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Prelude


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

 


The territories mentioned in this story
represent different mental states: Nega-State (negativity),
Posi-State (positivity), the territory of Bliss (the Imagination),
and the territory of Civilization (Civilization or rules).

 


Some characters have generic names (such as
the Angel, the Other Angel, the Liaison Officer), because they are
the same characters that appear in the book “Herman’s Dream” or in
other stories as well.

 


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

 


This story takes place 5 years after The Rise
of Nega-State and after the events of The Secrets of Brother
Joy.

 


Remember, this is only a dream!

 


 


 


Trackson


They considered him expendable! Well, he was
going to show them that was a mistake!

Trackson fumbled underneath the desk,
searching the underside until he found what he wanted. He pulled
out his spare cell phone he had hidden away.

Trackson was having problems holding onto the
cell phone. He fumbled with the buttons and hit the send button. He
had just sent out a pre-written message. Struggling with his numb
fingers, Trackson popped out the card from the cell phone.

Then, he labored to throw the cell phone card
out the open window.

Instead of seeing his life flash before his
eyes, Trackson relived the last couple of days. Those last couple
of days would spell the end of his organization….

 


Trackson hadn’t been home long before he
received the phone call. He had returned from his assignment in the
territory of Bliss and was fixing up some paperwork. His mission
was finished.

He worked for two separate organizations. His
first employer was the Tourist Bureau. He was assigned to protect
Civilization’s diplomats who traveled to other territories. He also
protected the diplomats of other visiting nations.

Trackson had also joined the Office of Past
Affairs, a private organization interested in technology and
knowledge from before “The Great Crystallization”. He worked for a
special division of that company. Since he had special access, that
division would use him as an operative when they needed things
done.

The division he worked for had a special
arrangement with Trackson. Officially, he volunteered with the
organization and was not registered as an employee of the company.
Unofficially, he would submit any expenses he would incur, and they
would reimburse him!

And he had completed the assignments for both
organizations.

His primary mission for the Tourism Bureau
was to make sure that all their representatives were safe. None of
Civilization’s delegates or security personnel were harmed. All
their documents were secure, at least as far as he could tell.

His responsibilities to the other
organization, however, were far more sinister.

He killed Brother Joy, an advisor to the
territory of Bliss.

That was a part of his mission, but not the
most crucial aspect.

He had stolen the necklace that Brother Joy
was wearing.

This necklace was a chain Brother Joy had
worn around his neck. Attached to that chain were ten small
crystals. The strange aspect of those crystals was that they could
glow 10 different colors, but all ten crystals always glowed the
same color at the same time.

Trackson did not understand why his division
wanted this necklace or why they wanted Brother Joy killed. He only
did what he was told.

Now, he just had to wait for them to contact
him so he could come in and report on his success. Then he would
get reimbursed.

Deep down, he liked the cloak and dagger
quality of his assignments. It made these trips exciting.

But he had to be careful, especially when
both organizations had objectives that were so close to each
other.

Still, the truth of it all was that he just
didn’t have a choice.

Now, he was at home waiting for the
signal.

That signal was always the same.

There was a call on his cell phone from a
special telephone number. When he answered his phone, there was no
one on the other line except a special tone. In the next 24 hours,
he would find a sheet of paper. The instructions were written in a
special ink on that paper which he had to decode.

He was given a special pair of glasses that
could see this ink.

It felt like a game to him.

Well, no one suspected him!! He had followed
the plan to the letter. He was instructed to leave the message near
the body, and Trackson followed those instructions. Nothing had
gone wrong!

The other territories had let him go without
a moment’s hesitation.

He was in the clear!

That was when Trackson received the signal on
his phone.

After hanging up the phone, he went over to
the dresser drawer and pulled out a pair of sunglasses. It was a
special pair that had altered lens which allowed him to see hidden
messages.

 


Over the next 24 hours, Trackson wandered
through his apartment looking at every single piece of paper for
secret messages. Normally, it did not take long, and he would find
it in fliers or papers that were shoved in the mailbox.

Today it was much more nerve wracking.

He needed to know where he was going for the
debriefing and did not like the fact that he wasn’t finding any
hidden messages.

Trackson checked everywhere in the apartment,
near his car, and was even looking at notices that were posted in
the main lobby of the apartment building. He spent all day
looking.

No secret messages were found.

Had he missed the paper somehow? Maybe he
threw it out by accident? Was it somewhere he did not think to
look? Why would the message be so hard to find?

What was even worse was he didn’t know what
would happen if he missed the meeting?

How could he explain to those who employed
him he couldn’t find the instructions? He missed the meeting
because he didn’t know where or when it was!

Would they even accept that as an excuse?

That was when there was a knock at the
door.

This was unexpected. He jumped.

Trackson walked over to the main door and
peered through the peep hole. There were two men standing in the
hall. One of them was wearing a tweed suit. The other man was
wearing a suit that was a mishmash of different colors and
fabrics.

There was also a woman standing in front of
them. She was the one who was knocking on the door. He didn’t
recognize them, but then he noticed a little pin in the woman’s
lapel.

They were from his division.

What were they doing here?

She knocked again.

“We know you’re in there!” said the woman’s
voice. “Open the door and let us in!!”

Trackson stepped back involuntarily, almost
afraid of this encounter. This had never happened before. It wasn’t
normal, and that wasn’t good. Had he done something wrong? Why were
they meeting like this?

The knocking came again, this time more
impatiently.

“Are we going to do this the hard way?” Asked
the woman’s voice. “This will only get more difficult the longer we
wait out here.”

With a quick gulp of air, Trackson stepped
forward, unlocked the door and opened it.

“Took you long enough,” muttered the woman
under her breath as she walked into the room. She gave Trackson a
quick look over. “Would you take off those stupid glasses? You look
ridiculous!! I need a drink!” The two men walked in and took
positions nearby the entrance. The woman sat down in a chair in the
living room

They had never met him like this. That made
Trackson even more nervous. There was no way for him to answer
except to say yes. He was wearing those glasses for so long, he had
forgotten that they were on his head.

Trackson took off those glasses.

The woman glanced at the two men near the
entrance. The man wearing the mishmash suit nodded. He walked over
to a liquor cabinet on the side of the dining room. He pulled out
two glasses and made two drinks.

“All of us have been keeping up on your
recent assignments,” said the woman as she looked over at Trackson.
“You have been an invaluable operative. I was wondering where you
see yourself in the next few years?”

The question really stunned Trackson. He
really did not know what to say.

“Um,” said Trackson meekly. “Hopefully still
alive.”

The woman burst out laughing.

“Yes,” she said with a smile. “We all want
that. I mean to say, where do you see yourself in the
organization?”

The man who was making the drinks walked back
into the living room holding two glasses. He walked over to the
woman and gave her a glass. She mouthed a short “thank you” and
turned her attention back to Trackson. The man gave Trackson the
other drink.

Trackson felt more comfortable.

“I don’t know…” said Trackson. “I haven’t
really thought about it before.”

“You should,” said the woman. “You can do so
much for us and we can do so much for you.” She took a sip of her
drink. “In fact, I’m here to give you a special assignment, if you
will take it.”

His excitement jumped.

“Of course,” exclaimed Trackson.
“Absolutely.”

The woman nodded and raised her glass with
her left hand.

“To new beginnings,” she said. Trackson
picked up his glass and raised it. He had a big swallow of the
drink. He felt like celebrating.

“I will do whatever you want me to do,” said
Trackson. “What are my responsibilities?”

The woman smiled as she watched him.

“That will be explained to you tomorrow,”
replied the woman, as she looked at him thoughtfully. “We need any
files you have from your previous assignment.”

“Do you want me to write up a report?” Asked
Trackson.

“No, someone else will take care of that,”
said the woman. “What we need from you is more important than
writing mere reports. Do you think you can handle it?”

Trackson beamed.

“Absolutely,” said Trackson. “You can count
on me.”

“Splendid,” said the woman. “My entourage and
I will leave shortly. A car will be here early in the morning to
pick you up. I suggest you get everything together tonight before
you go to bed.” She took her glass and raised it high in the air
with her left hand. “Down the hatch!!”

“Down the hatch,” repeated Trackson, and both
drained their glasses dry.

“Oh, one other thing,” added the woman.
“Include the necklace with the reports.”

“Absolutely,” said Trackson.

With that, the woman stood up and nodded at
the man who was standing by the bar. He walked back over to the
door.

Trackson stood up, walked over to the door
with the woman.

“I wanted to say again congratulations,” said
the woman as she looked at Trackson. She extended her right hand to
Trackson.

Trackson was momentarily stunned and glanced
down at her hand. Then his manners returned, and he reached out,
shook her right hand. Her skin seemed somewhat cool, though.
Trackson did not know why.

“Today is a very important day for you,”
continued the woman. “Enjoy it! But remember, a car will be here
for you early tomorrow morning, so get some sleep!”

“I will,” said Trackson, and he showed all of
them out of the door.

 


Trackson had found all the papers and
documents he needed for the debriefing tomorrow. He had organized
some of them into folders and others he had downloaded from his
computer and placed them on flash drives. They needed to have
multiple copies for different people to peruse.

He thought about the files he needed to
include: the requisition orders and all the supplies he used for
this mission, the notes he was making from the meetings, copies of
the reports he gave to Hector and to Salaco. None of these had been
fully completed and edited in one format. But then he did not have
to do that, did he?

He also included the information that was
given by his imaginary friend contact, an inhabitant from the
territory of Bliss. This individual had given all the information
he needed to execute the mission. There were even photos of all the
representatives from the different territories. There was some
information included in the notes, though the imaginary friend had
horrible writing.

He smiled about not having to sort through
everything and write up all this drudgery.

This report was probably the most complete
since it incorporated both the official tourism reports and the
information from his organization.

While he was working, he noticed some strange
symptoms. Early on, he noticed a tingling sensation in his fingers
and toes. He could easily blame that on the excitement he was
feeling from having a new assignment. Honestly, he was feeling both
nervous and excited.

A little later, while he was sorting through
papers, his head throbbed. Trackson massaged his head a little, but
he would go to bed soon.

Again, that was easy to explain. He was
probably just tired, and the last week was catching up with
him.

He picked up a small travel notebook and
flipped through it. There were rough notes about each member of the
delegation he had met during his time there. Trackson could only
guess at their previous experiences, but he was sure that someone
with more knowledge could fill in the gaps.

He looked through a few of these descriptions
when he heard a noise from outside.

Trackson rushed over to the door and looked
through the peep hole.

It was his neighbor, Max.

Max had lived in the building for a while. He
had a lot of different jobs, but many in the building hired him as
a personal shopper. Max bought nothing illegal, but he purchased
some unusual items for Trackson.

Max did not know who Trackson worked for, nor
did he ever mention Max to his employers. That did not mean that
they didn’t know about him. You never knew what the organization
knew and what they didn’t know.

Regardless, Trackson would keep Max on his
personal payroll.

Well, things would change soon. As he moved
up, he could afford a better place. Maybe he would keep this
apartment as his office. He still had to keep up appearances and
maintain the illusion that he wasn’t working for two
organizations.

He could feel the tingling in his toes and
legs now too!

His balance faltered.

It was the alcohol and giddy excitement of
completing the assignment.

So Trackson had left all the files and the
necklace in a briefcase by the hall.

The alcohol really seemed to hit him
hard.

Or something was.

This did not feel right. He did not drink
enough to feel this way.

Something else was affecting him!

This wasn’t just alcohol!!

HE WAS SUCH A WHISP!!!!!

How could he have been so gullible?

Trackson reached down to pick up the
briefcase which he had placed near the door. His fingers were
having a difficult time grasping the edge of the handle. It seemed
like he could only partially feel the briefcase beside him.

His eyesight blurred.

Trackson stumbled back to his office in the
spare room. He stumbled to the desk and reached to the underside of
it. He was searching for something that was taped there, but he
couldn’t remember exactly where he had put it.

Trackson fumbled underneath the underside of
the desk until he found the cell phone and pulled it out.

As his mind grew more clouded, he pressed the
send button to a pre-written message and popped out the card from
the cell phone.

They considered him expendable! Well, he was
going to show them that was a mistake!

With one last burst of strength, he threw the
card at the window but did not see what happened to it. That was
his last memory.

 


Then Trackson collapsed on the floor.

He could feel all his sensations leave
him.

Trackson could not hold things.

He could not move.

Trackson could feel nothing, not even the
floor beneath him.

Within a moment later, he vanished like a
forgotten dream.

 


 


 


Hector


Hector had been sitting in the coffee shop
like he normally did. At least, when he did not have any
assignments from the Tourist Bureau.

He sipped his coffee and looked around.

The coffee shop had a few customers there,
mostly people who worked in the office buildings nearby. None of
them was anyone he knew. He just relaxed and enjoyed his
coffee.

“It’s been a while since you’ve been here,”
said the waitress, working in the coffee shop.

“I had to go on a trip,” Hector replied. “I
just got back a couple of days ago.”

“Where to?” Asked the waitress. “Did you go
to Marenshot Lake? Everybody loves Marenshot Lake. It is the most
relaxing place around here!”

“It is,” agreed Hector. “Not this time,
unfortunately. I went out of the territory.”

“Wow,” she said excitedly. “I’ve never been
away from Civilization!”

“Maybe someday you’ll go,” said Hector as he
took a sip of coffee.

The waitress made a quick look over at the
other customers and nodded. Then she gave Hector a refill and then
went to check on some other customers.

Hector took another sip of his coffee.

At that moment, a woman walked in and
wandered over to a stool that was nearby where Hector was
sitting.

The waitress came back, and the new customer
ordered something. Then the waitress went back to the kitchen. The
woman turned and looked at Hector for a moment.

“I am sure I’ve seen you before,” she
said.

Hector looked at the woman for a moment. She
looked familiar, too. This wasn’t someone who he had regular
contact, but she was someone who he had
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