
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
HERMAN’S DREAM

By A.J. SLIPCHENKO






Cover Design: SelfPubBookCovers.com/RLSather











Copyright 2021 A.J. Slipchenko

Smashwords Edition
















Smashwords Edition, license notes






This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If
you are reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not
purchased for your use only, then please return to your favorite
ebook retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.











Table of Contents

Author’s Note

Prolog

Part 1: Civilization

Chapter 1: The Border

Chapter 2: Tourist

Chapter 3: Registration

Chapter 4: Identity

Chapter 5: The Test

Chapter 6: Primoria

Chapter 7: Rest

Part 2: Nega-State

Chapter 8: Arrival

Chapter 9: Liaison

Chapter 10: Fun Times with Mace

Chapter 11: The Ceremony

Part 3: The Prison

Chapter 12: Spider-back

Chapter 13: The Warden

Chapter 14: The Never-Ending Nightmare

Chapter 15: Approaching Dawn

Chapter 16: The Escape

Part 4: The Commonwealth of Bliss

Chapter 17: Welcome To The Commonwealth

Chapter 18: The Gates of Paradise

Chapter 19: New Senses

Chapter 20: A Strange Geography

Chapter 21: Anything You Could Want

Chapter 22: Ecstasy

Chapter 23: Management

Part 5: The Corrupted Playground

Chapter 24: A Small Favor

Chapter 25: Paradise Lost

Chapter 26: The Village

Chapter 27: The Circus

Chapter 28: Enter The Big Top

Chapter 29: Circus Smack down!

Part 6: A Dream Within A Dream

Chapter 30: The Infection

Chapter 31: Downward Spiral

Chapter 32: The Plain

Chapter 33: The Maze

Chapter 34: Lost

Interlude 1

Part 7: Posi-State

Chapter 35: Rejected

Chapter 36: Recovery

Chapter 37: The Posi-State

Chapter 38: The Council

Chapter 39: The Gate

Interlude 2

Part 8: Val’s

Chapter 40: Up The Mountain

Chapter 41: Val’s

Chapter 42: The Audience

Chapter 43: Resurrection

Chapter 44: Respite

Interlude 3

Part 9: Catharsis

Chapter 45: The Beach

Chapter 46: Besieged

Chapter 47: Boarded

Chapter 48: The Temple

Chapter 49: The Crystal of Rejeneth

Chapter 50: The Battles Commence

Chapter 51: The Battles Continue

Chapter 52: Re-aligned

Afterword

References

Other Titles By A.J. Slipchenko

Connect with me
















For Mom and Dad,






Thank you for all your help and support!
















AUTHOR’S NOTE:


Herman’s Dream is a story that examines aspects of the psyche. It
is told in the format of a dream and is best described as a
“psychological fantasy”. The material presented in this story is
for entertainment only. This story should not be substituted for
professional advice.



As a “psychological fantasy”, this story
examines the internal struggles (especially negative experiences
and the conflict between positive and negative) in a very open
manner. Some readers may find this approach uncomfortable and
should be warned before starting.






All the characters, objects, and settings
represent aspects of the mind. Any connections with persons either
living or dead are purely coincidental.






The story is also somewhat interactive,
giving the reader some freedom in how they define certain
characters.






Thank you to everyone who supported me and
encouraged me!

It is the author’s sincere wish that the
readers enjoy this epic adventure. 








PROLOG:






Herman slipped into bed, pulled up the
covers, and closed his eyes.






Within minutes, he was fast asleep…

















PART 1: CIVILIZATION

















CHAPTER 1: THE BORDER






The man stood in the middle of the street. He
couldn’t remember how he arrived or where he came from. He was just
here.

“You can’t stand there,” said a voice from
the distance.

The Man looked around. He was standing at a
four-way intersection in an unfamiliar city. The streets looked all
the same and headed towards the horizon. All the buildings looked
well maintained, and he noted rows of crystals incorporated into
each building. When the light hit the buildings, all of them seemed
to glow and shimmer. It was mesmerizing.

There were no cars, but there were many
people walking on the sidewalk. Some people made a sideways glance
at the man, but most ignored him, going about their various
concerns.

That was when the man saw someone approach
him. The person walking towards him was wearing a uniform, which
was blue and gray with several gold stripes crossing the front. He
didn’t recognize the uniform, but it was official looking. As the
figure approached, he realized it was a woman and that she belonged
to a police organization.

“I said you can’t stay here,” stated the
female officer. “You must keep moving.”

The Man stared at the female officer. He did
not understand where he was supposed to go.

“Where am I?” The Man asked.

“The intersection of Fifth and Maine,” she
replied. “Now come on, you know the regs; you can’t stay in one
spot for too long!”

The Man looked around, confused. He didn’t
understand what she was saying. This city was new to him. Why was
he even here? He had no memory before this, though he understood
the language.

“Why can’t I stay here?” He inquired.

The woman’s eyes narrowed.

“What’s your ID Number?”

The Man blinked.

“I don’t know.”

“Well, what is your name?”

The Man thought about that. He knew what a
name was, but he didn’t have one. Still, there was nothing he could
remember, so he shrugged his shoulders.

“You don’t have a name, and you don’t have an
ID number,” clarified the female officer. She pulled out a small
notepad and wrote something down on it. “OK, it’s time to take you
to the registration office and get you sorted out.”

With that, the officer pointed to one
building off into the distance. 

















CHAPTER 2: TOURIST






The Man had been standing by the female
officer when he noticed a sudden bright light flashing in the
distance. The light moved towards him, becoming larger and brighter
until it threatened to blind him. As a reflex action, the Man
closed his eyes. The light disappeared as quickly as it appeared,
and he felt a little disoriented.

He opened his eyes and looked around.

Now the female officer had vanished

The Man, it seemed, had traveled from the
place where he had arrived. He felt nothing. There was no sense of
motion, only a bright light, and then he was here.

Wherever here was.

He was standing in the middle of another
street with no vehicles nearby. On either side of him were
buildings of different heights and sizes. There were large stores,
which were next to massive skyscrapers. There were small cafes and
in the distance was a huge shopping mall. The placement seemed
random.

Again, in front of the building, people were
walking down the sidewalk. Some were going into the stores; others
were passing by them and were walking the entire length of the
path. It was a strange sight, especially since he appeared in the
middle of the street.

“They mind their own business!” exclaimed a
deep voice beside him. “That’s one rule of being in
Civilization.”

The Man turned to find another officer
standing beside him. This officer, who was a man, wore the same
uniform as the woman he had met. This man had a darker skin
complexion and doe-like eyes.

It was strange because this officer knew what
he was thinking.

“Are you lost?” asked the new officer. “Where
are you going?”

“I was told to go to the Registration
Office,” replied the Man. He wanted to point to the first officer,
but he didn’t know from which direction he originated. Finally, he
shrugged. “Where am I?”

“A tourist, huh?” the new officer commented.
“You must have been separated from your group. After we take you to
the registration office, we’ll get you to the tourist bureau.
Follow me.”

The new officer took a few steps across the
street.

The Man stiffened up, closed his eyes hard
and waited. Even with his eyelids shut, he would still see the
light and knew when he would have changed places.

But the light never came.

“What are you doing?” muttered the new
officer. “I said follow me!”

The Man opened his eyes to find that his
location had not changed. The new officer was standing a few feet
further away from him and looking at him impatiently.

“But I thought….” the Man stammered.

The new officer stared for one more moment
before he shook his head.

“Tourists!”






They walked towards one of the larger
skyscrapers.

The Man looked around, amazed at all the
activity. There were people everywhere! All of them were wearing
different styles of clothing. These people came from different
places. Some people stared back. There were people looked at him
with amusement. Others growled and turned away from him. There were
those who ignored him completely. He was just another tourist who
had suddenly arrived.

“Before we go into the registration office, I
will need information from you,” stated the officer. “Do you have
any travel papers, ID cards, or anything that validates your
identity or your purpose here?”

The Man stared at the new officer
uncomprehendingly.

“How about an itinerary?” The new officer
asked.

The Man gawked.

“Okay, we’ll get all this straightened out,”
said the officer as they walked towards the registration
building.

The Registration Building towered over all
the buildings around it. It even threw its shadow on buildings
across the street.

It looked like a massive cathedral with
several large spires that reached up to the sky. The main body of
the temple had enough space for 15 floors, and one spire looked
like it held offices and meeting rooms, the other two were there
for decoration.

The building glittered in the sunlight,
blinding the people nearby. Yet this building could throw its
shadow over all the other buildings around, regardless of where the
sun was located. The building glimmered with an almost
other-worldly quality. The Man was perplexed.

They stopped in front of the entrance to the
building. There was a large circular door in the middle and two
regular sized doors on either side.

The new officer opened the door on the
left-hand side and held it open. He gave a quick gesture for the
Man to enter.

The Man entered the Registration
building. 

















CHAPTER 3: REGISTRATION






The Officer had escorted the Man to a waiting
area. The Officer then went off to a large desk where there were
lots of people waiting in line. Shrugging, the Man sat in the
comfortable chair and looked about.

The Registration building seemed much bigger
on the inside than it did on the outside. Floors of the building
were marble, and there were several large pillars near the
entrance. The pillars reached up to the roof, which was a domed
ceiling. It was funny. The Man did not remember seeing a dome on
the outside of the building.

The Man noticed that there was a large gem
embedded in one pillar of the registration building. This large gem
looked like it had been cut from a bigger one. It glowed,
illuminating everyone and everything around it.

Inside the hall, there was lots of space. The
front desk was ten feet away from the main entrance, and there was
nothing but a few potted trees scattered about the hall. Behind the
front desk were a few enclosed booths that people were sitting at,
and two open staircases connected to the next floor.

The second floor had a glass balcony that
overlooked the entrance to the building. A few people stepped out
onto the glass balcony and surveyed the newcomers below. Some of
them were talking while carrying cups with them.

The Man was not alone. He was sitting with a
large group of people, all of whom seemed to be extremely anxious.
Some people looked around while others appeared to be staring off
into space, lost in thought.

Periodically, an officer would leave the
front desk and walk back to the waiting area. The officer would
gesture for one or more of the people to follow, and the group
would walk towards one of the doors or offices in the building.

Another officer would walk around the room,
looking at the people waiting. This officer seemed to keep track of
all the people and making sure no one was doing anything they
weren’t supposed to be doing.

Occasionally, the Man saw another person come
over with a large cart and serve the officers at the front desk.
The officers were provided with food and drink. Some of them were
chatting with each other while they were waiting.

But no one gave anything to those people who
were waiting.

They had to be patient.

The Man waited and observed many people leave
the room. He had memorized the entire waiting room and front lobby.
He could close his eyes and imagine a perfect replica of it in his
mind. Finally, the Man looked over and recognized the officer who
accompanied him into the building. The Officer approached the
waiting area and gestured for him to come over.

The Man stretched his stiff legs and stood
up; he walked over to where the Officer was standing.

“Well, I explained the situation to the front
desk,” stated the Officer. “Since you have no identification or
travel papers, they said you will have to go through a quarantine
to determine if you are carrying anything that is contagious.”

The Man stared blankly at the officer.

“While the doctors have a look at you, we’ll
get the necessary paperwork filled out and send them to processing.
I will also have someone from the tourist bureau come down and make
sure you are not scheduled to be with them.”

Again, none of this meant anything to the
Man.

“Hopefully, this won’t take long, and you’ll
be out of here before you know it!” The Officer exclaimed.

Something caught the Man’s attention.

“Out of here?” The Man asked, a little
uncertain.

“Not yet,” replied the officer. “We can’t
have you wandering about spreading exotic diseases throughout
Civilization. You must stay here until they clear you. We might as
well get you started!”






The officer and the Man walked away from the
waiting room to the door on the right-hand side. When they opened
the door, they found themselves in a small white corridor that led
to another door at the far end.

“You must meet with one of the census takers
while they check you out,” stated the officer. “You shouldn’t have
to wait long. I can’t go in with you, but you will be taken care
of.”

With that, the door opened, and the officer
motioned for the Man to walk in. The Man did so while the officer
stayed behind in the hall. Silently, the door closed behind
him.

The Man found himself in another room filled
with about thirty chairs. The room was white, and there was a
reception desk at the front. In the chamber, there were three thick
pillars with a small red machine that produced slips of paper.

There were two people, a man and a woman,
working at the desk in front. Both were preoccupied with whatever
they were doing. They didn’t even look up when he entered the
room.

“Please take a number,” said the woman in an
uninterested, monotone voice.

The Man looked around the room. He didn’t
know what she meant. What number?

“Sir,” said the woman in a more annoyed tone.
“Please take a number.”

The Man still didn’t understand.

The woman looked up from whatever she was
doing with a touch of irritation.

“Sir,” the woman said again. “You can’t get
in unless you take a number!”

“I don’t understand,” said the Man.

Frustrated, she got up and left her desk. She
walked over to the pillar with the red machine attached to it and
pressed a button. A small slip of paper emerged. There was a chime
from the machine. She grabbed the paper, walked over and gave the
paper to the Man.

“47,” she snapped. “Take a seat!”

She walked back to her desk, muttering under
her breath the whole time.

The Man looked around and found that a dozen
people were waiting for their turn. So, he sat down and looked
around the room. Some looked fragile. Others had their arms or legs
in a sling.

The Man waited as each person was called.
They all walked over to the desk and disappeared behind the
bureau.

Finally, he heard his number.

The Man stood up and strolled to the desk and
found there was a short hallway behind the desks. Off in the
distance, there was a door.

He walked down the hall and opened the
door.

The door led to an immense room. In the
middle of the room was a large mahogany desk with a bookcase
against either end of the room. In between the bookcases was a
large window that looked out onto the city. There were two chairs
directly in front of the Man.

A short man was sitting behind the desk. He
was in his late 50s with a small mustache and a light brown suit.
He was pale, as though he did not get outside much. The man had a
notepad and a pen. He was scribbling information down on it.

“Please have a seat,” the short man gestured
to one of the two chairs in front of the desk.

The Man complied.

“Now, it seems you are new here, so we will
start with your personal information,” stated the short man. “Let’s
start with your name.”

“But I don’t have a name.” The Man
replied.

“Son, everyone has a name. In fact, we are
called many things throughout our lives. What does your family call
you?”

“I have no family.”

“Well, what do your friends call you?”

“I have no friends.”

“No family? No friends? What do your
co-workers call you?”

“Co-workers?”

“People you work with.”

“I... I don’t know.”

“This is most unusual!” The shorter man
exclaimed. “How are we supposed to fill out a form 17a when you
don’t have a name? I will have to send word down to the Main
Office!”

The shorter man wrote furiously on a sheet of
paper.

“This is most irregular,” the shorter man
said to himself. “No matter. No sense in letting a good form go to
waste is what I always say. What’s your occupation?”

“What?” The Man asked uncomprehendingly.

“Your job! What’s your job? What do you
do?”

The Man thought about this for a moment.

“I don’t know.”

“This won’t do,” muttered the shorter man.
“No, this won’t do at all. Perhaps you need to be fixed up first,
and then we can focus on the paperwork.” The shorter man touched a
button on a small box on his desk. “Yes, we’ll get you fixed up
first. The questions can wait.”

A few moments later, the door opened, and a
woman walked in.

She was wearing a white uniform with a
medical symbol on it. She had shoulder-length red hair and deep
hazel eyes. Her skin was a soft peachy color, and she had a glow
about her. There was a small plastic red flower pinned to her
lapel. The Man stared at her in utter fascination.

She looked at the short man expectantly.

“Proceed,” instructed the shorter man.

The woman nodded and walked out of the room.
Within moments, she arrived with a small cart of medical supplies
and wheeled them up beside her patient.

The Man looked at the cart beside him. There
were scalpels, knives, vials filled with different liquids. There
were two electrical devices he couldn’t even guess.

The woman looked over at him and smiled. The
Man smiled back.

“My name is Renee,” she said. “Don’t worry;
we will get you fixed up before you know it.”

He found himself unable to stop smiling at
her.

“We can help you,” replied the shorter man.
“I have to send all this information to the Head Office. There, it
will be processed and forwarded to an overseer who will send back a
form. We will complete the form, and you will soon get all the help
you need!”

The Man hadn’t heard a word the shorter man
had said. Instead, he was focusing on the woman beside him. She
reached over to a tray and pulled out a hypodermic needle. She
gently swabbed his arm with a damp cotton ball. The mere touch of
her fingers had already relaxed him. He breathed out a contented
sigh, and she jabbed him with the needle.

“There,” Renee said. “That should make you
feel better.” She looked back at the shorter man. “I have other
patients.”

Within moments, the Man could feel himself
being overwhelmed with a pleasant sensation. He closed his eyes and
sighed contently. He did not realize Renee had left and taken the
cart of medical paraphernalia with her.

“Renee…” the Man was murmuring to himself
‘Renee.’

“Okay,” the shorter man muttered to himself.
“We don’t need a form 17a; it’s that annoying form 38b we need!”
The shorter man looked at the paper and then back at the Man, who
was becoming increasingly oblivious. “We can give you a name. Is
that something you want?”






The shorter man’s lips seemed to move in slow
motion. The name “Renee” appeared to echo through the Man’s mind.
He was trying to pull a coherent thought together, but it was
difficult.

“I... want... to... be… her… man,” the Man
replied.

The Man could feel his eyelids becoming
heavier and heavier. He tried to fight the urge, but it was too
strong. He struggled to keep them open, but his sight was becoming
blurred.

“I want to be her man,” repeated the shorter
man, though his voice sounded a million miles away. “Herman?”

Then, the Man lost consciousness. 

















CHAPTER 4: IDENTITY






The Man saw nothing but blackness. The
eternal void. His world was nothing, and he was at the center. No
light. No sound. Nothing.

His hearing came back to him. Gradually.
First, he heard little things beside him. Footsteps. Next, he heard
voices. They were close, but the Man could not understand what they
were saying. The words were unintelligible to him, and the voices
distorted.

They became clearer and clearer. The Man
could identify two separate people. The first voice belonged to the
shorter man, who had been talking to him while Renee, the nurse,
was present.

He didn’t know who the second voice belonged
to.

“So, why is the Tourist Bureau interested in
this patient?” Inquired the first voice.

“We arranged for him to come here.” Replied
the Second voice.

“We found no papers with him, not standard
procedure for the Tourist Bureau.”

“He comes from far away. We didn’t have the
time to do all the paperwork.”

“I filed a form 38b.”

“How long are you going to keep him in the
Registration Center?”

“We usually get a pick up every couple of
months. Our last pick up was a week ago.”

“You want to keep him here for two
months?”

“Don’t want to, have to. The rules state in
situations like this, the person in question must remain in custody
until pick up.”

“Have the papers been filed yet?”

“Not yet. Why?”

“Well, here is my idea. The tourist bureau
has already filed the appropriate forms on his behalf. Now, it’s
going to take a short time to process them. If you release him into
my custody, I can look after him, and you won’t need to keep him
here.”

“Yeah,” replied the shorter man. “And I could
lose my standing. What do you think I am, nuts?!”

“No. Not if you don’t file the report!”

“If I don’t submit the report?”

“Look, I know the law,” stated the second
voice. “This requires three different forms to fill out and three
separate signatures at three different levels. Even if you
completed the paperwork, which would probably take several weeks,
that still means you have to babysit our visitor.”

There was a moment of silence.

“The request for him came from one of the
highest levels.” The second voice continued. “You could hand him
over to my custody, or I could call your supervisor and have him
talk to my supervisor. Either way, he will leave with me.”

There was the sound of movement that seemed
to move away and the sound of a door closing. Then, another moment
of silence.

The Man could feel someone close to him. A
moment later, he felt someone leaning close to his ear.

“Don’t worry,” said the second voice. “You
will feel better soon, and I’ll give you the answers to your
questions. We will have to get you ready to travel, and I don’t
have time to do this gently.”

There was the sound of the door opening and
the sound of movement coming back over to the chair.

“So, do we have a deal?” The second voice
asked.

“We do,” replied the shorter man.

“Great!” said the second voice. “Let’s get
ready to go!”

The Man heard footsteps move over to the side
of the bed. Then he felt a sharp sting. The surrounding noises
became unfocused. He lost his ability to concentrate on sounds. As
his ability to focus on sounds left him, there was one last snippet
of conversation:

“Is there anything else I should know about?”
asked the second voice.

“Yeah,” replied the shorter man. “He wants to
be called Herman.”

“Herman, eh?”

All the sounds in the room melted
together.






Darkness surrounded the Man except for a
single point of light. The Man found himself drawn to this point of
brightness, which moved closer. As the point of light approached,
the speed at which the light was moving towards the Man became
faster and faster.

And then, the light sprung upon the Man,
exploding with a brilliance that blinded the Man and completely
confused him. It took several minutes for the light to coalesce
into objects and people. It also took him time to recognize
them.

The Man sat in a nice comfortable room. He
was seated in a reclining chair with a small table beside it and a
lamp nearby. There was a fireplace in the corner of the room. A
fire was lit in the fireplace, and he could feel the warmth coming
from it. He was covered in a woolen blanket and felt comfortable
and safe.

He looked over to the other corner of the
room and saw a large bookcase filled with books on many subjects.
There was an open door near the bookcase, and he could hear
footsteps coming down the hall.

He wanted to get out of the chair but found
he could not move. Rather, he did not have the strength to move.
The other problem was the chair was reclined, and he looked around
for a means to bring the footrest down to floor level.

He didn’t know where he was and wasn’t sure
how long he had been asleep.

“HELLO?” The Man shouted. “Is anybody
here?”

“Herman, you’re up!” exclaimed the voice from
down the hall. The Man recognized it as a voice he had already
heard. It had been the second voice. “Just relax. I know you
probably have a lot of questions. I’ll be there in a minute.”

The Man couldn’t get up so there was nothing
he could do but relax and stay put. He sat there and wondered what
had happened to him. Where was he? Why was he here?

A few minutes later, the other man had walked
into the room carrying a mug with hot vapor rising from it.

“I’m sure you are confused and tired,” said
the second man. “That’s normal. Drink this, and you will feel
better.” The man with the mug walked over and placed it on the
table.

This man was slightly older though he had the
look of being well-traveled. He wore rimmed glasses and was dressed
in a sweater and slacks. He had well-groomed blond hair and
dazzling green eyes. The man wandered over to the other side of the
room where there was an armchair and a small table.

The Man looked at the drink on the table. It
had a bluish color and had steam rising from it. He picked up the
cup hesitantly, still not sure about who his new benefactor was.
Cautiously, he took a sip. His body filled with liquid warmth, and
he felt stronger.

“You must forgive me for all the confusion,
we had miscalculated the time of your arrival,” stated the man.
“Allow me to introduce myself: my name is Hector, and I am one of
the people who brought you here.”

The Man was still feeling a little sick from
the injection. His head hurt, but his stomach was feeling better.
The world had been brought into focus more since he opened his
eyes. Still, the drug was potent, and the side effects seemed to
last a long time. The Man downed the mug.

“Where am I from,” inquired the Man. “How
come I can’t remember anything before?”

“I can’t answer those questions,” replied
Hector. “Those answers come from someone much higher than me. I am
supposed to be your contact while you are here.”

“My contact,” asked the Man. “For what?”

“We need you for a critical assignment, the
details I will get to in a moment,” Hector explained. “Now, the
tourist bureau has been processing your application, and I can give
you your name.”

“My name?”

“Yes, your name. At least, the one you can
use while you are here.”

“What name?”

“Herman,” stated Hector.

Herman.

The Man thought about that name for a moment.
He wasn’t sure if he had used it before or not. It didn’t sound
familiar. Then and again, it’s better to have something to call
yourself.

HERMAN.

“Okay,” said the Man slowly. “My name is
Herman.”

“All the required documentation is being
processed,” Hector stated.

“So, my name is Herman. Why am I here?”

“As I have said, we need you for a crucial
assignment. We have lost something of great value, and we’ve been
told that you could find it for us.”

“What did you lose?”

Hector took a deep breath.

“A mountain,” said Hector as calm as he could
be.

“A MOUNTAIN?”

“Yes, a mountain.”

“How could you lose a mountain? HOW DO YOU
LOSE A MOUNTAIN???”

Herman could not believe what he was hearing!
How do you lose a whole mountain!! Why would it disappear and a
better question, what did he have to do with it!!! What makes them
think he could bring a whole mountain back!

“We don’t know,” said Hector slowly. “This is
part of the problem. It was there when the sunset and, the next
morning, the mountain had disappeared. We don’t know where it went.
Help us.”

“Why me?? What makes you think I can find
it?”

“We’ve been told, at the highest level, that
you are the best person for this,” explained Hector. “This is a
unique mountain for us. We need to have access to it! We need you
to find it!!!”

“I can’t! Send me back where I came
from!”

“We can’t,” stated Hector.

“YOU CAN’T!”

“We need the power from the mountain to do
that,” stated Hector.

“THEN, HOW DID YOU BRING ME HERE?”

“We only had enough energy to bring you
here,” stated Hector. “We can’t send you back unless we have access
to the mountain. Will you help us find it?”

Herman filled with anger at the whole
situation. He did not remember where he came from, but apparently,
they had brought him here! And now the only way they could return
him was if he could find this mountain for them!

He didn’t even know where to start!

Who did they think they were, pulling him
from his home!! What could he do, he knew nothing about mountains!!
What kind of place is this and who are these people!!!

Filled with emotion, Herman struggled out of
the chair and stormed over to the door.

“Where are you going?” Asked Hector,
surprised by the sudden move.

“I need to get out of here,” snarled Herman.
“I need time to process this!!!!”

With that, Herman opened the door and walked
out into the street leaving Hector sitting in the chair,
stunned.






Herman left Hector’s place and wandered
around the neighborhood. Herman was a mixture of emotions and
didn’t know where he was going. He wasn’t paying attention to his
surroundings either and probably wouldn’t be able to find his way
back. Well, he would eventually.

That was just as well. He did not want to be
around Hector.

How could they do this to him!! What gave
them the right! Why him?????

And were they the cause of his memory
problems? Or was that something else?

Why did they think he could help them find a
mountain?

HOW CAN YOU LOSE A MOUNTAIN!!!

This whole situation was intolerable.

The smell of BBQ brought him out of his
thoughts.

Herman wasn’t sure where he was. He had
passed by many buildings, their gems glimmering as he walked
by.

Herman had wandered through the less
permanent areas. Some people, who were fleeing to Civilization,
didn’t have permanent residences yet. They were living in buildings
and structures that had been set up as temporary homes.

As Herman walked through this maze of
different structures, he noticed that none of these places
incorporated glittery gems. Many of these structures were, in fact,
not suited to last more than several months. It was clear though
that some of them had been there for much longer.

Herman found his ears assaulted by a mixture
of different languages spoken at the same time. There were
languages that were harsh while others were softer. The overall
impression though was that the people weren’t happy. Some speakers
even used dramatic hand gestures.

Herman wandered through the throng of people,
who represented many cultures and societies. He moved by a few
people sitting around a BBQ grill and were cooking various types of
food.

There were many vendors set up all along the
street selling many things. Herman noticed an enforcement officer
periodically passed through the throng of people.

As he moved out of this area, he encountered
fewer and fewer people.

He moved towards a small cluster of buildings
when he heard noises. There were angry voices ahead of him. In
front of one building, there was a fountain. A crowd of people was
standing in front of the fountain. Patrolmen had been called in and
were waiting at the side of the basin.

Herman walked towards the commotion.

There were two groups of people. The group
closest to him was a group of spectators, who were watching what
was happening with the first crowd. Some spectators looked like
him. Others were cloaked and seemed to have their arms crossed,
watching the spectacle.

The other group of people who were all
injured. Some had lost arms or legs while others were worse off.
They had surrounded one man and were shouting at him angrily. The
man the crowd had surrounded was an officer, with a high rank and
ribbons on his uniform.

Herman walked over to the group of spectators
who were watching with interest.

“What’s going on?” Herman asked the man
beside him.

The stranger looked at him and smiled
briefly. Herman noticed he was wearing a necklace with a single
diamond in the center. The rest of his appearance was
unremarkable.

“It’s a protest,” sighed the stranger. “Many
of these veterans demand that Civilization looks after them. They
fought for Civilization and even sacrificed themselves, and now
they want to be taken care of.”

“So, why doesn’t Civilization do that?”
Herman asked.

The stranger looked at him for a moment and
smiled.

“The Mountain’s gone,” said the stranger.
“They can’t be healed until the mountain’s returned. It looks like
they will be stuck that way for a long time.”

“Why do you say that?”

The stranger laughed.

“Really,” commented the stranger. “Even if
someone can figure out where the mountain disappeared to, how are
they going to get it back? No, the mountain’s gone for a long
time.”

“Yeah, but there are other ways,” Herman
suggested. “There’s medicine and technology. Surely that can fix
those people.”

The stranger looked him over for a
moment.

“You’re new here,” stated the stranger.
“Aren’t you?”

“Yeah!”

“Well, you came at the wrong time. I suggest
you leave here and go back to wherever you came from. You’d be
happier.”

“I can’t go home,” said Herman sadly. “Not
until they get the mountain back.”

“Well it looks like this will be your new
home. Have you taken the Citizenship test yet?”

“What Citizenship test?”

“To determine if you are qualified to be
here.”

“But I am already here! Why do I need to
qualify?”

“To see if Civilization wants you. The
Bureaucracy comprises many rules.” The stranger gave Herman a quick
once-over. “From what I can tell, your life hasn’t had too many.
How do you expect to fit in?”

Herman felt insulted. There was something
about this person which bothered him. Still, he didn’t want to
create a second scene here.

“I’ll learn,” Herman replied.

“If you say so,” said the stranger. “Still
there are other options. If you join the Guard and serve for five
years protecting Civilization from its enemies, you may bypass the
tests.” The stranger looked directly at Herman and smiled. “Most
people who do usually end up like them.” The stranger nodded at the
group of veterans who were protesting.

“Then and again,” continued the stranger “if
you take the test and fail they could send you somewhere worse!”
the stranger looked Herman over again. “Much worse!”

The stranger shook his head and walked away.
He turned back to Herman.

“I’m looking forward to meeting you again,”
said the stranger and started to walk away. Then, the stranger
looked back. “Hopefully.”

Herman looked at those veterans surrounding
the commander.

At that moment, he decided.

He had to find that mountain!  

















CHAPTER 5: THE TEST



Herman had turned around and traveled back to
Hector’s place. He had little trouble finding it. He opened the
door to find Hector sitting at the table, looking over some
documents.

“I was just going over a few things,” Hector
said as Herman walked into the room. “I was about to send for
you.”

“If you can get me back to where I belong,”
stated Herman. “I will help you find your mountain.”

“That’s great news,” said Hector excitedly.
“I’ll send word to my supervisor. I know they will want you to
check out the area where the mountain disappeared. You can find
something important that can lead you to its whereabouts.”

“When?”

“Later. It’s being arranged.”

“Okay.”

“That leaves me with another point,” said
Hector. “I received word that while all of this is going on, you
will still have to take the citizenship test.”

“The Citizenship Test? When is it?”

“Now,” answered Hector.






In the next moment, Herman found himself in a
large room. The room was divided into two sections, with volleyball
nets separating the two parts of the chamber. The first section was
where an aircraft was being fueled. Behind it, there was a small
basketball game in progress. The players did not notice the
plane.

The second part of the room had a large desk
and ten rows of smaller desks with chairs. Each row had ten desks,
and most of these desks were filled with people waiting. They were
all nervous.

Behind the large desk was a blackboard and a
middle-aged man with glasses and a light brown sports coat sitting
at the desk. He was balding and had a pale complexion. Behind the
blackboard was a large stage that crossed both parts of the gym.
Herman noticed that there were ten sets of hand clamps that came
down from the ceiling. He wondered what their function was.

Herman noticed men and women were standing at
the different exit points. They wore formal clothes and had a paper
name tag that said “invigilator”. These invigilators were wandering
around the room scrutinizing the people who were taking the
test.

“Ah, our late-comers have arrived,” exclaimed
the balding man with enthusiasm. “Please, show them to their seats
so we may begin!”

The invigilators sorted out the people. A
hand landed on Herman’s shoulder and held him back. He turned
around and looked at a tall man who had an intense look.

“I want you in my row,” said the invigilator
and gestured to an empty desk.

Herman sighed and walked over to the desk. He
sat down. On the desk were two pencils, a pen, an eraser, a single
sheet of paper face down and a notepad.

Herman looked down at the items before him.
How could he do a test when he never studied?

Herman watched as the invigilators walked
over to the front of the rows. Then, the senior invigilator walked
down and stood beside the balding man.

“You are all here because you want to join
Civilization,” the balding man said. “That does not mean that
Civilization will want you. Therefore, we have developed a test to
find out how useful you will be to us.”

The balding man got up from his chair.

“You will have three hours to complete the
paper before you! Later, we will have a physical component to test
your endurance,” exclaimed the balding man. “NO BATHROOM BREAKS
and, in case you were wondering, that is not the physical endurance
test!” The balding man stopped for a moment and laughed. “Ah, that
was a good one! Now, once the test has begun, there will be no
talking. Once the test has begun, there will be no questions,
either.” The balding man’s voice became sinister. “Cheaters will be
dealt with severely so keep your eyes on your work. Now, if you
will turn your papers over please...”

Herman turned his paper over and looked at
the questions

“And there is a mistake on the second
question,” continued the balding man. “The second question should
read: Compute the Sum, not sun, of the Squared Deviations from the
Mean of the combined sample. So, the third word is sum, not sun.
Are there any questions?”

Herman studied the problem. He did not
understand what anything meant in that sentence. The only word he
understood was “sun”, and the bald man said to forget that
word.

“Good,” exclaimed the balding man. He pulled
out a small stopwatch and looked at it. “You have three hours. You
may begin, now!” With that, the balding man pressed a button on the
stopwatch and sat down behind his desk.

Herman looked down at question number 2. His
mind tried to understand what each word meant, but it was beyond
his comprehension. He should try looking at something else first
and worry about number 2 later.

He looked at the first thing written at the
top of the page. It said “name” and had a space that was left
blank. Herman looked at it for a moment. Well, at least there was
one question on this he could answer.






The balding man at the desk had written
numbers on the blackboard. Herman had observed as the balding man
erased them and wrote other numbers counting backwards. Now the
balding man had written five minutes on the blackboard.

Herman had still to write a single word on
his exam except for his name.

“Your time is almost up,” announced the
balding man. “I suggest you finish what question you’re on and put
your pencils down.”

Herman looked around. A sense of dread seemed
to settle in the room.

Desperately, he glanced at the first
question: Discuss the significant motifs in Telmah and
compare/contrast them to the motifs in Htebcam. Herman did not
understand who Htebcam or Telmah were. He did not understand what a
motif was.

He glanced at several other questions.

Herman’s eyes wandered over to question
number five: A train, going from Ottoron to Trenamol travels 170
km/hour. Another train leaving Trenamol, heading to Ottoron at the
same time goes 160 miles/hour. Using the map below, figure out the
exact location where these two trains will pass each other and
discuss the implications of this. Herman grabbed his hair in
anguish.

Desperately, he picked up his pencil and
looked at the seventh question: Discuss the implications of THE
GREAT MISTAKE and whether the measures used to justify them were
successful or not. Cite at least three sources to back up your
argument.

“TIME’S UP!” The bald man shouted. “Put your
pencils down!!!”

Herman looked around the gym. The number of
invigilators had nearly tripled. They were all carrying binders and
clipboards. There was a general sense of dread among the people
assembled.

An invigilator had wandered down Herman’s row
looking over the papers as he passed. He walked over to Herman’s
desk and looked at the blank paper. The invigilator smiled.

Sweat ran down Herman’s forehead as he saw
the wicked gleam in the invigilator’s eye. At that moment, one of
the other invigilators picked up the test papers.

“ATTENTION! ATTENTION!” A voice echoed from
loudspeakers all around them. Everybody stopped what they were
doing and looked around. “The person sitting in aisle three, row
three is to be escorted to the principal’s office immediately.”

Herman was surprised. He looked over at the
other aisles and rows.

He was sitting in aisle 3, row 3!

Herman looked momentarily baffled.

“Get up,” snarled the invigilator.

Slowly, Herman got to his feet. He looked at
the other people staring back at him. There were looks of contempt.
Others tried to ignore him. He didn’t know what he had done
wrong.

“Come on!” Exclaimed the invigilator who led
him out of the gym.

Herman could hear the balding man calling all
the people for the physical component of the test. There was a lot
of movement as the invigilators motivated people to stand up.

“I don’t understand,” said Herman. “Where are
you taking me?”

As the invigilator led Herman out of the gym,
Herman looked up and observed a large window in the center of the
wall. The glass was dark. Herman could see a vague figure behind
the glass. Herman could only hope he knew who the person behind the
glass was. 

















CHAPTER 6: PRIMORIA


Herman was brought to a small office with the
door closed. One officer opened the door for him and gestured for
him to go in. A sign posted in the room was marked “Principal”.

Hector was sitting behind a large wooden desk
with lots of books on it. There was also a globe off to one side
and some papers and folders on the bureau.

“We’ve received word you don’t have to do the
test,” explained Hector. “You have been allowed to join
Civilization, in a minor role and help to return the mountain to
us.” Hector moved files from the desk to one drawer behind him.
“You will go on the mission to Primoria, as an advisor.”

“Primoria?”

“Primoria is a rival territory,” explained
Hector. “It’s a primitive and savage place that defies all of our
attempts to tame it. We will succeed someday. The mountain was on
the borders of our two lands.”

Herman looked as Hector pulled two books from
the bookcase.

“Things have been uneasy between Primoria and
us, and we have a lot of conflicts,” Hector continued. “Therefore,
you will be protected by a group of our soldiers. You’ll be staying
close to our side of the border so there shouldn’t be any
problems.”

“What am I looking for?”

“Well, something that can give us a clue
about its disappearance,” replied Hector matter-of-factly. “Mostly
you will encounter a lot of sand and gravel. I’d imagine Primoria
is making encroachments
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