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Note about this book

Back in 2008 when I sat down in
front of the laptop for physiotherapy to 3rd degree burn scarring
to both my hands, I had no idea where to start. "Where shall we
start?" I tentatively wrote and a floodgate opened. Many books have
seen the light since then, each one better written than the
previous. Every time I want to come back to 'fix' this book,
readers encourage me to 'just leave it' and rather write the next
book. Please also note that the book has been translated into
English and is my past life recollection. More information
available on my website.
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 Legal Responsibility

Thank you for respecting the
hard work of this author. Please take a moment to familiarise
yourself with the legal copyright laws protecting the Author's
work.

We reserve the right to edit
comments before publishing them on the website.

No correspondence will be
engaged upon other than for sales and marketing purposes.

H Gibson asserts the moral right
to be identified as the author of this work. This right has been
asserted by the author in accordance with the copyright, designs
and patents Act. All rights reserved. No part of this publication,
including the Chronicles of Han Emblem, may be reproduced, stored
in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording or otherwise, without
prior written permission of the copyright owner. This book is sold
subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or
otherwise, be lent, re-sold, hire out or otherwise circulated
without the copyright owner's prior consent in any form of binding
or cover other than that in which it is published and without a
similar condition including this condition being imposed on the
subsequent purchaser.

Ebook Copyright: The ebook
version is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. The ebook
version may not be used by anyone else, re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share the ebook with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

Disclaimer: Reading any part or
publication of The Chronicles of Han is entirely at your own risk.
The Author, Editor, Printers, Publisher, Distributors and anyone
associated with The Chronicles of Han shall accept no
responsibility or be held liable for any injury/fatality or cost
caused in any way whatsoever on account of reading The Chronicles
of Han, however such injury/fatality was caused or cost
incurred.

Author Support: If you read this
book without having purchased it, please read it with the author's
compliments. If you enjoyed it, consider a donation to the Author
or purchasing your own copy to support the author in writing
further books. If by any chance you cannot afford a copy of your
own, kindly consider leaving a review via email or on one of the
social media pages e.g. Goodreads or Facebook. www.chroniclesofhan.com



Introduction

Living a Multi-dimensional
Life

Where shall we start? Out of the
many lives I've lived in the physical realm, which life memory
should I recall? I guess the best one should be the latest
adventures that started on a Planet called Creata.

Creata can be found in a
dimension parallel to what you call Earth, and is very similar to
Earth.

I am Han, and this is my
life-memory . . .






After the devastating Wars of
the Universes, and the closing of the Transport and Planetary
Portals, a Bedtime story was told to children about a person that
would be born that would change the way we knew life on Creata.

In the beginning, some people
imagined that the story was created to give parents and their
children hope at better things, or maybe they wished for the kind
of life that their ancestors had enjoyed.

The story led that, when the
time was right, and the peoples were re-opened with the knowledge
of the Higher Worlds, The One would return to open the Portals, and
Creata, Place of Wealth, would become prosperous once more.

As the years passed and
generation after generation related this story to their children
and their children's children, it passed into Legend.

Some Clans built their new lives
around this Legend.

Others moved to believe it still
a bedtime story . . .

Creata reverted back to a
Planetary Governing Body. The residing Clans were left to decide
for themselves where they wanted to take their peoples. Some were
capitalists and opted to stay in the Cities and use the technology
still available after the Wars.

Some Clans decided it best for
their people to revert back to basics, and some gave their people
the option of both worlds.

Yet, all had to pay allegiance
to the Planetary Government.



Part 5 - Final Keys






Han Storm journeys to a far off
country where he meets up with the rest of his team, finds the
final keys to open the Portal, and receives an unusual gift for his
birthday.






*** Chapter One ***






I did not bother about
interference with the recording equipment on the aircraft. I only
watched out for the aircraft's delicate equipment.

I needed a break from work too,
but as soon as the aircraft was safely in the air, Nic came up to
me and whispered that the Captain requested an audience. I followed
him, shrugging innocently at Racewater and Panam's questioning
gazes.

Captain Heraldt greeted me with
a genuine welcoming smile. He seemed to have mellowed towards me
lately. In private only, of course.

"Hi. Please sit. I have some new
information to share with you, if you so wish," he told me.

I nodded and he placed the
aircraft onto autopilot.

Holding out his hands towards
me, he smiled. "I think you will enjoy this greatly. Somebody has
done their homework on you."

I made no comment. It would take
me the rest of the flight to sort through this memory download.

I took his hands in mine. It
took only a second for the silent exchange of information.

We broke contact at the same
instant.

Sitting back in the co-pilot
seat, I allowed myself to regain my bearings. The last time I did
this, I almost fell over when I tried to move too soon.

The Captain waited until I
opened my eyes and looked at him.

"Good luck. Enjoy." He turned
back to the business of flying the aircraft.

I retired to my seat. Images
were already swimming in my mind, the double-vision making me feel
ill.

"What did he want?" Racewater
wanted to know.

I wondered if I should tell him
about our Pilot.

My feelings said no.

Maybe another time.

I really missed Sensaii's input
in things.

"He needed to give me some
private information. It is okay. I simply need to work through some
things for myself," I replied.

Racewater did not seem satisfied
with my answer, but did not pry further.

I made myself comfortable in my
seat and as unobtrusively as possible started to work through the
download.






Someone had been busy indeed.
Someone really had been doing their homework.

My Government file was suddenly
a lot thicker than before.

Once again, I brought the
'pages' into focus in front of me, duplicating the memory from
Captain Heraldt.






Name: Han Storm

Mother: Annayeke Storm

Father: Unknown (Note: the
mother claims there was no father – claim pending further
investigation)

UNDER INVESTIGATION: 308 Heights
Building, Market Square, New Haven, found to be rented out in the
name of Mr HLH Storm. Landlord insisted that this was the father of
subject and the original rental contract was signed twelve years
ago, coinciding with subject being "lost".






I had to smile at their
confusion. It was so easy to hypnotize the simpleton of a Landlord
to believe that 'my father' signed the lease and paid for it every
month. He never actually saw anyone representing my 'dad'. I just
played along with pretending that I had an adult around to look
after me.

It was easy times. If you can
see the possibilities of the future, you can live off gambling
quite successfully. I never lacked for anything after leaving the
government foster system. And by walking the middle path of
invisibility, I was successful at putting myself through school
without creating suspicion.

The long list under the heading
of Current Status, incorporating the list of foster families was
full with entries dated the last few weeks.

It seemed as if the Government
was desperately trying to profile me. I felt satisfied that I was
creating confusion amongst them.

Most of the new entries next to
the foster families of my early years simply stated that the people
had no recollection of this child ever being with them.

The new entry at the foster
family that sent me to see the Psychic, Professor Zane (at age six)
read as follows:

Child started having repeated
nightmares. He used to wake all confused and anxious in the
mornings. He did not want to talk to us about it, but started
projecting strange illusions that we could actually see.

We realized he must be psychic
by nature and requested an appointment with Professor Zane. After
three weeks of attendance, the Professor advised us to rather bring
him back when he was a bit older and more 'stable'.

The child became increasingly
introverted after that. He was un-cooperative in all aspects and,
as we could not give him individual attention, asked for his
placement to another family that had the time to deal with him.






The next few new entries simply
stated that I was an introverted child that did what he was told
but never took initiative to do anything more than he was asked to
do. They almost did not remember me. I was just a 'quiet one' to
them.

The entry where they 'lost' me
had extra notes:

Agent in attendance of file at
this stage stated that the foster family in question contacted her
with the disturbing news that the child did not return from school.
He was already missing for almost a week. The authorities made a
note of the case, but never came back to the agent. She also did
not follow up, having retired that same week. The file should have
been followed up by the next agent. As yet, no responsibility has
been taken for this file. It was never passed on to anyone else and
was eventually found filed in the archives.






I felt positive that the
Universe had something to do with that missing file.






They had also found the school I
had attended. The entry was short and to the point:

No recollection from teachers
regarding student. As stated by almost every teacher interviewed
'He must have been just one of the crowd'

Followed up on grades. Average
scores on all subjects. Nothing out of the ordinary.






Being invisible does pay off,
sometimes.






The next entry was about the
Security Forces Academy:

Subject said to have bright
demeanour, gave a good effort in everything and was a pleasure to
work with. Not the most outstanding cadet they ever had, but one
that would turn out to be a solid Force person.






I did Tucker proud. My
substitute dad knew this when he took me on as a Rookie.






There was a new entry under
STATUS too:

Current status: Subject current
occupation: Special Psychic Team for the Planetary Security Forces.
Under direct control of Director C. Thornton.

Under special surveillance by
agent, Cpt. J. Heraldt, special ops unit. (Current mission: Pilot
of Planetary Security Forces, transporting subject to required
missions.) Cpt Heraldt to report position of subject at all
times.






Again I 'turned' the page as the
Captain did in the memory and faced the page on what the Government
had to say about me. I scanned through the first entries again. It
really made interesting reading (or memory in this regard.)

Psychic abilities untested. All
information unconfirmed. Specialty seems to be visions of events in
the past, present and future. Also displaying signs of telepathic
skills. Worked missing persons. Success rate: 99.9%.

Recommendations: Keep in
semi-private environment with Level 1 Security Status. Monitor
closely with daily reports on events and performance. Case referred
to 24 hour monitoring service. Satellite Tracking Implant
advised.



There was a new note following
this:

No implant to date. Conference
with Private investors led to the understanding that they would not
co-operate if their investment was to be harmed in any way,
including through a tracking device. It was not considered
'humane'. Negotiations brought about contract that subject's
position would be confirmed at all times. Contract being adhered
to. Risk of termination of subject was brought to light when
pressure on private investors was suggested.






There was another inscription,
by hand:

EMP detonated at Planetary
Security Forces Head Quarters. Said to be by accident. Recordings
indicate Subject in severe discomfort right before incident.
Informant confirmed subject's immediate removal right after
incident. Subject said to be in 'bad' shape.

All recording equipment was
terminated. All tracking nano-bites were de-activated. Director
Thornton re-instated previous company for security equipment,
blaming Government issued equipment for malfunction and subsequent
detonation of EMP. Lawsuit PSF vs Government regarding damages
pending.






Good for you, Director. Make
them sweat a bit.






The newest entries indicated
that the information allowed to 'leak out' was gobbled up by the
Government as truth. The Director did a stunning job at making me
appear only slightly better than anyone else. He was keeping my
real talents well hidden.

First Mission: Atlantica:
Missing Persons.

Used heightened psychic skills
to locate missing persons. Only four girls were found. The fifth
turned out to be involved with a young man and did not want to
return to her family. No foul play was involved.






Second Mission: Batista: Mummies
found in Cavern at dig.

Mummies found by subject to be
ancient remains at a holy site. Subject had definite, confirmed
past visions brought on by touch, as with New Haven Security Forces
work. Successful negotiations were initiated that 'Holy Site' was
to be given back to the Desert People and not to be disturbed. New
caverns also opened with visions led to successful negotiations
regarding the re-distribution of Batista wealth towards the Desert
People.






After this, there was a
disturbing inscription. This one was in a handwriting I recognized
from somewhere.

Subject arrived at aircraft in
unconscious state. Flown in this state from Prosia to next mission
in Darkhust. Subject seemed in unstable physical condition, needing
constant attention from Doctor and Handler.






There was a new section under
the heading Speciality Development:

Speciality Development:

Locating people through psychic
abilities seems to be the main speciality.

Confirmed past-visions when in
contact with items.

Possible future-visions under
investigation.

Extremely powerful
energy-healing confirmed. Mr Thornton, father of Director Thornton
(PSF) confirmed 100% recovery from life-threatening Emphysema.






There was a loose page placed in
a Government Courier envelope. It was dated for today and read as
follows:

General Notes:

Subject seems highly stressed,
possible breakdown suspected. Seven-day leave requested and
granted. New location to be Kwailu Isles.






I suddenly put two and two
together. This was Heraldt's handwriting. He wrote this, but
allowed me to see it!

What was his game?

At these times I really wished
for Sensaii. One thing was certain. Not much was secret any longer.
At least our real mission was not known.






But there was more information
that came before my inner eye.






Captain Heraldt was a privileged
government agent with an extremely high clearance level. He had
unrestricted access to my government files and the information they
contained.

He was a valuable source of
counter-espionage regarding myself as he took it upon himself to
help me.

I could not follow the memory
imprint. It closed off abruptly, as if this was not supposed to
have downloaded to me.

I actually received the
impression of an Oops! and then nothing more.






I opened my eyes to stare into a
sandwich.

Panam was busy feeding everyone
again and I took one gratefully.

We should be landing by early
afternoon. I tried to keep my mind blank the rest of the way.




*** Chapter Two ***


We disembarked into balmy
sunshine with a glorious view of a calm turquoise sea.

For once, there was no vehicle
waiting for us. We had to make our own way to the terminal and the
public transport system.

Racewater negotiated a deal with
one of the drivers who promptly took us to a local shopping
facility not far from the airport.

It was actually a handful of
stalls made from reeds and covered with branches and leaves to give
shade. These stalls provided everything one might need.

Racewater waited with the driver
while Panam hurried me towards a clothing stall. All the styles of
clothing were informal and comfortable and we were able to replace
most of my wardrobe.

I made a great find of the same,
comfortable footwear I lost when the Hall in Gancor, Racewater's
native village, was blown up.

The lady at the clothing stall
also provided Panam with the name and address of a local boarding
house. It was part of the family business.

Most of the people were
easy-going and happy folk. They had the same coppery skin-tone that
Stacey had. I now knew where she originated from.

I was feeling happy and content
and eager to start my search for the missing keys. As we reached
Racewater, I noticed a man standing at a green vehicle on the other
side of the dirt road.

We stared at each other.

I recognized his aura from my
experience on the dark plane that morning.

He was one of the three
lights!

Not taking my eyes off the man,
I asked Racewater to pay our driver.

"Our ride is waiting on the
other side of the road," I informed him.

Our current driver was not
overjoyed with being dumped, but quickly changed his tune when he
saw who our lift was. He even carried our bags over to the green
vehicle.

My three lights probably had a
lot of influence around here!

I stopped in front of my light.
He was physically powerful and tall, beating Racewater's height
with inches to spare.

"I'm the one you are waiting
for," I explained.

"I know," he replied.

There were no introductions. We
simply climbed into the vehicle and he drove us into the
surrounding hills.

It was a beautiful country with
the rich, dreamy green of sunny days and warm rain about it.

I could not help comparing it to
the green of Atlantica. There the green was crisp and defined with
a definite boundary to it.

We drove through groves of trees
that umbrella-ed the sunlight. Some of the hills were bare with
grassy patches, but mostly everything else was covered with shrubs
and trees and the most beautiful flowers in golds and reds.

We eventually reached a small
group of buildings nestled in a low-hilled valley. We stopped in
front of a building standing slightly apart from the others and
were allowed to take our bags inside.

The accommodations seemed
comfortable enough with a bed for each person. The building itself
was no more than a hut, really. Built from wood and reeds, it
provided adequate air to circulate and keep the hut cool.

We were not given time to get
comfortable.

"I will show you the bath-house
now, please follow me," our nameless driver said.

His body had the imposing bulk
of a body builder and seemed to demand obedience to his words. We
all trooped after him towards a building almost hidden in dense
vegetation, where we were greeted by girls.

A memory was stirring from
somewhere.

Our friend left us at the open
doors, indicating that we should go inside.

"Enjoy," was all he said before
leaving.

We had to climb a few wooden
slats that acted as stairs to gain access to the doors. Once
inside, the girls closed the doors behind us and started taking our
clothes off.

This was the memory that was
trying to come out. We were going to be bathed.

Panam was fighting to keep his
clothes on, so I explained. "It is okay. Stand still and allow them
to wash you. We do not want to show dishonour."

Panam stood still. Racewater was
already being washed down with warm water. He seemed to be enjoying
himself.

Panam was receiving a lot of
ooh's and aah's due to his different skin-tone and blond hair. He
was blushing himself into a turkey and I had to laugh with
Racewater, he did look funny with such a red face.

We had three girls to each man.
Two did the washing and the third did the rinsing with warm
water.

My girls seemed to work
extremely careful with me, talking softly amongst themselves, where
Panam's girls were joking and giggling about his obvious
discomfort. Racewater was his poised self and his girls seemed to
enjoy the pleasurable expression he was presenting them with.

I wanted to know what my girls
were talking about and asked for a download of this Clan's
language.

It came almost at once. I was
becoming good at this.

One girl was carefully washing
my chest with one hand and gently tracing the scar with her other.
Her hands were shaking slightly.

"To think, this is our father
returned. This marking proves it. We must be richly blessed to be
able to touch a god."

The girl who did the rinsing
answered her. "And for all that, he is still a physical man with a
beautiful body. Would it not be a greater honour and blessing to
share his bed?"

The third girl wanted to have
her say too, "Gods do not sleep with mortals. Everybody knows
that."

The girl that traced my scar
responded "Then I hope he is not a god or my father. I desire him
for myself."

I was getting embarrassed by all
the attention. The driver came to our rescue.

"Hurry it up. We will be late
for the feast!" he shouted from the other side of the door.

All the girls suddenly shut up
and worked quickly at rinsing us down. We were towelled dry before
being presented with clothes.

The white trousers looked like
loose pyjama pants and drew tight at the top with strings. Over
this came short, white, sleeveless overcoats that did not fasten
anywhere.

Our chests were left open. My
scar appeared red against my very pale skin. I could not hide it
from anyone.

Mr Body-builder led us through a
deserted section of buildings to a square in the middle of the
village. Rows of tables were occupied by the villagers. At the
opposite end stood a table on a low platform to which we made our
way.

Racewater and Panam were seated
at the front of the table nearest the platform. I was shown to
stand in front of the table on the platform and was requested to
face the villagers.

Mr Body-builder took the
position on my right hand, also facing the crowd. Two other people,
whom I recognized immediately as the other two lights, took their
positions at my left hand.

We were facing a huge and
overweight person waddling down the isle. He came to a stop in
front of us.

His scalp was shaven and tattoos
could be seen all over his head, face and body. If I did not know
better, he could have passed for a very fat Grox in disguise.

He raised his hands for silence
and then spoke up in a voice that befitted the huge body.

"At last we have our father of
fathers amongst us once more. The Storm That the Universe Promised
will break again over this Creata. Our father, Hanitswa, has come
for that which belongs to him.

Tonight, we feast in his honour.
Tomorrow, we take our father to receive that which we have kept
safe for him."

He turned to me.

Bowing deeply he continued, "May
our humble service please you greatly, and your goodness and
blessings glow upon us for all eternity."

He straightened up and offered
me a seat at the table on the platform. We had to go around the
table to reach the seats. He settled himself in the seat to my
right and looked expectantly up at me.

I understood.

What could I say to such an
introduction?

"I am pleased, my son." It just
popped out, in their native Clan language!

I touched his shoulder to
confirm my words.

An electric current jumped from
him to me, knowledge flowing unhindered into my consciousness.

It was unexpected.

It was instantaneous.

It was an entire download of all
this huge man's knowledge.

I broke contact, but it was
done.

He smiled at my confusion, fully
aware of exactly what he had done. These people were psychic
too.

I wondered if they were
telepathic.

As soon as I sat myself down,
the party started.

Drums, flutes and a strange
stringed instrument were used to play ancient rhythmic music. Girls
with scant dresses danced around the tables.
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