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For all those who woke up on Earth and found it overwhelming.
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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 back glossary for Other Worldly Alien (OWA) expressions to get a better understanding of the story. 

In addition, this is a story written off-world and had little effect on Earth’s timeline, but Planet Phaes is the twin of Earth and whatever happens to Phaes (brother), can affect in a positive or negative fashion, Earth (sister).
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After the initial devastation of Phaes through underground earth tremors and unstable, buried rockets, Earth was left without a planetary protector, and this unnerved many inhabitants.

With Earth open to planetary inhabitants that came through the wormhole. Earth became a hotbed of clashing cultures and laws and remained in flux when it came to a variety of ideas.

Many saw war between the planets as imminent.

Enter the great distributor a foreigner from another planet who did not really want to go to Earth...

Even if it could avert planetary war...

MAHATMA GHANDI QUOTE

“Earth provides enough to satisfy every man's needs, but not every man's greed.”
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(Written on Planet Urb)

On Planet Urb we were called Urbanites and on Planet Jan the natives were called Janeites. Planet Phaes, which was destroyed after the destroyer war were filled with Phasees. Then, there was Planet Pro, and I believe we sometimes referred to them as Proletarians.

We sometimes did not use that, but asked them if they were from Pro or if they were travelling to Pro.

On Earth, for which this book was written, our Proletarian was different than your form on Earth which dealt in economics. Ours was an entire species.

Also, I am writing this through your form of communication. 

Our form of communication is thought with various sounds of approval or disapproval expressed through the lips and facial expressions, connected to thought transfer.

Our vocal language was long dead, sometimes used in robots through audio when there was a defect in their information circuit to process thoughts.

So, I wrote all this in a dead language then modified it to the Earth form of communication as close to the truth as possible. I hope I did a great job.

You don’t know me from your first man, Adam (or your version of the Adam story). I am from Planet Urb, and I am a writer of reports to present to a body of ten individuals on Urb, called the Elders Council.

The Elders Council were ancient, many of them over five-hundred long years (four-hundred and ninety of your Earth Years) and produced or rescinded laws on Urb.

We had a Great Leader Can, two-hundred and ninety-eight long years, who acted as an Authoritarian, where everything he wished and said happened if he stayed within the laws of Urb.

Of course, these laws were used on a gray-area basis, when needed. There was a fine line Can and his constituents could walk without getting into trouble from the Elders Council.

Trouble was in the form of prison for ten long years, a usual sentence for thievery, or death for much serious offenses like killing or rape.

I am only two-hundred and one year’s long, but there were times I wanted to kill someone, but didn’t have the heart to do it. 

I knew if I commenced with that thought into action, I would have been surely caught with thought projection, internal microphones, and video spots. So far, we do not know on my planet who got away with what, but we believe over 90 % were caught through our means.

Any misunderstandings or bad blood usually simmered and ebbed away as I grew older. I tried not to hold grudges. I found them to be disabling for future ventures. Never knew when you would run into those same individuals along the way.

As it came to rape and murder on our planet, we had harsh laws.

If a child on our planet was raped there was instant death because that was totally unacceptable by the Elders. 

A full-grown individual was considered fifteen long turns and could be debated in the courts as miscommunication or mixed signals between them when it came to sexual overtures.

It always eluded me how someone could rape another full-grown individual, when it was freely given on our planet as through companionship (our form of a marriage where you could have as many companions as you and your partner were committed too) and a night person (an individual you slept with for one or two short nights for pleasure and comfort).

With something so free to give the Elders felt the individual had to be corrupt to the core to force sex, which was about domination.

Our form of forced death was totally different than your Earth forms of forced death. We locked their hands before them and placed a contraption on their head and fried the brain until their life signs dissipated. It was quick, but a brutal way of death.

Before you judge us, it was like your electric chair to put prisoners to death, but in a more concise form.

Our history was not like your history as you suspected. We all originated in Jan and traveled to other planets after thousands of years of technological expertise that improved our lives.

The other planets like Pro, Urb and Phaes had to be altered as it came to climate to fit our needs. We included injections to take away many of the side effects, but the injections had side effects, and it turned some dark (Urb) and some a mixture of light and dark (Phaes).

Janeites had almost a red skin tone and was the original skin tone of all of us, before other planetary incursions, injections, and climate effects.

In Pro their complexion was a high pink, and they were tall, compared to humans, averaging from six to seven feet tall.

Without the machines on Urb, Pro and Phaes we would be subject to its harsh conditions, and it could shorten our long life almost down to two-hundred long turns or less (190) of your Earth years.

In the beginning we moved from Jan to Pro, then to Urb. The last planet we terraformed was Phaes, where the Phasees began to branch out and move to Earth, while you went through cataclysmic planet destruction.

Our idea for God was used in intense prayer when we began to fight planet against planet in a barter and trade war that truly got out of hand so that billions died. 

Our God was a search within to the still small voice from master-teachers’ eons ago who taught millions the way to God.

Many of our councils on each planet guided the inhabitants to seek the God within to find great error in these wars that almost lasted a century.

We had no churches, mosques, or synagogues to go to, but searched within to find the answer and decided to end these wars, which was one raid after the other, ship to ship, bomb to bomb, in our time of 2,000,385, like your Earth years, where we had records eons ago of the start of our species from Jan.

The Harmonic Aliens arrived nearly two hundred long turns ago and helped to end our wars of domination and introduced us to the destroyers, a large jumping spider able to consume flesh.

This was before we realized they were not organic and a robotic form of an invention that got out of control, its inventor long dead from his own creation.

The going theory is that the Harmonic Aliens used the destroyers to force compliance on certain worlds; you either complied through Harmonic absorption or be consumed by the spider-crabs. The choice was obvious, especially if you had arachnophobia.

In this sense I agreed with the Harmonic Aliens, if you did not comply through compassion, which their vibrations represented you were for war and got what you deserved.

Sounds harsh, but there it was. Through the Harmonic Aliens or the blues on Earth they turned around our ways of war and we saw another side of life. A better side but not always a bright side.

This segued me to the events on Earth, which I had no desire to learn about. I wrote this after the events catapulted me to that place. I was not a party to this event at all.

My tenure as a Great Distributor (their words not mine) led me before the Elders Council on your Earth year of 2186.

I arrived at the Elder’s Council of Urb in your Earth year of 2186. 

As the massive gray doors parted I stood for a moment, unsure of entering, but the image of my mother caused a smile to go across my face; so, I entered a little more comfortably.

My mother was in the Elders Council. She was the youngest at five-hundred and eighty-two long turns (582). Her eyes glistened on seeing me, for we had not seen each other for four long turns.

Nodal (834) who sat in blue and white robes, tall with dark skin, acted as head of this council and made firm decisions that overruled the others in a moment’s notice. There was no majority vote, but his vote and the others agreed and complained.

Also, I noticed clear communication was used when the age of each council member was placed after each name. They eluded much pride in their ages, and I wanted to comply and not complain.

Also, I was taught to use these ages throughout my reports as distributors to bring smiles to all its citizens who reveled in old age connected to wisdom.

I stood in blue and black robes, but on our planet, they were not called blue and black, but for your understanding we will call them that.

I felt instant anxiety in standing before ten of the oldest individuals in the region. I knew they did not present me there to talk about the weather, which stayed a constant breezy and sunny comfortable temperature due to planetary machines.

They seemed to all block their thoughts because I could not sense a thing. I stared intently at my mother to get something from her, but it was not forthcoming. They all sat with slight smiles on their faces as if they knew all they needed to know.

I someday wanted to be like them, comfortable.

(We are not comfortable by any means) my mother, Tonna picked up my thoughts (We have many stresses that are not perceived by the average individual, like how to keep the region safe from war)

(Is war imminent?) I thought, alarmed (The destroyers are dead. Did they make a comeback I am not aware of?)

Shuri (624) raised her wrinkled dark hand to calm my nerves. She smiled with calm white eyes and her white hair glistened from overhead lights (War is never imminent, but it can be averted. It is always on the horizon. What do you know about Earth?)

I stood for a moment, confused, and turned from one to another as if it was a trick question.

(I know nothing about it and don’t want to know anything about it. They are savages) I thought.

(They are no better or worse than we were over two-hundred long turns ago) my mother thought (We were perceived as savages by the Harmonic Aliens, and they helped us anyway with their technology and a few absorbed individuals and here we are. They can be saved from themselves)

(Why are you so concerned about Earthlings? Their technology is not a match against ours. They wouldn’t last a day against us), I thought, angered.

(Their technology has been enhanced since Mars returned to battle his daughters in their Earth year of 2085. All they did was use the scraps from destructive ships to move ahead almost two-hundred long turns) My mother thought.

(Crafty), I thought (They still do not know how to use the wormhole. I realized we can enter and exit easily with the codes).

(Yes, but how long?) Shuri asked (Already several committees are being formed to pressure the Phasees on Earth to give them the codes; but even if the Phasees do not relent and give them the codes they have several committees designed to find the codes on their own. We see ten long turns at the most).

I stood, silent in thought and looked from face to face, but could not figure what they wanted me to do about it.

(What do you want me to do?) I asked, but the clarification came from each of them as a deep thought (You want me to go there and be a distributor; to help them with goods and services and improve their life so they don’t find a way through the wormhole and find us).

(We want you to be the great distributor you are and improve on their lives, yes), Juni (804), thought.

My mother leaned to him and thought secretly, but I could sense she chided him for using great...

(Okay, don’t be great, be excellent. Is that a better word?) Juni asked with a smile of even white teeth.

(I don’t want to be anything on that planet. I have no intention of going to that place), I thought (Push comes to shove and they find a way through the wormhole; you could collapse it). 

(Everybody knows the wormhole was manufactured by the Harmonic Aliens for better commerce connections. It will take them many long turns to get to us, by then we will be ready).

(Your suggestions are immature and based on fear and anger, Mr. Lin Jo), Nodal thought (That is why you are the best one for this mission. It will help you, us, and them, through the matter. You must see the long term of it).

They could sense I was not going to budge and ended the communication with a nod of their heads and smiles. I sensed something below the surface but could not detect what it was because they were masters in thought blocking/projecting, and I was not.

(Tell your brother, Abu I am thinking about him), my mother thought before the gray chamber doors were sealed and I stood for a moment in deep reflection.

Abu was my younger brother (120) and peered from northern Jan through the view screen.

He had two sons, and they played in the background and two of his companions waved and I responded with a wave and a smile; but we did not find that a distraction, because the noise of children and family always brought comfort to Urbanites. 

(It’s a new opportunity for you. You should take it), he thought.

I then knew she had connected with him three short turns ago (2 and a half Earth days) and wanted him to butter me up to take the offer.

(I could never hide things from you brother. He thought he was always faster when it came to thoughts than me), he thought.

(I’m no master. I just know how you think), I thought.

We both laughed and he patted his leg as he did in the past when something humorous was thought, then he stared at me intently.

(You have a deep fear of this planet Earth. Why?) he asked.

(It’s a free will zone. Anything can happen. I don’t like that. Here we have set restrictions), I thought.

(Be careful what you fear. It may come true), Abu stared, concerned.

(Not if I can help it), I thought, and my eyes dropped as my fear gradually became a reality.
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(Written from Planet Jan)

My full name is Liman Jo, but several syllables fell off and I left it without correction. Some called me Jo and others called me Li, I didn’t care. With open thoughts in operation much was implied.

So, my name was in the title, but other than that I tried to stay in the background as events progressed around me.

By the time I arrived on several planets as a distributor of goods my name changed to Lin and in time I was pegged as the Great Distributor, which left me uncomfortable.

In the word: great there was no room for improvement. Only God was Great, but many friends and constituents were not trying to compare me to God, God Forbid, or equal to God, God Forbid...the horror.

They claimed they used the term affectionately and with deep respect; but it made me uncomfortable just the same.

I visited several planets in this solar system to help correct distribution problems before I became betrayer of the Great Can of Urb. 

I did go to school for many planet rotations, almost ten Earth years in distribution of goods and services.

When many found my ideas could work, they began to implement them into society, and many lives were improved.

I am 201 years young, but when the word Great began to be attached to my name, I wanted no parts of it and recused myself on many fronts and remained in seclusion with my son Hut.

This had a two-pronged effect. First it protected me from the hands of Great Can who wanted retribution for the survival of hundreds of fumans, which I initiated because I felt genocide of any species was wrong and it gave us privacy from the cameras and microphones of nosy inhabitants.

Many thought I was overreacting about the inclusion of great in my name, but I did not want hero worshippers and the evil that goes with it on my conscience.

My former female friend, Brie, exasperated by my seclusion, threatened to take Hut with her; but I challenged her to do so, it was a half/half connection with the young one.

She knew incarceration from certain authorities would commence immediately, because in our society a child’s protection and growth was encouraged by both parents.

Brie smiled sadly on a visual screen that resembled reflected water, but was only electrons, stabilized to look like a communication device.

She had brown hair, a long forehead, front and back and beautiful prominent white eyes, which is what attracted me to her ten long turns ago.

After the birth of Hut (who was now 8), she decided to travel and gave me full rights, with some visitation rights on her end.

(You called my bluff) as her thoughts slowly moved through electrons.

She sighed deeply and looked down, crestfallen.

(He’s taken care of), I assured her.

(Just be careful. Great Leader Can is on the lookout for the betrayers who turned against him in dealing with the rough men), she thought.

(Still, he searches. It’s been several long cycles), I thought, alarmed.

(He doesn’t let go easily), she thought. (I must go. I will contact Hut later so we can talk).

(He will be happy to hear from you), I thought as her image phased into darkness.

We are the betrayers.

There were five of us that helped Mars on planet Urb against Great Leader Can. 

Jed, Shi, Lin (me), Pa and Tor. I looked at an electronic picture taken after the betraying. It only gave me images of a deep sadness that didn’t go away.

The picture after the betrayal was close to nine Earth years, because my son was not born yet. I was still in the throes of getting to know my then partner, Brie.

I had been in deep contemplation lately and my son noticed this and was prepared to leave.

(No), I waved him in.

(I didn’t want to disturb you), he carefully walked in and slanted his large head sideways, (You are troubled).

I only nodded and hugged him for comfort. He was only nearly four feet high and wore white robes with yellow trims. His white eyes were prominent with dark skin that appeared thick, almost like scales, because he was not fully grown. This was the way of our species.

With prominent noses and thin lips, we almost resembled phasees who were shorter with thick skins, receding scales.

There was not much difference between our species and the fumans on Earth, which gave us some resemblance to Earthlings, despite our tall nature.

(I had been thinking about some things) I patted a nearby clear chair, as Hut carefully sat (I know we have not been traveling as we should. That is my fault. So, I propose an offer...).

(You want me to improve my scholar grades in school, and you will put it in for Earth travel! Yes...) Hut stood, with fists balled, triumphant.

(You must reach excellent status...), I thought.

Hut suddenly looked crestfallen and sat down, hard. I patted him on the leg, affectionately.

(That’s wrong, father. No one barely achieves excellent status in academics...), he looked down, dejected.

(I did...), I countered.

He looked up, surprised.

(It took me several long rotations, but you are in a younger class.  Your fight should last no more than two months at the most), I thought.

How wrong I was.
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Pitta kept a dark secret from her daughter Nesh. Nesh had only nine long rotations (almost eight Earth years), but she was very sensitive and could go deep in thought and emotions quickly.

Pitta, in fear of her daughter knowing about her dark, bloody secret called in the emotion/thought blocker, Master Har, to train her in the “art of blocking.” Better known on Earth as the “Blank Page Movement.”

Their lessons usually resumed once a week, deep in the cycle turn before daylight and only if Nesh was deeply sleep. This went on for several long rotations, until Master Har could not sense an emotion or thought from Pitta.

When she paid him handsomely for his last session, he watched a long black device that beeped readily with galactic funds. When he smiled and stood, she smiled and stood, and they hugged gingerly.

Har was a tall Janeite from the planet Jan. Janeites were usually red in complexion in comparison to Urbanites who had a dark complexion, smaller head sizes and less prominent eyes.

Har stood back and patted her arms gently, pleased at her progress.

He thought, I'll miss these sessions.

(You are always welcome to come by anytime) she smiled.

(I’m going to Earth in several short rotations. You are welcome to come with us) he thought.

(I have no desire to go there. Too much drama and death) she thought.

(Much improved in the last one-hundred and forty-three long cycles. I am going with a couple of friends on a business trip. Lots of money involved. You can come as a security guard just in case things get dicey. We don’t expect any problems, but this is Earth) he smiled deeply.

She could not assess anything from his smile because he was a master at thought/emotion blockages. She sighed deeply and considered...

(My daughter always wanted to visit Earth, but I am not so sure it is all that safe. Let me think about it. Who is all on board to go?) she asked.

(Char from Pro and Ilic from Phaes) he thought.

He suddenly felt a flood of emotions when he spoke the name Ilic. She felt slightly ashamed that she could not contain her emotions after her last session on how to block them.

(You will not be able to contain them forever. They are a part of you always, but to achieve subterfuge you need better discipline) he chastised.

She only nodded and bowed her head.

(May I try to surmise the situation?) he asked carefully.

She only nodded.

(He’s not a lover, but an adversary. Something to deal with the rough man Mars. He tried to hijack a ship you were on, and you subdued him. His history is sketchy beyond that), he thought.

She looked up with a faint smile. He only smiled, pleased he pulled thoughts and emotions that were deep.

(There are many ships going to Earth. You don’t have to take our ship
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