

“Do you have much more to do here today?” Yesawa asked.

“I could go on forever,” Adar replied. “Why? What did you have in mind?”

“A short trip.” Yesawa smiled. “Let’s go and meet with Hibil Zewa. He’s been updating me
on everything that has happened over the last two hundred years since I was stranded on
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Sephas 5. By the Guardian’ Holy name, I don’t know whatever came over Cypher to think
he could actually unseat the Guardian.”

“I’ve been reading up on Cypher's history,” Adar said as they walked up the main corridor
on the 97th floor of  the central  administration complex. You could see low-lying clouds
outside the clear glass exterior of the building. Travel machines come and go as daily life
on the Angelium outpost continued, safely protected by the force field that surrounded the
entire planet.

“Apparently, he led the team that entered the First Dominion aeons ago. According to the
records, he was appointed personally by the Guardian to head the High Council.” Adar
continued.

“Yes, he was,” Yesawa said. “He had a brilliant mind, the most highly revered of all our
civilisation’s  scientists.  Cypher  pioneered  huge  technological  advancements  for  the
Angelium people. He also led the first expedition to our closest neighbouring Galaxy after
he was involved in the research that discovered how to fold space.”

“Yes. I’ve been reading all about him. A truly great man.” said Adar. “Such a shame that he
fell. A true shame.”

A little bit more than a shame, Yesawa thought. The fate of the entire Universe was quite
literally at stake.

They arrived at the elevator and took it down to the ground floor.

“Right now, Hibil Zewa is at the space station in orbit around the planet,” Yesawa said as
they walked outside to the landing pad. There were several sub light space craft and travel
machines  parked  there.  They  both  boarded  a  circular  sub  light  craft  and  Yesawa
continued. “He’s in a conference call right now with Raphael, Mikhail and Gabrius. They
are planning their next move. He told us to wait for him outside the holo-conference room.

With  that,  the  space  craft  rose  straight  in  the  air,  flew above  the  buildings,  and  with
instantaneous velocity it disappeared into the sky, leaving a trail of shimmering blue light
behind.

In less than a minute, the massive circular space station, in orbit around Gilgamesh 4,
came into view. It briefly lowered its force field, allowing the craft inside. The pair exited the
craft and caught a shuttle to the holo-conference room. They waited outside until  Hibil
Zewa could join them.

“Gentlemen,” Hibil said as he greeted them in the hallway, shaking hands. “Please, please
come in.”

They walked into  the  room with  a  large  holo-generator  up  front.  It  was  currently  just
displaying  the  emblem of  the  Angelium people,  which  was a  golden dove with  wings
outstretched, against a white background.
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“Please sit down,” Hibil said, motioning his hand to two chairs around the conference table.
“I’ve brought the both of you here to send you on a little mission, that is, if you want to go,
of course. Adar, it’s a chance for you to spread your newly found wings and take a look
around your backyard. And Yesawa, we need your familiarity with this region of space.”

“OK,” Yesawa said, listening intently.

“As you know,” Hibil  continued. “Cypher’s armada was stationed in the Alpha Centauri
system.”

“Yes, I know,” Yesawa replied. “I know the region well.”

“Well, we’ve tracked his fleet leaving the system and heading off to the Andromeda Galaxy,
and there’s  been other  unusual  movements of  his  ships in  the neighbouring galaxies.
There’s something going on, Yesawa.” Hibil  explained. “We want to send you to Alpha
Centauri  to  assess  the  situation.  It’s  best  to  have  someone  on  the  ground  in  these
circumstances. You will be safe. The planet has been left abandoned from what we can
tell, and we’re going to send an escort with you.”

Oh, ok, Yesawa thought.

“And the Eden Project on Sol 3?” he asked. The Sol system was the next system over
from Alpha Centauri, being only 4 lights years away. Yesawa had been heavily involved in
the research there on the third planet from the sun, Sol 3. So were Cypher’s people before
he went rogue. It was a unique planet.

“Yes, we still have people there,” Hibil answered. “The research was far too important for
us to simply abandon it. I thought you might like to go, show Adar around some of his
neighbouring star  systems,  and assist  the team on Sol  3  anyway you can.  In  light  of
current circumstances, that research is more important than ever now.”

“OK.” Yesawa said. And looking at Adar, he asked, “Do you want to go, Adar?”

“Do I want to go?!” Adar exclaimed. “Try and hold me back.”

“Very good,” Hibil said. “Then it’s settled. Go, and get yourself a good night’s sleep and
you will leave first thing in the morning.”

And with that, Yesawa and Adar left the holo-conference room.

First thing the next morning, Adar woke Yesawa up.

“Wake up, wake up,” he said, shaking Yesawa’s shoulder. “It’s time to go.”

Yesawa wiped sleep out of his eyes.

“OK Adar,” he said sleepily, looking at his clock. “As always, you are rather keen. Give me
a few, and we’ll head over to the ship in an hour or so.”

An hour  later,  Adar  was waiting  for  Yesawa in  the  hanger  deck of  the  space station.
Yesawa joined him and they caught a small shuttle to the large Time ship in orbit around
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the planet. The Time ship was flanked by two smaller Time vessels. Yesawa could see
heavy armaments on the escort ships, and he felt un-easy. This was definitely a new time
for the Angeliums.

The shuttle entered the hanger bay of the Time ship, and they were greeted by an escort
of several Senior officers when they exited the craft.

“Ship’s compliment?” Yesawa asked. 

“Two hundred and fifty,” came the reply

Only a small complement, Yesawa thought, but they would be useful.

“Take us out into Interstellar space.” Yesawa said when he arrived on the flight deck. “On a
heading to Wolf 4. We’re going to the Wolf system first.”

The trio of Time ships left orbit around Gilgamesh 4 and travelled the 7-hour journey into
deep interstellar space. Once at a safe distance from the system, the three ships extended
their rear struts and the energy collectors opened up, charging the ships’ storage crystals
for the flight ahead.

Once fully charged, they retracted the collectors, folded space and the three Time ships
vanished, one by one, beginning their two-day journey across intergalactic space to the
wolf star system.

The wolf system was part of a small cluster of several stars only a few light years apart
from each other, located in an outer spiral arm of the Milky Way Galaxy. This included the
Wolf system, the Centauri system with its two sibling stars, the Sephas system and, of
course, the Sol system.

Two days later, the ships arrived in orbit around Wolf 4, their trip being uneventful. The
planet was surrounded by a force field, like most planets were these days in the Angelium
civilisation.

“We’re headed down to the surface,” Yesawa said. “This is a retreat planet dedicated to
spiritual pursuits. They’re doing some ground-breaking work with the whirlwind that I want
to check out.”

Two million light years away in the Andromeda Galaxy, Cypher woke up in a cold sweat,
screaming.

“Lilith!” He shouted. 

His body shuddered. He was still having those nightmares. Why couldn’t he just let her
go? Why did she continue to torment his mind after all these years?

He got out of bed and poured himself a particularly strong brew of synthohol.
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“Get  me  Captain  D’monias  Sativa,”  he  shouted  into  the  comm  unit.  “He  is  going  to
command the attack ship.”

With that, he popped a couple of pills and went back to bed, trying to sleep. He would soon
set his plan into action.
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Chapter Eight: The Trojan Horse

In  the  blackness  of  intergalactic  space,  Mikhail’s  fleet  lay  stationary halfway between
Andromeda and the Milky Way Galaxy. A rogue planet without a sun lay off Mikhail’s port
bow.  Just  one  of  the  many rogue  planets  that  inhabited  intergalactic  space,  roaming
around causing hazards. 

The Angeliums had just out manoeuvred Cypher’s fleet by hiding inside a light year wide
nebula,  just  the right  size to  thwart  both sub-light  travel  and Time speed.  This  meant
Cypher’s  ship  would  either  have  to  do  multiple  space-folds  to  get  to  him  or  do  a
Dominional jump, which Mikhail was calculating he didn’t have the power to perform. 

Mikhail had followed Cypher to Andromeda after he had left the nebula, but discontinued
the chase halfway there. There were other movements of Cypher’s ship that he wanted to
scan, and he had to drop out of Time speed to do this.

He stood on the front observation deck of his ship. He was wearing a white tunic with the
Angelium emblem embroidered on its  left  breast.  This  was a  golden dove with  wings
outstretched against a white background. His pants were also white and loose fitting. His
PMFP was in a pouch on his leather belt. Out of the transparent silver that lined the front
of the observation deck, he could see the Andromeda Galaxy taking up a third of  the
viewing area. Behind him, out of view, was the Milky way.

A Senior officer walked in to join him.

“Mikhail,”  he said.  “There is an incoming dominional  transmission from Angelus 7,  the
home world. It is Barachiel who assumed Cypher’s chair on the High Council. He says it is
urgent. He wants to talk to you in private.”

“Mmm. Ok,” Mikhail acknowledged. “It seems that everything is urgent in these troubled
times.”

He left the observation deck, taking one quick look at Andromeda as he walked out the
electronic  sliding door  and caught  a  shuttle  to  the communications centre.  There was
activity everywhere as he walked in. Holoviewers showed images of galaxies and stars,
and multiple voice transmissions were overlapping on top of each other.

He walked briefly to a small office to the right-hand side of the centre, closed the door and
accessed a holoviewer.

“Barachiel,” he said as the image of his long-time colleague came into view. Barachiel was
also wearing the same clothing as Mikhail, except his tunic was light blue. “How are you,
my friend? Are you settling into your new position?”
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“Yes, yes I am, thank you,” Barachiel replied. “But enough of pleasantries. We’ve been
getting some strange chatter on the dominional channels from Cypher’s fleet.”

“Oh yeah?” Mikhail was immediately interested.

“Yes,  mind  you,  it’s  hard  to  keep  up  with  it  all.  He’s  using  grade  one  dimensional
encryption,” Barachiel continued. “And he’s changing the routines every few milliseconds.
The neutrino computers are having a tough time keeping up with it all, needing to operate
in multiple dimensions at once to get a decent encoding.”

“Wow! He doesn’t muck around, does he?” Mikhail said. “So, what’s all this chatter you’re
getting?”

“Something about a split in his ranks,” Barachiel replied. “Some ships in his fleet going
rogue saying Cypher’s gone mad and is not making sound decisions.”

“Yeah, well, that’d be right.” Mikhail said.

“We can take advantage of this, Mikhail, if the chatter’s correct.” Barachiel said urgently.
“Find out who these rogues are, if they exist, and make contact.”

“Roger. I’ll see what I can.” And with that, Mikhail ended the transmission and walked back
into the main communications centre building.

Two  days  later,  as  Mikhail  was  looking  at  space  again  in  the  observation  deck,  he
suddenly saw the tell-tale sign of a ship coming out of Time speed. Space seemed to
rapidly unfold before his very eyes like a vertical Venetian blind unwinding. Stars started
appearing in a small round empty void, like flattened pancakes at first, then unfolding to
become solid points of light in the blackness of space.

Then immediately a ship dropped out of Time speed and appeared in regular space. 

“The is the Trojan from Cypher’s Imperial fleet requesting asylum,” the communications
console sounded in the observation deck. The craft continued forwards at point nine zero
sub light speed 

“Asylum denied,” said the first officer on the flight deck of Mikhail’s ship. “We are at war!
Leave this area of space immediately or you will be forcibly removed.”

The ship kept on flying forwards, and then almost immediately another one of Cypher’s
ship dropped out of Time speed firing on the rogue vessel.

“This is Captain D’monias Sativa to the Trojan,” the communications sounded as Mikhail
hurriedly caught a shuttle to the flight deck, watching on the holoscreen of his PMFP as he
travelled. “Avast and turn around or you will be destroyed.”

The Trojan kept flying forwards.

“Angelium fleet! This is the Trojan.” Mikhail heard the transmission as he walked onto the
flight deck. The shuttle had taken him there at top speed, arriving in mere seconds. “We
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have a crew complement of hundred thousand. We repeat. We request asylum. We have
valuable information….”

The transmission  was cut  off  in  mid-sentence as D’monias’s  ship  fired on the Trojan,
completely obliterating it with a mighty silent explosion in space. He had just killed one
hundred thousand of his own people. Without waiting to see what happened, the ship
immediately turned and jumped back into Time speed, disappearing into folded space.

Mikhail just stared at the viewing hologram in disbelief. Had he just witnessed D’monias kill
one hundred thousand of his own people? The cost of this war weighed heavily on his
shoulders.

“Mikhail,” his first officer said to him. “Scans are detecting a small, secured object among
the wreckage. It looks like a life pod.”

“Scan the pod,” Mikhail ordered. “What’s in there?”

“One life sign. Very weak.” was the reply.

“Do we have line-of-sight contact to matter shift it to the cargo bay?” Mikhail asked.

“Yes, we do, but it's too far away to matter shift safely,” his first officer replied.

“Then move closer,” Mikhail ordered with a touch of impatience in his voice. “And set up a
security screen around the front of the cargo bay, then drop the pod down just inside it.”

The mighty Time ship moved forwards in space at point zero five light speed. When it was
within safe matter shifting range, it opened the cargo bay doors at the very front of the craft
to establish a visual contact and sent out a beam of blue light that enveloped the life pod.
The pod instantly dematerialised and reappeared again  in  the  front  of  the  cargo bay,
quarantined by a force field.

Meanwhile,  on  D’monias  Sativa’s  ship,  travelling  at  Time  speed  back  to  Andromeda,
D’monias accessed a dominional comm channel on a secured private link. He instigated a
direct communication to Cypher himself.

“How did it go?” Cypher asked when the holovision came into view.

“Mission accomplished Sire. I destroyed the Trojan,” D’monias replied.

“Excellent. Excellent,” Cypher said excitedly. “And did the Angeliums see you destroy the
ship?”

“Yes, Sire,” D’monias answered.

“And the crew compliment?” Cypher questioned.

“All killed.” D’monias said with pride.
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“Way cool!”  Cypher  smiled  with  satisfaction.  He thought  nothing  about  murdering  one
hundred thousand of his own people if it meant the Angeliums would buy his little ruse. But
their deaths were necessary. A noble Act for the cause. He would tell his fleet that they
were destroyed with honour, defending D’monias against the Angeliums.

“Stupid ass Angeliums,” he muttered. “Too fucking honourable for their own good.”

He knew they would feel horrified at his wanton act of aggression. That, combined with the
chatter  he had arranged for  the Angeliums to  overhear,  meant  that  everything was in
place. All that Sigyn had to do was do her job. She had already been programmed by the
mind  analysis  machines  and  restruct  tubes  to  temporarily  alter  her  unconscious
communications. He was proud of himself for having developed the technology to elude
one of the Angeliums greatest assets for truth detection. It had, of course, been necessary
after the incident with his lover, Lilith, before he rebelled. Otherwise, he would have been
detected by the Angeliums a lot earlier than he was. After all, he thought, I was their most
revered scientist,  appointed as head of the High Council  by the Guardian himself.  No
doubt about it, I am the best there ever was.

Never before in the history of the Angeliums had they ever had to face a foe with such
treachery and cunning from within their very own ranks. 

Back on Mikhail’s ship, named the Nostradamus, a security team gathered around the life
pod stationary in the cargo bay. They had PMFP’s in hand, set to stun, low spread. Mikhail
walked into the bay with the ship’s doctor and waited outside the force field, watching,
while the security team opened the life pod’s door. Inside was a female lying unconscious.
Mikhail looked hard. The pod was too far away for him to be sure.

“Go in there, Doctor,” he said. “Wake her up.”

A small hole opened up in the force field and the doctor walked through. He opened his
med kit  and got  out  a  vial  of  resusetine.  Leaning over  the open pod,  he opened the
female’s mouth and put a single drop of liquid on her tongue. She immediately took a deep
breath and woke straight up. The security team raised their PMFPs straight in front of
them, arms outstretched.

“Wait,” Mikhail shouted, motioning to the security guards. “Stand down. I think I know her.”

The female occupant of the craft slowly sat up and looked around. On Mikhail’s request,
the security team lowered their PMFPs to their side. She looked at Mikhail, recognising
him immediately.

“Oh Mikhail,” she cried. “I was so hoping it would be you.”

“Sigyn,”  Mikhail  responded.  “What  are  you  doing  here?  I  heard  you  and  Loki  had
defected.”

She went to walk towards him, but the security team immediately stopped her.

“That’s all right,” Mikhail said. “Let her through.”
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“I can’t Mikhail.” One of the security team said reluctantly. “She needs to be scanned and
analysed first.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” Mikhail responded. “Let me know when it’s all completed. And scan
every nanometre of that pod for any anomalies.”

The force field surrounding the pod opened momentarily, and the security team led Sigyn
away.

Two hours later, Mikhail was waiting in his private quarters. The comm unit buzzed. It was
Kiramin Katibin, keeper of the lab for physical and unconscious analytics.

“She  checked  out  Mikhail,”  Kiramin  said.  “Using  standard  analytics,  I  could  find  no
anomalies or anything out of the ordinary on or in her body or unconscious mind. They
confirm she’s congruent with no hidden motives and security reports that the pod is clean
as well.”

(Deep  inside  her  unconscious mind,  in  a  hidden  part  where  Cypher  had blocked  the
Angelium analytics with his brilliant technology, Sigyn smirked. It was working.)

“Brilliant,” Mikhail exclaimed. “Release her from custody and have her meet me on the
observation deck.” He caught the shuttle to the deck and waited, watching the Andromeda
Galaxy through the transparent silver.

Sigyn walked in  escorted by a security detail  who stationed themselves at equidistant
alongside the interior walls of the deck. Then Mikhail walked up and hugged her.

“Sigyn. What are you doing here? Where is your husband, Loki?” Mikhail asked.

“He  was  on  the  Trojan,”  she  replied,  looking  grieved.  “He  put  me  in  a  pod  before
D’monias’s ship dropped out of Time speed. Loki didn’t make it.”

Meanwhile, back in Cypher’s ship, named the Vatican, Loki stood next to Cypher looking at
the Nostradamus hovering in space, via long range scans.

“Your idea to send Sigyn was perfect, your excellency.” Loki said. “We were all the best of
the friends before the rebellion. Mikhail’s natural tendency will be to trust her.”

“Yes indeed,” Cypher laughed, snorting another line of cocanna powder. “These stupid
Angeliums are so naïve, so trusting, so predictable.”

“Idiots!” Loki laughed.

“Oh, I’m so sorry,” Mikhail said to Sigyn. “But the two of you defected when Cypher went
against me and Gabrius on the High Council. Why are you here?”

“To seek asylum, Mikhail,” Sigyn replied. “There’s an underground movement beginning in
Cypher’s fleet. People are starting to question. Some say Cypher has gone mad. Loki was
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assigned to Cypher’s encryption detail. He knew how to crack the routines, but that was
before D’monias killed him.” 

She cried softly. Mikhail comforted her while the security detail watched closely. And in the
main  crystalline  neutrino  computer  room  on  the  Nostradamus,  Angelium  technicians
worked silently and secretly.

“Is that why D’monias’s ship destroyed the Trojan? Because Loki had that information?
Why were you leaving Cypher?” Mikhail continued questioning.

“Because we knew we had made a mistake.” Sigyn replied. “Loki was insistent on getting
this  information  to  you.  He  knew  it  would  give  you  an  advantage.  We  left  with  a
compliment of one hundred thousand. We all felt the same way. We were sure you would
give us asylum.”

Mikhail  just  stood  and  listened  to  her  as  she  relayed  the  story to  him.  All  about  the
underground movement and even a plot to overthrow Cypher. At the same time, Kiramin
Katibin from unconscious analytics, was analysing the conversation in the main computer
room using the total resources of every available neutrino crystal.

That  evening,  after  Sigyn  had  retired  for  the  night,  Angelium technicians  lowered  the
security level of the schematics for the new Dominonal power crystals they were using to
maintain longer spatial form in the Second Dominion. Not much, just a small notch.

Two  weeks  passed  as  Sigyn  interacted  with  the  Angelium  crew,  renewed  old
acquaintances, and generally made herself a part of all the activities taking place on the
Nostradamus. She seemed happy.

Then, when she felt safe, she made her move. Cypher had designed a specific computer
routine for the task that followed. It  was embedded into a single beam of almost non-
existent light, so small that it slipped into the fourth dimension of the Third Dominion. It had
been captured, frozen and embedded into a strand of Sigyn’s hair. Cypher had tested it
meticulously to ensure it would escape detection by the Angeliums analytics. And it had.
The Angeliums had no idea it was there. They did, however, discover the back door in
Sigyn’s unconscious mind created by Cypher. 

You see, when Cypher rebelled, in his haste and blind ego, he had left  behind in the
system  the  routines  he  originally  designed  to  avoid  unconscious  detection  by  the
Angeliums in the first place. After the war had begun, the Angelium scientists had gone
back  to  discover  exactly  how  Cypher  had  managed  to  deceive  them  and  they  had
discovered the routines.

Whilst Kiramin had not actually lied when he gave his report to Mikhail saying standard
analytics had detected no anomaly, which they hadn’t, he neglected to mention that he
discovered the back door  into  her  unconscious,  using Cypher's  own routines.  He had
unravelled the plot in only five short minutes. Angelium technicians had then rewritten the
codes for the Dominional power crystals, leaving out one key sub-routine.
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The Trojan horse had been outfoxed. 

That  night  Sigyn  hacked into  the  main  crystalline  computers,  using  the  beam of  light
embedded into her hair,  and downloaded the routines for the power crystals,  carefully
erasing any traces that she had gotten in. She transferred this information, using the same
beam  of  light,  via  a  modified  PMFP  by  hitching  a  ride  underneath  a  Dominional
transmission to Angelus 7. It bounced off several relay stations and was picked up in deep
intergalactic space by D’monias’s ship,  who immediately transferred the information to
Cypher, all the while using heavy encryption.

Cypher received the information and screamed with joy. His Trojan ruse had worked.

Later that night, Sigyn was found dead in her quarters, her cause of death undetermined.
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Chapter Nine: Shifting Metaphors

The shuttle set Yesawa and Adar down in the central gardens of the greeting centre of
Wolf 4. They were met by a group of resident monks who ran the centre, wearing long
white robes with a golden sash. They walked through the gardens and Adar was amazed
by the totally different surroundings that he had gotten used to in the Gilgamesh system.

There were no skyscrapers or travel tubes or flying vehicles travelling in the skies. Just
simple  wooden structures  and cobble  stones paths  with  any traces of  the  technology
needed to maintain  the centre carefully hidden.  Thousand-year-old gnarled trees grew
here and there and various forms of wildlife could be seen grazing peacefully in the multi
coloured gardens.

They were led into a large central circular reception area with a fire gently burning in an
open fireplace at one end of the room. A decorative chimney took the smoke outside. Lit
candles were placed around the circumference of the room and soft soothing music played
in the background, specifically composed to stimulate the deeper spiritual senses.

A monk rang a loud bell in the centre of the room, and several dozen more monks slowly
and reverently walked in.  They stood around the room’s circumference in  front  of  the
candles.

“Welcome to Wolf 4 Commander,” said one of the monks, greeting him. “How can we help
you?”

“You  can show us  around  your  research  into  the  whirlwind,”  Yesawa said.  “I’ve  been
reading up on what you’ve been doing via the interlink network and I am truly fascinated by
it.”

“Ah yes,” the monk replied. “We’ve been experimenting with harnessing the power of the
whirlwind without the use of technology.”

“Without the use of technology?” Adar queried. “How, how are you doing this?”

“With the power of mind and spirit,” the monk replied. “Come, I will show you. Follow me.”

He led the pair out of the reception area, down a narrow winding path, and into another
smaller wooden room at the other end of the complex. In the room were various monks
performing what seemed like magic. One monk was levitating a simple chalice in the air,
while another floated through the room, suspended by what seemed to be invisible ropes.
One monk was creating a small simple pitcher out of thin air with the power of his hands,
moulding it into existence.

Adar was stunned. He had never seen anything like this.
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“How is this happening?” he repeated.

“I will  show you,” the monk replied, and with that he commanded a computer carefully
tucked away out of view to turn on infra-red and out-of-phase blue lighting.

In the eerie lighting, Adar could actually see the whirlwind spinning around the monk’s
bodies with small streaks of energy stretching out and holding the objects in the air. The
monk floating seemed to be standing on a cushion of light that moved around the room,
once again extending out from the monk’s own whirlwind surrounding his physical body.

“This is amazing!” Adar gasped.

“The power of the mind and spirit,” the monk responded. “Once it is accessed fully, it is
greater than any Time ship or matter-shifting device.” 

He motioned one of the monks over and said, “Demonstrate for our guests how we matter-
shift.”

The monk nodded, smiled and walked over to the end of the room. In the eerie lighting that
enabled the pair to actually see the whirlwind, the monk stood still, took a deep breath and
instantly the whirlwind grew in size and intensity. It invisibly surrounded his entire body
with streaks of psychedelic lights, and he dematerialised on the spot. His silhouetted body,
being made visible by the lighting, then rose in the air and transported by the whirlwind,
moved across the room. The monk reappeared again in physical form at the other side of
the room next to Yesawa and Adar, surrounded by the same whirlwind. If the lighting hadn't
been on that enabled the pair to actually see the whirlwind move it would have seemed as
though  the  monk  had  suddenly  vanished  into  thin  air  and  reappeared  again  with  no
assistance.

“By the Guardian’s name!” Adar gasped. “I want to learn how to do that.”

“It’s a simple meditative technique,” the monk explained. “We are already manipulating our
whirlwind on an unconscious level  all  the time, anyway.  This is part  of  the process of
manifestation.  All  we  are  doing  is  learning  how  to  gain  conscious  control  over  our
unconscious processes.”

“How long did it take you to learn?” Adar asked. 

“Not long,” the monk replied. “We established this retreat on Wolf 4 about two thousand
years ago. We have been learning the whole time.”

“Fascinating, truly fascinating,” Yesawa chipped in. “I also want to know how you’re shifting
metaphors with the whirlwind without the use of the restruct tubes?”

“Ah yes,” the monk nodded. “That’s on the South side of the complex. Follow me.”

With that, he led the pair outside and walked down more cobblestone paths with pond and
waterfalls seen flowing in the gardens. They arrived at another simple wooden building
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covered with ivy and walked inside. He motioned one of the half a dozen monks in the
room over.

“Sabriel,” the monk said. “Please demonstrate for my guests what you can do.”

Sabriel merely nodded, motioned Adar over and instructed him to stand one metre away
from him.

“Do I have your consent to proceed?” Sabriel asked.

Adar nodded, and the pair stood silently for a minute or so, with the monk looking into
Adar’s eyes. Slowly, Adar’s face started to light up with a new realisation. In that instant, he
understood even more of the Angelium's knowledge and spiritual realisations.

“What did you just do?” he gasped.

“You  have  been  having  sessions  in  the  restruct  tubes  to  kick  start  the  evolutionary
process.” Sabriel said.

“Yes, I have. How did you know this?” Adar asked.

“Your reversals told me before I started the procedure.” Sabriel replied.

“My reversals? My backwards speech?” Adar questioned. “But how could you hear them
without the computers?”

“Unconscious communication is like conscious communication,” Sabriel explained. “As you
know,  we  all  recognise  the  signals  unconsciously.  We have  just  learned  how to  hear
consciously what is usually unconscious. I then heard your metaphors in my conscious
mind, changed them with the whirlwind, and continued the process that the restruct tubes
had already started. You just evolved another ten thousand years.”

“Oh,  yeah?” Adar said,  stretching. He certainly did feel  different and could understand
everything the monk was telling him.

“Here, let me show you what I am doing,” Sabriel said. “Computer, turn on the infra-red
and blue lighting.”

Immediately the room lit up with an eerie display of infra-red and out-of-phase blue light,
showing everyone’s whirlwind spinning around their physical bodies.

“Now look closely,” he said to Adar. “Watch Yesawa’s whirlwind.”

Sabriel  closed  his  eyes,  took  a  deep  breath  and  extended  his  whirlwind  to  surround
Yesawa’s body and individual whirlwind, making the two whirlwinds into one. Then, as they
all watched, eerie silhouettes of transparent coloured light entities could be seen floating in
and  through  Yesawa’s  whirlwind.  There  was  an  image  of  a  wolf,  an  eagle,  ancient
monuments and the faces of millennia old  Angeliums.  Even the image of  Cypher  and
Yesawa’s old cabin on Sephas 5 could be seen silhouetted in the light of the whirlwind.
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“These are your metaphors,” Sabriel explained, “Or to be more accurate, reflections of the
energetic  thought  forms of  your  very own metaphoric  entities  that  reside  in  the  deep
unconscious.”

Sabriel paused momentarily as the rapport between the two had become even stronger.

“You have anger and resentment issues, Yesawa,” Sabriel said. “From being stranded on
Sephas 5 for five hundred years. I see it in your metaphors and hear it in your unconscious
reversals. May I repair this damage for you?”

“Yes, of course,” Yesawa replied, knowing that Sabriel was right. He did feel bitter at times
and this was only just beginning to affect his duties and relationships with other fellow
Angeliums.

Sabriel took another deep breath and slowly Sabriel’s own metaphoric entities appeared in
his  own  whirlwind.  These  metaphors  then  shifted  and  altered  as  they interacted  with
Yesawa’s own metaphoric images. As Adar watched, Sabriel removed the image of Cypher
from Yesawa’s whirlwind and bathed the memory of Yesawa’s hut on Sephas 5 with a soft
gentle light.

Instantly Yesawa relaxed, feeling an invisible burden being lifted from his shoulders.

“I have just performed a session of metaphor restructuring on you without the use of the
restruct tube, using only my whirlwind and the power of image shifting.” Sabriel said.

“The is like magic,” Adar exclaimed, but as he said that, he knew that he was wrong and
said. “The science behind this is awesome.”

“Turn off the lights,” Sabriel asked the hidden computer, and the images of the whirlwinds
vanished from view.

“This is just a simple demonstration of what we learned how to do in this retreat,” Sabriel
explained. “Some of our advanced studies are working with physical damage caused by
untreated psychological issues and we are getting amazing results.”

Yesawa was impressed. He resolved he would return to Wolf 4 in the future to learn more
about how to consciously shift another person's metaphors using the whirlwind without the
use of technology.

After two days of enjoying the peaceful surroundings, Yesawa and Adar returned to their
Time ship in orbit around the planet first thing in the morning of the third day. They then
prepared to travel to their next destination, their escort travelling with them.

“Strictly speaking, we need to go to Alpha Centauri 2 now,” Yesawa said as he sat at the
console of the flight deck. “But the Sephas system is only 8 light years away. We could be
there before lunch, have a quick look around and get to the Alpha Centauri system by
dinner, if you like.”

“Sure,” Adar replied. “Let’s go.”
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The Time ship left orbit, and the flew out of the solar system in 3 hours. This was the
shortest distance part of the flight, but it took the longest time. You couldn't fold space
while inside a star system, otherwise the consequences could be devastating. You also
had to be careful with Time speed in such a short flight of only 8 light years because at full
speed, the ship would get there in only 8 seconds, giving barely enough time to unfold
space and slow down to sub light speed.

“Enter the folds at point zero one light speed,” Yesawa said to the computer after he had
recharged the ship and folded space with the whirlwind emitters. This would mean a flight
time of approximately 13 minutes. A lot safer.

At precisely 13.33 minutes later, the ship dropped out of Time speed as it approached the
Sephas system, and flew at sub light speed to enter orbit around Sephas 5.

“I’d like to leave them something,” Adar said as he remembered his life in the village.

“Such as what?” Yesawa asked.

“Something about the Guardian and the law of love.” Adar pondered. “I know. A manuscript
in normal written language. I could give it to the village Prophet. They could begin to learn
the ways of the Guardian before the First Contact mission can resume again after the war.”

As luck would have it, they arrived after the sun had already set in the night sky. They left
the Time ship and traveled in a sub light vehicle to hover over the top of the mountain
ranges surrounding the village. Moses, the village Prophet, was praying to the gods on the
mountain top in the light of the two moons.

“Matter shift me down,” Adar said. “We are close enough and have line-of-sight contact.”

Instantly, his form materialized in front of Moses, surrounded by a white light. Moses no
longer recognized him as one of the villagers and he fell to his knees. Adar motioned him
to stand, saying, 

“Do not worship me. I am only a messenger. I am here to give you this manuscript. It will
teach you about the law of love and the ways of the Guardian.”

And with that, Adar dematerialized again, and Moses ran down the mountain, arriving at
the village shouting,

“I was visited by an Angel. He gave me these Holy scrolls. They teach us new laws. Let us
all worship the Guardian!” 

The sub light craft left the skies above the village and flew over the Valley of the Unknown
5000 kilometers to the North. The force field was still in place, and it would be for hundreds
even thousands of years until the Angeliums knew it was time to return to Sephas 5. They
then flew back to the Time Ship in orbit around the planet and traveled the four light year
journey to Alpha Centauri 2 arriving in time for their evening meal.
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The space around the planet was empty except they could detect traces of energy left over
by the armada of Cypher’s ship that had been in orbit two months previously. There were
outposts on the planet, but they too were empty, protected only by force fields. Yesawa
sent his report to Angelus 7, and they both slept soundly that night.

The next day, they left the Alpha Centauri system and traveled the short four light year
journey to the Sol system

Like many solar systems the Sol system was surrounded by a myriad of large asteroids
and dwarf planets. The Time ship traveled carefully through this outer belt and passed the
first major outer planet, a stunningly blue planet known as Sol 9. They then passed Sol 8
with its seven rings and Sol 7 coming into view with it many hundreds of rings that encircle
the planet made primarily from ice and dust.

Sol 6 was next, the largest planet in the system, and then came the first planet capable of
supporting life, Sol 5. The Angeliums had made survey missions to the planet but had not
established outposts there yet, its life forms still being too primitive. Sol 4 had much more
promise and several abandoned outposts lay on the planet’s surface, built near its oceans
and rivers.

The only active planet in the system was Sol 3. The Angelium outposts were still there,
and they had a base on the dark side of its single moon.  The Time ship and its escort,
approached the stunningly beautiful blue and white planet and entered  orbit around the
moon.

The next day, they would go down to the surface to visit the Eden Project.
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Chapter Ten: Lilith

In the ready room of the Vatican, Cypher’s mighty platinum plated Time ship, the largest
Time ship ever built, Cypher sat staring at a holoviewer, studying the schematics for the
power crystals.  The schematics had  been smuggled out of the Nostradamus by Sigyn
before she sadly passed away.

He had to find out how the Angeliums could achieve longer spatial form in the Second
Dominion. This gave them a distinct advantage over  his own forces  who were in there
trying to break into the First Dominion where the Guardian resided. After three or four
hours  of  scanning  through  and  studying  thousands  of  different  schematics,  Cypher
slammed his fist on the table in frustration.

“Damn these fucking Angeliums,” he shouted. “How did they suddenly get so smart without
me being around? How are they doing it?”

He punched the comm unit

“Prepare me a shuttle,” he commanded. “I’m going down to the surface.”

The Vatican was still in orbit around Gomorrah 6, the only ship left after the rest of his
armada had left the system to continue fighting the war in neighboring galaxies. He was
running low on cocanna powder and needed more to keep his creative juices flowing. He
could have sent a subordinate to stock up on his supplies, but he didn’t trust anyone else.
Only he knew exactly which types he liked, out of  the thousands of different  varieties
available.  Each  variety  gave  a  different  high  from  which  he  could  pick  and  choose,
depending on his mood. Plus, he liked Gomorrah 6. It was his type of planet, which is why
he had remained in orbit. He could command the fight from here, protected by one of his
fleet stationed fully armed, cordoning off the outer edges of the Gomorrah star system.

The shuttle set down outside of a large cocanna manufacturing plant on the Southern
continent of the planet. There were artificial life forms running the facility, conducting the
sale of product.  They politely welcomed Cypher to  their  operations.  They showed him
around the facility and the dozens of lines of product laid out for him to sample.

He tasted each line first by placing the tip of his finger on the line and putting the powder
on his tongue. If one line took his fancy, he would take a quick snort and either purchase a
significant quantity of  it  or  leave it  and move onto the next line. Once he had chosen
enough of the powder to last him a decade or so, he loaded up the shuttle and flew to his
favourite red-light district on the Northern continent.
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“Hey baby,” one of the strippers said to him as she sat down with him at a table near the
dance floor of his favourite club. “How goes the war?”

Cypher just grunted and pushed her aside.

“Get me another drink,” he snapped at the bar tender a few meters away.

The bartender made the drink and gave it to a waitress who brought it over to him. For a
moment  he  thought  he  recognised her,  faint  and  distant  memories  from his  past.  He
grabbed her by the hand.

“Where are you from darling?” he asked.

“Delilah 3,” she answered.

Of course, he should have recognised the facial features. That is where he first met Lilith.

“You’re a long way from home,” he said. “The Triangulum Galaxy is almost one million light
years from here.”

The Triangulum Galaxy, where the Delilah system was located, was a satellite Galaxy of
Andromeda  and  part  of  a  larger  local  cluster  of  galaxies  which  the  Angeliums  had
populated a millennia ago. Cypher knew the region well and had spent thousands of years
exploring the Galaxy before that fateful day when he had met Lilith on a routine diplomatic
mission to Delilah 3.

“Yeah,”  the waitress  replied.  “Not  much going on there these days.  Better  pay in  this
system, anyway.”

And with that, she turned and walked away while Cypher had his other drink.

The night dragged on and Cypher got bored. His mind flashed back to the schematics he
was studying on his ship. He left the bar, flew his shuttle back to the Vatican and ordered
the hanger crew to unload the craft. Of course, they had to take extra special care of his
cocanna powder. Cypher returned to the ready room. He snorted two large lines of the
powder and turned on the holoviewer.

After a couple more hours, he turned off the viewer, still frustrated, and travelled to his
private quarters. For a moment, he thought about asking one of the female crew members
to join him but changed his mind. He just wanted to sleep.

However,  sleep was not  his  companion that  night.  Whether  it  was the  powder  or  the
synthohol, or even the waitress from Delilah 3, he did not know. All he knew was that he
couldn’t  sleep.  And in  those brief  short  moments when he did sleep,  he had strange,
disjointed dreams. Dreams of Delilah 3 and Lilith, the only woman in the Universe who had
ever captured his heart. He dreamt about his initial moral conflicts when they first met. She
was an off-worlder, not Angelium. Relationships with off worlders was not forbidden, but it
was not encouraged either.

Copyright © 2022 by David John Oates



The Angelium Saga Book One                                                                                    68

Then, at three o’clock in the morning, he sat up with a jolt. He suddenly knew how the
Angeliums were doing it.

“They’re fucking using ancient Omicron rays to change the molecular resonance phase of
the crystals,” he said out loud. “They’ve found a way to isolate the radiation, so it doesn’t
create a feedback loop.”

It was so simple, no wonder he had missed it. He was looking for something far more
complicated, more suited to his style. 

He ran out of his quarters, caught a shuttle to the flight deck and stumbled into his ready
room, almost tripping over. He briefly looked at the tray containing the lines of cocanna
powder but pushed it aside. He didn’t need that stuff today. His mind was sharp and clear.
He called in his first officer.

“I got the bastards,” he said. “I know how they’re doing it. Set up a type A containment field
in the research lab. I  have to be absolutely certain I  know how they’re restraining the
feedback loop.”

For the next three days, he conducted numerous experiments in the research lab with his
team of scientists until he finally cracked it.

Lilith had been right, he thought. I was destined for greatness.

“Get the crew ready,” he ordered his first officer when he walked onto the flight deck. “Take
us out into intergalactic space. We’re going to perform a Dominional jump and stay in there
this time.”

“Stay in there?” the first officer questioned. “For how long?”

“You heard me,” Cypher snapped. “We’re going to stay in there for as long as the power
crystals hold.”

The Vatican left the orbit of Gomorrah 6 and travelled at sub light speed out of the system.
Once they had joined the fleet of ships patrolling the outer edges of the solar system, the
entire  fleet  folded  space  and  commenced  the  two-day journey deep  into  intergalactic
space.

Cypher roamed the ship’s decks impatiently for the short flight. The hours seemed like
days, and all he could think about was Lilith. The chance encounter with the waitress from
Delilah 3 at the bar had sent his mind racing. He remembered their short hundred year
affair.  He  remembered  how he  had  tried,  and  succeeded,  to  keep  it  secret  from the
Angeliums with the technology he had so masterfully developed to evade the unconscious
analytics.  He  remembered  his  moral  conflicts  and  how  Lilith  had  soothed  his  mind,
reassuring him that everything was fine. All he needed was her love, and that love was the
greatest love of all, she had told him, even surpassing that of the Guardian. 

Yet all that love gave him now was pain.
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He had caught her with another man after a brief mission to space. His heart had been
wrenched in two. He had rushed to Gomorrah 6 to seek refuge, but it was the wrong planet
to go to. It had only tormented him even more. His mind enraged and his heart broken, he
committed the gravest sin any Angelium could commit. He had flown back to Delilah 3 and
killed Lilith and her lover, slashing them to pieces out of sheer jealousy and rage.

He had then asked for a leave of absence from the High Council, which they granted. It
was after that he realised this was all meant to be. He was certain it was part of a larger
plan. The emotions his horrendous crime had unleashed, and its subsequent cover up,
had sent him to new heights. It had started in him a cascade of different metaphoric inter-
reactions which  had eventually triggered an immediate evolutionary leap of  at  least  a
millennia. He actually felt it happen, so he believed.

He was the leader of a new race of evolved humanoids. He just knew it.

“Charge up the power storage crystals,” Cypher ordered Asmodeus as they reached the
safety of intergalactic space. “And make sure you use the new routine I programmed into
the computer.”

The first officer manipulated the control hologram on the flight deck and the 200-kilometre-
long Time ship extended its energy collectors from the rear of the craft. Once the ship was
fully charged, he retracted the umbrella-like collectors and began the operation to enter the
Second  Dominion.  The  ship  began  emitting  waves  of  multi  coloured  light  from every
centimetre  of  its  surface.  The  waves  of  light  spread  out  like  shock  waves  as  they
interacted with the barrier that separated the Dominions. Cypher knew this part  of  the
procedure well. After all, he had been one of lead scientists who discovered how to pierce
the Second Dominion in the first place.

“Maintain spatial form,” Cypher ordered as the ship made the jump to the ethereal world of
the Second Dominion. It  was a command he really didn't  need to give because every
Angelium knew you had to maintain spatial form in the Second Dominional or else you
would become just another one of the trillions of ethereal entities that inhabited the region.

The  ship  remained  solid  as  it  slowly  traversed  this  sub  region  of  existence.  Cypher
watched the time closely as the minutes slowly ticked by. As they travelled deeper into the
ethereal region, he could see his fleet of ships appearing through the wisps of cloud like
formations.  They were  travelling  up and down existence in  a  zigzag fashion,  with  the
Vatican’s sister ship, the Jericho, leading the charge. Cypher’s forces hoped that continual
movement like this would vibrate the sub-dominional particles enough to help create an
opening into the First Dominion. They were just finishing their sixth attempt in as many
days.

Every now and then, one of the ships would disappear from view, having to jump back to
the Third Dominion to recharge their power crystals. Sometimes a ship would wait too long
to jump back, and they would succumb to the Second Dominion. Their spatial form would
collapse,  and they became wisps of  ether,  never  again  to  reappear  in  regular  space.
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Momentarily, before the ships vanished forever, the distorted images of faces and strange
beasts could be seen in the ether trails.  This all  too often event was slowly dwindling
Cypher’s fleet.

Thwarting his forces efforts were part of the main Angelium fleet in the Second Dominion.
They were flying in and around Cypher’s ship, zigzagging across the ether, obstructing
them every chance they could. What didn't  help was the fact that they could maintain
spatial form much longer than Cypher’s ships. This enabled them to often successfully
stop his ships by simply blocking their path until  they had to leave and recharge. The
Angeliums were reluctant to use their weapons, resorting instead to utilising deflectors to
stop the Jericho and its companion ships from zigzagging.

Sometimes the Angeliums would fire their weapons with low power and rapid spread to
disrupt the waves of light Cypher’s ships were generating in their quest to pierce the First
Dominion. However, the Angelium’s attempt was often fruitless because weapons were
significantly  degraded  in  the  Second  Dominion.  Also,  Cypher’s  ship  was  at  another
disadvantage and rarely fired back because the power drain the weapons caused would
only force them to jump back sooner to the Third Dominion to recharge.

It was more like a game of chess than anything else with each side’s forces attempting to
out manoeuvre the other.

Cypher watched the battle from a distance. It was now approaching an hour since he had
first jumped in, and his power crystals were still 80% charged. It looks like it has worked,
Cypher thought to himself as an hour passed and his spatial form was still holding.

“Ahead at point two five light speed,” he commanded the first officer.

The Time ship moved forward and two Angelium ships were immediately on its tail. They
were there only to observe and report back to Angelus 7. Cypher essentially ignored the
Angelium ships, firing only two brief bursts of ion waves at them. It was an ancient, frail
technology prone to mistakes, but the only one he felt safe using in the Second Dominion
and still maintain his power reserves. He then moved even closer so he could observe his
fleet and maybe even participate in the attempt to break through if it was safe.

He moved close enough to almost taste the cat-and-mouse game, but far enough to keep
himself out of danger. After all, his personal safety was of the utmost importance. Only he
could command the fleet.  But as he watched his ships continue to attempt the zigzag
patterns with the Angelium ships thwarting them, he wondered how far he could push the
extra power reserves. Enough for seven runs in a row? Dare he risk it?

“Immediate velocity,” He ordered his first officer. “I want point nine nine light speed now!”

Still maintaining spatial form, his ship seemed to vanish with the immediate velocity. The
sudden move caught the two Angelium ships by surprise. Point nine nine light speed in the
Second Dominion? That was a risky move.
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“Follow him now. Match his speed,” The Angelium commander instructed his computer.
But the Vatican was going too fast. No ship could travel faster than point nine nine light
speeds except by folding space, and you couldn’t do that in the Second Dominion because
there was no space to fold, only existence. The Angeliums could not catch up with Cypher.

When the Angelium commander knew it was hopeless, he backed off. He too had power
reserves to worry about.

“Engage the Dominional activators,” Cypher ordered his first officer. 

Immediately, the Vatican began emitting multi coloured patterns of light that spread out like
waves as they attempted to resonate with the light frequency of the barrier to the first
dominion.

“Continue at point nine nine light speed,” Cypher ordered again, watching his power levels.
He was still maintaining spatial form. “I want immediate back-and-forth motion seven times
in a row in a zigzag pattern. Seven million kilometres each pass.”

The Angelium ships could only watch at a distance as the Vatican traversed space. At the
end of the seventh run, the mighty Time ship stopped and transmitted a loud burst of
sound across all electromagnetic frequencies.

“We’re losing spatial form,” The first officer shouted with urgency. The Time ship flickered
in and out of spatial form, their power reserves almost drained.

“Wait!” Cypher ordered. “Something’s happening.”

And  in  the  ethereal  realm of  the  Second  Dominion,  suddenly it  seemed like  a  crack
opened up in the ethers. For a brief moment of less than a second, a brilliant white blinding
light appeared in the crack and in that moment the entire Second Dominion was flooded
with the overwhelming sensation of Love. Then it was gone.

But in that brief moment, Cypher felt that love, and he screamed out loud in agony.

“LILITH!” he shouted. His entire being shook and every single memory of that hundred-
year affair came flooding back to the surface. The love that surpassed all love, or so he
thought,  and  his  unforgivable  crime.  Then,  in  that  moment,  all  he  felt  was  pure
unadulterated rage and hatred. The Time ship flickered, rapidly losing spatial form as the
power crystals faded.

“Get me the fuck out of here!” he screamed. “Back to the Third Dominion. Jump. Jump.
Jump!”

And with a flash of psychedelic light, the Time ship was gone.
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Chapter Eleven: Sol 3

The Angelium base on the dark side of the moon was small, consisting of a half dozen
dome covered structures surrounded by an array of solar panels and energy collectors. Its
dominional transmitting antenna stood high above the base. The whole complex was also
covered by a force field, a recent addition since the outbreak of the war two hundred years
earlier. However, the Sol system was essentially safe, with Cypher declaring it a neutral
zone at the start of hostilities. He, like the Angeliums, was also interested in Sol 3.

Once the Time ships were in orbit around the moon, Yesawa and Adar caught a shuttle to
the surface and entered the lunar outpost. There was a lot more activity at this outpost
than the one left abandoned on Sephas 5. Angeliums walked to and fro in the complex,
technicians attended to various technological matters and there were even artificial  life
forms ferrying cargo down the corridors.

They reached the main central control room and were greeted by the Commander of the
base, Commander P’tahil.

“Gentlemen,”  P’tahil  said,  greeting  them  as  they  walked  in.  “I  hope  your  flight  was
uneventful. No Cypher forces to mess up your day?”

Yesawa laughed.

“We didn’t see any,” he replied. “Alpha Centauri 2 was abandoned and Wolf 4 was safe.”

“Ah, you went to Wolf 4,” P’tahil said. “Some fascination work they are doing there.”

“Yes, indeed they are,” Yesawa replied. “I hear you are doing some pretty amazing work
yourself on Sol 3.”

“Yes, we are. We most certainly are, “P’tahil responded. “We’ve just finished cataloguing
the more than ten million different species of life of the planet.”

“Ten million?” Adar exclaimed.

“Yes, yes,” P’tahil replied excitedly. “Sol 3 is an amazing planet. All conditions are perfect
for the evolution of life. We don't really need to do anything to help it at this stage.”

“But there’s a problem,” Yesawa chipped in. “I’ve been reading up on your work on the
interlink network.”

“Yes, there is,” P’tahil replied. “It’s the unique DNA sequence at the base of all life here. It
has a propensity for extreme violence. One species will kill off another, and then another.
The primates are a particular problem and we’ve had trouble getting a genome match to
kick start their evolution to a higher form.”
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“Yes, yes. I’ve been reading.” Yesawa said. “So, what do you plan to do?”

“Well,  we’ve  been  experimenting  with  cross  species  matching  to  see  if  that  will  do
anything,” P’tahil continued. “But there’s inherent ethical problems with that approach, and
the High Council on Angelus 7 has advised us to proceed with extreme caution.”

“Yes, I can understand why,” Yesawa replied.

“Anyway, enough of this,” P’tahil said. “Let me show you to your quarters. We will go to the
planet tomorrow morning and I can show you what I mean.”

Early next morning, a small sub light vehicle left the lunar outpost and commenced the ten-
minute flight to Sol 3. Yesawa and Adar stood in the observation deck and watched the
blue and white planet grow larger and larger through the transparent silver that lined the
deck.

They traversed the outer atmosphere of Sol 3 and flew over the surface of the planet.
Massive continents could be seen rising up out of the turbulent oceans, and ice covered
the planet’s north and south poles. They flew down low, only a few hundred metres from
the surface of  one of  the Northern continents.  Herds of  mighty beasts could be seen
roaming the land. Some were as long as 25 metres and reaching a height of almost 10
metres. Some species could be seen attacking and consuming other species, and Adar
looked on in dismay.

“I see what you mean,” Adar said to “P’tahil. “They do look rather aggressive, don’t they.”

Yesawa and P’tahil just nodded. They had seen it before.

The craft then flew across the ocean to the planet’s other great Northern continent and
hovered  over  the  Angelium’s  research  facility  on  Sol  3,  The  Eden  Project.  It  was
surrounded by four rivers that  were fed by a single stream flowing through the lavish
gardens where the project was housed. A large, electrified fence surrounded the entire
circumference of the garden to keep the mighty beasts out that roamed the land.

The craft set down on a landing pad outside the main building of the project and was
greeted by two staff members waiting at the edge of the pad.

“Welcome to Eden,” one of them said, shaking Yesawa’s hand. “Please, come inside.”

The group of people then left the pad and walked inside the complex.

“Let me show you what we’re doing,” P’tahil said, motioning them to a long corridor.

They walked through the complex and arrived at a room that contained several different
types  of  species  housed  in  various  sized  cages.  Beyond  that  lay  a  large  enclosure
completely  surrounded  by  reinforced  fencing.  Inside  the  closure  could  be  seen  a
particularly vicious beast with a tag on the enclosure that said Sol Species T Rex 4. The T
Rex was lunging at the outer edges of the enclosure emitting a loud, long high-pitched
scream.
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Adar jumped back in fright.

“Don’t worry,” P’tahil said. “It can’t get out.”

He then led the group through dual sliding electric doors to another lab that contained
various microscopes, vials, and chemical compounds. A scientist wearing a face mask was
holding small petri dish, placing drops of liquid into it with a dropper. He then put the dish
under a microscope and stared at it taking notes.

“Here, put on these masks,” P’tahil said handing them face masks. “There’s an outbreak of
a virus in the primates. We have it under control, but it’s best to be safe.”

They then walked through more sliding doors to another large room that contained dozens
of cages of various species of primates, some sitting peacefully and others banging on the
cage doors.

“This is where our most important work is taking place,” P’tahil said. “We’re trying to work
out how to remove the genome that is creating excessive violence so we can splice our
own genome into the species and create sentient hominoids.”

“And your initial attempts….” Yesawa was cut off in mid-sentence.

“...had no success,” P’tahil continued. “It would normally be a simple procedure to splice in
our own genome, but the violence genome present in the Sol species is spread throughout
their entire genetic structure, making our efforts very difficult. We essentially have to re-
sequence their entire DNA to get any results at all.”

“Show me the results of your initial attempts,” Yesawa said.

“Well, it’s rather embarrassing,” P’tahil replied. “But follow me, I’ll show you.”

P’tahil then led the pair to another room that also housed several cages of primates. This
time, however, their behaviour was different. Initially they seemed to be more passive and
gentle than the primates in the previous room, but every now and then one of the primates
would suddenly go berserk beating on the other primates and, in some cases actually
killing them.

“We can’t control their violent tendencies,” P’tahil said. “Just when we think we have made
progress, one of the primates goes berserk with no warning, just like you are seeing. We
will isolate them from the other primates, but they just go crazy beating themselves against
the cage doors till they are bloodied and bruised.”

“Have you tried isolating the bi-partisan factor in the genes?” Yesawa asked.

“Yes, we have, but then they get all  self-important and want to preside over the other
primates in the enclosure,” P’tahil replied with frustration.

“Mmm, I see,” Yesawa nodded, crossing his arms. “And what about the Angelium genes?
What compatibility ratio do you have?”
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“Very small,” P’tahil replied. “The Angelium genome is just too complex to splice into the
Sol 3 primates without removing the violence first. That requires multiple sequences and
lots of trial and error.”

“And what about your cross-species experiments?” Yesawa asked. “Have they yielded any
results?”
“Well, yes, they have. We’ve had limited success,” P’tahil replied. “But the High Council
has been expressing concern about this aspect of our work so we have backed right off
from it.  However, let me show the results from some of our initial experimentation”

With that,  P’tahil  led them out  that  room and into  an open air  area with  much larger
enclosures. Grazing inside the enclosure, they saw two creatures that resembled horses.
One was striped with black and white stripes, and another was pure white with a single
horn extending from its head.

“We found the horse-like animals easier to cross sequence,”  P’tahil  explained as they
looked at the two creatures in the enclosure. He pointed to the striped animal and said,
“This one we obtained by crossing a horse with one of the large species of striped cats.
And this here, we achieved by crossing a horse with a horned animal. We call it species
HG642.”

“Ah, I like the horn,” Adar exclaimed. “You should call it a Unicorn instead after its single
horn.”

P’tahil laughed, “You should name all the animals, Adar,” he said. “Come, let us go to the
central reception area where we can all eat, and I can tell you more about what we are
doing here.”

Meanwhile, 40 billion light years away, a thousand-year flight at full-time speed, the two
members of the High Council who were on Angelus 7, Barachiel and Gabrius, were in a
holoconference with Mikhail stationed on the Nostradamus. The ship was floating in space
just outside the Andromeda Galaxy.

The central government centre on Angelus 7 was located on top of a high hill overlooking
the  capital  city  below,  known  as  Jerusalem.  The  city  was  made  of  clear  crystalline
structures that shone with white light, and the streets were golden. Angeliums in their white
clothing wandered to and fro. In the centre of the city were parklands. Daisies grew in the
parkland and streams flowed through the grounds, fed by a single waterfall. Now and then
a sliver sub light vehicle would rise in the air and disappear into the skies with a flash of
blue light.

“We think Cypher breached the First Dominion briefly, “Mikhail said, his figure shimmering
in the hologram while  Barachiel  and Gabrius watched and listened.  “It  was only for  a
second, though. Then he started losing spatial form and had to jump back to the Third
Dominion.”
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“And what is he doing now?” Barachiel asked. 

“Nothing,” Mikhail replied. “He’s just sitting there in intergalactic space.”

“Probably planning his next move,” Gabrius chipped in.

“And what about the sub routines you added to the schematics we let him smuggle out of
the Nostradamus?” Barachiel asked.

“It’s holding just fine,” Mikhail replied. “It won’t start functioning for a few more days yet.
We wanted Cypher to feel confident first, let his guard down a bit.”

“Very good,” Barachiel said. “Good work Mikhail. When do you think he will try another
attempt?”

“It’s hard to say,” Mikhail replied. “He left the Second Dominion really fast. Faster than we
anticipated, and he’s done nothing since.”

“Ok,” Gabrius chipped in again. “Well, keep us informed of any new developments.”

“Yes, I will,” Mikhail replied, and with that he terminated the connection.

Barachiel then turned to Gabrius and said, “I don't like the fact that he was able to breach
the First Dominion no matter how brief it was.”

“Yes, I know. It’s troubling,” Gabrius replied. “Should we try to contact the Guardian and let
him know what’s happening?”

“I’m sure he already knows, but yes, I think we should.” Barachiel replied.

With that,  the pair  walked out of  the holoconference room, and out into the myriad of
corridors and tunnels that cross crossed the complex. They walked to the travel tunnel
station, entered the train, and punched their credentials into the on-board computer.

“Take us to Mount Olympus,” Barachiel said. The train immediately left  the station and
travelled  the  one-hundred-kilometre  journey  outside  the  city  in  a  little  less  than  two
minutes.

As  they  approached  the  top  of  the  mountain,  they  could  see  the  huge  Dominional
transmitter array dwarfing the complex in which it stood. The train stopped, and they were
met by two security guards.

“Welcomed  to  Mount  Olympus,”  one  of  the  guards  said.  “Will  you  be  firing  up  the
dominional transmitter today?”

“Yes, we will,” Barachiel replied. “We need to speak directly with the Guardian.”

“Yes sir!” the guard said immediately coming to attention.

The guard then opened the secured doors to the complex, and they all walked through. It
was only a short walk to the main communications centre and various technicians were
seen attending to their duties.
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When they entered the centre, they walked into a private office and turned on the audio
channel. All communications with the Guardian were audio only, the light of his presence
being too great for Third Dominional life forms.

“Open a private channel direct to the Guardian,” Barachiel said.

Outside the complex, the huge round dominional antenna array started firing up with a
multitude  of  different  colours  as  the  light  waves  began  to  resonate  with  not  only  the
Second Dominional barriers but all the way into the First Dominion itself. Once contact was
made, a soft deep voice, soothing but strong, could be heard in the office.

“Yes,” the voice of the Guardian said. “How can I help you?”

“Your reverence,” Barachiel said. “Cypher has breached the barrier into your abode.”

“Yes, I know,” the Guardian replied. “I was watching him. He fled from the light and love of
my presence.”

“What should we do?” Barachiel asked.

“Do not worry,” the Guardian replied. “I have it all under control. Just keep doing what you
are doing. You are travelling on the right path.”

“Thank you,” Barachiel responded. “Any suggestions?”

“Never forget the law of love,” replied the Guardian.

With that, the Guardian terminated the connection.
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Chapter Twelve: First Contact

The sole Angelium ship sped out of the Triangulum Galaxy at point nine eight light speed.
One of Cypher’s ships was hot on its tail firing rapid rounds of laser fire. The Angelium ship
was performing advanced manoeuvres to avoid the fire.  Its force field was raised and
those bursts of fire that did manage to hit the ship bounced off the field.

The Commander of Cypher’s ship, the Democrat, had been on Roe 4, checking up genetic
experiments on their  own with fetuses in the womb and those that  had been aborted
prematurely.  They had been harvesting compounds from the fetal  blood of the aborted
babies  to  replenish  their  supplies  of  vaccines  and  mind  enhancing  drugs,  when  the
Angelium ship had dropped out of Time speed just outside the system.

Cypher’s orders had been clear. Don’t let anyone near the Roe system. When long range
scans had spotted the Angelium ship, Cypher’s forces went after them in hot pursuit.

“Should we go back to Time speed?” The Angelium first officer asked his Commander.

“No,”  the  Commander  replied.  “They’ll  only  follow  us  in,  and  we’ll  lose  our
manoeuvrability.”

“Sir,” his first officer continued. “There’s a black hole 10 light years off our starboard bow.
We have enough power to do a quick space fold, get there in only 10 seconds, and lose
them in the black hole.”

“Mmm, ok,” the Commander replied. “Engage the whirlwind emitters and fire one quick
burst just off the port bow of the Democrat to keep them guessing.”

With that,  the Angelium ship fired a burst of energy to its rear, engaged the whirlwind
emitters and folded space. Ten seconds later, they emerged at the edge of the black hole,
its gravitational forces pulling the ship in.

“Fly us down the eye of the void,” the commander directed.

The  mighty  Time ship  rode  the  gravitational  waves  like  a  ship  on  a  turbulent  ocean,
buffeting from side to side as they navigated their way through the immense forces of the
black hole. Behind them, the Democrat, came out of Time speed and flew right in after
them. However, in its haste, the ship Commander misjudged the gravitational forces and
imploded in a brilliant display of red light. The Angelium ship emerged out the other end of
the black hole in a similar flash of light, except this time the light was white.

“The Democrat didn’t make it,” the first officer said.
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The Commander looked saddened for a brief second but pulled himself back to the task at
hand.

“Where are we?” he asked. “Where did the black hole drop us?”

“Cross checking navigational charts now,” the flight officer replied.

He watched his holoviewer as hundreds of star charts scrolled before his eyes in the light
of the hologram.

“I’ve found us,” he said. “By the Guardian’s name, we are almost one billion light years
away on the outer edge of the Sicilian Galaxy.”

The Commander was frustrated. That’s why the Angeliums didn’t fly through black holes.
They could be unpredictable at times. He thought momentarily of chastising his first officer
for making such a suggestion, but changed his mind. The commander also knew the risks,
and it was in the heat of battle. Mistakes could be easily made.

“That’ll  take us more than 30 years to get back at full  Time speed,” he verbalised his
internal thoughts. “Scan the system. What else is here? Maybe we can assist in the battle
from here.”

“There’s a class A planet 1000 light years from here according to the star charts,” the flight
officer said. “It’s called Cyclops 1 and it's in the Etna system, a three-sun cluster.”

“OK, charge up and then engage the whirlwind emitters. I want to get there in time for
lunch,” the Commander said.

Meanwhile, just outside the Andromeda Galaxy, Cypher was sitting in his quarters nursing
his wounds from his brief encounter with the First Dominion. He hadn’t expected to react in
the way he did. The last time he had seen the Guardian was thousands of years ago,
before the rebellion, and the encounter had been enlightening at the time, to say the least.
He had learned much from the Guardian back then, enough to take over his position now
with his race of highly evolved humanoids. He just had to figure exactly why the brief
contact had affected him in such a manner.

He looked at his reflection in the mirror, as he often did, and noticed a single strand of grey
hair growing out of his immaculately groomed golden locks.

“Damn,” he muttered. “I didn’t think it would do that to me.”

He hit the button on his the comm unit.

“Get me the rejuvenation lab. I think I’m due for a session,” he said.

This had become typical of Cypher in recent years, always looking for an external quick fix
rather than addressing the real cause of an issue.
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He caught the ship’s shuttle to the rejuvenation lab and walked inside. As he looked at the
chamber, he wondered how many times he had done this. It has to had been hundreds of
times over the millennia.

“Standard rejuv,”  he said to the computer.  “I  am His royal  Excellency Cypher  Satinus,
serial number HEL66679.”

He stepped into the chamber.  It  lit  up with light,  his body dematerialised and then re-
materialised again in another bath of light. Cypher got out of the chamber and looked at
himself in the mirror.

“Excellent,” he said out loud, brushing his golden locks to one side. “No grey hair.”

He walked briskly back to the shuttle and returned to his private quarters.

“Get me Ensign Jezebel Rocelinas,” he said into the comm unit. “I think I’ll have her for
dinner tonight.”

Early the next morning, after his servants had cleaned up the familiar mess from the night
before, Cypher looked at his reflection in the mirror yet again. As always, he liked what he
saw. He was proud of the new red uniform he had designed, with black stripes down the
sides. The Cypherian emblem was placed on the right side of his jacket, the opposite side
the Angeliums placed their emblem. The emblem was round, with a picture of a pentagram
inside the circle. Inside the circle itself was the image of a goat, Cypher’s favourite animal,
because it was ambitious and renowned for bucking the system. And he had done a lot of
bucking in the last two hundred years.

He walked briskly out of his private quarters and caught a shuttle to the science lab.

“I want you to develop a force field for me that will shield me from the light and love of the
Guardian, particularly the love, until I can eject him from the First Dominion,” he said to his
scientists.

The scientists looked at him, puzzled. How could you shield anyone from the light and love
of the Guardian, they wondered? Nevertheless, Cypher was insistent, and they began their
work  finding  out  as  much  as  they  could  about  the  Guardian’s  presence  in  the  First
Dominion from the data banks.

Back in the Sicilian Galaxy, the Angelium craft had just travelled to the Etna system with its
three suns. It was currently in orbit at the outer edges of the system while the Commander
was deciding what to do.

“Bring up the Etna system for me on the computers,” he asked his crystalline computer
officer. “I’ve never been here before and know virtually nothing about it.”

“It’s a three-star cluster with only four planets orbiting the suns,” the officer replied. “Planet
one in the system, Cyclops 1, is class A and had been inhabited by the Gray species. They
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were in the early stages of their development when we last conducted survey missions to
the  system,  but  that  was  5,000  years  ago.  The  Sicilian  Galaxy  has  been  largely
unexplored, and no First Contact missions have ever been conducted or planned.”

“Inhabited by the Grays?” the commander queried. “I didn’t know they were in this part of
the Universe.”

The Grays were one of the seven main species of Sentient life that inhabited the Universe.
Ancient records show that the humanoids, of which the Angeliums were part, were the first
to  evolve  in  the  newly created Universe.  They were  then followed  by the  Grays,  the
Vulcanites, the Reptilians and the tall blondes. The Klingon race was another species, but
they had only been found so far in five other galactic clusters, the Milky Way sub system,
being one of them. The other Sentient race were beings of pure energy who inhabited no
planet.  They had evolved in  outer  space and that  was their  home.  They lived on the
multitude particles of cosmic radiation that flooded the Universe.

“Sir, we’re picking up space chatter,” the communications officer suddenly chipped in. “It’s
coming from Cyclops 1.”

“Cyclops 1?” the commander questioned. “On speaker.”

Garbled unintelligent gibberish sounded on the flight deck.

“Put it through the Universal translators,” the commander directed.

“Roger,” the communications officer responded.

“This is the Gray Planetary News,” the speakers sounded. “First on the news tonight is….”

“….it’s a news broadcast,” the communications officer said.

“Yes, I know,” the commander sounded slightly impatient. “Quiet and listen.”

“...the first test for the new space folding technology is scheduled for next week,” the news
broadcaster continued.

“Do we have visual?” the Commander asked.

“Yes sir,” came the response. 

The holoviewer lit up at the front of the flight deck and the image immediately came into
view.  It  was a small  gray hominid creature,  about  a  meter  tall,  with  a large triangular
shaped head and, as almost equally out of proportion, slanted eyes. It wore no clothing.

“Yep, that’s a Gray,” said the Commander.

“...the test will be conducted from the southernmost tip of our star system,” the broadcast
continued. “And will travel an estimated 1000 light years into deep space. If everything
goes as expected the journey will take approximately 17 minutes and the whole Universe
will be within our grasp.”

“They’re ready for Time speed?” the Commander exclaimed.
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“It looks like it Commander,” the first officer said.

“They’re  going  to  need  some  help,  or  they’ll  blow  themselves  to  smithereens,”  the
commander responded. “Patch me into the first contact committee on Angelus 7. I’ll see if
we can initiate contact protocols.”

Ten minutes later, after the Commander had explained his current situation to Angelus 7,
he had his consent. The situation was grave enough to warrant intervention. A space fold
gone wrong could be devastating especially right next door to a star system.

“Are we going to make covert or overt contact?” the first officer asked.

“Overt contact,” the commander replied. “There’s no time for covert operations. They’re
attempting to fold space in a week from now. Patch me into their transmission.”

Then, as billions of Grays watched their view screens on Cyclops 1 with great excitement
and anticipation over their civilization's next upcoming technological leap, suddenly their
broadcast was interrupted. They looked with wonder and awe as this tall hominid alien life
form, almost two meters tall, came into view.

“Cyclonian Grays,” the musical voice sounded. “I am commander Asmodel Carpenter, an
ambassador of the Angelium civilization. I am come in peace as a servant of the Guardian,
the creator of all that is.”

View screen networks over all Cyclops 1 suddenly went berserk as regular programming
was interrupted to bring the live broadcast to every single Gray on the planet. Was this
finally the proof they had been seeking of extra-terrestrial life? Their sub light vehicles had
already visited a half a dozen neighboring star systems, but no signs of life had yet been
found. The musical voice continued, sounding like many trumpets singing at once.

“We have great knowledge to bring you and the teachings of love. We request permission
to visit your home world so we may have discourse.”

Communication devices across the planet  started ringing. The President  of  the United
Grays was hastily summoned and ushered into a communications room. He nervously
responded.

“We have been looking for  you for  a long time.  We have sent  out  space probes and
monitored  the  electromagnetic  spectrum for  signs  of  life.  Our  space  telescopes  have
searched the skies. Of course, we welcome you. Our arms are open. Please come.”

With  that  communication,  the  mighty  triangular  Time  ship  entered  the  Cyclonian  star
system at sub light speed, traveling the short distance to Cyclops 1 in orbit around its 3
suns.  It  entered  orbit  around  the  planet  and  exited  the  craft  in  multiple  shuttles  that
traveled  to  all  four  corners  of  the  globe.  The  Cyclonian  Grays  cheered  and  clapped,
waving banners saying, “Welcome space brothers,” and “Take me to your leader.”

Rock concerts and celebrations were held all over the planet as the Grays rejoiced. They
had made contact.
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The Angeliums convinced the Cyclonians to delay their space fold until they had time to
check over their technology. Good thing they did too, because the Grays had not taken
into  account  either  the  inertial  dampeners  they  would  have  needed  to  stop  killing
themselves immediately or the safe distance they needed to make the space fold. They
could have destroyed half of all life on their planet in just a few seconds.

They sent hundreds of emissaries down to the planet to begin the educational programs
and  teach  the  laws  of  love.  The  Gray’s  civilization  was  making  their  most  major
advancement in all of their recorded history.

But the best was yet to come.

A few weeks later, they received a transmission from Angelus 7. They had been recalled to
the Andromeda Galaxy. It was a 30-year flight, but no-one knew how long the war would
last. They asked the Grays to join them on their flight in their own Time ship that had been
redesigned and refurbished by the Angeliums. 

The  Grays  welcomed  the  invitation  and  thus  began  a  great  friendship  between  the
Cyclonian Grays and the Angelium civilization.

And in the blackness of deep intergalactic space near the Andromeda Galaxy,  Cypher
plotted.
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Chapter Thirteen: The Second Dominion

Cypher sat on the observation deck of the Vatican, thinking. He thought often about his
role  as  the  leader  of  the  new advanced  race  of  humanoids,  how  he  would  rule  the
Universe, how he would deal with the Guardian, and sometimes in the deep recesses of
his unconscious mind, he thought about Lilith. Her unconscious presence still haunted him.

His scientists had been working furiously on his new force field and they claimed to have
had results.  Of  course,  there  was  no-one  on  the  Vatican  who  had  any love,  so  they
couldn't test the new force field on a live subject. It would have to be done on location in
the Second Dominion.

Cypher wanted to scan the Second Dominion first before he went in again, but of course
he couldn't from the Third Dominion. The only way you could even try to scan and interact
with the beings that inhabited that shadowy void was by actually going in there. It hadn’t
been done before, thanks to the Guardian’s obstinate nature, but Cypher had a plan.

Currently, there was an eerie calm in the Second Dominion. On Cypher’s orders, his fleet
had stopped trying to breach the First Dominion. This was because he now knew how to
do it and he also didn't want to risk a release of the love again without being prepared. He
had breached it successfully last time, albeit how small that breach had been, and it had
hurt  him.  So,  the fleet  just  waited,  jumping back and forth  occasionally into  the  Third
Dominion to recharge. The Angelium ships watched on as well and also waited. Tensions
were running at a moderate level at this stage.

“Take us back in to the Second Dominion,” Cypher suddenly ordered his first officer. He
had made a decision. “I  want to test how long we can stay in there without having to
recharge.”

“Taking us in your Excellency,” the first officer replied through the comm unit.

Cypher watched space from the observation deck. As the Time ship began to emit the
multi coloured waves of light that it needed to enter the Second Dominion, Cypher peered
through the  light  photons and could see the shadowy realm of  the Second Dominion
rapidly coming towards him.

The realm came closer  and closer,  and then the  ship  jumped.  Instantly  it  was  in  the
Second Dominion.

“Hold position,” he ordered. “And maintain spatial form.”

The Vatican hovered stationary in the ethereal realm, as its solid shape flickered now and
then, its edges momentarily becoming ether and then shifting back to solid shape again.
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“Now turn on the infra-red and out-of-phase blue lighting,” Cypher said. “Let’s look in here
and see what we’ve we got.”

Normally all one could see in the Second Dominion was its eerie patterns of energy and
coloured lights that shifted in and out of the whips of vapor. But this was not merely ether
at all. Occasionally, as a ship would jump to the Third Dominion to recharge, ghost-like
figures of humanoid entities and strange beasts could also be seen flashing in and out of
the ether. These entities could not usually be seen without use of the infra-red and out-of-
phase blue lighting that enabled the monks to see the whirlwind on Wolf 4, but the lights of
the Dominional jump made them visible, very briefly.

These  formless  beings  had  great  influence  on  the  Second  Dominion.  They  gave  it
substance. They recycled and reorganized its energy, energy that the Time ships couldn’t
use because it was Second Dominion based. And as they recycled the energy, the Second
Dominion grew and expanded, becoming even stronger, growing larger and larger as each
millennia passed. Like regular Third Dominion space that continued expanding endlessly
into the void of emptiness, so did the Second Dominion also grow and expand, making
way for the billions of new ghostly forms that entered its domain each and every day.

These were the entities that inhabited the Second Dominion. They were the ghosts, or
thought  forms with  essence of beings that  had once lived in  the Third  Dominion.  The
Angeliums knew that death did not exist, only the physical body decayed and became of
no further use. Every living being, whether it was Sentient or not, had the spark of life
within from the moment of inception. A gift given to them by the Guardian, and this gift did
not  die.  The Angeliums knew that  we all  passed over  to the Second Dominion at  the
moment the physical body became of no further use. Since the advent of the rejuvenation
banks, many Angeliums had chosen not to cross over, preferring to serve the Guardian in
regular space instead. But others welcomed this new form of existence with anticipation.
Others except for Cypher, that is. Living in the Second Dominion would mean he would
have no personal power, so he thought. He wanted all three dominions.

Yet despite the anticipation that some Angeliums felt, how consciousness continued to live
and what they did in the Second Dominion was essentially unknown. Some Angeliums
thought  it  was  all  about  developing  relationships,  others  thought  it  was to  experience
spiritual growth. However, this was only a guess because contact with entities that had
crossed over was forbidden by the Guardian. The Guardian usually only granted access to
the Second Dominion for travel,  a medium for communication, and,  in rare cases,  for
scientific research, but certainly not to interact with the entities within. They were on their
own spiritual journey.

But Cypher didn't care what the Guardian wanted anymore. The Guardian could just go
and fuck himself for all he cared. Besides, he had forced the Guardian to change his mind.
No-one  else  had  ever  done  that  before,  therefore  he  knew he  was  greater  than  the
Guardian.  The  Guardian  has  allowed  the  Angelium  fleet  full  access  to  the  Second
Dominion after Cypher had rebelled. See, that was making him change his mind, wasn’t it?
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Cypher watched the Second Dominion from the observation deck as the infra-red and out

-of-phase blue lighting switched on. He almost jumped back in fright as he immediately
saw two grotesque creatures lunge at the Vatican.

“Fucking bullshit!” he exclaimed out loud. “What planet did they come from?”

Then, more and more ghost like entities came into view. Thought forms from millions of
different planets across the Cosmos. There were Angeliums and Grays and Reptilians, and
they were just the hominids. Also present were the beasts of the planets, and the birds and
aquatic wildlife and millions of different animal species, all  of which were now Sentient
since passing over. The Second Dominion was full of life and activity which could not be
seen with  the  naked eye.  And  flowing  through all  of  this  was  the  whirlwind,  seen  as
streams of light and energy that touched and interacted with all the beings there. It was a
magical land of wonder for those who chose to experience it that way. For others who left
the Third Dominion with unresolved issues, it could be a place of anguish and torment, or
maybe reconciliation if they so choose.

That was all that was known about the spiritual nature of the Second Dominion. And for
those souls who had passed over with unresolved issues, no knowledge of the Guardian
or the myriad of other Third Dominional problems, the Guardian had a plan for those as
well.  These  events  that  were  currently  transpiring  in  the  Universe,  including  Cypher’s
rebellion, were about to come to their natural fruition. The Guardian had it all in hand.

“Scan the thought forms,” Cypher ordered. “Mass and dimensions please.”

“Sorry Sir,” was the reply. “We can’t scan Second Dominional entities.”

“Why the fuck not?”  Cypher  shouted.  Fucking  idiots,  he  thought.  “Patch  the scanners
through the  infra-red projectors and do that  away.  Do I  have to  do  everything myself
around here?”

Cypher was starting to become unhinged over a little scanner inconsistency, plus other
factors building up.

“No mass Sir,” his officer lied, buying time. He didn’t know how to patch scanners through
infra-red protectors. Maybe no-one would notice. “And dimensions are not constant. I can’t
get a decent lock.”

The first officer looked at the other officer sideways. Then spoke to Cypher,

“Sire, can you tell us why you need to scan the entities?”

“None of your fucking business,” Cypher snapped. “Just do your job.”

He was thinking of an insane idea. To capture the ethereal entities using a larger version of
the proton pack invented by the great Angelium, B’el Murral. He was hoping this would
reduce the amount of energy available to the Guardian to project his love. Of course, that
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would cause the entities somewhat of an emotional distress, but Cypher didn't care. He
punched his comm unit.

“How long have we been in here?” he asked his first officer.

“I just over two hours, my Lord,” he replied. “And we are still holding spatial form.”

“Excellent!” Cypher replied. He had outfoxed those dumbass Angeliums.

“Do we have a proton pack stored in the cargo bay somewhere?” he asked.

“Yes sire,” the first officer was puzzled. “Why do you want a proton pack?”

“We are going to clear the area of these entities and deny the Guardian of his means of
energy exchange.” Cypher replied somewhat delusional. “Get the proton pack, make a
larger version, and attach it to the outside of the ship.”

“Yes, sire,” the first officer replied.

It didn’t take Cypher’s technicians long to make a larger version of the proton pack, less
than 30 minutes.

“We have it prepared, Sire,” the first officer said.

“Good, now find me some people to do a spacewalk and fit it to the front of the ship.”
Cypher ordered.

“Out there? In the Second Dominion?” the first officer questioned. He didn’t know many of
Cypher’s people who would want to go outside the ship in that region, especially with the
special lighting engaged that enabled them to actually see the entities.

“Yes, out there,” Cypher snapped. “How else are we going to do it?

So, 20 minutes later, three of Cypher’s people stood in the air lock wearing EVA suits
carrying a larger version of the proton pack. They opened the air lock and floated out into
Second Dominional space. Cypher had left the lighting on and immediately they saw the
entities swirling around them in the ether.

Fear gripped them, but the fear of Cypher was even greater. They attached their safety
line to  hooks on the outside of  the ship and slowly made their  way to  the front,  with
ethereal entities following them the whole time.

In  the  swirling  vapor  and  energy wisps  from the  whirlwind,  they performed their  task
hurriedly, trying to ignore the entities that floated around them. They re-entered the ship,
vowing never to do that again. Going out into regular space was one thing, but in the
Second Dominion? That was only for the brave.

Cypher activated the proton pack outside the ship, and like a giant vacuum cleaner,  it
sucked the ethereal entities around the ship into its storage banks, disturbing their eternal
rest. Second Dominional space around the ship was cleared of the entities and Cypher
was convinced he had made yet another step forward in his bid to permanently breach the
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First Dominion. Now he only had to test the force field that would shield him from the love
of the Guardian and he was set.

Back on Sol 3. P’tahil talked with Yesawa and Adar as they ate their lunch.

“We have genetic material from every life form on Sol 3, stored in liquid nitrogen on the
lunar base,” he said. 

“What do you plan to do with it?” Adar asked.

“Eventually,  we’ll  transport it  to Angelus 7,” P’tahil  replied. “To join the billions of other
samples of genetic material we have from all known life forms in the Universe.”

“And what about the violent tendencies Sol 3 life forms have?” Yesawa asked.

“Not too sure what to do about that yet,” P’tahil replied. “Initially, we’ll keep their samples
isolated and continue testing.”

He paused momentarily and asked, “And what do you two plan to do now?”

“Well, we were asked by the High Council to look at your work and assist anyway we
could, but you seem to have it all in hand here,” Yesawa said.

“They also wanted me to feel my wings,” Adar added.

“And what do you plan to do with them, young man?” P’tahil queried.

“Not sure yet,” Adar replied. “This is all new to me. I’m still learning. I really like what you’re
doing here on Sol 3. I’d like to be involved somehow.”

“I  want to go and study on Wolf 4,” Yesawa added. “After the war is over and all  this
unpleasantness has gone. I think their work has real potential. Potential for healing and
studies in  higher  consciousness.  If  we as a  race can learn how to use the whirlwind
without the use of technology, the possibilities for that are endless.”

“Your next evolutionary leap?” Adar asked.

“I wouldn’t go quite that far,” Yesawa replied. “But certainly a major step forward.”

And on Angelus 7, 40 billion light years away, another transmission came through from the
part of the Angelium fleet still stationed in the Second Dominion.

“Cypher’s back in the Second Dominion,” the fleet commander said. “And he’s using a
proton box to capture the entities in there and clear the space in front of his ship.”

“He’s capturing the entities in there?” Barachiel asked in shock. “Disturbing their eternal
rest?  Has  the  man no  morals  at  all?  This  is  outrageous!  The  proton  box  was  never
designed to be used like that.”
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“What do you think he is planning?” Gabrius asked.

“We are certain he is contemplating another breach attempt into the First Dominion,” the
fleet commander responded.

“That would seem logical,” Barachiel said. “The Guardian said he had it all under control,
but just to be on the safe side, I  want you to move all  available forces to the Second
Dominion. We can’t let him make another breach.”

And with the order given, hundreds of Angelium Time ships converged on the intergalactic
space halfway between the Andromeda Galaxy and the Milky Way where the jump to the
Second Dominion would be made.

This is where the final stand would take place. Cypher had to be stopped.
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Chapter Fourteen: The Pentagram

The Angelium Time ships emerged in deep space one by one, with space unfolding before
them. Each ship appeared with a flash of blue light. There were more than one hundred
ships now stationed halfway between the Milky Way and Andromeda Galaxies, and they
hovered silently in space. 

Opposite the Angelium ships, only 50,000 kilometers away,  lay Cypher’s armada, in a
triangular  formation.  The  Vatican  was  the  lead  ship,  having  jumped  back  to  Third
Dominion. Cypher was pleased with himself. He had successfully cleared out the entities
in  front  of  his  ship,  which  he  believed  was  acting  as  a  magnifying  medium  for  the
Guardian’s love. His technicians claimed they had perfected the force field to shield him
from any remaining remnants of the love left over. Not only that, but he had also managed
to smuggle the plans out of the Nostradamus that allowed the Angelium fleet to maintain
longer spatial form. He was a clever, devious little demon. Victory was surely his. In a few
short days, he would rule the Universe from the First Dominion.

Back on Angelus 7, the High Council waited, as did the billions of Angelium citizens that
inhabited  the  planet.  The  activities  in  deep  space  were  being  broadcast  across  the
Universe  to  every  Sentient  being  that  lived  on  the  myriad  of  worlds  in  the  Angelium
civilization.  Even the  Cyclonian  Grays  in  transit  to  Andromeda were  watching  the  live
broadcast. So were Yesawa and Adar on Sol 3’s moon, to which they had returned. Every
life form in the known Universe had a stake in the battle’s outcome. This included those
Angeliums who’d had loved one's pass. Were they being tortured by Cypher in the proton
box?

It was a dark time in the known universe.

Suddenly,  without  warning,  Cypher’s  ships  opened  fired  on  the  Angelium fleet  with  a
barrage of laser beams crisscrossing space.

“Keep them occupied while I prepare the jump,” Cypher ordered. “The most monumental
of all jumps.”

The Angelium fleet  immediately put  up a force field to protect  themselves.  Most  laser
beams bounced off the field, but some made it through.

“Scan the ships,” Mikhail,  the commander of the Nostradamus directed. “I  want you to
target their weapon systems only.”

In the Vatican, Cypher leaned back in his chair and yawned.
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“Tell my fleet to light-shift so those silly little children can’t scan us,” he ordered while he
lent down to sniff a line of cocanna powder.

Instantly, his fleet cloaked and were not visible to the Angelium ships.

“And fire  all  weapons at  them again,”  he ordered,  wiping his  nose.  “Full  power,  rapid
spread.”

Weapon fire suddenly appeared as bursts of light in the blackness of space seemingly
coming  out  of  nowhere.  They  pounded  the  Angelium  fleet’s  force  field,  and  the
Nostradamus shook where it lay hovering in space. Explosions burst forth on the flight
deck, flames erupted, and crew members ran everywhere, some seeking cover, others
grabbing fire extinguishers trying to put out the flames.

But Cypher had made a mistake.

“Target the point of the light flashes,” Mikhail said urgently. “Take out their weapons.”

The Nostradamus fired back into what seemed to be empty space. Other Angelium ships
also fired. Cypher’s fleet may have light shifted but Mikhail knew exactly where they were.
One by one, laser fire hit the Cypherian weapons, taking half of them out in one rapid
spread. 

Cypher’s ships struggled to cope with the extra power drain the Angelium counterattack
was causing. They flickered in space momentarily and then dropped out of light shift.

“Fire all remaining weapons now!” Cypher ordered. “And bombard them with Gamma rays.
We’ll fry the bastards.”

Suddenly, space was filled with beams of light and invisible gamma radiation spread out,
rapidly enveloping the Angelium fleet.

“Channel all available power to the force field,” Mikhail said. “Then hit them back with Delta
waves. We’ll fight back and put them to sleep.”

And so it  was that the battle raged on, being broadcast live across the Cosmos using
Dominional  transmitters  and  electromagnetic  relay  stations  on  every  colonized  star
system. Angelium citizens everywhere waited anxiously and watched with bated breath.

Several minutes passed with laser fire and various sorts of radiation going back and forth,
Cypher’s being lethal and the Angelium’s being benign. No side really seemed to gain any
ground  because  they were  both  protected  by  force  fields.  After  five  minutes,  Cypher
ordered a ceasefire. Even he could see that a full-blown fight with the Angelium fleet was
useless. The Angeliums didn’t fight fair, he thought. Rather, they were sneaky and used
covert tactics designed to thwart him rather than confront him head on like a man would.
He would rather just kill someone straight out and be done with it.

That night, he ordered three female crew members to join him in his private quarters, as
everything was quiet in deep space. He needed lots of sex after such a busy day. His
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personal reserves of energy were becoming rather depleted. As always, it was sex that
perked him up and kept him going. Shame his seed had to defile his prey, he thought as
he ripped out their wombs one by one, the crew members screaming in pain and shock. It
made such a mess afterwards.

“We know he’s going to jump,” Mikhail said that night to Barachiel on Angelus 7 via the
dominional transmitter. “He was just trying to whittle down our forces today.”

“And the force field held, I see,” Barachiel added.

“Yes,  Mikhail  replied.”  “But  only  just.  It  wasn’t  the  Gamma radiation  as  much  as  the
constant bombardment from all his ships.”

“And are you ready to jump into the Second Dominion and follow him in?” Barachiel asked.

“Of course, we are,” Mikhail reassured him.

“And how will you stop him from making another breach?” continued Barachiel.

“Well, hopefully we won’t have to. The sub routine should kick in soon,” Mikhail responded.
“But if it comes to that, my people are ready and are prepared to sacrifice their own lives if
necessary.”

“Well, let us all hope that it does not come to that.” Barachiel said.

“Indeed.” 

Early the next morning, silently and without warning, Cypher’s fleet jumped. Mikhail was
immediately woken in his quarters and rushed to the main flight deck as fast as he could. 

“Prepare the entire fleet to jump to the Second Dominion,” he said to the first officer. 

“Already prepared, Mikhail,” the first officer responded.

“Then jump,” he snapped, and then added softly, “please.”

Immediately, the entire fleet shone up with psychedelic lights that spread out like waves
vibrating with the dominional barrier. Ether slowly surrounded the fleet and they passed
over into the Second Dominion. Once there, they saw a hive of activity. Cypher’s ships had
been stationed at an equal distance from each other, stretched out in all directions as far
as the eye could see through the ether. They had formed into a ball  like formation 50
million kilometers wide that protected the ether inside. 

Inside the center of the ball,  Cypher’s ship was seen to be sucking in all  the ethereal
entities into his larger version of the proton box.

“He  can’t  possibly  think  that  capturing  all  those  poor  souls  will  somehow  stop  the
Guardian’s love from shining,” the first officer said on the flight deck of the Nostradamus.

Copyright © 2022 by David John Oates



The Angelium Saga Book One                                                                                    93

“Who knows what that man is thinking,” Mikhail replied. “None of anything he has done
since the rebellion has made any sense.”

He watched the viewing hologram on the flight deck as the ball like structure flickered in
the  energy.  Every  now and  then  a  ship  had  to  jump  back  to  the  Third  Dominion  to
recharge,  and the  ball  weakened momentarily,  but  bounced right  back when the  ship
returned. And on each ship’s return, the ethereal thought forms that inhabited this region
outside the ball could be briefly seen.

“Ok,  move  ahead  at  point  zero  three  light  speed,”  Mikhail  said.  “Force  field  up  and
weapons fully charged.”

The Nostradamus moved slowly forward in  the Second Dominion.  Ether  and wisps of
energy from the whirlwind swirled around its circumference. The Cypherian ships fired
bursts of lasers at the Nostradamus, but in the Second Dominion they had little effect and
merely bounced off the ship’s force field. The only option was to return to the same cat-
and-mouse  game  they  had  always  played,  but  that  meant  breaking  formation  and
interrupting the protective ball they had been ordered to create. Instead, they linked each
ship’s force field together and projected it outside the ball, making another ball of energy
that surrounded all the Cypherian ships and, of course, the Vatican inside.

The Nostradamus moved in even closer, to within one hundred thousand kilometers of the
ball’s exterior.

“Target one of their weak points,” Mikhail said. “When a ship has to jump, it’ll weaken the
field.  Then immediately send in  a  sub light  vehicle  on  automatic  pilot.  Maybe  it’ll  get
through.”

But the attempt was fruitless. Predictably, as soon as they vehicle flew through the weak
point it was targeted by a multitude of Cypher’s Time ships all at once. Even with the weak
weapon fire, the craft’s field could not withstand the onslaught and it exploded with a flash
of light.

“What are we going to do?” the Nostradamus’s first officer asked.

“I don’t know yet, I’m thinking,” Mikhail replied.

It was yet another standoff in the Second Dominion. And as the two forces hovered in the
energetic medium, inside the very center of the circle, Cypher’s ship began to move.

“Activate the love force field, if you wouldn't mind terribly, you stupid fucking fool,” Cypher
snapped at Asmodeus. “And if this thing doesn't work and I have to jump back and try
again tomorrow, I’ll have your head for dinner tonight!”

Immediately a very light red glow, almost pink, surrounded the Vatican, pulsating like a
heartbeat. The love force had been activated. Would it work? Of course it would. It had
been Cypher’s idea, and it had been Cypher’s technicians who built it. How could it fail?
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“Raise the light shields,” Cypher ordered, and thick black metal shutters instantly appeared
on the interior walls of the ship.

“How long have we been in?” he asked.

“A little more than two hours,” came the reply.

“And power levels?” Cypher questioned.

“Stable at 80%.” Asmodeus replied. Even if it hadn’t been 80% that’s what he would have
said anyway. He did not want to become dinner that evening.

“Excellent, excellent,” Cypher said. He was pleased. “These Angeliums might be good for
something after all.”

And deep inside the Vatican’s crystalline neutrino computer banks, particularly the circuitry
that controlled spatial form, a sub routine activated itself and covertly started running.

“Activate Foxtrot pattern B2, the five-point star,” Cypher ordered. “And instigate velocity at
point nine nine light speed.”

The ship instantly moved forward at just below the speed of light, the Cypherians inside
unaware of any motion. It activated its dominional transfer lights and started flying in a five-
pointed star pattern like a pentagram inside the protective ball comprised of Cypher’s ships
and their linked force fields.

The Angelium fleet watched on helpless, their hands virtually tied, unable to penetrate the
ball  Cypher’s forces had created. The Vatican continued making multiple passes, each
pass being 33 million kilometers long and taking 99 seconds each. It’s infra-red and out-of-
phase blue lights continued to shine and no entities could be seen near or around the ship.

And on the third pass of the third pentagram, things started happening.

“Cypher, we’re losing spatial form,” the first officer shouted urgently.

Outside the ship, its outer edges started turning to ether.

“What  do  you  mean,  we’re  losing  spatial  form?  What  are  the  power  levels?”  Cypher
snapped.

“Sire, they’re at 70%” the puzzled officer replied.

That can’t be, Cypher screamed inside. How could they be losing spatial form with the
power levels still at 70%? Those damn Angeliums. What had they done?

“Then channel all available power to spatial form!” he shouted. He threw his arms up in the
air, knocking his tray of cocanna powder right across the other side of the deck.

Outside in the Second Dominion, the Vatican’s edges started losing cohesion even more,
beginning to rapidly stream off into the vapors, the ship still being at point nine nine light
speed, the pentagram glowing brighter with each pass. The Angeliums still watched from
outside the circle. The event was still being broadcast across the Universe with life forms
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everywhere,  glued to  whatever  visual  viewing device each civilization used.  It  was as
though Time itself had stopped.

“It’s not working, Sire,” the Vatican's first officer said, panicked. “It’s as though something
has taken over the system.”

“Well, we’re not going to jump back now. I’ve come too far,” Cypher screamed. “Prepare
me a sub light craft, the largest one you’ve got. I’ll finish the job myself.”

“But Sire, there is no time,” the first officer pleaded. “We have to jump now, or we’ll vanish
into the Second Dominion forever. And I‘ve got unresolved issues.”

“I  don't  care about your  unresolved issues.”  Cypher snapped,  running out of  the flight
deck. “Maintain velocity and pattern and prepare me that craft.  Oh, and make sure it’s
fitted with the love force field.”

He ran through the decks of his ship and the walls started turning to ether. It was at times
like these he wished his ship wasn’t so large. He arrived at the hanger bay and there was
his sub light vehicle waiting for him. And it was a big one too, at least 10 kilometers wide. 

Yes, this would do just fine, he thought. As the cargo bays walls dissolved around him, he
ran onto the craft  and exited the Vatican as fast as he could. Crew members started
dissolving before his eyes as looked at the rear holoviewer in the flight deck.

Then, as he flew into Second Dominional space, the mighty Vatican disappeared in swirls
of vapor, it’s five hundred thousand crew members screaming in the void. They too, had
unresolved issues.

“Maintain formation,” he ordered his ships forming the protective ball. “I’ll  finish this job
myself. I’ve got an hour before I have to jump back to recharge. We haven’t lost yet.”

And with that, he flew off at point nine nine light speed to finish the job his incompetent
crew  couldn’t.  The  Pentagram  would  give  him  the  energy  he  needed  to  unseat  the
Guardian still.
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Chapter Fifteen: Devastation

Cypher continued in the 10-kilometer-wide sub light craft, making his pentagram in the
Second Dominion. The outlines of the Pentagram glowed bright red with the vapor trails of
the craft. Disembodied spirits once again filled his protective ball, having been released
from the proton box when his mighty Time ship had succumbed to the Second Dominion.
Except now there were an additional half a million souls, the former crew members of the
Vatican, all angry at Cypher for allowing this to happen to them. There was another ghost
in the Second Dominion who was also not happy with Cypher.

But Cypher continued on, ignoring the disembodied entities, driven with a maniacal rage to
complete his Pentagram. This is how he was going to capture the Guardian and keep him
imprisoned when he made his  second breach into  the First  Dominion.  The force field
would protect him from the light and love of the Guardian until he could seal the Guardian
away forever.

The Angelium fleet looked on helplessly outside the circle as the Pentagram grew larger
and stronger with each pass Cypher  made.  His fleet  maintained position,  keeping the
protective ball in place. On Angelus 7, the High Council watched, glued to the holoviewer,
their knuckles white as they gripped the sides of their chairs. Tensions were now very high
across all the known Universe.

Cypher flew up and down and around as he made his seventh and final pass. Then he
transmitted the same audio burst he had done previously, sounding like a trumpet, across
the whole electromagnetic spectrum. The dominional  lights on this ship shone brighter
than the sun, and then it started.

In the very center of the pentagram, slowly at first, there appeared a very tiny pin prick of
light. Even though it was small, the light shone brighter than a thousand suns. Then out of
light began flowing the overwhelming sensation of love. The love hovered in the center of
the Pentagram momentarily and then spread out rapidly in waves engulfing Cypher’s sub
light vehicle.

Cypher felt the love instantly as it flowed right through his love force field as though it didn’t
even exist. Nothing in the created Universe could shield anyone or anything from the light
and love of  the Guardian no matter  how advanced,  technologically,  or  spiritually,  they
were. This is because that was the principal upon which the Universe was created in the
first place. The law of love and attraction. 

Cypher’s plan to overthrow the Guardian had been doomed from the very outset.
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The love penetrated his ship and his face contorted in pain. He pumped massive amounts
of Gamma rays into the center of the Pentagram but it had no effect. As he stood on the
flight deck of the ship he felt every female crew member he had ever defiled, every loyal
officer who he had abandoned, every line of cocanna powder that was eating away at his
body, mind and spirit, and he felt Lilith.

“NO!” he screamed out loud and suddenly the Pentagram exploded in a flash of light and
the Guardian’s presence rushed out like a pressure cooker being opened too soon.

Cypher’s  ship  was  toppled  in  the  rush  of  energy that  pushed him  back  against  the
protective ball. Mikhail hurriedly ordered his fleet to jump back to the Third Dominion and
the ball of ships were scattered like dust in the wind.  Every ghostly entity in the Second
Dominion  with  unresolved  issues  immediately  appeared  out  of  nowhere,  lunging  at
Cypher’s ship.

And then there was Lilith. Out of the ghostly ethereal mist she appeared, enraged, her face
twisted and distorted. She was followed by millions of other ethereal entities. Cypher’s fleet
started jumping one by one back to the Third Dominion, all except D’monias Sativa.  His
ship had been trapped in the ever-expanding swirling whirlwind of ether.

The two ships were caught in the rapidly expanding rush of energy and suddenly a deep
voice, soothing but strong, was heard all throughout the Second and Third Dominions.

“Leave Cypher. I cast you from my presence.”

Then,  in  the  emptiness of  space,  two  million  kilometers  from Sol  3,  a  dominional  rift
opened in space like a crack in the substance of existence. This rift opened almost two
million  light  years  from  where  the  fleet  had  been  previously  stationed  outside  the
Andromeda Galaxy. Both Cypher and D’monias Sativa’s ships were flung through the rift,
followed by legions of ghostly entities screaming and writhing, reaching for the two ships.

Cypher’s  craft  spun out  of  control,  spinning erratically as it  headed straight  for  Sol  3.
Yesawa watched from the Lunar base, and he saw Cypher’s ship fall like lighting from the
heavens.

It hit the outer atmosphere of Sol 3 and did not burn up because of its reinforced metallic
shielding. It careered out of control into the atmosphere, with Lilith following behind him,
screaming, her ghostly arms reaching for the craft.  Then, the ship plowed into the South
Eastern tip of the Northern Continent, exploding in a flash of light creating a 150 kilometer
wide crater. It killed all creatures on the Northern Continent instantly and shook Sol 3 in its
orbit. 

A mighty mushroom cloud rose up into the air, taking millions of tons of rock and dust with
it. These clouds of dust  encircled all of Sol 3, blocking out the sunlight.  As the dust and
debris rose even higher, the outer atmosphere itself caught on fire. The impact  created
tsunamis hundreds of feet high that flooded the shorelines of every land mass on the
planet. Within a few short weeks, 99% all life on the planet was wiped out.
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Cypher’s ghost rose above the wreckage and Lilith grabbed him by the arm, dragging him
screaming back through the Dominional rift near Sol 3. Cypher’s sins had finally caught up
with him.

Meanwhile D’monias Sativa was speeding out of the solar system at point nine nine light
speed. The ghostly entities were hot on his trail.

“They’re gaining on Sir,” his first officer shouted in panic.

“How can they be gaining on us?” D’monias screamed. “We’re at point  nine nine light
speed!”

“They’re travelling faster than the speed of light, Sir,” the terrified first officer replied.

“Impossible,”  D’monias  shouted.  “Nothing  can  travel  faster  than  the  speed  of  light  in
normal space!”

D’monias just sat there in shock and fear as the ghostly entities came closer and closer,
grabbing at his ship. They came even closer still and D’monias lost it.

“Jump to Time speed!!“ he screamed.

“We can’t Sir. We’re still inside the Sol system,” the first officer replied urgently.

“I don’t fucking care,” D’monias snapped. “Jump to Time speed now!”

As D’monias flew past the orbit of Sol 4 and onto Sol 5, he engaged the ship’s whirlwind
emitters.  The two emitters sent out waves of energy millions of kilometres into space,
warping and folding space as it went, preparing for the jump to Time speed.

However, Sol 5 was in the way. It was caught in the waves of the whirlwind emitters and
the whole planet itself began to twist and distort. The planet warped more and more until it
finally exploded in a flash of brilliant silent light, shattering into thousands of pieces. These
pieces spread out in chunks as a new ring was formed around the sun, a ring of asteroids.

D’monias Sativa’s ship was caught in the massive flying wreckage. Its whirlwind emitters
went  into feedback mode and exploded,  sending the craft  hurtling backwards with the
debris of the destroyed planet. It smashed into Sol 4, pounding one side of the planet with
a violent meteor bombardment. Instantly, most of the planet’s atmosphere was torn away,
its mighty oceans evaporated into space, and what was left over receded deep into the
depths of the planet. All life on Sol 4 was instantly destroyed.

Then, almost  as soon as it  had begun,  all  the ethereal  entities receded back into the
Second Dominion and the rift shrunk and closed.

And from the First Dominion the Guardian spoke, his voice heard around the Universe.

“Let there now be seven heavens in the Second Dominion.”
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At the pronouncement of his word, the Second Dominion was instantly divided into seven
distinct  dimensions,  or  planes of  existence,  each  plane  simultaneously existing  in  the
same place, but unseen, as the other.

At precisely the same moment every single one of Cypher’s forces in the Third Dominion
matter-shifted beyond line of sight, a feat the Angeliums were not capable of doing, into
the lower realms of the first heaven, a place of rabid energies and hot flames.

Other spirits in the Second Dominion were ascribed to their own heavens depending on
their level of congruity. What each heaven was capable of, and who resided in them, was a
task  that  the  Guardian  entrusted  the  Angeliums  with,  in  time  allowing  them scientific
access to document and explore these newly created realms.

Back on Sol 3’s moon, the entire staff of Angeliums looked on with dismay at their once
beautiful planet lying in space destroyed, its circumference surrounded by a ring of fire,
burning up its oxygen.

“Sol 5’s gone,” P’tahil said sadly as he stood looking at the images in the holoviewer on
the lunar base. “They tried to fold space while still in the star system. What could have
they been thinking?”

“And you might as well write Sol 4 off too,” Yesawa added. “That’ll never recover.”

“And Sol 3?” Adar asked.

“I don’t know,” P’tahil replied. “It’s too soon to tell. We have to wait till the dust settles and
that could take several years.”

“And the atmosphere on fire?” Adar asked. “It’s burning up all the planet’s oxygen.”

“I’ll get a ship and we’ll start putting it out. It won't be easy though.” Yesawa said. “Call the
fleet. We are going to need all the help we can get to clean up this mess.”

And  the  call  went  out  throughout  the  Universe.  All  Angelium craft  within  reach  were
summoned to the Sol system. They came in their thousands and not just the Angeliums,
but other races as well. The Grays came, the Vulcanites, the Reptilians and a myriad of
other sub species. They all converged on Sol 3 and, one by one, their mighty craft entering
the planet’s orbit.

With the cooperation of the whole Universe, Sol 3 would be rebuilt.
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Chapter Sixteen: A New Earth

It  took the dust at  least  three years to begin to  settle on Sol  3  and during that  time,
technicians and engineers from many races worked together thinking and meticulously
planning their next move. When there was consensus that the dust had settled enough,
they started the process of terra-forming the planet.

The first thing they did was send fleets of ships to hover at an equal distance over the face
of Sol 3. The ships shot beams of light down into the dust cloud that remained in the
atmosphere.  This  transformed  the  dust  particles  into  powder  so  fine  that  it  slowly
dissipated. Some particles escaped into space and others fell down like soft snow onto the
desolate planet. This process took thirty days.

As the light of the sun began to shine once more over the earth, they could only see a few
spots that land that were not covered by water, and those rare spots were a wasteland. No
plant life had survived, and the patches of land were riddled with the bones of the great
beasts who had once roamed proudly.

The next thing they did was attempt to permanently seal up the dominional rift that had
opened  up  above  Sol  3,  allowing  the  entities  that  inhabited  the  Second  Dominion  to
escape. They did this by using intense beams of light across the entire spectrum and
electromagnetic frequency bombardment. These resonated with the particles of matter in
space, fusing them together. This, they hoped, would seal the rift,  preventing a similar
escape.  This  process  took  thirty  weeks.  Then  they  rested.  This  allowed  for  general
maintenance and a thorough work over of their Time ships. 

The Cyclonian Grays arrived from the Sicilian Galaxy after traveling in deep space for
many years. They were welcomed by the Angeliums and asked to assist  in the entire
process. Their planet’s citizens watched with great pride that their race had not only joined
the space brothers, but were actually helping them. Other sub species of Grays, some
almost two meters tall,  also arrived and formed diplomatic relations with the Cyclonian
Grays.

It was a time of great hope and co-operation in a universe that was thankful Cypher had
been defeated. Many races began to feel a spiritual connection with Sol 3, and indeed the
whole  Sol  system,  for  this  is  where  the  final  outcome had  taken  place.  They started
making  regular  spiritual  pilgrimages  to  the  system to  watch  with  reverence  the  terra-
forming process taking place.

With the Time ships serviced and running perfectly,  the Angeliums, and the races that
assisted them, began the next stage of the process. That was separating the oceans from
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the land that had become submerged by the tsunamis and rising waters. The oceans were
high because the atmosphere had been on fire for a sufficient time to cause the polar ice
caps to melt. Yesawa had managed to put the fires out shortly after Cypher’s sub light craft
had hit the planet’s surface, but not before the searing heat had done its damage. 

The temperature had started to come down again since the dust cloud had dissipated but
not enough the cause the ice caps to refreeze and lower Sol 3’s oceans again. So, the
Angeliums installed giant reflective shields over the North and South poles, blocking the
rays of the sun from that part  of Sol 3. In time, the ice refroze, and the great oceans
receded. Land mass started to appear again, and the Angeliums called the land Earth.
This process took thirty years.

Then it was time to replenish the Earth with seed-bearing plants, like vegetation and trees
and fruits. P’tahil retrieved many genetic samples he had stored. He grew them in cultures
and the Angelium ships took the seeds to all corners of earth. They planted the seeds, and
they grew in the earth as clouds began to form in the skies and rain fell. In time, the entire
earth was covered with green vegetation that reproduced and flourished and thrived as
insects that the Angeliums had also replaced carried their pollen everywhere. This process
took three hundred years.

As the earth slowly recovered, it resumed its original orbit around the sun and the days
and nights returned to how they were before the great devastation. The stars in the night
sky were different though because the Earth had become tilted further by exactly zero
point  zero,  zero  three  degrees.  This  process  of  planetary  normalisation  took  three
thousand years, however, the Angeliums didn't wait that long. They had already begun
replenishing the Earth’s oceans with P’tahil’s stored genetic material as the vegetation on
the land grew.

They released birds into the skies, and they made their homes in the tall trees. But when it
came to the animals and the great beasts, it was a different story.

“The Earth’s oxygen levels have dropped by almost 40%, burned up by the apocalyptic
flames,”  P’tahil  said to Adar  on the lunar  base.  “And our  scientists  say the change is
permanent. The atmosphere can no longer support the gigantic beasts.”

“What will you do?” Adar asked.

“Well, it will support the smaller beasts, such as the primates and your unicorn,” P’tahil
replied.  “But  I  am  going  to  have  to  use  genetic  material  from  other  planets  to  fully
repopulate the animal species. Some of the animals will seem strange at first compared to
what used to roam the Earth, but I am sure they will all adapt.”

So, the animal kingdom was populated by some native and some alien species. In time,
they grew and thrived and spread all  over the planet. This process took three hundred
thousand years.
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And while they waited, the Angelium civilisation began the re-education missions again,
spreading the word of the Guardian and the law of love to new worlds and new cultures.
They continued to grow and thrive. Adar became a Fleet Commander and spent aeons
travelling the Universe.  Yesawa spent  some time on Wolf  4  studying  with  the  monks,
learning  how to  master  the  whirlwind.  He  subsequently  joined  the  Angelium scientific
expeditions into the Second Dominion to study the new seven heavens that the Guardian
had created.

On one of these expeditions, they ventured into the fiery regions of the first heaven where
Cypher and his people lived. Cypher’s shapeless, ethereal form watched the Angelium
ship with envy. He had resolved his issues with Lilith in the aeons he had been imprisoned
in this Hell, and the two of them were now working together. He still remembered how he
had breached the First Dominion’s barrier, but without technology he no longer had the
means to do it again, nor did he want to try. He feared the Guardian now. So, he thought
about Sol 3 instead. That was supposed to be his planet. It had always meant to be. How
was it that it was the planet that had destroyed him?

OK, so he couldn’t conquer the Universe, he knew that, and he could definitely not defeat
the Guardian. He knew that now, too. Maybe he could piss him off, he thought. Cause a bit
of havoc here and there, sabotage a few Angeliums, maybe disrupt their plans. He had no
power anymore, no technology, but he could bluff. He was an excellent poker player and
he could also play chess.

So, Cypher and Lilith joined forces. The whirlwind could still be seen in the first heaven. It
could be seen all  throughout  the Second Dominion and in all  the heavens.  They had
nothing else to do with their time, so with Cypher’s knowledge of technology and Lilith’s
knowledge of magic, they began to play with the whirlwind. Cypher taught his forces to do
the  same.  They  experimented  with  changing  their  ethereal  forms  and  energetically
vibrating  with  light.  Slowly  but  surely  in  the  millennia  that  passed,  they  learned  how
temporarily pierce the first heaven, the lowest barrier, and briefly emerge into the Third
Dominion.  They couldn’t  stay  long,  because  their  ethereal  forms  could  not  survive  in
normal space, but just long enough to cause trouble.

The Guardian saw their attempts and informed the High Council. 

“Don’t do anything,” the Guardian said. “Let them think they have succeeded. I have a
larger plan.” 

So, the High Council trusted the Guardian and what he had said, and let Cypher and his
minions in and out at will, waiting for their next move.

It was to come soon. When animals populated the land once more, Adar returned to the
Earth so check up on its progress.

“Why hasn’t Sentient life developed yet?” he asked P’tahil.
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“Because of the violent tendencies that are still inherent in the planet’s primates,” P’tahil
replied. “It still seems to almost haunt the planet, and DNA from the original beasts has
found itself back into the genetic structure of the new animals. They kill themselves off and
come back,  never  giving  themselves  the  chance  to  evolve.  The  planet’s  wildlife,  and
particularly the primates, seem to be stuck in a time loop.”

“And why can’t you splice Angelium DNA in?” Adar asked.

“It’s not a match. Far too evolved.” P’tahil replied.

“What about mine?” Adar questioned. “I’m not a native Angelium. I come from Sephas 5.”

P’tahil paused momentarily, thinking. “You know,” he said. “That might just work.”

And so it was that P’tahil took a sample of Adar’s DNA and spliced it with a primate. It grew
inside his laboratory in an incubation tube. With accelerated growth hormones, it  grew
rapidly and became a humanoid.

When it was ready to populate the Earth, P’tahil said to Adar, “Let’s call it Adar, after you.”

“No,” Adar said with genuine humility. “Change a letter. Call the new humanoid species
Adam, or the first man.”

So, it was. Before Adam was taken down to the earth from the laboratory on the moon,
P’tahil put him to sleep and took a genetic sample from his rib. He cloned it and changed
its sex to a female. The female grew with an accelerated growth, and they called the
female Eve.

Adam and Eve were then taken down to the Earth on a sub light vehicle to the region
known as Eden, named after the Eden Project, that had stood in that same garden a long
time ago.

Cypher was there waiting for them in the form of a snake. He simply would not let it go,
even after being imprisoned and all his power taken away. He tempted Eve before they left
Eden to populate the Earth.

Thus, a new period began in Earth’s history. It was a troubled history with the propensity
for violence still present. Cypher and his minions exploited this weakness and tormented
the human race as it evolved and expanded. And Lilith just laughed.

But the Guardian was not even close to being finished with Cypher on Earth.  Another
chapter was still left to be written. 
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Chapter Seventeen: Yeshua the Christ

An untold number of years later, as the descendants of Adam had spread across the land,
the Angeliums assessed the Earth for a First Contact mission. It  was deemed that the
inhabitants of the new Earth were not yet ready for full blown First Contact, with fleets of
Angelium ships arriving with their emissaries, and so a different plan was devised.

The Guardian summoned the High Council themselves to meet with him personally in the
First  Dominion, the first  such visit  in millennia. Joining them was Commander Yesawa
Kristos, who had now perfected his mastery of the whirlwind.

The Guardian had a special plan for the Earth and the eventual total eradication of Cypher
and his minions. He debriefed Yesawa and the High Council,  and the plan was set in
motion with the assistant of the Angeliums.

“What we’d like to do,” P’tahil said to Yesawa on the surface of the dark side of the moon.
“Is take a sample of your DNA and impregnate a virgin with it. That way she will be pure
and  untainted,  having  no  contact  yet  with  the  genome  of  Earth’s  current  human
inhabitants. The inhabitants of the earth have evolved sufficiently enough for us to achieve
a limited DNA match. We can now incorporate the Angelium genome into the inhabitants of
the Earth. It will take about two thousand years to fully integrate, but it can be done. Your
spark of life will be transferred to the fetus and you will be born with full knowledge of who
you are and of the Guardian. All your skill sets will still be in place. Are you agreeable with
this?”

“Yes, of course,” Yesawa replied.

And so it was that Yesawa Kristos was born on Earth and became known as Yeshua the
Christ. He grew up with full of the knowledge of the Guardian. He taught the inhabitants of
the Earth about  the Guardian and the laws of  Love.  He performed many miracles by
shifting metaphors in his whirlwind and the whirlwind of those with whom he had contact.
He walked on water suspended on the whirlwind and turned water into wine by changing
its molecular structure using the whirlwind.

After three years, the religious leaders of the day rose up against him and crucified him.
But this too was all in the Guardian’s plan. After his death, Yesawa transferred himself
briefly to the Second Dominion, where he preached to those souls caught in the lower
realms of the seven heavens. Some listened to his message and ascended to the higher
heavens, but many rejected his message, choosing instead to live in torment, their hatred
of the Guardian being so great.
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On the third day following his death, the Angeliums reanimated his body with bursts of
high-level radiation, leaving a permanent stain on his burial shroud. Yesawa’s spark of life
returned to his body, and he left the tomb. 

Some of Yesawa’s female followers visited the tomb early next morning and they were
greeted by an Angelium. His appearance was like lightning and his clothing white as snow.
He spoke to the women like the sounds of trumpets, “Do not be afraid, for I know that you
seek Yeshua who was crucified. He is not here for he has risen. Go quickly and tell his
disciples that he has risen from the dead.”

Yesawa spent forty more days on the earth appearing to many hundreds of his followers
until finally he returned to his mighty Time ship by rising in the air in an antigravitational
beam of light. He fused with his original body, stored in a cryogenic tube, with that of his
earthly body and the two became one.

The civilisations of the Earth spread the word of Yeshua the Christ and his teachings of
love and redemption, and the message spread across all the lands. The Angeliums and
other races monitored the progress of Sol 3, documenting these historic events for the
remainder of Time.

And the word of love grew.
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