Terranic God



From dust to dust, from ashes to ashes.

Yet each death caries within the seed of its own resurrection.

So it is too with the times of Religion and Science.

From a time of great technological achievements, when being an atheist is normal to the times of great religious exploration when God rules and all abide to His will



Now we have come through many such times, and are present in a time of Religion, in fact of many religions. After space-travel was simplified by using a metal that can out-speed light itself religion flourished, for what else is there to cling on to when engaging the unknown?



Terra is no more. During the time of exploration space-researchers blew up the Sun. Only few escaped, and much was lost. From then on all changed. Science was almost outlawed and all the terran religions flourished. For it were times of hardship. The colonization of a new world. The reconstructing of terran technology etceteras infinitum.



But now all is to change, by the discovery of  "The Chest of the Heart". It whispers the thunder yet to come, a believer of belief and a swordsman of the mind. And all this interprets itself in my companion of faith, Meke.





- The History of God, as interpreted by Meke































Beginnings are perilous times, times when balance must not get out of hand. Especially when you realize that each beginning must come from an ending and each ending caries its emotional balance within. And since beginnings are mostly intellectual, the transition must be made with a haste, which allows not for mistakes

- From the Chest of the Heart



"Lind, make haste, we do not want anyone to discover us like this!" Raklet hissed under the cloak of darkness. Raklet had proven himself worthy of the title 'pain in the ass' more than once during the mission, in fact, the only reason he was included was that the Council advised "Two see more than one", that and that he was a disciple of a council member (almost highest in rank, and he knows it!).

Three-thirty AM, five minutes before the next priest would come.

"Hsssst! Time enough" And even in the darkness that surrounded them, the little rays of light bounced on the excessive jewelry and decorations in the room they were in. Everything engraved with a septum pentacle off course. How could one else keep thieves like us away?

All this gold and silver, and engraved with septum! One ounce of septum could've bought this large building about five times. Lind knew she was standing in riches such as she had only dreamt of.

Useless! The septum was only so expensive because of its marking ability, once engraved it could not be disguised from an RM. And those bastards from SCI made sure that the meters were almost for free.

Everything useless except for their goal, The List, a list so holy that the priests had not even dared touch it, let alone properly secure it with septum. A list, which contains words, said to be spoken by God, and written by his prophet, Jesus, himself.

Four minutes left to rid it of these inferior e-locks. Well, inferior to her at least, she could unlock them in a couple of seconds without any of the complications she was known to be so good in solving.

In fact, a second stage spy could've done this. Why, such poor locks on such a valuable object? Such things were agitating her since they found a hole in the security grid. Everything was so damn easy! She could not help but think this was a trap. Something set up to train her further in the complexities of being a spy and the stress it brings with it. She could still remember her first painful training-mission, retrieving information about a supposed political attack on their religion.

She was inciting the whole Bible of Faith throughout it. And praying to Him before the mission for two and half an hour. Nowadays she sometimes even forgets to pray for a couple of missions. But back then she was extremely religious, not that it helped her much on that particular mission, for it was a set piece from the beginning on. The priests had her in their vision from when she was within 100 meters of the building that she was supposed to infiltrate.

She thought everything was going well until she was waiting for the information to download unto the disk. That was when the guards ‘accidentally’ discovered her and her memory goes vague. But it ended up with her in the a standard debriefing-room where she was told all of her mistakes. Not even 'but you did this good', no, no room for praise.

But she is not in training any more and already has she unlocked all the locks and taken off the glass top with two and a half minutes to spare.

"Got it! Suitcase!" She hissed. 

No reply. "Come on! Only two minutes left!". As she turned around she saw ten fully armed priests and a decapitated Raklet.

"What the..." was all she could utter before the dart with took its rapid effect.

"Get on it!" Jeras said. He had so hoped that Lind would somehow manage to escape. It would've been better that way. Now all he can hope for is that she will cooperate, not much chance in that though. Might've been better if he would've shot her on sight, save them and us the trouble.



The point of having an argument is changing the nature of truth. This is very difficult where truth is stabile (as in a fanatic) and change is unwanted (as with everyone). The best argument you can make is silence that, at least, might make a difference.

- Unknown 'politic' quote often used by Orthodox Catholics



"How could you be so stupid as to send Raklet!" The speakers boomed

"We thought a little practical experience would loosen him up" Harkel stuttered. Never had he (nor any other he reckoned) seen the Council this angry. Even though he did not understand why. They had explained to Pagan Religions United (PRU) that it was a one-man action. He told it to the Council.

"But a member of the Council! Besides, we had special plans for Raklet, plans that need be revised because of your stupid actions."

"I am sorry members of the Council, yet I told him to let his master know that he was undertaking this mission"

"So now you dare say that it was our fault?!"

This was not going the right way for Harkel. The only thing he could hope for now was that the rumors about the Council were correct and that they indeed hated bureaucratic reasoning.

"You suggest you are above all suspicion? Is that not the beginning of bureaucracy?"

"You have done your homework about us good, son of Grad, we will investigate this matter with Member Makla. And, by pointing out a mistake in our governing you have our debt. This debt becomes quite obsolete however, if you wish to keep your life insurance at the insurance agents."

"I thank the Council, and ask to be excused present, for this incident has cost me time as well"

"You are excused, just don't let it happen once more or you will have a close encounter with the maker himself."

And he was out of the communications room. He had heard the rumors about people going in the communications room to talk to the Council and never to return. He did not wish to join those persons. But he kept thinking about one remark They made "son of Grad". 

Grad was his father and predecessor in both work and private life. Until one day Grad took his final goodbye and went through the door at the end of the communications room. 

Some people thought that behind that door the Council sat, and that by going through the door you became a member. Others thought that a certain death awaited those that entered through the door.

However he did not believe this last argument, for his father had done nothing wrong. And yet he did not get to die 'naturally' as some of the other representatives of the Council.

How this came to pass he did not understand. A mission quite easy, to a top-spy and a disciple of a Council-member. He could have understood if only Lind would've returned, cause Raklet wasn't one of the brightest. Yet still no sign of Lind after three days and all he had gotten out of this mission was a sketch of the decapitated Raklet and a angry Council-meeting.

Where is Lind? The book was not very important, he merely wanted  it to praise a Council member, now he had done more harm than that book could ever right.

Where can Lind be? She couldn't have run off, all her family and friends are stationed here. Our top-spy gone! This is worse than when they had lost a mission-troop to a retrieving mission with Science Cooperated Industry. Back then all they had really lost was one member, a lot of sweat and a bit of information about the making of septum.

But now, a whole agenda to rearrange, dozens of missions to cancel, people to keep infiltrating until one day we can send another spy to retrieve the information.

Oh God, if only she was really my daughter, then the searching would go a lot faster. He knew that even then it would go no faster for there is simply nothing to base the search on. No clue whatsoever.

How could I have ever let my goddaughter become a spy anyway? Because she wanted to be it. Even from when she was three and a half years old she wanted it. Even though her parents kept hoping that she would change ambitions, or trade it in for a less dangerous line of work.

She always was a go-getter, and always full of energy off course, I don't think she could've ever sat behind a desk and do her work the way people wanted from her.

No, she is not dead yet, no body, not even a faint trace or clue to the location where she may be now. The searching and questioning must and will continue, only more underground, more dependent on rumors instead of the cold hard facts the searchers had grown accustomed to.

Oh God, please help my daughter wherever she is. Yes, that is all we can do now, praying and hoping for the best. Wherever you are or in whatever state you are, we will find you my goddaughter, I promise you this!

He found this thought oddly reassuring, and he decided to take a look at the papers recently placed on his desk about the sexual affair concerning several young priests.

Yes, a little distraction is what he needs.



There comes a time when two people meet as strangers in a strange land, especially if they have been friends for a long time. It is when they ignore such a event that they grow apart, facing it they might have lost their friendship more painful. But what is life when only played safe. It is not, I gave you the gift of Change or Life as you call it. Something I could never have. Yet you ignore it utterly. Why not return the gift instead of messing it up?

- The Terranic God as interpreted by Meke



"Look she's awakening"

"Finally, she must've been under for at least three hours"

A headache ringing through her head, Lind was a moment remembering what happened. Oh yes, the temple, Raklet decapitated strange priests in front of her, sharp pain in her thigh. She was too weak to look but felt that they had used a dart poisoned with sleeping poison.

"Look at this, OCR's best spy lying helpless here on the floor"

Dear God! That voice, she knew that voice. But it couldn't! How he was supposed to be dead for a couple of years.

"Yes, Lind, it is me, Stef. Back from the dead"

"But how?" she said or, well she wasn't quite sure if she could move her lips, the rest of her body was immobile and it took her great effort to lift her eyelids.

"Easy, I was discovered" well, at least I still have a voice. But Stef went on "When you sent me on that foolish mission to discover the secret of the making of septum we were caught even before we had visual contact with the goal. All escaped, except me, I froze and the rest left me out to hang. Just as I thought that I was going to die like a normal spy came along Master, he gave me back my life, in return for my service to him.".

By that time Lind had woken up sufficiently to see his face. Still that scar on his eyebrow, barely visible in the dim light with his dark fluent skin, but it was still there. The scar had been made on the mission before his alleged death. We were searching for a treasure hidden in the forest of Quai Tan, Eastern territory. When suddenly they faced six samurais with drawn swords only a couple of hundred meters away. Running for their lives Stef tripped and fell on a stick sticking out from the ground. Luckily they were assisted by a hover team who picked them up just before the samurais could reach them.

"I see you still recognize my scar, I didn't have it removed because it made me think of you. We were a great team Lind, no, we are a great team!"

"What do you mean? And who is this Master?"

"All will be explained to you in due time, for now you must rest. And do not worry about escaping for we were trained by the same master. I know all your tricks and so do they now."

"Can I at least get something to eat, my nap time made me hungry"

"Off course" And he left through what appeared to be a egg-formed door. She was not surprised when dinner showed up only a couple of seconds after Stef had left. They probably have this room wired all over.

Well all we can do now is check out this room. It was a cubical shaped room of about five meters in diameter with a bed and a console on the opposite side of the door. A vent shaft well closed in the right-above corner of the room, signs of decay at the borders of the carpet, probably been used more than once. It kind of radiates: "You're just passing through, but only when and if we say so!"

She must admit that it had been well chosen for her. No way to escape, no way to make a weapon from any of the object. What wasn't nailed down was too large to be used as a weapon. The only thing that she thought was rather strange was the large console above her bed. Other than that it might have been a prison-room in the more luxurious countries.



Talking is merely a way of altering ones truth, or having your truth altered. If it serves not one of those functions, however, it must present facts or entertainment. The latter two ways, however, are more common than the former. For why bothering changing a thing that is set. Why bother making a stand when there is nobody to contradict. It has no point. Each of us is born with a clear memory and an open mind. The time until puberty is the time of the filling, after puberty until maturity is the time of the testing and after maturity until death is the time of the defending.

- From the Chest of the Heart



"We request that the subject of the chest must be discussed!" stated the ambassador of PRU. In fact it was almost a scream. But who could blame them, the second-richest for once NOT in control of something

"What is there to discuss? It was found on our ground, it therefor belongs to us"

"It is a gift of god, what right have you to deny us that!" After which heavy discussions bursts all over. All the ambassadors were restless. Only the Eastern Religious Alliance was as silent and calm as usual. Were it not for their monstrous gifts they would have been voted away long ago.

He remembered well the first time when he saw them. He could not keep his eyes away. The riches! The power! As he became more aquainted with facts about the ERA, the more he wondered why, why not simply crush the rest of the religions?

Certainly they could do such a thing, they had an army well trained and well disciplined. The riches allowed for many machinations of war and ammunition. Even though such things were forbidden by the Senate who was there to stop them? But they always claimed that only through calmth and speech one can defeat an army, otherwise one simply defeats ones self. He did not believe them for one second. There had to be a deeper reason.

There had to be a reason that they were sitting there with their expensive suits and excessive jewelry and guards. And even on a subject of this importance, a subject that could start an avalanche of political heads, they were as calm as ever.

Meanwhile the talk had subsided and the judge had taken control of the room

"Please, ladies and gentlemen, remain calm, it will be discussed after the agenda points have been discussed. For now please remain seated and calm!" He spoke. Jar did not think that even he could keep them from whispering their prejudices and talking beneath their breath.

One thing was for sure, the discussion would speed up now that the subject had been broached. For every delegate was curious about 'the chest', he was sure of it.

However he had no illusions about how very fast they would race by the agenda points. While the judge was slow and old, Jar was sure that the man had a mind, which many people would find impressingly well functioning for a man in his prime, let alone a man almost in the two hundred.

Everybody knew he ought to be replaced totally, but not a single soul dared even whisper such words. Even though he was asleep during most of the conventions and seldom spoke a word, preferring to let his 'trainee' speak for him, he could not be replaced permanently.

For it was he that helped the great Family through 'the' depression. Some even day that he might've build parts of the building itself.

Even though Jar knew the building to be older than the man himself did. It was easy to imagine the man working erecting this building himself.

The wrinkles of age were all over his face, visible probably even from the back row, where all the minor religions and large forces sat. With little hair left (just a few plucks by the ears) that which was left had turned thin and gray.

Unlike the 'trainee' who was still by many standards a youth, but for his negotiating traits and his age. Thanks to the years of learning by the hand of the judge, he had aged remarkably little in the hundred and twenty years he was old. Even though he was already over the half of his life, he looked as many a youth looks when turning forty. Off course such was to be expected when living on a low-gravity planet, usually only reserved for the elderly. But even though his appearance was that of a innocent youth, his mind was that of the judge, or better!

He had been known to make experienced diplomats sweat in a relatively short time and was rumored never to have ever eaten his own words.

But nevertheless, the judge was still ruler of the conversation. Perhaps because of his age, perhaps because of his reputation. But certainly he was a force to be reckoned with. As long as the old judge lives nobody could ever fully take over his position.

Even while he was as slow as he was now, did he not agitate people. He has a way with making people feel comfortable when in fact they have every reason to be nervous.

But, Jar was not sure that even he could control the crowd when arriving at such a subject. Well, we are all about to find out, for the last point of the agenda had been dealt with and now he must heed their calls.

"Ladies and gentlemen of the ambassadors, repeated arguments have been made about a recent discovery. Long ago, a time-capsule was said to have been sent from Terra into space. The supposed capsule was said to emit a radio-signal. But nothing was for sure, for it was only a myth, a hobby for the rich and curious. Until now, for myth becomes reality when the searchers have found, and the searchers have found indeed! A pair of 'alien' radio-signals have been picked up from the new radarposts on Xeras II. It is believed to come from on of the moons. However, the signal somewhat resembles terrestrial signals from the days that the capsule was said to be created. Off course a retrieving operation is desirable, but now comes the catchy part: who will have the honors?" That was when the room was filled with angry shouts, each person claiming that they were the best ones for the job.

"Silence!" was roared through the room and each person stopped talking and glanced with fear to where it came from.

It was the ERA! But why now? How could they supposed to even think they would be thought of as a serious force? For surely they had the capacity, but never did they ever truly give something their best shot!

"How could you fight like bickering children," He roared on "while you fail to see the greater point! You worry over getting there first, some have already fleets waiting for the green light." at which point some ambassadors paled and froze, the more to the back the more stunned looks there were "Yes, I knew of your secret, at least, now I know. You worry of getting their as soon as possible and such details that you forget the main thing: Transportation!" That was when Jar and his companion froze, it was like finding out you were standing naked in front of all of your friends, except it was a thousand times worse. "Yes lords of Science Cooperated Industry, your plans are out on the table! You were never going to give let them find the capsule! For it is you yourselves who have it. You merely made a blunder in removing it and are hoping to keep the rest of the Family busy while you extract the information and then filter the capsules information." At which point the crowd went wild, everybody was screaming angry words and was making their way towards the two ambassadors in question. And while the judge tried to calm down the mob with words they were deaf to all Jar could think about was that of the Burning Times described in 'The Chest of the Heart' except this time the trial was already over and the sentence was death.



Peace is never whole, peace demands stability and thus the absence of time. For time is change and change is life. Thus shall we never truly reach peace. Instead you must view it as a path one can traverse. Drunken on reality one might fall in the muddy waters of chaos but you will be taught drunkenness and it's stability later. For now just know that peace is never total, except for death.

- The ZenSufi Foot Teachings



Lind could still not figure out what she was supposed to do. Although she had combed through the data-files in the console she could find almost nothing of any use. It largely contained a menu of the food available, a couple of orders like to get some food, drink or to be let into the bathroom.

Even in the bathroom she could find nothing that would seem different from a normal bathroom in a restaurant. Except for the strange muff smell and the icy cold. She believed they were underground and asked the guard to be sure.

A strange man that guard. With his blue eyes and blond hair he seemed almost childish. Probably chosen for such a cause, since she was sure that those bumps under his shirt were real muscles. Perhaps he was even meant to distract me for my plans, and sure he is succeeding.

But when she asked him if they were underground he gave her a strange look, a look which was so peculiar that it was until she was back in her room that she was able to find a mental description, thoughtlessness! It was as if he had been brainwashed and had not yet gained some solid piece of information to cling on to. He had the look of an newborn baby, fresh and un-judging. He was but a mere pawn in the game. How a organization could do such a thing to such a man was not clear to her. Sure she had witnessed brainwashing of spies who know too much (and even suspected it having been done to her, although her god-father denied it). And they too had the same look, but only for a few seconds, then they found some solid ground like the room, or the present people. But the look went much longer on this guard. Not even a drug could do such a thing! Who are these people who are holding me? She thought. She had read a name signed under some documents in the console but it only said: Member of The Zen-Sufi Foot. What was the Zen-Sufi Foot? A religion? A organization of some kind? She could not fathom why a organization that could do such a thing with that man would not do it to her. Except if she knew too little. But surely it must matter that she saw faces?

For each answer that she gained two or more questions returned. Even the trick her mother taught her did not work. For how could she turn questions into answers and answers into questions and weigh then when half of the questions can not be turned into an answers! This was beyond her comprehension, all she could do now is wait and learn. Learn a way to escape, even though the signs of Stef were all over the place.

What was the most disturbing of all was that she knew nothing about this Zen-Sufi Foot. Nothing about Zen-Sufi had been taught to her. She recognized the Buddhist Zen and the Islamic Sufi but Zen-Sufi? Who knew what bonds they have made, for Zen was a state of mind and so was Sufi. Therefor she could at least presume that it was no religion, otherwise she must've heard about such a strange alliance between faiths. Buddha and Allah? Which one was honored? Perhaps both, perhaps none. All she could do was wait and order food to keep her strengths up.

She had already tried hunger-strike but nobody came, they just left her to die. Silly actually for Stef must've known that would be the first course of action she'd take.

Knock knock, that must be the food. Please do come in.

"Hello my colleague, it does me good to see you abandoned your hunger-strike. It would have been a pity to have you die here" Stef said while coming in. He wore a dark green jacket and black trousers, it also appeared that he was out of bed for at least for hours judging by the wrinkles under his eyes. So her time-sense still functioned, she realized now that this was what time-sense was conditioned for. It came so naturally, her view of time, because she was not allowed to wear a watch but was still expected to show up on time at several places per day that she eventually got a pretty accurate time-sense. Her time-sense came straight from the heart and it told her that it was not four 'o clock in the afternoon, Stef slept heavy and long. Then she noticed the blue foot on his green jacket, somehow it had missed her first inspection of him. But now...

"Ah, I see you have found out the name of my Master's organization. Yes I know you already suspected it was not a religion."

"Why didn't you warn us you were still alive?" she said

"US? US? Have you not noticed that you are all alone now! There is no more OCR to aid you now with handy gadgets or key-info. It's just you and me now."

"Very well, why didn't you warn ME?"

"Cause you still thought of yourself as us, you were inseparable from your religion and don't give me such crap as: 'But I haven't prayed in moths' for it was not the prayer that connected you to the religion. It were the ties! A god-father, a mother, a sister! Yes, I know about them, for it is written upon your mind and the windows of your mind are wide open!"

Windows? Ah yes, in many religions the eyes were the windows of the person. So he was still religious, now all she needed to know was what religion he believed in.

"Only God can see our true selves, you merely see what he wants you to see" she tried.

"Do not play games with me, especially not those I know better than you!" 

That was true, he was called upon more when interrogation people were needed.

"Okay, what do you believe then?"

"I believe that Infinity comes your way when you keep asking such stupid questions!"

Ouch! Infinity meant death in both the Zen and the Sufi states of mind.

"Who is this master you speak of?" she tried again, but now he seemed to relax and sat down next to her on the bed.

"That is insignificant as yet, first you must understand why you are here."

"Alright why am I here then?" she asked while she sat back against the cold wall and relaxed slightly.

"You have undoubtedly heard of 'The Chest of the Heart'." Her attention quickened and she felt her muscles straining "Ah, I see you have, do not be ashamed that you have been caught on this reflex, for the heart of almost everyone beats faster when hearing that name. It is believe by many that it is out there in space. This is not true. SCI has gotten hold of it about five days ago."

Lind could not believe her ears, she had heard the myth of course but had always thought it to be a fairytale.

"However SCI has not learnt much from it since there is an encriptionkey needed to open the capsule. Not knowing of our spies in their organization, they ordered the scientist to crack it. They have not yet found the key, mainly because they are stalling so that we may get our hands on the capsule first. However there is a problem. Even though most of the guards and scientists are our spies much of the rest is not.

That is where you come in, with your ability to go unnoticed through defenses and my ability to spot the spies we could just about pull it off."

" I think that you may start considering the option to dispense of me, for I could not even see the trap you placed for me at PRU"

"Bull! You were supposed to have been captured outside the walls! We failed to notice the hole in the fence and were lucky the guards had been replaced by our people."

"Ah, I see, but what do I get out of it?"

"Your life back or glory and fame by my side"

"I think I'll settle for my old life back please."

"Pity, but ah well, not entirely unsuspected. Your food will be brought in after I've left together with the details of this mission. Eat well, you will need the strength to surpass the defenses of SCI."



War is supposed to be mankind's greatest weapon of chaos. Yet I have seen it so many times that it becomes a bore like all else. War consists in its own set of patterns and is therefor a weak weapon of chaos. Only love interests me nowadays, it seems to consists out of itself only, I wonder why no one ever though of it as chaos before?

- The Terranic God as interpreted by Meke



"This was a mistake from the very first beginning!"

"Now, now Keff, even you must realize that this was going to end in war one way or the other"

"Yes" Keff said "But at least then we could've prepared ourselves. For you know as well as I do that the defenses of SCI are not that easy to conquer"

He was right off course, one of the reasons he had amounted to general of these forces, their defenses were magnificent. And we did not even have one single spy in the building! How could we have let science rule us once more like this! Only God himself can help us destroy these defenses.

"Show me the defenses again Keff "

"Here it is" Keff said, as he projected the entire camp from a holo-projector badly outdated. But then again who could've suspected that SCI would've planted self-destruct mechanisms in most of its goods from when they were just starting out. The extra costs for all those unnecessary mechanisms! Enough to buy a galaxy. But then again the mechanisms had not proven useless for SCI, for when that signal went out most of the equipment exploded or simply failed to work any more.

All we have left now is very outdated material and an army with insufficient weaponry, therefor creating entire platoons with nothing but swords or knives. And against such a defense they were sure to fail was it not for 99% of all religions and organizations that had similar armies camped around the perimeters of the defense of SCI's main building.

"A bouncing-shield around the perimeter won't allow fast moving object to pass through, right?" he asked.

"Yep, everything we fire at it, it fires back. Even ancient catapults have been tried but their velocity was to large either."

"And how about their lasers, why are they not effected?"

"It seems that this is a special one-sided shield, it works when something wants to get in, but not when someone wishes to get out."

"And you are sure that nobody here has even one spy inside?"

"Positive"

"Good Lord, this is going to be a real challenge"

"Only God can help us now sir"

"The ambassador of Eastern Religious Alliance, lord Qai, has arrived" A attendant announced.

"Well then, let him in" Harkel said

"Good day gentlemen, it seems we are in a difficult situation" the ambassador said

"Yes, but who got us in it?"

"Keff! This is no time for accusations, besides it would've gotten to this point anyway. I must apologize for the behavior of the General, lord Quai, he is always like this in times of war."

"Yes, well, um, he is forgiven, for my General is restless to, everybody grows impatient at the face of Chaos" lord Quai said while moving towards a chair and sitting down. It amazed Harkel how elegant it was done, such fluent motion as he had seen only in certain dancers who could not even keep it up for more than five minutes. And he appeared to do it with such ease as one would walk 'normally'.

Still under amazement Quai started talking to Harkel. "Undoubtedly you have seen a holographic projection of the base only to notice that there is much we miss. No one has ever infiltrated the building, and even when torturing the employees from other bases no information was gained. It seems they have all their employees living and working in that one building and that they seldomly go out of their protected environment."

"I presume you did not come here to tell us that we don't know much about the building so please tell us what you have to tell" Harkel said while keeping an eye on Keff, he was getting more restless my the minute. Glancing over the defenses, the weaponry, the men and all the rest of the figures, pausing only to give a angry look at the ambassador.

"Keff knows what I wish to tell you, don't you?" And he shot an icy glance at Keff who immediately went white and froze, it was then that Harkel understood what lord Quai was trying to tell him.

"Guar..." he said, but before he could finish his word Keff had already tried to stab lord Quai in the heart. But before Keff could finish half of the distance between him and lord Quai, Keff had already received a knife thrown by lord Quai in his stomach. After which he fell.

"Guards, bring the medics to aid and imprison this man. Thank you milord Quai, I am indebted tell me what I can do for you."

"You can let me purify the rest of your staff and army" he spoke without even breathing hard or making nervous movements, while nervousness was shaking Harkel's body.

"Th.. Th.. The rest?"

"Yes, you should not be ashamed, but most of your organization is controlled by SCI-members. But as I said you should not be ashamed, for we to were mostly under SCI's control. It took a anonymous splintergroup to show us the pattern in which they were infecting everybody."

"Everybody?" He had regained control over most of his muscles again but was still shocked by these assumptions

"Only the minor organizations and splinter-religions were not affected"

Such a force! Such wealth! This was beyond his wildest dream, no, his wildest nightmare! But even so he must remain calm and show strength even though it was hard to find in his suddenly so tired body.

“Well then please do continue cleansing our ranks, but tell me what do I do to get of this second debt.”

“Believe me, this is in both our interests, for soon we will be fighting side by side and I for one would not like it to have a SCI-spy-infested religion next to me.”

“I see, well I suggest we delay our attack, for rearranging the entire staff will take quite a few hours of hard decisions.”

“That was to be my next point, the time will be changed to four ‘o clock next Wednesday”

“But that is five days from now!” He found it hard to utter such words without making them sound to weak, for he did not want the ambassador thinking he was dealing with another weakling.

“Yes, well by that time we will have quite a surprise ready for SCI.”

“May I ask what?”

“Off course you may ask, yet I am unsure of whether you will receive an answer.”

“Then the question will be left unspoken, would you now please be so kind as to leave for I have much to do” Harkel could utter

“Yes, well I too have been exhausted by all this conversation, good day milord” And he left as graceful as he came. Even though he had hoped to study it further he did but glance at it once and went to his commanding chair then. A little sleep would do him well, besides he had until Wednesday, which is long enough to make the decisions needed.

And as he drifted off into sleep all he could think about was his goddaughter and how delightful it would be to see her again.



No mortal, however willingly, can outwit his own instincts. For outwitting your own instincts is like outlying your own brains. It is impossible. Thoughts are never false, only when we formulate them in words do we have a chance of lying. Such it is too with the instincts, powerful and truthful in its existence in the heart. The instinct cannot be at fault, lest we interpret it so.

- The Zensufi Foot Manual



The next couple of days were more quite and somewhat more relaxed than the precious ones. She was treated with a little more courtesy, but she was still not moved to a better chamber. When asking why everybody said “What would you have done?” obviously directly quoted by Stef.

But, even though she thought it unfair she must admit that at first she still thought about escaping and probably would’ve if she’d been given a chance. But that hope had been abandoned after the information source had opened up.

Now the console contained much more information about both SCI and the Zen-Sufi Foot. She was determined to find out more about this organization. The main question was: How could such an organization that's done so much not have been noticed by us? As long as that question had not been answered she thought it would be better to stick around.

Hmmpf, she wondered if there even was an ‘us’. It had been several days since her conversation with Stef, but she could still remember every word that was uttered. The implications!

SCI had ‘the Chest of the Heart’! If word got out, it might lead to some heavy discussions. SCI might even be forced to give it up to the Family itself.

But still that main question ringed in her head: “How could a organization of this caliber stay hidden?”. She hadn’t even heard of an organization called ‘the Zen-Sufi Foot’, normally when an organization or religion with only one member was formed, she was fully briefed with their purpose, religion-type, finances etceteras. But now, nothing, she felt exposed to ‘the Foot’. Even now the console had opened up (as well as the tongues of the employees/attendants), she could still find more questions than answers. Mainly because the console contained only the basics of the basics about the subjects she was interested in. Or it simply mentioned nothing about it.

She was currently reading a book called ‘Dune’, it was supposed to have been lost when Terra blew up. But somehow the Zen-Sufi Foot had many such things of a clear and respectable historical value.

This book however did not come from Terra directly, for its paper was brand new and Stef had even written a note in it, the note said:

Hi Lind,



I am grateful that you will be by my side on this mission and as long as that is so, I am sure that we will succeed.

During my early days at ‘the Foot’ I found this book in their library and was amazed at first that it had survived the Terranic blow up. But upon reading it I found out why.

I found it to be innovative (even while it’s at least a couple of millennia’s old) and restoring. 

It has given me great strength in its time, may it do the same for you.



Stef.



She wondered what he meant by that, was she going to need that much strength? I mean, SCI is well defended, no doubt about it. But with all the information and spies it should be easy.

Or as Stef used to say: “A piece of cake” even though that saying was well outdated, she thought it still fitted perfectly in the current situation.

However, it did make her think about eating. She was kind of hungry, obvious off course, after spending a day only on two crackers. She was just about to order some food when the door went open and Stef and the blond-haired guard appeared in the room, both the look on Stef’s face and the presence of the mindless guard gave her the intense feeling that something bad was about to happen or be told. For Stef was a strong man and would need no guard to restrain her lest it be something, which might drive her into extremes.

She waited for Stef to enter properly and to begin the conversation.

“So, I see you’ve picked up the book I sent you?” Perhaps she was wrong, cause she did not suspect the book to have a deeper motive than mere amusement or maybe some moral support, but surely nothing more.

“Yes” She said “ I find it hard not to, when such a review was given by you, a true bookhater” That was true, he did not like to read books, he was like most of the new generation. Preferring to watch holo-shows and let it be spoken than to actually read.

“Well, yes, um” Steff stumbled after a sharp glance at the guard. “This however, has nothing to do with why I am here” he continued, but now his voice had gradually switched from warm and familiar to cold and distant. The feeling of impeding danger and a sudden change in plans returned.

“Then what does bring your presence to my humble prison” She said, hoping that the part about this place being a prison would get through to Stef.

“Some unfortunate events have happened that I must report to you in order to fulfill our mission and get out of it alive” Stef spoke, it was not hard to notice that he had difficulty with what he had to say.

He continued “See, a couple of days after you were first brought here a convention of ambassadors was summoned, concerning ‘the Chest’.”.

Again Lind’s heart skipped a few beats when hearing that name, even though she had heard and read a lot of things about it, her reaction to that name had never been as strong as it was now. She reasoned that it was because of its nearness, well at least it’s nearness in time-sense. Even though she had not heard when the mission would take place she was sure it could not be long.

Stef continued again after a long brake, obviously troubled by something Stef looked at the ground as if he would find there his mirror-him who would tell him exactly what to do. 

“However, the convention was quickly ended when the Family found out that SCI had ‘The Chest of the Heart’”

“How did they find out?” Lind quickly asked, she was anxious to know the answer, for that must mean that they had a seat in the Family.

“No!” he hastily yelled “We prefer to stay behind the scenes and even if not so, we tend to avoid arguments which can cause war”

“War?! You mean SCI is under physical siege?” She said, wide-eyed.

“Yes, after the arguments were made the two ambassadors murdered by the other furious ambassadors. And now the main HQ of SCI is under siege. They have however, not made much progress since the walls are heavily defended and we told the attackers to seize any attempts until it is Wednesday”

Totally shocked and stunned by the implications of these arguments she forced herself to utter the first question that came to her mind: “But how in the seven Netherhells can you influence such a fighting force?”

“We traded favors, we showed them SCI-spies and they gave us time”

“Time for what?”

“Time to prepare for the biggest and most dangerous mission in history”



Most of the messiahs and earthly representatives of God went down by their own image. The image of the representative becomes the image of the God. Failing to live up to such expectancies as are asked of a god is natural and in its way inevitable. We however try never to give the believers more than just a glimpse of our personalities and ways. Mystery is our greatest way, losing our mystery would mean losing our influence over the believers and the 'apocalypse' manual would become news.

- Orthodox Catholics Council manual 'The way of power'



Member Makla left his personal room to go to the meeting-room with a feeling of doom. The event which had happened was not to be ignored, but neither would it be good for the already depressed mood and cranky mood.

A riot at the Convention! That had not happened for 150 years, when the judge was still a rookie. But then he had been able to calm it down without much more consequences than a couple of discussions about the safety of the Family.

Now the judge was hardened and wizened by time Makla thought at first that he could calm down this riot too, but upon viewing the holo-tape further it proved him wrong. For the situation was bigger than both the judge and his young trainee. Yet still did he not think that the two ambassadors deserved such a cruel death, being strangled, choked and crushed to death by most of their fellow ambassadors. It was not their fault that their masters were so stupid to think they could fool the rest of the Family for long.

Such were his thoughts when walking through the small corridors of the complex. Up to the point of entering a relatively small square chamber, which contained no more than a square table and enough chairs for the members to sit down, also known as the meetings-room or room A3. For then he suddenly wondered why the constructors had not decorated this as in the communications room.

The answer, off course, was obvious, they did not wish to spill that much money on a room, which had as sole purpose meetings.

The communications room was only allowed such riches because of its effect on the way they ruled. It was merely to impress and dazzle the faithful in such a way that he thought of us as a equivalent of a messiah, one who can call upon the force of God to reward or punish a certain person. It was a pity knew that this underground structure was built on such a low budget.

He was sure that if one world take a believer on a tour through this structure he would not believe that this even remotely resembles the picture he must have in mind of the place where the Council lived and worked.

Lived and worked, he found that thought amusing, for their work was their life. If they failed they were not fired, nor could they simply be replaced. He (as any other member) had thoroughly read the 'apocalypse' manual.

The 'apocalypse' manual was nothing more or less than a educated guess about what would happen were they ever to fail the demands made upon them. A 'apocalypse' indeed! Internal riots, infinite splinterforming, no communication and off course the force supporting them would seize to send specially grown food and fresh water. Luckily they had waterpurification installations which would theoretically keep them (the Council only, their families would have to be left to die) alive for a sparse millenium. Little good that would do them without any food! 

For food they remained largely dependent upon the outside world (mainly to save space, water, electricity etc.). If that were to seize they could live for just about a sparse year on supplies and the oxygen recycle plants (plants instead of machines for just that purpose).

A year! How little that was in the greater schemes of things. Yet at the same time it could mean a world of difference. Take for this instance this month, before it began we still had our top spy (and how that loss hurts!) and all diplomatic connections were still well. Now, a war was threatening to overwhelm SCI.

No, this was not a profitable month. And he doubted that this meeting was going to make it any better.

After the elder (always late, to show his importance) sat down on his seat he opened the meeting.

"I think I need not explain why we are here today. All know and have been thoroughly briefed with what happened and its consequences. We are here to decide now; will we join the war or not?" He said in a calm and controlled voice.

All was silent for a while and only looks were exchanged ('for about a minute of eternity' his wife, Aster, would say), then the relatively small room was filled with whispers until finally member Din (said to have been named after a long gone Greek-Terran god called Adin) finally stood up and said "I vote for, for it is sure that at least eighty percent of the Family is in on it, thus we can't lose" This off course was not true. All knew that SCI had the best defenses possibly, but this opinion, stated by member Din with a voice full of confidence and command had the opposite effect of what it normally should bring about. Instead of calming down, his tone stood in such painful paradox with his statement that it was as much a catalyst of the forthcoming statements and chaos as the words themselves were.

But who could expect else? For surely even Messiahs cannot escape temporary insanity when confronted with necessary decisions which could condone to a war such as never seen before.

And it was not until the elder raised his hands for silence that the members would calm down. And after it had calmed down the elder spoke "This gets us nowhere!" a piece of his dignity, his respectedness had gone however, now he appeared to be just an old man who they had to obey cause otherwise punishments would come their way.

"Good," he continued in the stressful silence that followed "now that you are calmed down I propose that we organize this discussion if we are to have at least something useful out of this. I propose that those who think war is necessary please be seated on my left, those who think that we should boycott this war on my right and the undecided in front of me." This off course was stalling, but still he thought it to be a clever move, it allowed everybody to calm down, redirecting his or her anger to the process of moving, and allowed more time to think about a course of action for the judge. And off course it would bring more structure in this conversation thus saving all of us time and irritation.

The members moved themselves, Makla sat down quickly and without much inconvenience on the judges right while the opposite side was bickering among themselves which chair to take an why. He also saw that most of the undecided side were new. 

To be expected off course. They did not wish to make enemies already, so they mediate.

He thought of what his Aster always says: "Once mediated, twice wrong" what she meant, off course, was that if you fail to decide between two sides, you actually make another side from which (according to the two dies you failed to chose) you are wrong.

That was probably one of the main reasons she didn't go into politics herself, that and the fact that she had to take care of their two-months old son Lest off course.

And as he thought of his wife and son he grew kind of homesick. It was such a sweet dagger in his heart! But wasn't that one of the trademarks of love?

And as the opposite side settled down his longing for home was increased, he did not want to be here! Fighting a lost cause, he didn't even think his voice counted much anyway. Not with that Raklet-happening still sticking in the eye of his reputation like a thorn.

But he was sure to be respected at home, he now felt that he knew what that ancient-Terra writer meant by "so close, yet so far" only a hundred meters of eternity away.

And as the meeting progressed he grew more and more certain that war was imminent even for OCR. He did not care, all he wants is to get back, back where his roots lie, where he was loved and respected for what he was, not for the power he had.



It is those whose mouths are empty that fill their hearts with belief. When I look for one to aid my cause I search for people whose mouths are seldom open more than is necessary. But as those people can fill their hearts with belief, so do some fill it with disbelief, those are true rebels, it is them who I have trouble with converting. The others merely act upon the desires of the former, how unlikely that may seem to be.

- Meke, ambassador of God



'A command room like any other' Lind thought, with devices everywhere, being operated by nervous employees who make a hassle of every anomaly and keep very little self-respect.

Why Stef brought her here was obvious, he wished to give her a short briefing (not that it was going to be of much use, most of it was very basic stuff which she knew already) and this, off course, was the best place. But this one hour of holographic projections could never tell her what all those hours at the flat, two-dimensional console had told her. 

She'd memorized the entire plans for the building, the timetable of the unfriendly guards and the faces and ID files of the guard-spies that were friendly. She'd practiced, in her head all of the thirty-three escape routes, she'd practiced her timesense to the split nanosecond, her ability to recognize certain objects and faces even in very dim light.

And thus, as the briefing went on the words became a background noise while it should have produced thoughts. While Stef explained about the weapons specifications of the guards Lind's thoughts were with her god-father, Harkel or H as she had nicknamed him. H, it fitted him good, more than Harkel. H, master of spies, ambassador of one of the worlds leading religions. Definitely better than Harkel, Harkel sounded more like a boring administrator, one of thousands.

She liked H, even though her natural father was still alive she thought of H as her father more so then papa Jay. Two fathers and one mother. Poor mamma, she has probably cried her eyes out by now. She never did like it that I became a spy. Lind was sure that she would've told papa Jay that at least a hundred times by now.

A spy from a family of farmers, such was she, and even though she was from a family growing food for the Council (their family was one of the most respected farmer families in the universe) thereby receiving more than enough pay from OCR , she wanted action. More action than the occasional feeding of the pigs or milking of the cow.

Well, at least, she thought of it as a cow, even though her history teacher had gone through great lengths at residing her to call it by its original name: the Cranwalkos (named after an explorer or so), she and most of the farmers still called it a cow.

Suddenly she started equating the whole cow situation back to Stef. The did have similarities. Once their was a cow, it was good, easy to handle and easy to breed (comparable to the old reliable Stef). Then there came the Solar explosion after which all cows were thought to be eliminated. Not even a string of DNA for possible regeneration (comparable to the last mission he went on for OCR). And then, after lots of space travel and even more waiting, finally a planet was found that was inhabitable, and on that planet there was the Cranwalkos. A beast that resembled a cow with a somewhat thicker fur, but underneath, it was no cow, it was dangerous to milk them without protection, hard to breed them, and impossible to handle (comparable to the new Stef, Stef in appearance, but no more Stef than that).

The picture of Stef's head on both a ancient cow and a new one did bring a smile to her face, which in its turn brought a wry and meaningless smile to Stef's face.

We, well actually, he, was just discussing the defenses and the infiltrated personnel. She did not spend much thought on this thought however, and she wanted to return to her train of thoughts but found that she had lost the way.

Oh yes! H, she wondered if she would see him out on the mission, she wondered if she would ever see him again at all. Because the chance was big that she'd be killed afterwards. That is why she had fabricated her own plan. She was to follow Stef's plan up to the point where they had the Chest on suspensors and ready to move. That was the point where she would take her future back into her own hands. She would kill or maim Stef (which would probably be the hardest part) and afterwards she would escape into the chaos outside and try to get back to an outpost of OCR somewhere near. She expected punishment, but knew that she could avoid it by giving them information about what had happened and information about the Zensuffi Foot. She did not expect Stef to be totally ignorant of this and he would at least expect it. This, however, did not scare her off. It only made her more careful in selecting what kind of information she would request. She was quite capable of filling in the bland spots then she had very little information. It was all included in her education.

And even though she was not that uncomfortable she must admit that these days here really brought out every capability in her. Trying to find a what to escape, finding an memorizing the hidden camera's and microphones, reading Stef as accurately as possible for detection of lies or secret information in his doing.

Suddenly she thought about how stupid it really was that she had never known Stef any better even though they had been close colleagues for quite some time. It really was strange that on e knows one's enemy (as Stef is now) better in a week than as a close friend (as Stef was then) in years.

She knew the reason for this off course, it was better to have an unknown who stands by your side as a friend than an unknown who is in front of you. The unknown beside you, you did not see and it does not defy you, such as a friend or family member. With this in mind she made a deal with herself to start learning more about those unknowns beside her.

".... which will present most of the trouble that we may encounter, carefulness is advised where confronted with them" Stef rattled on, both of us knew that he was wasting time with this needless explanation, but as formalities die hard, so does this one. She still remembered some occasions where Stef and she and had been at such a briefing where, as now, both of their attention were not with the briefing. And even once, only once, had they been so bored that they dared to play a simple by tapping their fingers on the edge of the arm rests of the chairs. She knew the briefing would be over soon cause Stef was already showing the way out or the fortress when he suddenly said: "But that is of no use for you since you have planned to escape with the Chest and without me. What were you going to do to get rid of me Lind? Kill me?" This message took a while to reach her brains (mostly because her thoughts were somewhere else)m but when it reached her brains it totally immobilized her entire body. She was not even able to yell that it wasn't so. After a couple of seconds of immobilization she calmed down a bit and her mind leaped from standstill to fast forward.

Oh my god! She'd expected him to know, but to make such a bold statement?! However, there was no escaping. With her heart beating against her throat, she managed to say "Excuse me?" as calm as possible, but even if he didn't knew it for sure before the statement, he sure did by now, her features were caught on surprise. Even though she had been thoroughly taught on how to control such features (the dilation of the eyes, the automatically opening of the mouth) even under the greatest of stress, it all failed. She felt, yet again, totally naked. He had caught her on surprise! that shouldn't have happened, but then again who could do it better than Stef?



Trail and error are natural parts of life. That is why we dare not eliminate one of them. Trial helps create understanding and error teaches thoroughness. These are the qualities to succeed in anything. It may therefor come to you as a surprise: "Why then cover up something which comes as a gift, the gift of error?"

- The Zensufi Foot Manual



"You know what I said, you were planning to escape with the Chest. As you may remember, I had the same education you had. And I know how your mind works!" Stef replied.

By this time Lind had recuperated from the mental attack. "And if I know you, you'll warn me now and no matter the outcome make sure that it won't happen" she said.

"And rightly so, we can't risk losing the Chest" said someone from behind. A sweet male tenor voice. She guessed that the person behind such a voice was mid 30's and perhaps not an subcommander but at least a person both accustomed to sucking up and to commanding with a harsh hand.

She shot a glance backward to see a tall dark man who might fit the description given were it not that she could not see the face through the shadows. And even though his movements were that of a young male, concentrated on one goal she still thought that his voice seemed to resemble to that of an old wise judge, accustomed to working in a tempo he desired and accustomed to difficult and hard decisions. She had to remind her head if the fact that she was supposed to look forward instead of in the unknown man's direction.

And as he approached Lind and Stef, Stef went on with his briefing  "We shall have no deviation of this plan, you will soon see it is the right way for both of our organizations. Now let us continue.". And Stef returned to his briefing as though nothing had happened.

Meanwhile the unknown speaker was approaching them, only to come at a stop in between Stef and Lind, facing Lind and forcing Stef to take a couple of steps right.

All around her she could hear swift whispers by the men at the consoles and even swifter glances at the three of them. And even though she could not hear it, Lind knew they were not talking about Lind or Stef. Why else only now whisper when the speaker has joined them, no, this unknown speaker was the subject of their gossip. And even though most of it was well masked by the humming of the machines, she could distinguish three continually reoccurring words "hand" "commander" and "Ibus". From that did she concluded that this was a commander (she could've guessed by the air of bravura and the sense of command in him) who would go by the name Ibus (she guessed it was his last name, for it was an unusual name). That left her with one more word "hand", she could not figure out what it meant. She looked at the commander's hands but found no absurdities other than the fact that they were completely still. And thus she had to conclude that the word "hand" meant that this commander had a steady hand or that she had mistaken "and" for "hand" (it was hard to focus on the whispers with Stef's voice and the machines humming continuing.

Just as he had continued with his normal briefing (such and absurdity! It was obvious this woman was and would never listen to his words) Lind interrupted. She looked at the commander and said: "Why Stef! Don't be so rude and introduce me to commander Ibus here." obviously unaware of the insult she'd just made she continued with her intense stare at the commander. While he was left speechless and unsure of his future. That stupid woman! Has she no decency! And Stef found himself getting hotter and hotter. It was obvious how she'd got the information off course. Through the rumors of the personnel after the commander entered the room. The same personnel which, he could see, now shared his fear for the future and his speechlessness. Now it was all up to the commander, what punishment would he give her? What punishment would he give us?! Certainly he could not kill us but h...

The commander was the first to break the silence, by a warm laugh in which he was soon joined by the rest of the room.

It did not fool Lind though, she could see the fakeness of it in this room. She had just said something, which had held them totally immobilized. What was it? Certainly not the reference to Stef? Or the manner of her words? Could it be the reference to the commander?

She stood there silently awaiting answers, building up her questions to precise weapons of information retrieval.


