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None of these would be possible were I no so blessed with such wonderful families; in the Dominican Republic and back in my ‘homes’; Ireland, Belfast, England & Gibraltar. Sham is a strange man and you will soon see how much stranger he is. The real Sham wasn’t that strange, just a really good friend...

To my beautiful daughters who made daddy want to try.

To my lovely wife who is always the reason why.

To my fans for making me want to torture your minds just a little bit more..

[image: /Users/alan/Downloads/AJF_Logo_Close (1).pngAJF_Logo_Close (1)]

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Join the conversation!

 www.empyraeum.com

🖃  kalliades@empyraeum.com

[image: image]@empyraeum  [image: image] alanjfisher75


[image: image]


[image: Satrapies_BW.png]


[image: Hegemony_Map_BW.png]
Kalinam, filian mou gal aya saga unto la empmyraeum. Ikaid-is lacracheid i la Beanmeid gal la sui Enkha I la reagogeid untu la sui manalo!

––––––––
[image: image]


Alan  J. Fisher,

27th Artesiom, 2.338 EA

Ispana, Galika

It is curious both what one remembers and how one remembers it. It is curious what the mind chooses to remember and how it orders the series of seemingly random events into an ordered recollection. It would appear there is one very curious caveat to add also, the older one gets, I have heard, the less reliable one's memory becomes. It becomes more like a rough outline or guide than a thing of certainty as it was in one's youth. I am close to five hundred years old now and mine seems to only get better with the passing of the years ...
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Sham sat at his desk and set his pen down. He noticed that his pipe had gone out and his coffee was tepid at best. He sipped  anyway and shook the sheet of parchment he had been writing on to dry it. His script was pleasantly curving and neat, his glòsta decent, his characters well shaped. He had always been used to writing in Sanskrit but he felt this history, this new history should be written in the tongue of its largest influence; his good and true friend Alexander. Also it was the tongue of his other friends, Kalliades, Lupernikes, Neshaa now (he never did get the hang of that cuneiform script Neshaa's people used so he would have to settle with the new hellene-influenced script they were using for glòsta these days ) and even Korae (though the idea of Korae writing amused him greatly) among others. He found that he remembered the past couple of aion with Alexander and his friends more clearly than those close to three hundred years which proceeded it. 

Admittedly a lot more had happened in those two aion; he had met a dragon and conversed with her. He had been offered immortality, although he already had it and he had spoken about that great secret for the first time in his life. That was a great defining moment for him.

Nobody had known about his longevity before she had come straight out and challenged him about it.  He had wanted to tell Alexander about it, he really had. It felt like a betrayal not to tell him, especially after the dragon had given immortality to the Hegèmon and his other 

friends. He would have been able to give some help and advice on the subject to them; he had three centuries of experience which they did not. He had been afraid though. He did not know why he was immortal; he just kept on asking up each morning long after he was supposed to have moved onto his next life. He had other things which, he learned, people had found odd. 

He had, for the longest time, assumed his differences were normal until he passed his first aion of life and remained young and robust. Sham was always of more than one mind. It wasn’t that he had trouble making decisions, he did have that problem but that was due to him being a champion procrastinator more than anything else. He was literally of three minds. There was him, the strange and slightly creepy Indikēn holy man and there were the other two. Those two had no names he could determine. He occasionally had dreams in which he was sure he had spoken with one of them and names had been exchanged but, when he woke, that name had flown from his memory. They were present though, they were always present, and he never remembered a time when they were not. He had been unable to find a name to identify them by. He had no real points of reference, so he called them the Angel and the Demon. He smiled, remembering how first the Judamen, then the Kristomen thought that they had both the monopoly on and had invented angels and demons when they had, in fact, not done so. These beings were as old as humans, as far as he could determine. Probably older. It had been around six months since he had ghosted out of Alexandria in the very clichéd dead of night. He had increasingly been noticing the comments people here making towards him, about his lack of ageing and many were starting to wonder whether he were dragon born too. It was only a matter of time before the chatter reached Alexander's ears, and then he would have some very difficult questions to answer. He was a coward; he knew and had chided himself extensively for it before he made his eventual decision. He should have come clean with the Hegèmon and sat down for the long talk he had been dreading since the day she had uncovered his secret. He should have told him, not ran like a dog with its tail between its legs. Then he would still be there with his friends rather than here, all lonely with nothing but his own thoughts. 

He did not like his own thoughts. The voice he referred to as the Demon had been whispering a lot more recently. He had avoided coming back to the one place he had ever considered home, he always circled around it or found an excuse. He was sure that it must have changed an awful lot since he had tagged along with the army of Purim (called Poros by the Macedonians), looking for adventure and trying to find something useful do with his life. Being an itinerant holy man was well and good and kept him from starving to death but it was rather unfulfilling. Purim liked to have his retinue of seers, holy men and healers along for his resistance of the invaders so Sham attached himself that retinue and found he really did not have to do much. Mostly Purim and his officers had been occupied with first fighting and then assisting Alexander in bringing down the Brahmans. 

He had met the strange little man then, another sage and holy man. An odd little old fellow named Kàlanos who said he was here to meet the leader of the world. Sham had found that very interesting and asked this old man what he meant. The smelly little fellow had refused to answer! He had muttered something unintelligible and proceeded to speak to his basket full of snakes and play his flute to them. How very rude of him!

Sham had started spending time with the old man, though, because he found him intriguing. Sham always had a way of attracting the weird ones, he found.

"Young Bengali man, you are a divided one are you not, huh?" The toothless fellow said to him one night as they sat drinking tea by the small fire Sham had built. "I call you young man, but you're older than me, huh?" he old man cackled.

Sham fiddled with a stick and tried to figure out how to answer. "What are you talking about?" Was the best he could come up with.

"Shut up you stupid man!" The Kàlanos snapped. "You know exactly what I am talking about." Sham began to enter into what would one day become one of his famous lathers of indecision. He stared at the fire and poked at it with his stick. Kàlanos was clearly the genuine article. He felt like a fraud because he had entered into this profession for all of the wrong reasons; initially as an act of rebellion and an attempt to copy the great Siddhartha. After that, once his family disowned him, he'd really had no choice. This old fellow was clearly very much in touch with that which he felt he was not.

He saw clearly and well, thing he really should not be able to see. "Babu-ji," He began, deciding that using the respectful form of address, though quite ironic, was wise here. "I do not know where to start."
Kàlanos smiled and gently touched Sham's knee. "I always find the beginning to be the best place." 

It is always strange to return to the beginning again. 

Sham was not sure he wanted to revisit all of that just now but he was unsure of how to begin. No-one had ever asked him to before, no-one had really noticed. They tended to pass his longevity off as a benefit of his healthy and holy life-style and, in a field where old and wrinkled was the norm, he'd always thought that young and robust would be a disadvantage. Not so! His youth and energy seemed to be a recommendation for his skill. In order to keep looking so good, he clearly had to be onto something! Nobody knew what that something was and he tried to keep it that way. He could kill this nosey old man and preserve his secret but then, there was no way he would want to taint his karma with such an act. He did not even think himself capable of murder. He did not want to find out whether he had the stomach for it either. He shook his head. "Since as early as I remember babu-ji, I have not been alone." 

"Alone?" The old man shifted into a cross-legged position on the floor and stirred at the bread he had been baking in the ashes on the edge of the fire. He flicked it out with a stick, considering it well done and moved it onto a flat rock to cool. "Alone how." 

"Inside of my head, perhaps inside of my soul." Sham interlaced his fingers and leaned forward. "I am me, and ... they are also me."

"They?" The old man touched the bread, which had cooled now and broke it into two democratic pieces, passing half to Sham, who pressed his palms together and bowed slightly in thanks. "Namaste." he said. "Yes, inside of me there are two others." 

"Two?" The old man popped a piece of bread into his mouth and sucked it, his teeth being too few to chew well. Sham tried not to focus on the wrinkled lips and the soft slurping sound he was making. He broke some of his own bread and chewed thoughtfully.

One who speaks rarely but is always there like a .like a watcher...a conscience almost." 

The old man had finished sucking and swallowed. "An angel, you would say?" 

"Yes!" Sham looked the wrinkled fellow in the eye. "A paragon that is him."

"And the other?" He popped more bread in his mouth and began to suck once more. Sham hesitated and slowly ate more of the bread as he thought. He chewed it for a very long time and managed to bite the inside of his cheek in the process. He winced and swallowed the slightly bloody bread. "I prefer to not speak of the other one. It gives me bad thoughts and will sometimes put inside of my head things I do not wish to see. Horrible, horrible things." 

“Like evil, karma tarnishing things?" The old man was serious and he studied his bread momentarily. "Like the killing of innocent old men?" 

Sham opened his mouth and closed it. So he is the real deal indeed! He nodded. "Things of that nature, yes." 

"A demon then!"Kàlanos stated. 

"Yes," Sham remained shame-faced, his eyes downcast. "Just like that." 

"Do not be ashamed, Shamshir, many who are' not afflicted as you are have thought the same things." he smiled. "You are more honest than many of them are." He spread his hands again. "I know they are thinking these things but still they are denying it!" He cackled again. 

Sham looked at his hands and said nothing.

"It is a difficult burden you carry." The wise man continued, nodding slowly, eyes closed. "You are a strong man, Shamshir, to have borne this for so long! To have carried it for some long and remained good and not fallen! I say you must continue to do as you have been doing. Be as good as you can be and do not listen to the demon, except to learn from it what not to do. Do not fight it 
because it is trapped and angry; that is what it is wanting you to do! You will simply exhaust yourself and be unhappy all of the time because you cannot beat it. You will never beat it! You have to accept it. It is a part of you and you can no more remove it than remove an eye or an arm. You must learn how to live with it and accept that as it is a part of you, you are a part of it. The balance requires both of you to cooperate and for you to learn to be like the river and flow, not fight! I think this is what you have been doing, or at least trying to. Keep doing it, Shamshir; it will help you when the time comes! You need to stop fighting and you need to stop hiding! Shiva gifted you with this -" he reached out with his hands, like he was trying to untangle a knot. "Power. You should be proud of it! You are who you are Shamshir; stop trying not to be you!" He looked at his bread and considered whether to eat some more or not. "1 have seen many things in my life and my studies, but never something like you." He put the bread to one side and took a clay pipe from his loincloth and filled it with tobacco He lit it with a twig from the fire. "Smoke?" He asked.

Sham had never tried this vice but he was enjoying the companionship and so accepted the offer. He took a couple of experimental puffs. He wheezed and coughed loudly, tears springing to his eyes and his nose leaking snot, he genuinely though his lungs had caught fire and that he was going to die. After a few scary moments, he wiped his eyes and tried to breathe normally. 

“You take it inside slowly!" Cackled the old fellow, clearly enjoying the show. "Hold it in your mouth and do not inhale it. Hold it in and then let it out slowly."

Sham did so now. This time he savoured the bitter sweet flavour and the curious tingling it caused in his mouth. One could get used to this' He thought. The old man clapped his hands and cackled again, braying like a donkey and showing half a dozen brown teeth. 

"You have it now, Shamshir, well done! Three hundred years almost and you have never smoked? What about women?" Sham shook his head. "Dear me what is wrong with you, man? You have lived so long and have not lived!" The idea of this wrinkled mahogany specimen doing the deed made Sham's stomach turn, he set down his bread also and sucked on the pipe some more.

"I -" Sham found he had no words to counter the old man's comments, foul images were clogging his thoughts. "Don't worry, I shall not make you do anything, that would be foolish, I am a holy man, abstinence is part of what makes us what we are, right?"

"Right," Sham agreed, brightening. His mind continuing to betray him, he struggled to return his thoughts to non-horrifying. 

"Have a smoke and enjoy it, I am going to the river to feed the fishes." He  winked and stood, arthritic knees crackling and hobbled off towards the river. Sham sat there sucking the pipe and thinking. He waited a very long time for the old man to return but he never did. It was the strangest thing. He just vanished and no-one could tell Sham where he had gone or even remember seeing him. His bread and pipe were still there though ...

Sham shook his head and wondered if maybe he really were losing his mind ...
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Sham sat there, looking again at what he had written. He was considering the strangeness of that episode. He knew the old fellow had been there, he was certain he had not imagined it. He was sure, but then he was also sure that he had his fair share of weird things happen in his life, so this would not be the first. The only thing he was certain of is that he had been there, on the docks of the Hydaspes river when the Macedonia flotilla had arrived, instead of the little old man History was supposed to have been expecting.  He had sailed off into history with Alexander. He had immediately become fast friends with the little king. He had also become immediately scared that Alexander would find out his secret;, as if it was written on his forehead for anyone who knew how to look. Alexander never mentioned anything, although, after the dragon, he did look at Sham a little strangely at times. 

You have not told him then? There was no judgement in her voice, just curiosity. He does not know? 

I suspect that he might, Sham answered. I am afraid, my lady. 

But why? He loves you and considers you one of his truest friends. 
Because I have not been honest with him completely. 
When is anyone? She scoffed; it was a strange sound to hear inside of your mind. We all have our secrets, even I have some! 

This is quite a big one, though, don't you think? 

Well yes I suppose it is but do you think, if he loves you, that he will care? 
I don't know, Lady. There is so much I do not know. 
That is part of being human and all of you, regardless of any differences you all have, are still mostly human! Not to know is a very human thing, I have been hearing
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