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For All Those Who Constantly Battle for Good

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

AUTHOR’S NOTES  
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Of course, these are fictional accounts of futuristic events. Each timeline is distinct by their standings. I would encourage a gleaming of the glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions and brief history before devouring the whole text and story.  

Also, I would note there are present places in the future written in war experiences and I did not or would ever desire these locations to meet any disastrous fate. I only wrote what I saw about the characters’ experience and the occurrences thereafter continued in its story.  

In addition, I added Roman Numerals in the 2nd half of the book to distinguish from the chapter headings the first half of this book.  
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Phaes/a planet over 300 light years from earth. Phaes continued through warfare and eventually found peace. 

Over 7 million of their species left the war-torn planet and came to earth, but earth’s gravitational pull and cataclysmic event destroyed 5 of their ships. Earthlings unfortunately saw their landing as a prelude to war, and this caused the first Phasee/Human war.  

Cataclysm/the turning of the earth’s axis due to pollution that seeped into the grounds, waters, etc. The cataclysm wiped out 2/3 of the planet’s earth population through earthquakes and tidal waves  

The vanishers/flesh eating creatures from a distant star who came to earth in the nineteen-sixties to act as scientists. 

When one of their experiments killed a couple, they fled earth but returned later to stay and amalgamate with Humans. The genetic combination of Human and vanisher were named Bolaris from Bolera a town in the Ozark region.  

Fumans/mixture of Phasee and Human genes. Fumans who had babies called them fus (pronounced “foo's”).  

Rough Men 30/30 fumans placed in positions of power as future leaders worldwide. 

They were called rough men because of the harsh conditions they had to endure and remain focused on their purpose to keep the regions stabilized. 

Gradually many rough men died or were replaced by others.  

The Ancients/2 Phasees who were sent from Phaes as a compassionate mission to help the Phasees on earth survive under harsh conditions. In time Phasees were abandoned when the ancients in conflict with vanishers introduced “fumans” as a new species. This started the bofu wars.  

Phasee’s physical traits: enlarged head with strong neck muscles, most are tall in stature, at least six to seven feet tall, Humanoid build; with all white or gray eyes. 

No pupils with excellent eyesight and superb memories. They also have two hearts, one smaller than the larger heart. 

This attributed to the heavy gravity on planet Phaes. Phasees on Phaes have been known to live up to 600 years. On Earth the average Phasee can live up to 100 years or more; but statistics are not yet in.  

Fuman’s physical traits: Fuman, a blend of Human and Phasee genes. Fumans average five to six feet in height, do resemble Phasee features, but with smaller heads and neck muscles. 

Fuman’s immune systems were unstable due to the amalgamation and have been known to die suddenly from body illnesses like colds and the flu. Fumans were known to be more empathic than Phasees who were more analytical and thus stronger mentally than fumans.  

Bolaris’ physical traits: The Bolaris (or bos for short) were hairy and resembled an appeasing, intelligent gorilla with some of the body hairs. Many bos were tall, six to seven feet and had small faces, beady eyes, and a muscular build. Their teeth resembled canine, and their fingernails/toenails curved like claws if left uncut.  

(After the amalgamation of different species either through artificial insemination or sex new names began to emerge)  

Fubo: a mixture of fuman (Phasee/Human) and Bolaris. This species was well-received in many areas of the world because of diverging genes and cultures in the bo regions. The bos changed this term to bofu with their species’ name first, but not as a dominant gene.  

Bofu: more of a mixture of bo genes with mother and father having Bolaris genes and some genes from fuman. Bofus were better received over fubos in bo regions because of the Bolaris dominant gene.  

Phabo: mixing of Phasee and Bolaris genes, but in bo regions this would be referred to as bopha, because the Bolaris felt it was disrespectful to place their specie’s name behind another  

Hubo: the actual name of the Human/Bolaris combination before the name Bolaris took shape. Many Humans saw this amalgamation as degenerating, because many Humans saw vanishers as descendants of dogs, and this was tantamount to bestiality. 

Hubos tried to keep their family lineage secret and usually lied on their Electronic Lineage Form (ELF) when applying for jobs in Human regions (a requirement) so as not to be ridiculed or sometimes killed by Humans. 

The Bolaris still saw Humans as brethren in the cause of observation and sex (despite their incompatible physical differences) and would honor a hubo in their region.  

New Times Council: A worldwide council gathered to remove the exact dates of the cataclysmic events that struck Earth, to alleviate the suffering of remembrance of those events. Within ten years most calendars and dates were removed and hidden, and fines were enacted for those who used calendar years in their documents.
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WALT WHITMAN QUOTE  

[image: ]


“...Battles are lost in the same spirit in which they are won. Walt Whitman 1819-1892 (Son of Myself 1855)
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PROLOGUE I  
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I am Lance and wrote occasionally about being the son of a rough man and histories of the rough men; but what I was about to undertake was a violence I inadvertently caused and the battles that ensued near destroyed my soul...  
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CHAPTER 1  
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HANNIBAL, MISSOURI

(AFTER THE NEW COUNCIL REMOVED THE YEAR FROM ALL CALENDER DATES)

Hi, my name is Lance. I had been designated as the recorder for the ROUGH MEN3 project. 

I really did not want the job; but no one else would take it.  Now I know what my dad went through when he ran from the reach of the ancients in his younger days.  

One year after the departure of my dad and Ju, another rough man, there was much anticipation of what they left behind. 

Four babies germinated in their mother’s wombs: twins through Kim Frost, one through Chelsea B. The final baby was born in June.  

I always found it odd the project was called: ROUGH MEN3 when there were clearly 4 reps born. No one I asked could clarify the discrepancy. I dropped the subject not knowing it would be answered years later.  

Another factor about the reps was their lack of vocal cords. This mystery confused the Human doctors; but a few fuman doctors pointed out the rough men were always able to manipulate their DNA in the past. 

Why would they not do the same this time? The event of cell manipulation did make sense, but the purpose for the vocals being missed in all the reps was not clear.  

Kim was the one of the most obsessive of these babies and I decided to interview her first; but as I gathered my electronic equipment together, I got a screen buzz from across Han or Hannibal as some still called it.  

We called it screen buzzing when someone telephoned you on screen, like being online and getting an email. I touched the screen with my hairy fingers and knew it was Dawnte to talk about our supposed relationship, which we never had.  

Dawnte was just as hairy as I, her being Bolaris. She had a certain beauty about her, a dark beauty. 

She was only 41-years-of-age and already had four husbands before me. They all died from rough sex with her. There was no trial. It was all accidental.... 

Now she has it in for me. We kissed once but it was not reciprocated from my end, and she burned to have it reciprocated.  

Despite having it in for me sexually she was rich with land and housing, mostly in Northern Han or Boland as many called it these days. Her attraction could not be about money, because I had little of it through my magazine position.  

“Lance, you’re a hard bo to track down. Are you too busy to call?” Dawnte asked.  

“I don’t need to call in to you. You are not my wife,” I replied curtly.  

This hurt her deeply and she looked down in sadness. I sighed deeply and apologized.  

“I have been under great pressure from the three carriers to finish my first reports on the reps; and I am under pressure from the rough men families to finish the archives of their last visits. I didn’t mean to snap at you like that,” I said.  

“Sounds like you need some help,” Dawnte smiled weakly.  

“Nobody wants to do this, Dawnte. Who will do it if I don’t?” I asked.  

“I can do it,” Dawnte suddenly said.  

“Bullshit, what do you know about writing reports?” I asked, surprised.  

“I took up two writing courses when I went to school for business in the Ozarks, passed with no problems. You can’t be in business and not know how to form reports,” she said quietly.  

The ball was in my court. I stood and turned in a circle with deep thought. I did this so she would not see my facial expressions and gauge my next decision.  

When I stared at her she understood her victory. I looked at the smile that formed on her thin lips and a brightness that glimmered in her eyes. “I want to keep it platonic,” I said carefully.  

“Hire me as an outside contractor. Pay me what you can afford. I do not need the money, but I’ll take what you think is fair, Lance. I trust your judgment,” she said tenderly.  

I began to stammer with my words as she appeared to paint me in a corner... 

“Okay, okay... you can oversee the archival footage of the rough men meetings. You are to document what you see in written and vocal form and make three copies of each. I may be able to help you from time to time. When can I expect you to start?” I asked.  

“I will be there in two hours. Have the papers ready for me to sign my payment arrangements. I like my currency in debits not credits,” she said firmly.  

We said our goodbyes quickly, but at the end of our transmission I detected a strange smile that came across her face. 

It was a hint of triumph. I am partly fuman and know the feeling of achievement. Through my discomfort she used that to drive a wedge into my life and could use that to hasten my death.  

I am 21 years-of-age, only a few months older than my sister, Lawla; but with all the responsibilities you would expect me to be older. 

I barely had time to prepare the proper documents, set up the archival footage of the rough men talks and look over my blue and silver air car for any safety violations before I was air born.  

Many families and friends were greatly concerned about Dawnte’s age. She was 20 years older than I. 

They were greatly concerned she would kill me as she did her former husbands, so I was anxious in meeting her; but inside my desire for her was greater than my fear.  

Dawnte waved slowly from her point on a tall roof that was painted white. I barely looked back at her and felt some sadness creeping in my chest before I sighed deeply and thought of the many pressures of being a futuristic writer.  

I opened my equipment and began to set up in the plush living room of Kim Frost who resided in Radio Land. 

This was a small island filled with four radio towers, air cars, and merchant ships that poured from one dock to another. 

Kim held twins in her arms. She beamed with pride through black strands of hair. Her black eyes turned to me, and I smiled through the strands of hair that fell over my face.  

“Looks like you need a haircut,” Kim said.  

“Part of my Bolaris heritage,” I said as I panned the camera about the room.  

I looked like a thin Human with thick, dark gorilla hair dressed in a blue uniform and black boots. I had fuman features (Phasee/Human) with large ears and some women said a handsome face.  

“With all this bullshit about rough men talks, archives, rough men representatives I am up to the chin with all this shit,” I said bitterly.  

Kim was immediately hurt by my words. I could feel her disappointment in me because of the fuman/Phasee part of me. I sighed and placed the camera down. Kim gestured for two help nurses to take the babies away. The nurses whisked them away in their white garments.  

“I owe you an apology,” I said quietly. “I am not up to the task of a writer on a deadline. I do not handle pressure well...”  

“I know that we all know,” Kim said soothingly. “We were given the task to see that the best candidate for this job was picked and that was you. No one can do this but you. We see that you do have help from Dawnte.”  

“Who is this 'we'?" I asked quietly.  

“Chelsea and June, we three work together. You don’t think you are doing this alone?” Kim’s black eyes glistened in humor.  

“Yes, I did,” I said flatly.  

“This is all being watched from Phaes. Mars is looking over things from there. He is in charge as the director, we are like secretaries for him,” Kim said with exasperation.  

I was not sure who the exasperation was for. Was it for me in not knowing how deep this project was, or Mars? I was still in shock when she asked if I would like to speak to the boss, my faraway father. 

I soon stood in a small computer room of advanced gadgets, many of them I was familiar with and helped to install. A 14-inch screen was embedded in the wall and displayed images of Phaes and Earth until a universal frequency was reached.  

I was also the pioneer of that worldwide, but I did not realize how far it would be in a couple of years.  

Kim stepped back and patted me on the shoulder as Mars’ face appeared on the screen. I turned to her, filled with nervous tension. She stepped further back and pressed her hands together and bowed slightly to Mars.  

“You don’t have to bow to me,” Mars said. “I am as equal as you.”

“I prefer to bow anyway,” Kim said. “Hi there, husband.”  

I felt the tension between them, so the exasperation was not for me, but Mars.  

“Hi there, wife,” Mars turned his attention to me. “I see you have become a disgruntled employee on our staff. This is the time to blow off some steam. You are open to speak your mind.”  

I felt nervous tension within. I straightened my back, took a deep breath, and paused with my words and emotions. I blinked at my father’s face over 300 light years away and noticed his skin looked much darker than usual. 

It must be the heavy Phaes atmosphere, I thought.  “What the hell is going on here?” I asked quickly.  

“A legitimate question,” Mars nodded his head slightly. “You are the Master of Earth Archives when it comes to Rough Men activities. Your duties are to record all that you see and hear, document and put things in their proper files.”  

“If I was hired to do a job, why was I not notified about it?” I asked with emotions that swelled.

“You were, indirectly,” Mars said. “While I was on Earth you had the job and then expressed displeasure in the time factor. We replaced you with Chelsea, don’t you remember?”  

“I don’t remember being rehired for the job,” I said angrily.  

“You hired yourself, Lance,” Mars said quietly. “The constant studies in Rough Men history, the notes you took. The book you still want to write. I would say you have much experience and interest in the matter.”  

I leaned against a flat table and sighed deeply. I felt alone and trapped by the responsibility of it all. 

“You have within you the seeds of many races, Lance,” Mars said. “You can move in and out of information without the bias many others would have of a singular race. If you think it is too much for you, maybe you should back out.”  

“I don’t like the pressures of time. Why do I feel there is a time factor involved?” I asked.  

“Time is connected to everything, Lance. That is a frame of mind and environment. Kim, have you been telling Lance there is a time this must be finished?” Mars asked quickly.  

“No, neither have the other rep mothers,” Kim said just as quickly.  

“See? Take your time, Lance. What you are probably feeling is the power of this moment. There will never be another time for this world, ever again. Five species on one planet, anything can happen,” Mars continued.  

“You have the responsibility of the recorder of those experiences. What will you do with all that power? Not do it through fear and anxiety. Or make a difference and record your ass off and leave it up to posterity to figure it out, sounds simple, but it’s not.”  

I sighed deeply and bowed my head in deep thought
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