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The Old Woman of
Mani

 


Using her old gnarled
knobbly wooden stick for support the old woman struggled up the
steep incline towards the concrete road fifty meters above her. She
stopped for a breath and looked back down the slope she had just
negotiated. The sun had not yet risen, but dawn had broken, and she
could just make out the large white stone house she had left what
seemed like a lifetime ago, but had, in reality been just thirty
minutes before.

Next to the large stone
house were two other buildings of similar design and colour, while
beyond them a smoked mirror coloured sea that at this time of the
morning was calm and quiet. If you could have seen inside all three
of the houses even a casual observer would have noticed that the
three houses were exactly the same in dimensions. Each house had a
small hallway, a kitchen, a living room, a double bedroom, and an
ensuite bathroom.

In each house the rooms
were exactly the same square yardage, the shape of the room was
duplicated in all the houses and the décor was exactly the same.
Even the built in wardrobes were in the same place. However, a look
into the wardrobes in each house would have revealed that in the
old woman’s house the clothes were suitable for a woman of her age,
no surprises there, however, in one of the other houses the
wardrobes were filled with modern fashionable female clothes, all a
size 8 and in the other house the wardrobes were filled with
fashionable male clothes, all fitting a slim, tall man.

The old woman did not
know how long she had lived in this place but somehow, she knew
that she had lived here many years longer than her age. She also
knew that she had not been born in this place but had been brought
here by…and here her memory failed her. All she knew was that this
was not her real home. Now in the late spring of 1978 she was alone
and had been since her latest offspring had left her to find their
way in the world over ten years ago. They had done well for
themselves and picked the perfect shells for their assignments. Her
female offspring had become Hilary Rodham and her male offspring
had become William Clinton. They married each other in 1975 after
supposedly meeting at Yale University and he became the President
of the United States and she became a senator in her own
right.

It had been a fairly
simple transitional phase for her offspring as the collateral
damage had been restricted to barely a dozen people. Some
conversions in the past had resulted in over twenty deaths. The
conversion phase was always tricky because some humans could detect
a difference all be it very slight and even though at Bilderberg
meetings the transitionals were well trained there was always
unforeseen happenings.

Bilderberg took its name
from a coaching inn located in Holland where the first meeting took
place in May 1356. That trailblazing meeting was initiated by the
‘in place transitionals’ as a setting for world leaders and
influencers as most transitionals became. In the latter years’
public consumption was fed with the idea that the meeting of
influencers and world leaders grew out of the unease expressed by
important people on both sides of the Atlantic that Western Europe
and North America were not working as co-operatively and as
diligently as they should on shared problems of grave importance.
It was offered that regular, off-the-record conferences would help
foster a better understanding of the multi-layered forces and key
fashions affecting Western nations in the problematic post-war
period.

Although the Cold War was
now over in virtually all respects there were more, not fewer,
mutual problems - from commerce to careers, from monetary policy to
investment, from environmental challenges to the duty of endorsing
international security. It is hard to think of any key topic in
either Europe or North America whose independent solution would not
have consequences for the other. Thus the idea of a
European-American forum has not been surpassed by time. The
discourse between these two regions is still - ever increasingly –
precarious and the transitionals used this forum to further their
power and influence in the world with great success.

The old woman was not the
only one who produced offspring for assignments on the third planet
from the sun. There were hundreds around the world living in fairly
isolated places in order that they did not appear on the radar of
the authorities. The old woman had not seen or heard from them
since the day they had left and although she thought it strange,
she knew that this was the way it had always been.

She turned her attention
to the incline once again and slowly made her way up towards the
road. Once there, she sat down on a rock that looked as though it
had been put there especially for the old woman.

Mani was full of rocks;
indeed, it was all rock. It was the rockiest terrain in all of
Greece. An area that covered over half the middle finger of the
three that protruded southwards towards North Africa from the
mainland of the Peloponnesus. Hardly a tree or a bush endorsed the
harsh landscape and even the dwellings were built of the same rocks
that towered over the valleys and held back the seas at their foot.
Of course as a defence against invaders it was perfect. Not even an
eagle’s eye could spot a lookout post or a castle tower which
blended so miraculously into the surrounding terrain. The Turks
might have had the Greeks under their rule for 300 years, but they
never conquered this area of Mani.

The old woman looked
towards the heavens and the myriad of stars that hung like a mantle
over the earth. Somehow, she knew that one of those bright
pinpoints of light meant something to her. Somewhere deep down in
the recesses of her memory banks some lost thought was trying to
get out, but as usual it never did.

Although dawn had just
broken the air was so clear that the stars had not yet lost their
brightness. She waited as she had done now for nearly six centuries
every two decades. Her eyes squinting as she stared towards the
east. Then she heard it. Very faintly at first, she heard it
seemingly way in the distance like the muted humming of an electric
cleaner. The sound grew perceptibly louder as it approached. At its
peak, the sound that she had not heard for the past twenty years
was soothing and she relaxed a little, even though her heart was
racing, and she felt extremely excited without knowing
why.

Gradually the ridge
between two mountains to the east of the old woman filled with a
bluish light. The old woman unsteadily got to her feet and focused
on the ridge. The blue light became more intense and the humming
sound changed to a sound like a swarm of bees as a shape slowly
appeared shimmering between the two mountains. Then it was clear of
the ridge, a veiled round hole surrounded by thousands of blue
lights, glided slowly down the ridge towards the old
woman.

As it approached, the old
woman saw that the hole was a gun metal colour, some one hundred
meters in diameter, and the blue lights were not static but
revolving very slowly, with each row of lights turning in an
opposite direction to the row turning below it. It was right above
her now and the old woman stood up craning her neck to look into
the stargate which was now some ten meters above her
head.

Suddenly the humming
sound diminished to a low hiss and a five square metre section of
the stargate slide open revealing a bright white light which shone
like a spotlight bathing the woman in its incandescence. Then the
light started to pulse changing colour from white, to yellow, to
blue and finally red. As the light changed into its red hue the
woman felt herself being drawn very smoothly upwards towards the
gap. Once she was through the gap, it closed and she was
transported at immense speed, as if by a giant hand, for just over
a minute, then she slowed as she approached another stargate which
opened as she come up to it. She passed through and was lowered
gently onto a metal floor. She looked around. She was in a huge,
cavernous room, completely windowless, and as far as she could see,
it had no doors either.

The room was empty except
for a glass dressing table and stool placed in the centre of the
room. The old woman walked slowly and unsteadily over to the
dressing table, using her stick for support. She sat down and
stared at herself in the dressing tables' mirror.

"I look so old." She
thought to herself. "I'm ugly and wrinkled and have a pasty harsh
skin."

She hadn't heard anything
but somehow, she had felt something change. She looked up at the
ceiling and saw that the metal area which was immediately above her
had changed into a translucent flowing area of energy which was
gradually approaching her from above. Now scared she tried to rise
from the stool, but she couldn't move, it was as if she had lost
all the remaining strength in her old muscles. The energy started
to engulf her, and she looked into the mirror once more. She felt
drowsy now and she had great difficulty in keeping her eyes open.
Just before she closed them, she could have sworn that the age
lines at the corners of her eyes were not as prominent as they had
been earlier that morning. With that passing thought the old woman
slept but she did not dream. Dreams would come later.

The woman lying on the
rock by the side of the road opened her eyes. Anyone passing at
that time would have noted that there was a distant humming sound
coming from a circular veiled hole surrounded with blue lights
hovering above a cluster of three houses at the bottom of the hill.
They would have seen an intense green light shine onto the houses
for a few seconds before the hole like object glided without a
sound out to sea before accelerating
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