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The Rise of Nega-State is a work of fiction.
All characters, organizations, and events portrayed in this story
are fictional and any resemblance to real people (either living or
dead) or incidence is purely coincidental.




Books Timeline



THE RISE OF NEGA-STATE

(At the time of The Great
Crystallization)


THE SECRETS OF BROTHER JOY

(5 years after The Great Crystallization)


THE GREATER THEFT

(5 years after The Great Crystallization)


HERMAN’S DREAM

(Sometime in the future)




Prelude


This story takes place in the Dream Universe
of Herman’s Dream. As this is a dream world, some elements are
fantastic and unrealistic.


This story takes place at the time of
“The Great Crystallization”.


Herman or other “tourists” are not included
in this novella. All characters come from the dream world.


This story takes place 5 years before
the events of the Secret of Brother Joy and the Greater
Theft.


Remember, this is only a dream!




The Visitor


The sound of rhythmic chanting and techno
music filled the air. It was a compilation that the monk had set as
an alarm. Someone had snuck onto the grounds of the monastery after
hours.

The monk sighed.

The entire area had been hit with a blizzard,
and things were just quieting down. He had been looking forward to
doing his prayers and going to sleep. He really didn’t want to go
out in all that cold and snow. Especially since no one had shoveled
the walkways. Unfortunately, he had to do something about the
intrusion.

Quickly, he pulled out his cell phone and
looked at the app, which showed the intrusion. He was so proud of
this app, since he created it himself, especially for the
monastery.

The app showed the layout of the monastery,
with outlines of all the buildings. One of the furthest buildings
flashed. It was close to the wall and half-way across the compound,
so the monk knew he would get some exercise tonight.

The monk got changed and walked to the door.
He glanced at the phone again to make sure the visitor was
remaining in the same place.

The building still flashed.

He had to put on his parka, gloves, hat, and
boots. Unfortunately, none of the paths were cleared, so he had to
wear cross-country skis. He picked up a pair from the closet and
proceeded to the door.

Taking a deep breath, he opened the door and
walked out into the night air. There was irony in his role: the
monks had made him Groundskeeper of the monastery, but he did not
like the outside. He was always happier inside, staring at
computers and his techno-gadgets.

Especially in winter. He really did not enjoy
going out in the snow. At least not until someone had shoveled it.
The newest recruits did that. He carried his cross-country skis out
onto a wooden platform and put them on his boots. Cross-country
skis. Never in his wildest dreams did he ever think he would wear
these!

Although The Order had modernized, there were
still many who had wanted to keep the older traditions alive.
Still, he could do what he could to bring them into the modern
world. Maybe there would be some alternative to this.

The monk was standing on a small balcony that
extended around the building. The balcony had a guardrail at the
very edge which went around the building.

There was a small flight of stairs that went
down to the courtyard. The stairs and the courtyard in front of him
were covered in snow. The snow looked several feet deep, and it
would take a while to get everything cleaned.

After he put his cross-country skis on, he
looked back at his phone. There was so much snow to be removed. He
set the alarm for the newest initiates of The Order. Then he glided
across the snow.

The monk skied down the path that went past
different buildings. Some buildings were set up for other monks.
One of them was a dining hall/kitchen, two of them were arranged
for prayers or to receive the public. All of them had snow coming
up some of their staircases. Shoveling all of this would take a
long time!!

Quickly looking at his phone again, the monk
wanted to make sure the intruder was still there. If the intruder
moved anywhere in the compound, the cameras, and sensors would pick
them up. These cameras were already geared to exclude the monks,
since each of them had been tested and screened by the new
system.

The monk was proud of this system; he worked
in computer security before joining The Order. He installed
everything and even calibrated the system to exclude animals.

That was when the building on the phone
stopped flashing.

His eyes widened.

That shouldn’t happen.

If someone moved from the building, he should
be able to see where they were moving on the map. The flashing
should continue somewhere else.

The monk moved as fast as he could to that
building. It was a hard go since he really wasn’t used to this. He
wasn’t moving fast; he was glad the other person wouldn’t be able
to move fast either.

The groundskeeper monk reached the building.
There was a single set of tracks leading up to the small building.
The double doors were closed. Moving clumsily, the Groundskeeper
monk moved to the front of the double doors.

Throwing open the doors, the
monk-groundskeeper staggered inside to find the small reception
area. There was nothing out of place except two things: a suitcase
standing upright in the middle of the floor, and beside it was a
small leather bag.

Nothing else was there.

Looking down at the small leather bag, the
monk bent over and picked it up. It was open and there was just one
thing inside of it: a small box with something sticking out.

The monk lifted the lid fully up so he could
see what was inside.

Inside was a fist-sized purple crystal.




The Four New Monks


The four newest monks were asleep in a
sizeable room. This room had twelve beds side by side, but only
four were occupied. The other monks had their own rooms in another
building. The new monks had to go through this initiation if they
wanted to be accepted by The Order.

All four monks were male. They came from
various social backgrounds and came here for different reasons.
That was usually the case with the recruits. All of them were young
and inexperienced. Coming to this monastery would open their eyes
to a different world.

Suddenly, there was the sound of a very loud
gong coming from the surrounding speakers. These speakers were
setup to torment these new recruits by the groundskeeper monk.

The groundskeeper monk wasn’t the only one
who made the lives of the new recruits challenging. The Teacher of
Lessons also took a great deal of personal interest in the new
recruits. He walked into the room and started coming towards
them.

The Teacher of Lessons was a tall monk
wearing a dark cloak. He was about middle age with a stern face and
receding hairline. His dark eyes could be very intense. His primary
responsibility was to look after this rabble, for the new recruits
were very young.

“The time for sleep is over,” said The
Teacher of Lessons. “The storm has finished and there is much work
to be done.”

All four young monks sighed.

None of them wanted to get out of bed. There
had been a snowstorm the day before, and the newest recruits were
being called to clean the snow.

“We must rise and clear the monastery before
breakfast,” said The Teacher of Lessons

The young monks all agreed and nodded,
patiently waiting for the superior monk to leave so they can go
back to bed. The clanging continued from the speakers. There was no
way for them to turn it off. The Teacher of Lessons was wandering
around them and snatching away the blankets from each of the new
monks.

“That snow will not clear itself,” said The
Teacher of Lessons, carrying the four blankets over to the box in
the corner. “You don’t expect our order to ski over to the dining
hall, do you? Your work clothes are in the closet hanging up.”

With that, The Teacher of Lessons walked out
of the room.

Reluctantly, the four new monks got up and
got dressed.

They had to prepare for the joyous task of
shoveling the walkways of the monastery.

The four new Initiates of The Order struggled
to get into their snow suits and then put on their boots. The
monastery did not have benches for them to sit on, so all four of
them had to balance as they put on their boots. After they had
gotten ready, the closest of them opened the door and they walked
out into the snow.

Looking at all the surrounding snow, the four
new monks let out a collective sigh of despair.




The Groundskeeper Monk


He had spent part of the night looking around
the building for any trace of the visitor. Not only had he checked
the building, but he checked the areas around the building.

He found some footprints that led into the
building, but nothing led away from it. The foot prints themselves
were in one direction only, so no one was trying to walk back in
their own steps. There were no signs of skis trails. The building
was not close enough to any tree branches, and there was nothing
that could support a person’s weight.

It made little sense.

The groundskeeper monk yawned. He had been up
most of this morning trying to figure out where this person had
gone. He was tired. Having talked with some other monks, a decision
was made for some of them to search the compound. Many of them went
out on cross-country skis in groups of twos or threes to see if
some evidence of the person could be found. Some others were
cleaning snow from the sidewalks.

A couple of monks would go through the
suitcase and the leather bag. Maybe some information would be left
behind. No one was sure what to do with the fist-sized crystal.
Although it was beautiful, no one had any use for it.

The Groundskeeper monk would do what he did
best: go to his computer system and see if he could find their
visitor.

It didn’t take long to find the recording and
play it back.

The visitor was wearing a large, heavy parka,
heavy gloves, and boots. Initially, it was difficult to see if this
was a man or a woman. Then, the camera could pick up the
individual’s face, and that person was a woman

The woman had put down the suitcase. Then she
placed the leather bag that she was carrying down on the ground.
Slowly, she hunched over the bag, opened it and pulled out the
small box.

As she opened the box, there was a sudden
flash of light and the signal went dead. Amazed, the groundskeeper
just stared at the black and white fuzz on the recording. The rest
of this record was blank.

There was another camera in the room.

He quickly called up the memory of the other
camera, which recorded the event from a different angle, and
watched the footage. This one faded out as the first one did, but
something caught his eye.

The flash of light was weird. It could be a
trick of the light, or maybe there was a spark somewhere. He did
not know, but it was worth investigating, especially if this had
anything to do with the equipment failure.

He would check on the equipment and wiring in
that building later. There was something else he could do to find
out who this woman was. He had an old version of facial recognition
software he could load into the computer. That might give them more
information.

The monk opened the drawer and pulled out a
thumb drive. He then plugged it into the computer and waited for
the thumb drive to open.

He was feeling tired. Maybe he needed a nap.
Thinking back, it’s been a long time since he slept. Funny thing
was that he spent longer periods without sleep and he never felt
this tired. It must be old age creeping up on him.

“You’re getting old,” he said to himself as
he watched the file open from the thumb drive. He double clicked
the facial recognition software and watched it download.

In the next few minutes, he had nodded
off.


The Groundskeeper monk did not know what woke
him up, but something jolted him awake. He must have shut his eyes
for a few minutes.

The computer had switched over to screen
saver mode and photos of the monastery were being displayed and
then fading away. Touching the mouse, the monk found that the
software had finished downloading and had already installed
itself.

Then he looked at the clock on the
computer.

Two hours had passed since he had started the
download.

That must have been some nap!!

Yet, he did not feel any better than before.
He still felt tired. Did he dream? He remembered nothing. He still
felt exhausted, as though the nap had never happened. Honestly, he
felt even more tired, like not having taken the nap AND then doing
two hours’ worth of calisthenics.

Weird.

Yeah, the doctor said I wasn’t getting enough
kale!

It must be age!

The Groundskeeper had the computer start the
facial recognition of the woman on the video. It would probably
take a while, so he thought he’d check out the investigation. Maybe
they found something interesting.

There would be an even sterner rebuke when
they find out about the facial recognition software. Wiring up the
monastery took some persuading, using software like this to find
the woman’s identity online. Well, that may be a different
bridge.

Still, if he could load the software, find
the woman’s identity and then unload it from the computer, there
would be no repercussions.

Well, it would take some time for the
software to run its course and no one drops by his workstation. The
groundskeeper monk decided it might be a good idea to see how the
other investigation was going.

He got to his feet, stifled a yawn, and
checked on the other part of the investigation. The crystal was
fascinating. He had seen nothing like it, though that really wasn’t
saying much. He never liked geography in school and knew nothing
about geology or those kinds of sciences.

Then his stomach rumbled.

Remembering that two hours had passed, the
other two monks would probably be at prayers right now. He had
already missed most of his morning duties because of his pet
project and his nap. This would probably get him a stern rebuke
from The Teacher of Lessons.

Fortunately, the other monks had moved both
the crystal and suitcase to a room in this building. It would not
take long to go through the suitcase and there may even be some ID,
which would make this mystery that much easier.

The monk walked down a long hall that
connected to a small room. The door was closed, and there was a
buzzer to the side of it. A sign above the door was labeled the
“Artifact Room”.

He pressed the buzzer and waited.

There was no answer.

Maybe they had left for prayers. No harm in
seeing if the door was unlocked.

The monk tried the handle of the door, and
the door was unlocked.

He opened the door and walked into the
room.

The room was small, with several long desks.
There were a few chairs setup around the tables and the lighting
gave the room a museum like quality.

One of the long tables had the side case
lying flat with all the contents stacked beside it. The clothes
were all piled together. There was a small pile of toiletries.
There were two books placed off to the side, both of which were
novels. Nothing of this pile seemed to be out of the ordinary for
someone who was going for a visit.

Beside the suitcase was a list. The
groundskeeper picked up the list, which had everything that was
found in the suitcase. The list omitted the crystal. There were no
markings or tags on the suitcase except for the brand name.

The groundskeeper monk dropped the list by
the suitcase and turned to another table. On that table was the
leather bag, the metal box, and the purple crystal.

The Groundskeeper involuntarily stepped
back.

The first time he saw the purple crystal, it
was maybe the size of a fist. This crystal was at least twice that
size. It looked like there had been two fists melded on top of each
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