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Chapter 1

The Horsehead Nebula

At a future date, as time permits, I will write the full story, but for now let me go over the outline.  These are the basics of The Story of Earth.  There are undoubtedly many others who could write this story better than I, if they remembered.  There is the fact that the story has been forgotten by most.  I hope that I am not the only one left who remembers it.  
I write this story for one purpose.  That purpose is to point out to those players of Earth, and anyone else who might read it, that all of the wonderful things, all of the plans, all of the purposeful coming positive events of the new Millennium, were planned by man for man.  They are not the plans of some god, or higher spiritual council of some kind.  We are the makers of the plan and of our destiny.  The players have got to be willing to accept their responsibility.  If things change, it will be the players that do it, and no one else.  No angels, no god, no spiritual awakening will do it.  It will be done by the players, or it simply will not happen.

You may find this story hard to believe, many will, but it should be no harder to believe than many other stories that thousands believe with little question, certainly no harder to believe than the Bible.   Many thousands of people planned and worked towards this, the Third Millennium.  This is only one of those stories.  It does tell the beginning of some of those other stories, but not all of them.

In order to understand this story, you should understand what a spirit is.  You may want to refer back to these beginning paragraphs from time to time if you lose sight of this explanation.  The definition of a spirit that is given here is somewhat different from the traditional religious definition: you are a spirit; you are not a physical body.  You have a physical body, and you sort of use the body as you would use an automobile.  At the end of a lifetime, you then disconnect from your body.  You have not changed.  You never were that body.  
You, the spirit, also have a mind.  You are not the mind.  The mind is merely a large computer that you use to give you answers in this universe.  So you see, you are not a physical body and you are not a mind.  Both the body and the mind are made of physical things, but you are not.  You, as a spirit, cannot die.  You have had, and will have, many lives.  As long as you stay in this universe, you will have the same mind, but many lives.  
There is more to a spirit, or less, depending upon how one looks at it.  A spirit is not made of anything.  It has no weight, no wave length, and no location in space, or in time.  The universe is made of matter, energy, space, and time.  How can a spirit be made of these things since the spirit created these things? A spirit would not be made out of those things that he created.  
A thing that has no location cannot be inside of something.  Thus you may consider yourself inside of your body, but in fact, you, being made of nothing of this universe, cannot be inside of anything, not even this universe.  Nothing cannot be in something.  A spirit is not made of light, or of air, or of some sort of white material, or any other kind of energy or matter of this universe.

I hope you are getting an idea of what I am trying to say.  A spirit cannot be defined in terms of this universe as you, as a spirit, cannot be made of things of this universe.  The universe, according to logic and also according to science, is not infinite.  It has a beginning and an end, but the spirit has no beginning and no end.  Before there was space and time and matter, the spirit was there.  The spirit was made of nothing, and in terms of this universe, it was nothing.  Now remember before the beginning there was no space, thus there was room for nothing, that is, nothing that can be described in terms of matter, energy, space, or time.  Somehow, this spirit, this nothingness, was able to perceive and decide.  We don’t know the answer to how that happened, but it was true as the proof exists in the fact that you are sitting here reading this page.  The step taken that went from zero to a full blown universe was simply to decide that a point existed.  And then more points were decided on and so on, to a full universe.  It was a decision by, guess who? God, of course, or you could say the spirit, and guess who the spirit was/is? You, of course.

So you see, you exist in a universe that you built.  This is a fact that you may already be familiar with, but I restate it here in case you have missed it.  You have created viewpoints that exist in this universe so that you can view the universe from different locations.  Using these viewpoints you play the game.  You, as one viewpoint are not a part of god.  You are the whole of god looking out of those eyes and reacting through that particular mind.  Again, you are not part of god, you are the whole of god, who is at this point using this one viewpoint, you, to read these pages.
“Well then,” you say, “why don’t we remember doing all this? Why don’t I remember all this?” There is a reason.  God, you, wanted a game.  So when you activated this viewpoint that you consider you, you agreed to not remember all these things from that viewpoint.  After all, if this viewpoint , again you, knew everything, you couldn’t have the game of life.  A game consists of winning, losing, and learning.  If you knew everything, and had complete powers you couldn’t learn and you couldn’t lose, and that is a “no games condition.”
The fact is, our galaxy and many other galaxies are teeming with people (viewpoints of god) and have been for countless millions of years.  Of all the planets of this galaxy only Earth is kept in the darkness.  Read on and you will find out why.

*************************************
I awoke from a deep sleep with a start.  The phone which had been buzzing urgently for several minutes, finally filtered through to my conscious mind.  My very beautiful wife was sleeping next to me.  I could hear her gentle snoring.  We had been married for two years and were still very much in love.  She was about twenty years younger than I, but I was just lucky.  I was still surprised that she had accepted my offer of marriage, and thought once again how lucky I was.

I reached over and tapped the answer button.  A recorded voice announced to the caller that I would answer in thirty seconds from the library phone.  I slipped on my robe and hurried down the hallway to the phone in my study.  I could see by the lights that were lit that the call was on my unlisted line.  I punched the on button.  A voice that I could not recognize came on the line.  “The condition is Red One,” the voice said.  I could not recognize the voice because the caller was using a scrambler, not to prevent me from recognizing his voice, but rather, to prevent any eavesdropper from recognizing his voice.  
That was the worse-case condition.  “Oh, God,” I said, “Oh, God.”  I raced down the hall to our bedroom.  Once more I stopped and looked at my wife, so beautiful, so peaceful, lying there in her sleep.  I wished I could just let her sleep, but unfortunately, I could not.  “Honey,” I touched her smooth, white shoulder.  “Honey,” I said, a little more insistently.  She smiled and reached up to me.  It didn't know it then, but it would be our last kiss.

We both dressed as quickly as we could.  We didn’t brush our teeth or comb our hair.  Finally she pulled on a light dress coat and we raced down the hallway to the garage.  Our late model car was already running.  I had pressed the on button before we left the bedroom.  As I slipped behind the wheel, the garage door was opening.  We pulled out onto the early morning street.  There was no traffic to speak of.  I kept our speed within limits as I didn't want to attract attention, but I did take short cuts.  I traveled as fast as I dared.

We were heading to a local private spaceport where our own small space yacht waited.  We had bought the yacht over a year before.  I was the head of a small religious group that specialized in mental research.  We had once been a research group researching into the possibilities of increasing intelligence.  There had been much government intervention until we changed and became a church.  For a number of years we had then continued our research and increased our membership throughout the country, but we had learned too much.  We had developed techniques of undoing the results of mental, drug-induced, hypnotic suggestions that the government had been using for many years.  
The government depended upon their drug-induced hypnotism for their power.  They eliminated all opposition by the use of their special hypnotic techniques.  Until we came along, no one could undo the hypnotic suggestions.  I had hoped that we could expose enough, and undo enough, that the present government would lose their power, but the voice on my private line said, “Red One,” which meant the worst.  The council had ordered the arrest of my wife and me and some of my people for treason.  They meant to have us executed.  This was an unusual thing.  Killing was not usually done.  Mind control through the use of drug- induced hypnotism, and pain were used instead.  It actually gave the government more power than killing.
If the message hadn't come over my private unlisted line, and if it had not been scrambled to prevent recognition, I would not have believed it.  But the fact was; the message actually came from a council member.  He risked treason to give us the warning, and he would not have done so if it were not true.

After waiting at several red stoplights for what seemed centuries, we finally arrived at the gate, but it would not open.  I got out to try to unlock the gate, but something was wrong.  It would not open.  I motioned for my wife.  We would slip through the bars and make a run for the yacht.  As my wife was walking up, I put my key in the lock to the gate and broke it off.  For a short period there would be no vehicles through that gate.  There should be at least ten of my top people already on board.  My wife and I had the longest distance to travel because we lived on a hill overlooking the city.  
We slipped through the gate and began to run.  The yacht was only about one block away from the gate.  I ran behind my wife, keeping myself between her and the gate.  About halfway to the yacht, a voice rang out, “Stop, you are under arrest!”  Safety was in the yacht.  I knew it.  My wife knew it.  I started to catch up with her.  My intention was to take her arm.  As we neared the yacht the voice rang out once more, “Stop or we fire!”  
Exactly at the end of the voice a single shot was fired.  In this early morning dawn there were no vehicles and the shot seemed to reverberate from building to building and back again.  My wife stumbled and fell.  I thought only that she stumbled, and reached down to help her up, but she didn't get up.  I knelt by her side and then pulled her to me turning her over on her back in my lap.  I hadn't seen the bullet where it went in, but where it came out was a large bloody torn area.  She looked up at me and said, “It hurts,” and she died in my arms.  
I heard the most anguished, bloodcurdling scream of my life, coming, it seemed, from nowhere, until I realized that it was I who was screaming.  I was standing up, holding my wife in my arms.  When it stopped there was total silence.  I looked towards the gate.  The policeman who had shot my wife was lying on the ground.  I could tell he had been shot.  I couldn't tell if he was dead or not, but there was no question that my wife was dead.  I began walking up the gang plank to the yacht.  There were no more shots.  There was no noise.   I entered the ship and took my wife to a couch in the control room and gave the order to take off.

The only reason that we could get off-planet was that the council feared that to alert the space patrol would probably alert us as well.  They felt, with some justification, that there were those in the space patrol that would probably alert us.  They felt certain of arresting us in our home.  If a council member had not warned us, this would have happened.  There was no hint to the space patrol that they should be alert for anything unusual, and thus we slipped off-planet and out of the solar system before the space patrol knew that we were wanted.  But that was only a fifteen minute head start.  Soon they were on our slipstream.  
The passage of any spaceship leaves a wake of waves in the ether of space.  This wake identifies, like a fingerprint, the ship that creates the waves.  These waves travel out in much the same action as waves in water.  In the rear of the ship is a turbulence that again identifies the ship and gives a rather good clue to the amount of time since its passing.   One would think that with all this data that it would be impossible to evade the space patrol, but there are other factors involved.  In this case, we slipped into the shipping lanes coming to and from our planet and there was enough slipstream turbulence to mask our wake.  We could avoid them for a while.

I looked back at our planet as it disappeared in the view screen.  The name of our planet was Eden.  It was a beautiful planet with many beautiful gardens and parks and wilderness areas.  Man had been here for a long time and the ecology of the planet was nearly perfect.  It was said that this planet was the most beautiful planet of this galaxy.  That I could not prove, but I did know it was the most beautiful planet in this sector of space.  I realized that I would never see Eden again and that I would never kiss my wife again, and I hoped that a torpedo from the space patrol would reach us soon.

I realized that was a bad thought.  I was responsible for at least ten lives that were with me now.  I had to figure a way to some other part of the galaxy for us to live.   I turned to the man who was now my second-in-command after my wife's death.  I said, “You know what to do.” We had already set our plans.  We would remain in the trade lanes until we reached the planet, Arnor.   They would not be able to determine which of the five shipping lanes we took from there.  They couldn't alert the planet that we were coming as our yacht, like all spaceships of this age, was far faster than communication.   Of course they could, and probably would, split up into five smaller forces and they would still be on our tail.  We could not leave the shipping lane at any time before we got to the next planet, because we would be instantly detected.  Their ability to split up into another three, four, or five forces at the next planet would be unlikely.  In any case, they couldn't go on splitting up at each planet indefinitely.  It seemed our chances of getting away initially would be pretty good.  
The problem now was to find a neighboring space state would harbor us.  Most would not, but several, a little farther away, had laws that prevented extradition.  We had already opted to not go to the one closest as that might be too obvious and the space patrol probably had already dispatched a cruiser there.  
The shipping lanes going from planet to planet were definitely not the shortest path if one was not going to the very next planet, but our only hope of evasion was to stay in the shipping lanes.  No doubt some of the space patrol had already been directed towards likely directions that we might follow.  Thus the longer we stayed in the shipping lanes, the more likely it was that a cruiser would be waiting for us somewhere along our path.  
The strategy that we had already planned was to hide in an uninhabited moon on a planet that we felt was distant enough to give us proper safety.  By the time we reached that planet, there should be, at the most, one or two cruisers following.  The orbit of the outer moon of this planet was close enough to one of the trade lanes moving away from the planet that a right angle turn could keep the planet between us and the incoming trade lane.  Thus, even if a cruiser was coming in he would miss our turn, that is, providing he didn't do something unexpected and not come in on the trade lane.  That, however, would be unlikely.  If he was following us on the trade lane, it wouldn't make a lot of sense to leave the trade lane.  If he did, it would make him late, and he would miss us anyway.

We did make the turn properly, and were able to hide in a crack in the moon for over two weeks.  We would have liked to have stayed longer, but our provisions and power would be needed at a later date in our escape plans.  We finally headed for our destination thinking that we had eluded our hunters.  We had, in fact, eluded them, but the worst was yet to come, as the space patrol captain had outthought us.  He had sent a cruiser directly to the outlying state where we had planned to attempt asylum.  We had thought that no one would believe that we would come to this state because they did not offer asylum to political refugees.  We had found, though, that their own laws stated that they never give up one of their citizens.  And the most important point was almost unknown.  A recent law had made it possible to become a citizen in less than six months if one had the proper financing and we did have such financing.  It could easily take our government six months to trace us here.

We detected the cruiser about the same time he detected us.  We were in open space.  Even if we did get to a trade lane he would be too close for us to elude him.  We headed for the nearest solar system hoping to ask asylum and argue it out, but a second cruiser then showed up on our screens, cutting us off from that solar system.  We'd never get there.  We were now at the edge of the galaxy.  We could stay, surrender, and be destroyed or we could run outward into intergalactic space.  No spaceship of our technology ever went into intergalactic space.  It would take too many years to reach another galaxy.  Traveling between galaxies simply was not done at that time, but we had no other choice.  We headed directly outward into intergalactic space.  I figured at the time that the space patrol captain would follow us until he reached the point of no return.  He would then have to turn around and go back to protect his life and the lives of his men.  If we conserved our oxygen, food, and fuel carefully, we might be able to outwait them.  Desperate men can often hold on longer than men who are not desperate.  I figured we could outwait them.
That was not the case, however.  I underestimated the extent to which their orders would demand that they go to in order to destroy us.  What they did was evacuate one ship of all personnel, add several more H-bombs, and set it to follow us into space as far as we might go.  I knew what had happened when our instruments showed one cruiser leaving and one continuing towards us.  The one coming towards us would be beyond the point of no return in only a few hours, thus I knew there was no one on board, and  I knew that it would be set to approach within a short distance of us before it exploded, killing us all.

Hour after hour our instruments indicated that the cruiser was getting closer.  After several days our atomic pile finally quit working.  Our space engines would not push us any farther.  This meant that our speed immediately dropped back to about two-thirds the speed of light.  We watched as the killer ship approached.  We had only several hours.  We made bets as to how close the ship would approach before it exploded.  Finally we could see the killer ship in the viewer.  Deep in intergalactic space, three weeks after my wife's death, we all watched as the killer ship flashed into the brilliance of a sun.  There were a few microseconds of brilliance and then nothingness.

Chapter 2

The Awakening

Time: Approximately one billion years BC

Location: Approximately 10,000 light years from the Horsehead Nebula
For a hundred years, for a thousand years, for a hundred thousand years, there was nothing but the void of intergalactic space.  There were no thoughts, no light, no darkness, just nothing.  Then there was a tiny thought that matched a tiny point of light in the distance.  Finally a thought came, “What is that?”  A thousand years passed as that one thought was held in place.  Then a second thought came, “What are those lights?” Another thousand years passed as a non-operative mind began to function.  “Where am I? What is the meaning of Where.”  Another thousands years passed and hundreds and thousands of thoughts began to move about in the mind.  Then something else happened.  An awareness started to awaken.  I became vaguely aware of my thoughts.  I began wondering about all the things that I had wondered about all my life, before this.

 At first there was nothing but thoughts moving around in my mind, much like electronic computing in a computer with no one looking at the screen.   Then I started to become aware of the questions that my mind was posing and began to pose a few questions myself.   “What am I?”  No answer.  My mind echoed the question around and around.  “Where am I?”  No answer.  My mind continued to echo the question again and again.  I posed dozens of questions.  “Why am I here?”  “Why am I aware?”  “What is the purpose of my awareness?”  “What is it that I am really seeing?”  “Who made it all?” 

I didn't know it at that time, but these questions were mostly questions that had echoed in and through minds down through eons of time.  In fact, all beings of awareness had asked their mind these question numerous times, but minds do not contain these answers.  I was not happy that the answers were not forthcoming.  I was confused.  I began to look deeper and deeper into my mind.  I looked a hundred thousand years into the past and saw my previous life.  I looked a million years into the past and hundreds of millions of years and then billions of years into the past.  I saw civilizations and galaxies, and people, and wars, and starships and things too numerous to remember, but there were still no answers to the questions that I posed.  Finally in a distant past, billions of years before this universe began, I glimpsed something that made me shudder.  What I saw was not only the beginning of time, but the end of time as well.  My observations had gone a full circle.  I tried to take another look but I could not.  Overwhelming fear filled my mind and it began to shake.  The reaction was so strong I could not control my mind.  It threw me out.

I waited as a tremendous turmoil continued to rage throughout my mind.  I was strangely separate from it.  I could observe it without being embroiled in it.  I waited for the turmoil to subside.  It may have been as long as a thousand years before I could again think clearly and begin to get a picture of where I was in relation to my last life and to the situation in which I had found myself.  All of my past memory was gone.  I could remember a few things such as my last life and my love for my wife, but even that memory was vague and unreal.  The tremendous memory of millions of years was lost.  
I contemplated what I had learned.  I now knew that I had a mind and that I was not my mind.  I realized that I could pose questions to my mind and get many answers, but unfortunately, those answers that I wanted most eluded me.  I analyzed my mind and realized that it was made of matter a thousand times less dense than the matter of the universe in which I found myself.  I tried to analyze myself and I got a lot less data, but the data that I didn't get gave me a great deal of information about myself.  I did not take up space as my mind did.  I had no weight or inertia.  I realized that my location in space was determined by my consideration of my location, but I did not know how to change that consideration at the time.  I determined that I was not made of the components of this universe – space, time, energy, and matter, and thus I must not be of this universe.  But the answer to where I had come from, I did not know, and could not find in my mind.

I realized one more thing.  I wasn't just aware, but I was aware that I was aware.  For a short period that was a very good feeling, but soon other thoughts rushed in.

It came to me that I had a problem, which was that I needed to go somewhere else other than just be here stuck in space.  I decided that I wanted to go back to the Horsehead Nebula.  I wanted to go back to what was now my old home on the planet Eden.  
I looked at all the thousands of stars in every direction and realized I knew exactly where the Horsehead Nebula was.  I looked in that direction and amazed myself when I began moving that way.  I then increased my speed and increased it again.  I pushed my speed as fast as I could and realized that I was traveling nearly one light year an hour, in other words many times the speed of light.  I could no longer see the stars.  I was amazed.  It was fantastic, but I was not overwhelmed.  It seemed only reasonable.  I had no body and my mind seemed not to be constructed of standard matter.  Even though it was very non-dense matter, it still took effort to move my mind through space.  My speed seemed to be limited by my ability to push my mind through hyperspace.

After traveling more than a week, I reached the first outpost star.  I remembered that there had been a civilization here on this star’s single planet when I had left.  I located the planet and dropped to the surface.   It was a swift descent and I was there in seconds.  I searched the surface swiftly.  I could only find a few ancient relics to indicate that a civilization had once existed there.  The sun showed through a dusty atmosphere onto a bleak countryside.  It gave no warmth.  All civilization had been gone for tens of thousands of years.  I immediately decided to return to my home planet, Eden, without stopping at any other points along the way.  
The trip back to Eden took a great deal less time than the trip out to the edge of the galaxy.   I was back at Eden in about one week.  I quickly dropped to the planet floor.  A farmer was plowing a large field with oxen.  As I moved across the planet I found only a few fields here and there being cultivated for food for nearby cities.  Gone were the beautiful gardens and the wilderness areas and mountain resorts.  Little was left.  Most of the planet was desolate.   Only a few farmers here and there tilled the fields and a few cities seem to be working towards growth.  I realized that it would be many hundreds of years before Eden would again have the beauty that it once had, maybe never.

I became angry.  Who could let this happen? How could such beauty be lost? But I knew how.  There were traces of an ancient war.  There were traces of atomic explosions.  A war once again had wiped out a whole planet.  When would men learn? At this point, there was no one to be angry at.   I couldn't be angry at those who had chased me off the planet and killed my wife.  They were long gone.  They had all been dead at least a hundred thousand years.  It seemed to me to be so ridiculous for those men to have fought and killed and died for a little bit of power that lasted at most twenty or thirty years.  Not even a drop in the bucket of time.  Most of the rulers of my time had left the world in a little bit worse condition, the opposite of what I would think rulers should do.  
I decided to test my new powers.  What could I do exactly, if anything? I sat on a mountain top in an unpopulated area and again focused my mind on beams of energy.  There were maybe a hundred different kinds of energy beams.  I picked one and realized I knew exactly how to create it.  I directed a beam of energy at a nearby mountain using only what I considered a small amount of energy.  There was a tremendous flash and a somewhat delayed boom as the sound waves traveled to me.  Almost one third of the mountain exploded outward.  That did surprise me a little, but as a result, I was able to calculate the amount of energy that was in the beam and the number of tons that should have been destroyed.  Next time I would know exactly how much energy to use.  Next I tried a laser type beam that cut a hole completely through the mountain.  I tested my ability to pick up rocks and then a whole mountain.  The size of a mountain that I could move seemed to be unlimited.  In a few hours I came to realize that I had enormous power, probably far beyond anything that existed within the present civilization.   
The idea of freedom came to my mind.  I was free.   Evidently nothing could threaten me, nothing could imprison me, and nothing could change my mind.  I was free to do as I pleased.  It was a wonderful feeling.  I believed that I would be happy forever.  As I thought, I realized all of the wrongs I could right and the great things I could do.  I decided then that I would travel to the ruling planet near the center of the galaxy.  I would find out what sickness was allowing the Galactic Union to decay and I would cut out this sickness.  At that time, in my mind, there was no doubt that all the wrongs could be righted easily and quickly.  
I decided to go to the ruling planet directly.  No sense of wasting my time along the way.   All the information I needed would be there, on-planet.  I was able to readjust my speed so that it would only take me about four months of travel to reach my goal.  
Faster-than-light traveling is very tedious and humdrum.  As one approaches the speed of light, the rest of the universe seems to disappear and there is nothing but blackness.  The computer on a spaceship calculates the amount of time one remains in the condition of faster than light and then stops the ship when the appropriate time has arrived.  All travel at faster than light is done in a constant forward inertia.  All motion is in curves, there is no such thing as a straight trajectory.  Traveling at any speed, including faster than the speed of light, is always in a curve.  Since the galaxy and the universe are always in motion, anything that seems to be on an apparent straight trajectory is not, because of that motion, so the trajectory is actually a curve in respect to the universe.  There is no way to produce a straight trajectory.

As I looked at the center of the galaxy, I realized that I was looking at where those stars had been 100,000 years ago.  I had to calculate where those stars were right now and then where they would be in four months.  I found that my mind had no problem with such calculations.  I then set my trajectory towards that future location.  I would have no other navigational information than to continue forward at the correct speed for the correct time.  I felt like it would be straight, but in reference to the rest of the universe, my trip would be a curved trajectory.  
All faster-than-light speed was called hyperspeed.  When I dropped out of hyperspeed four months later, the ruling planet, Darminium, was only a few light hours away.  I proceeded towards Darminium and arrived an hour later.  
I had analyzed the pulses of energy on my inward journey.  The ruling planet had all of the standard electromagnetic waves and energy pulses of a thriving space civilization.  At least I was back in civilization again.  Darminium was the largest planet of the galaxy.  It was kept from collapsing in on itself by a series of gravitational generators set around the globe.  The business of the ruling planet was to rule.  Ruling, however, required the influx of thousands of commercial items, thousands of spaceports, and a great technology.

I rushed across the surface of the planet looking for the Crystal Palace.  This palace had been built with the entire outer structure made of crystals brought to Darminium over a period of countless thousands of years.  These crystals were diamonds, rubies, emeralds, quartz crystals and many other minerals, some of them a foot thick.  If anything had survived the hundred thousand years since I had left, the Crystal Palace would be it.  Although I had never personally seen it, I had seen many videos and pictures of it.  The Crystal Palace was considered to be one of the Seven Wonders of the Galaxy.  Some considered it to be the greatest wonder of all, and it was the only wonder to be built by man.  The Emperor and the functions of government necessary for the Emperor to rule existed there.  
Of course, the entire planet was necessary for ruling the Galactic Union.  The rest of the planet housed the various lower functions of government including dispatching and receiving messages in the form of small message spaceships.  The nearest buildings to the Crystal Palace were the headquarters of the Galactic Union Navy and other military functions.  There were many large cities on the planet, built similarly to the Los Angeles area where there is no open ground area between cities.  Most were involved in different functions of governing the Galactic Union.

The Crystal Palace was meant to impress the visiting dignitaries from the various states that were ruled by the Galactic Union.   Unions had come and gone, but always the ruling class had kept the Crystal Palace as it was a symbol of authority and power.  It had been built from the blood and sweat of billions of slaves over a period so long even the legends could not tell the story.  No one knew the real story of when it had been started and it was under continual construction.  There were always new rooms, new wings, or replaced walls.  The entire galaxy knew that those who ruled did so from the Crystal Palace.  It was so ingrained into the Union that it was believed that it would never occur to any to oppose that rule.  But those who believed that, including the Emperor, had forgotten one thing.  Unions had come and gone, many, many times.

I finally spotted the Crystal Palace on the night side of the planet.  I could see it on the horizon as I sped over the surface of the planet.  It was majestic even at this distance and it only appeared greater as I approached.  The Palace lit up the area for miles around.  It was bright as day anywhere near the Palace.  All of the outer walls were crystal and the light appeared to come from the interior of each crystal.  Many were clear, but many others were ruby, and emerald green, yellow, and purple – many more colors than a rainbow.  The Crystal Palace stood forty stories tall, but it was spread out many times wider than it was tall.  Soldiers wearing crystals worth the ransom of a king guarded the gates and the outer perimeter.  The beauty of the Crystal Palace was very impressive to me at that moment.  I stopped at the front gate and stared.

Of course, I was undetectable.   I contained no mass to detect at all, and my mind did not contain enough mass to read on any of their instruments.  I looked the Palace over.  There were thousands of rooms of crystal and thousands of halls of crystal leading to those rooms.  Finally I tired of the inspection and decided to obtain more information.  Within the Palace were records, mostly in computers.  I wasn't sure how I was going to get information from the computers.  So, after arriving at a computer control room I began experimenting.  It really wasn't a great deal of trouble.  I was able to tie my mind directly into the control circuits of the computer.  It only took my mind several minutes to learn the language of the computer.  Once that was done, I was able to talk to the computer which was hooked into a network of computers.  Within minutes I knew the whole story.

Before I had left, a hundred thousand years earlier, the entire galaxy had been under the rule of those in the Crystal Palace, but things were not the same now.  Only about a hundred thousand years of history was available to me without going to off-planet archives, but a hundred thousand years was all I needed.  
Since I had left, several Galactic Unions had come and gone.  It seemed on rare occasions an Emperor would come along who understood that people have a need for a balance of freedom and laws.  He would expand the Union by taking out the smaller dictators and really giving freedom.  As the galaxy saw that he really did grant freedom, more and more states would enter the Union for that freedom, the added protection of the Union Navy, and for tremendous amounts of new trade which brought economic growth and stability.  If he was able to impart such knowledge to his heir then after a few generations most of the galaxy would again be a single Galactic Union.  Unfortunately, that never lasted long.  Bad and stupid Emperors were many times more abundant than smart Emperors.  
The story of the stupid Emperors almost always took the same path.  They would always have new projects and ideas that needed more money.  This, of course, was always for the purpose of making their name the greatest of all Emperors or some such idea.  Religion always played a role.  Sometimes the Emperor would claim to be god, or that god was always on his side.  Of course, god was always on the other side as well.  The fact is, it is almost impossible to get men to fight and kill unless they believe that god is on their side.  
The stupid Emperors would increase the taxes at first and then later have to enforce them.  Non-payment of taxes brought about the need for stronger and more laws.  As the freedom of the various states was curtailed, they seceded from the Galactic Union.  Of course, there were wars and more wars.  None of the Emperors were perfect.  There were almost always slaves and minorities that were treated badly.  Religions came and went, sometimes protected by the Union and sometimes destroyed by the Union.  
This was one of the times when the Galactic Union was receding.  As the wars became more and more expensive there simply wasn't enough money to keep the Navy powerful in all areas.  The states in the weaker areas had a tendency to secede from the Union.  It was happening more and more frequently.  There were many reasons and the Emperor could not keep up with all the reasons, but cutting through all the rhetoric it was easy to see the basics.  These people, these governments, simply wanted freedom.  The story of civilization was always the same.  People want freedom.  People believe that freedom is necessary to survival, and history has shown through the passage of time that this is true.

That's it, I decided.  I am going to change all this right now! 

Chapter 3

The Emperor 

Time: Approximately 1 billion years BC

Location: The center of the Horsehead Nebula
Admiral Arnold Arden was not on trial today; he was on the carpet, so to speak, but really for his life.  He was standing in the throne room waiting.  The Emperor conducted most of his political business in the throne room and he gave most of his administration dictates in the administration room.  Today, however, he had been so irritated with Admiral Arden that he had instructed his aides to have the Admiral sent before him as the first business of the day.  It would be good for everyone to see what happens to admirals who disobey orders.  
The throne was at one end of a rather large room.  Those who conducted business with the Emperor would approach the throne by walking up several short flights of crystal stairs and stop on a level area at the foot of the throne known as the stage.  Back out from the stairs were numerous expensive quartz tables with chairs around them.  Those conducting business could wait at the tables.  There were areas for reporters and others just observing the affairs at court.  The chairs and tables on the right side of the room were taken by dignitaries from various states of the Union and their aides.  The left side was mostly reserved for reporters, local high-ranking citizens, and high-ranking visitors just observing the affairs at court.  Several squads of crack marine commandos were stationed throughout the throne room.  
This morning there was the usual hum of conversation before the Emperor arrived.  At the moment the Emperor's aide entered the room, all conversation stopped.  He entered the room midway down the side and walked to the center of the room, turned, and walked up the steps to the stage at the foot of the throne where he stood at attention at a crystal table at the left of the foot of the throne.  Several minutes after the aide reached his place, the Emperor entered.  At that point everyone in the room stood as the Emperor walked up the steps and sat on the throne.  When the Emperor was seated, the aide sat down, and the rest of those in the room took their seats.  Several more aides then entered and walked up to the table at the foot of the throne.

The Emperor wore the only uniform of its kind.  It was dark purple – just a simple, but expensive, precisely fitting, purple uniform.  He looked very much an Emperor sitting on his throne.  His aura of power seemed to radiate throughout the room.  He controlled the Galactic Union, and the power of his position was unmistakable.  “Let the day begin,” he stated, after which a low hum of conversations from the tables could be heard.

The acoustics of the room were adjusted electronically so that everything the Emperor said could be heard throughout the room.  This also included anything that those at the foot of the throne conducting business with the Emperor were saying.  Of course, this could be changed by the touch of a switch, but most of the business was conducted in public for all to hear.  
The thing that irritated the Emperor the most, especially today, was that Admiral Arden was not afraid.  One of the Emperor's aides motioned to the Admiral and he stood up and started walking up the steps.  His posture was neither defiant nor arrogant.  He simply walked as any admiral might with authority and power.  The Emperor would have been much happier to have seen a bit of fear.  This day, would, no doubt, be the end of the Admiral's career, and the Emperor wanted a little fear and apology.  In the Emperor's eyes this would prove that the Admiral was wrong.

The Admiral, on the other hand, had looked at his own conscience and decided that his course of action was the only course he could take.  He realized that his career was gone and he also realized that the Emperor might even give him the death penalty.  He had argued with himself for only a few hours over this turn of events.  He had not grown to be the Admiral of a very large fleet of ships for nothing.  He made decisions and stood by them.  He had been ordered by a direct order from the Emperor to destroy an entire planet.  It was, as far as the Admiral knew, the first time that such an order had ever been given.  It was simply not an order that he could obey.   

For a brief instant the Admiral had thought to cut and run, instead of reporting to the Emperor at the Crystal Palace.  Just as quickly Admiral Arden realized that such an action wasn't in the cards.  If he ran, his men and some of his friends who were admirals, would simply figure he was a coward, but worse yet, they would probably carry out the order to destroy the planet.  On the other hand, if he stayed, there was a very good chance that the next time such an order was given, it would again be refused.  The Emperor was no fool.  He realized that there was a possibility that if his order to destroy an entire planet was refused again, it would destroy a great deal of his own power and really make him look like a dummy.  
The Emperor believed, and Admiral Arden understood, that his only course of action would be to execute the Admiral.  Thus the Admiral's course of action and his fate had been sealed an hour after he had received the order.  He was at peace with himself, in fact, he was quite pleased with himself.  He had not flinched.  When his biggest test of all had come, he had passed with flying colors.  He had often wondered if he would cut and run when he faced the enemy, and he had not.  Now he faced more sure death than a bullet from an enemy's gun, and he still had not cut and run.  If he could trade his life for ten billion lives on that planet, it was little enough.  
So what the Emperor was seeing in the Admiral as he walked up the steps to the foot of his throne was not fear, but self-satisfaction.  The Emperor was enraged.  He was incensed that the Admiral would be satisfied with the situation.  The Emperor, of course, did not let his anger show.  
“Admiral,” the Emperor asked, “you never refused an order before, why did you refuse this order? I thought you and I were friends.”  The fact was that the Emperor had spent extra time with Arnold on occasions, mainly to get a feel for the war that was always being waged out on the perimeter of his Galactic Union.  That had made it look as if they were friends and Admiral Arden had benefitted from the attention.  
Admiral Arnold Arden looked up at the Emperor.  He was thinking to himself, “He thinks he is angry now.  Well, he hasn't seen anything, yet”.   He glanced down at his watch, checking the date and the time again to reassure himself.  He again looked up at the Emperor.  “I have waged war for you for many years, but slaughtering a whole planet cannot be called waging war.  It is simply a thing that few warriors could do; but, your Eminence, I respectfully submit that ordering the death of a whole planet simply for revenge is not something even an Emperor may do.” 

It was an amazing statement for even an admiral to make to the Emperor.  It took everyone in the throne room by surprise.  There were a number of gasps in the audience.

The Emperor was turning red.  He stood up.  “Now admirals are telling Emperors what they may not do?”  He almost shouted.  “You have got to be either crazy or out of your head.  I'll have you shot for treason.”  He was shouting.  “Record that the Admiral has been found guilty of treason and that he is to be executed tomorrow morning at sunrise with all honors denied.”  He was still shouting.  He stopped for a minute and then he addressed one of his aides at the crystal table below him, “And be sure that the Seventh Fleet has been given the order to destroy the planet Argon tomorrow.  Now get this traitor out of my sight.”
Arnold looked up at the Emperor waiting for him to finish, waiting so that he could get another word in edgewise.  He raised his hand a little.  Almost shoulder high.  He didn't want to shout.  It didn't seem appropriate.  The Emperor stopped shouting.  Several marines were starting to walk towards the Admiral.  When only the marine's footsteps could be heard, the Admiral said quickly in a quiet voice, “There's more.”  

The two marines stopped walking.  The Admiral's voice had that effect.  It stopped people, if that was needed, and in this case, it stopped everyone in the room including the Emperor.  All eyes turned back to the Admiral.  “During my trip back here the entire Seventh Fleet was turned over to the planet Argon.  They are not now a defenseless planet.  Instead of destroying a defenseless planet without a single loss, it will cost you two, if not three, space fleets.  That would leave that whole sector too weak to adequately protect itself, much less wage an offensive war.  Worse than that, your admirals and men may not be willing to fight one another.  Then you would have a mutiny on your hands.” 

Actually, Arnold's trip, his appearance at various check points, and the expectation of his arrival had given his commanders just enough time to get the entire Seventh Fleet turned over and under the command of the Argon government with proper commanders and observers on each ship.  There were no commanders in his fleet that were willing to destroy an entire planet.  They understood the Admiral’s entire plan and were willing to follow it to prevent the destruction of ten billion lives.  The war had gotten worse and worse under the new Emperor and they were simply not willing to go further.  
The Emperor was still standing and still red, but he was through shouting.  His rage was beyond shouting.  He turned to several of the marines standing to the side of the stage at the bottom of his throne.   He adjusted his voice low and clear, but with rage just below the surface.  “Colonel Martin, to me,” he ordered.  
Colonel Martin was the commander of the marines in the room.  There was no doubt in his mind that the Emperor meant instantly.  He ran up the steps to the throne, and stood before the Emperor.   The people in the room could hear the drone of the Emperor's voice but could not make out the words.  It was only several seconds before the Colonel turned and shouted.  “Jones and Marlow, Attention!”  Two marines on the left of the stage came to attention.  The Colonel continued, “You are to shoot the Admiral; where.   he.   stands! On my command.”  The Colonel said the words “Where he stands” loudly and separately so that there was no doubt in Jones' and Marlow's mind.  Either they followed orders, or they would also be shot immediately.  
The Colonel let no time pass.  “Ready,” he called.   Jones and Marlow brought their weapons to port arms (crosswise of their chest and held with two hands).  “Aim,” he called.  Both weapons were brought to bear on the Admiral.

Arnold thought to himself, I was worried that something like this might happen.   He knew that there was no escape.  To be in the throne room, these marines were the best of the best.  Whatever movements he might try, he would not change the outcome by more than a couple of seconds.  He readied himself for the impact of the bullets.  
At that moment a perfectly round sphere surrounded the Emperor.  That is to say, the Emperor, the throne and the Colonel were instantaneously inside a clear sparkling crystal sphere.  The effect was so startling that there was no command from the Colonel to fire.  Without the command to fire, the marines could be prosecuted for disobeying orders and for murder if they fired.   There was silence across the entire room.  No one knew what to do.  No one knew what was next.  Arnold saw several things that needed to be done and he could not see any reason for not doing them.  He turned to several other marines standing beside a door on the side of the stage and said, “Quickly, go get a mineral cutter from maintenance.”  

The marines didn't question whether Arnold had the authority or not.  It was an obvious thing to do, and they were happy to do something rather than do nothing, and after all, this was the Admiral.  They did not salute, but rather just turned and left.   The Admiral then turned to the room and stated, without shouting, “Combat ready.”  Immediately, all the marines in the throne room, including the two who had been about to shoot him, brought their weapons up and crouched in a combat position.  The marines had paired off so that each marine had his back to his buddy.  All directions and areas in the room were instantly covered, and each marine was covered.

The room was quiet, but most of the guests were standing.  Should anything happen, standing would be the worst thing to be doing.  Arnold again spoke to the room, “Everyone sit down, for right now.”  As the guests began to take their seats Arnold continued, “If anything happens, I want everyone down on the floor.”  The guests were glad to have directions and at least know what was expected of them.

Arnold didn't think that there would be any advantage in clearing the room immediately.  The confusion of clearing the room might give any enemy an advantage.  It would be best to have the guests under control rather than standing or moving in the line of fire.  
The Emperor and the Colonel were feeling the inside of the sphere with their hands.  Finally the Emperor set back down on the throne and the Colonel stood at one side, but with his head touching the inside of the sphere.  No sound could be heard from inside of the sphere.  The Colonel wrote on a piece of paper and held it up to be read.  It said, “Have someone get a mineral cutter.”  The Admiral touched his forehead in a faint salute and nodded his head and the Colonel understood that the order had already been given.

I had been watching the whole scene for some minutes.  I had gotten most of Admiral Arden’s story from the computers several minutes before.  The computers only had the official version and I had not heard Arnold's version yet, but it was easy enough to read between the lines.  I wanted the most dramatic entrance possible.  I wanted everyone to understand that here was a power far beyond anything that they had ever experienced.  The crystal sphere seemed to be a good idea at the time.  Everyone seemed to like and be impressed by crystal.  
While everyone waited for the marines to return with the mineral cutter I added a little more carbon dioxide to the inside of the crystal sphere.  I figured this would add a little to the drama.  The Emperor and the Colonel began to breath deeper and faster.  The Emperor leaned back breathing hard and the Colonel sagged down to his knees.  
The marines returned with the cutter and a technician.  Arnold still seemed to be in charge, and as the marines looked his way he motioned towards the sphere.  There was no time for discussion.  Arnold made the decision without thought.  Both the Emperor and the Colonel were gasping for breath.  Obviously there was no time to study the situation, one simply had to act.

The cutter was taken to the sphere and the technician turned it on.  He adjusted the controls to cut through several inches of quartz.  When he put the cutting head to the sphere there was no noticeable effect.  He pulled the head back, adjusted the power to cut through several feet of quartz, and still there was no effect.  The Emperor and the Colonel were now almost unconscious.  Arnold said, “Put that cutter on full power.” 

The technician adjusted the cutter to full power, aimed the cutter so that the reflected beam would not hit anyone, and pulled the trigger.  A white hot laser beam lanced out, hit the sphere, reflected to the wall, and burnt several feet deep into the crystal wall before the technician released the trigger.

I decided that was enough.  On the left side of the stage I created the same body that I had when I died one hundred thousand years before.  I appeared slowly.  It was a body about six feet tall, slim with blond-white hair, wearing the same white uniform that I had used as the leader of the semi-spiritual research organization.  I stood with my left hand in my pocket, straight but relaxed.  I waited only until everyone in the room had noticed my appearance and then I waved my hand at the sphere.  Instantly the top half of the sphere disappeared.  The Emperor and the Colonel began drawing in deep breaths of air.  
A marine guard who had been holding his weapon at ready, dropped the muzzle several inches, and pulled the trigger.   He caught me by complete surprise.  I felt all the pain anybody would feel and what surprised me even more was that I lost control of the body.  I pitched forward before I could think of what I should do.  By the time I hit the floor I was dead, or to say it more correctly, my body was dead.  The thing I remember most vividly about that scene was the embarrassment.  Here I was trying to make a dramatic entrance, and the first thing that happens is I get killed.  It was as bad as the college professor who walks out on the stage and falls on his ass just before he gets to center stage.

I observed the damage in my body.  It was extensive.  I could take a few minutes and repair everything or I could make a new body.  Searching out all the blood vessels, nerves, tears, and other damage would actually take quite a bit longer than making a new body.  I elected to make a new body.

What the people of the throne room and the Emperor, who had now recovered, saw, was a new body appear standing in the same position as the old body, and the blood on the floor had disappeared.  It was fairly dramatic after all.   I waved my hand and all of the weapons in the room flew up and stuck to the ceiling.   I motioned for the Admiral to come to me as I walked over to the Emperor.  When I stood in front of the Emperor I stated, “I would like to speak to you and Admiral Arden alone, if you don't mind.”  

 “Certainly, I can do that,” the Emperor replied immediately.  He motioned towards a door beside the throne.  “My chambers are there.  We can be alone.”  The Emperor might be stupid, but he wasn't dumb.  He realized that, at this moment, the best course of action would be to do whatever I said.   Things would be different when they discovered that my source of power were his thoughts.  
The three of us walked into the Emperor's chambers.  As we walked I was thinking of how much I admired the Admiral.  What he had done was beyond what a human could do.  It was impossible.  He had committed treason and had been totally willing to forfeit his life to save a planet.  He had gone far beyond his training, beyond his military code of honor, beyond everything he had been taught, but not beyond his own personal knowledge of right and wrong.  It was a super-human action, but then that is what has made the human race survive the millions of years.  Somehow, someway, someone always comes through with an effort or action that goes far beyond human capability.  I wasn't sure that I could have done what the Admiral did, had I been in his shoes.

As we entered the chambers the Emperor turned to me and asked, “Who the hell are you?” I really didn't want to have the same name that I had a hundred thousand years before, so, I picked a name that I had always liked.  “You can call me Kim, but that is all you need to know – except that I have many times more power than you have.  I can defeat you or kill you at my own discretion, which just might happen if I have any problems with you.” 

I turned to the Admiral and put out my hand to shake his.  I knew him now, but he didn't know me.  Just the same, I had just saved his life and he shook my hand with a warm grip.  “Admiral, I just want to say that I admire what you did beyond anything I can say.  I think that you will find, as we continue, that I am your greatest fan.  A few men like you and we could bring peace to the entire galaxy.” 

I turned back to the Emperor.  “The first thing I want is for you to rescind the judgment of treason and restore the Admiral to his full rank.  You will need him.”  The Emperor did not seem displeased with the idea.  He had seen the Admiral in action for his benefit.  He seemed somewhat relieved.  He said, “No problem.”
I began talking.  “You have made a mess of the Galactic Union.  It may have already been a mess, but you have made it worse.”  The Emperor tried to talk, but I continued.  “I know.  You want to restore the past glory of a full galaxy under your control again, but what you forget and all your kind forgets, is that it's not done through power and force, but rather through commerce and peaceful means.  Down through history so ancient that the computers don't even remember, the peaceful have always risen up to destroy those who use force to eliminate freedom.  Force works for a very limited time, and then those who wield it themselves become a victim to it.  The situation that Admiral Arden just overcame should be a lesson to you.  Force will not bring about the result you seek, which is a galaxy under your control.  I would say, fortunately for you, I can no longer allow you to wreak destruction on the galaxy.  I don't want to go through all the trouble of replacing an Emperor.  So, you can stay in power so long as you do as I say, and I do want you to rule over a galaxy same as past glory.”
The Emperor was again turning red.  “What makes you think I am going to do what you say?”  he asked.  “What makes you think you can walk in here and just take over?” 

I began to think of what I would have to do to keep the situation under control.  Of course, I could kill the Emperor, but it would be all but impossible to get everyone to follow my orders.  That would be worse than what the Emperor was doing.  “Alright,” I said, “You like force and I am going to give you a chance to use it.  In seven days, I will be on the moon, Gamore, the farthest one out.  You will have one chance to kill me.  Do your worst, because if I survive I will come back here and either you will do my bidding or I will indeed kill you.”  

I could see the Emperor's mind racing.  He was certain that his latest weapon could kill me if nothing else could.  It was the X-bomb that he had intended that Arnold use to destroy Argon.  It would only take twenty-five or thirty of these bombs to destroy all life on a standard-size planet such as Argon.  It was far more powerful than an H-bomb.  These weapons had been developed and redeveloped over the ages.  The X-bomb was simply a redevelopment.  I didn't think it could destroy me.  There were too many things I could do, but there was always that chance.  The Emperor wanted to make sure I would be there.  “I'll make you a contract.  If you are indeed there in seven days, and you do survive through our attack, I will do your bidding.  I will follow whatever path you suggest.” 

I shook my head and again turned to Admiral Arden.  “Will you be able to recover the Seventh Fleet from Argon?”  
The Admiral's face suddenly went serious.  “When I am certain that the danger is past, I assume that the Seventh Fleet can be restored to the Galactic Union,” he replied.  
“Yes, yes, Admiral.  I wouldn't suggest it until we are certain that the danger is past.  We'll discuss it when the time comes,” I replied.

We had only been in the Emperor's chamber for a few minutes.  I suggested that we return to the throne room.  The Emperor returned to his throne.  I returned to the left side of the stage and the Admiral moved to the right side of the stage.  When the Emperor had publicly reversed all of his judgments concerning Arnold, I walked to the center stage and faded from sight.

Chapter 4

The Take Over
The story of what happened in the Horsehead Nebula had a great deal to do with what happened concerning The Story of Earth millions of years later.  The story of the great power that I had there is also a part of The Story of Earth.  I do not think that it was meant that man should have such power and it was my unfortunate fate to somehow have it thrust upon me.  Maybe, with the proper knowledge it would have been OK, but I did not have that knowledge then; but now, a billion years later, I do at least understand the problem.  Hopefully, I will be able to impart that knowledge to others.

Time: Approximately one billion years BC

Location: The center of the Horsehead Nebula
The home planet of the Galactic Union, Darminium, was about as large as a planet can get before it begins to crush matter at its core and thus caves in on itself.  The gravity of the planet would have been a great deal more than humans could withstand, but there was a large network of anti-gravity generators across the planet that held the gravity to a level that was comfortable for humans.  Each anti-gravity generator had its own atomic power plant and thus the loss of a few generators from time to time did not appreciably change the overall gravity.  
The name of the capital city where the Crystal Palace was located was Rome.  (I hesitate to mention the name as most people are convinced that this is a name from present day or recent history, but that was the name, as I remember it.  Names and languages have a tendency to be recreated down through time.)  

The moon, Gamore, was the 10th moon and, as mentioned, the most distant from Darminium.  It was not a large moon, but was still at least twice the size of Earth's moon.  It was not populated except by military bases.  Gamore was used mostly for military exercises and space research programs.   On the side of Gamore facing Rome was a sea of volcanic cinders.  The sea was over a thousand miles wide taking up an area about the size of Texas.  It was more than fifty miles deep.  At the bottom of this sea were numerous spaceships, the remains of hundreds of research tests, and machinery lost in attempts to recover those lost items over the thousands of years.  It was called the Sea of Death because once something had disappeared beneath the surface it could never be recovered again.  At least no one was willing to try anymore, because of the high cost of such an endeavor.  Because there was no air on this moon, objects as light as a piece of wood would not remain on the surface of the Sea of Death.

The Sea of Death remained in a fluid condition for several reasons.  The interior of Gamore remained highly active with continuous atomic explosions at its core.  These explosions were transmitted to the surface as continuous tremors and those tremors traveled through the cinders of the sea.  In addition to that, hot gases were continuously released from many volcanoes on the floor of the Sea of Death.  The hot gases traveled out through the cinders in waves slowly creating more and more cinders, preventing the cinders from compacting.  
The entire planet of Darminium, over a hundred billion people, had heard of my exploits at the Crystal Palace.  With all the reporters at court, the Emperor simply could not keep a lid on things, and in this case, he wanted the people to see my destruction.  Thus, today, seven days after the Crystal Palace episode, the entire planet was watching me.  Most were watching on real-time video, but hundreds of thousands of telescopes were also trained my way.  
When I say that they were watching me, it was because I was standing in the Sea of Death with the image of my body a hundred miles high.  I was not sinking into the Sea, but rather standing on the surface.  I still retained the same body appearance with a white uniform.  I stood with one hand in my pocket.  There was no way of telling my size from a video picture except that the news announcers pointed out the size as the event progressed.  
The First Galactic Space Fleet that remained in protection of the home planet showed up a few minutes later.  They were, of course, out in space some distance from the moon.  The Admiral in charge didn't see any point in wasting time.  He released the X-bomb as the Emperor had ordered him to do.  Once he pushed the button, the X-bomb traveled in a torpedo many times the speed of light.  In fact it was so fast I didn't even see it coming.  It was a good deal less than one second later that the bomb exploded right next to me on the Sea of Death.  I slowed my time frame down to slow motion so that I would have time to react.  The entire Sea of Death vaporized.  The heat began increasing at a tremendous rate.  I didn't think that the heat would bother me, but almost instantly my mind began to not function.  Quickly I surrounded myself with a force field that would reflect the heat.   The mountains in the distance vaporized.  The spaceships at the bottom the Sea of Death vaporized.  Heat began to leak through my force field.  My mind again started to malfunction.  I was starting to panic.  At the last minute, just before my mind was totally destroyed, it presented me with the answer.  I opened a hole in the fabric of space and pushed my mind through.  It was outside of the universe, but I remained inside.

I was confident that the heat could not touch me.  I knew that I was not made of the things of this universe.  I was not made of matter, energy, space, or time.  Thus in terms of this universe, I was nothing.  There was nothing in this universe, neither forces nor powers, which could affect me.  I stood inside an inferno that was a thousand times the heat of a sun and was unaffected.  At that time I knew that I had existed long before this universe had come into existence and that I would exist long after this universe was gone.  My mind, however, was made of the shadowy things of this universe, and could be affected by things of this universe.  I needed it to give me answers to the questions that I might pose concerning the game.  
Soon the heat began to recede.  The violent part of the explosion was cooling down.  The Sea of Death was gone, and in its place was a crater twice the size of the Sea of Death.  It was now white hot, and it would remain red hot for years to come.  I now realized that a few of these bombs could destroy a complete planet leaving it nothing more than a waste pile.  No life of any kind would survive on such a planet.

Of course no one with a telescope could look at the crater without dark glasses, but the real-time video cameras adapted automatically to view the crater.  As the gases dissipated into the vacuum of space, there I stood, the same size as before, standing with one hand in my pocket.  It was quite an occasion for the planet.  No one, including the ancient historians, had ever heard of such a being.  There simply was no answer to my existence there at the home planet of the Galactic Union.  I again opened a hole in the fabric of space and brought my mind back to me.

This part of the situation was over.  My main idea was to show the Emperor in the beginning that it would be of no value to try to X-bomb me at some later date.  He might catch me unaware sometime and destroy a lot of people in an attempt to destroy me.  Now he knew for sure that such a plan would be a waste of time.  
The Emperor was beside himself.  He had watched on real-time video from his quarters in the Crystal Palace.  He was very upset.  I appeared next to him, smiling.  He was mad.  “Is there going to be a problem between you and me?” I asked.   He stood looking at me for several minutes, no doubt remembering my threat.  “No,” he answered.

Chapter 5

The Free Beings

So I talked to the Emperor and he agreed to do my bidding.  I took two larger rooms in the palace near the throne room.  One room had a door and the other room I sealed shut so that only I could come and go.  I would like to say a lot about the situation.  There were many lessons to be gained from my actions there.  I freed the slaves and had the police thought towers torn down.  The thought towers had been used for control for hundreds of years.  People were sure that the thought towers could read their minds.  They could not, but people believed it.  Both freeing the slaves and tearing down the thought towers were mistakes.

Of course I didn't free the slaves immediately.  I first had the Emperor begin to stop the various wars that were being waged.  That was also a mistake.  The enemies simply took that as a sign of weakness and intensified their fight.  When I finally freed the slaves, they all left their masters and their jobs.  There was pandemonium in the Union.  When the thought towers came down, there was an increase in pandemonium.  I made many changes over a 5-year period with Admiral Arden almost always at my side, but my understanding of people and civilizations was not as great as I had thought.  The Galactic Union was in a terrible shape.  It was many times worse than when I arrived.  I wanted to make it into a utopia, but my efforts only made it worse and worse.  I decided that I needed to know a lot more than I did.

I now know what I should have done, but at that time it simply was not in the cards.  The whole situation was embarrassing.  I didn't know how to fix it.  The same situation could happen on Earth today.  For example, if you were sent to fix Mexico, what would you do? The major problem they have there is simply that everyone is willing to take bribes and they believe they cannot exist otherwise.  Well, you had better start with the children, and it will take you a few years, maybe fifty or a hundred.

I loaded into a spaceship a crew of very good friends who had helped me and who everyone now hated as much as they hated me and left that area of the galaxy.  Far beyond the Galactic Union we asked for asylum on a planet of a solar system of three inhabited planets.  We presented ourselves as refugees from a planet gone bad, and because we had gold, we were accepted.   
The planet was ruled by a very beautiful lady who had been elected to the position.  She was considered an Empress and was elected for life.  It was her final decision that allowed us to stay.  Her name was Karen although no one called her that.  She had always been without a mate or husband.  She went with a few men from time to time, but she had never shown any inclination towards taking a husband.  Her dedication was always to her planet.  
We took homes in one of the suburbs of the capital city and opened a small research center.  The research was, of course, research into the mind.  Looking into a number of minds, I could not find any noticeable difference between my mind and others.  I could not look very deep, but what I did find was not significant.  My dream, shared by those with me, was to create the data that would allow us to heal unstable minds and to overcome the problems of mankind –maybe not all of the problems, but the major problems.  We felt that if we knew the answers to the mind we could produce a civilization built on love and understanding.  We believed that this civilization would be the most powerful civilization ever created.   Karen was quite interested in our research, or so I thought.

Karen dropped by our place of business from time to time, about once every two weeks.  She spent a few minutes talking to me each time.  I believed that her interest was our research.  We did seem to be making a few advances.  One day after about a year, she dropped by and said she wanted to talk to me privately.  We went into my office and she closed and locked the door much to her bodyguards' displeasure.  She then said that she knew who I was.  She said that she had the whole story about the mess that I had made in the Galactic Union.  I was a little embarrassed.  I walked over to her as she was standing close to the front of my desk.  I asked her what she wanted of me, expecting maybe an answer asking us to leave the planet.  Karen proved she was quite different than any other woman I had met.  She looked me in the eyes and said very low and very plainly, “Sex.”  

At that very point, there in my office we started a relationship.  That evening and every evening I would visit her in her quarters at her palace.  Our time together is among my best memories of a billion years.  We visited the moons together and walked the ocean bottom together.  It was a pleasure to show her my powers and she was always thrilled.  On a few occasions she asked me for advice on various affairs of state, but I always refused to make any suggestions at all.  I merely said that it was her job.
We had three years together.  You may think that in a billion years there would always be something better, but if there was, I don't remember it.  I will always remember Karen as my greatest love, and if I ever see her again, I am sure it will be my greatest moment.  But three years was all we had.  While coming back from an event at the spaceport, she was kidnaped out of her car.  She rolled her window down to take a bouquet of flowers from a small child.  Gas filled the vehicle as explosions took place up and down the street.  When the dust, gas, and noise cleared, Karen was gone.   

It was almost an hour before I knew of the situation.  When I arrived there, the trail was cold.  It took me almost 24 hours to locate her far away deep in an underground complex.  She was dead.  The plan was to use Karen to force me to help them overcome and rule the planet.  How they learned about me I never knew.  They were stupid, but very dangerous.  Rather than allow them to use me to do anything to her planet she grabbed a gun from one of her captors and killed herself.  I arrived only an hour later.  I repaired her body and made the heart beat, but the spirit that was Karen was no place to be found.  Without the spirit, a body is just a useless machine, and her body had sustained a great deal of brain damage, which I could repair.  The problem was that in repairing brain damage it was impossible to recover those memories and patterns that were held in place by electrical currents.  The damage was forever.  If I could have found her it might have been different, but I could not.

I searched for Karen for several days and then I turned my attention to searching for the perpetrators.  I soon found that they had left the planet.  I said good-by to my people and left Admiral Arden in charge, since he had always been my second-in-command.  I told them that I might not come back.  Arnold understood.  I might not find this planet pleasant for me anytime soon.  
I followed the perpetrators to a distant planet, and when I arrived, I found a great problem.  The people colonizing the planet had just arrived there.  Many were on the planet surface, and many were still in spaceships in orbit around the planet.  There was a shortage of supplies.  The items that they had run out of were food and fuel for their ships.  They were set up for starvation.  The perpetrators had wanted to settle there, but after seeing the vast problem, they moved on.  One of the the generals promised to tell me their exact location if I would only help the colonists.  I could not leave them to starve, so I spent a year helping them get irrigation in and crops planted.   

When things were looking quite good for that planet, I headed for the planet where I would find those who had caused Karen's death.  I found them within days of arriving there and I did take my vengeance on them.  I left the main man in a prison deep enough within the planet that no one would ever be able to rescue him.  He had enough to sustain life, but nothing more.  I have no idea how long he lived.

Afterwards, I left the Horsehead Nebula and traveled to a galaxy that interested me.  Near the edge of that galaxy, I dropped down to the surface of a populated planet.  There was something in the back of my mind concerning the galaxy, something that bothered me, but I did not recognize what the problem was.  
One particular city drew my attention.  I thought it might be nice to walk along one of the streets and maybe communicate with someone.  Noticing the clothing of the locals, I materialized a body with equivalent clothing.  In an instant there was an explosion that almost equaled the X-bomb of the Galactic Union.  The explosion took me by surprise and confused me enough that for a second I didn't realize what was happening.  Then I froze all motion in place, but by then it was too late.  I had destroyed half of the city.  I assume, at this date, that this was an antimatter galaxy.  
As I slowly drained the pressure off so as to not create further damage, I was totally devastated.  It seemed that destruction and death followed me.  I had not been careful enough with my powers and many had died because of me.  My greatest love had died because of me.  I drifted slowly into space.  There really wasn't much excuse for the mistakes I had made.   Finally, I resolved to be a great deal more careful in the future.

I could not return to Karen's planet and I really had nowhere to go.  I drifted listlessly through space for days.  Finally I began to feel a vague yearning calling to me.  This yearning seemed to have a direction.  I noticed a galaxy at a great distance and I could tell that the yearning was coming from that direction.  There didn't seem to be anything else to do, so I set out towards that distant galaxy.  The trip between galaxies is boring, almost like being in prison, but I had no other plans.  At my fastest speed it still took nearly fifty years to cover the distance.  Finally I reached the Andromeda Galaxy, the galaxy next to the Milky Way Galaxy in which we now live.

I dropped out of faster-than-light mode into the edge of the Andromeda Galaxy.  I received an instant message, “Initiate an immediate five-parsec jump to the following coordinates, _357, 776, 765.”  There was a three-dimensional map included in the instructions.  There was urgency in the message so I initiated the jump immediately, and as I jumped I felt a tremendous power take hold of me.  Because I had already initiated the jump, the hold was not complete.  I broke loose, but it shook me up.  I did not know that such a power existed in the universe.  It was a shocking discovery.

There was someone waiting for me at the coordinates specified.  She was a very special person and I could see immediately that she was similar to me.  I was amazed, as I had believed for a long time that I was unique.  Her name was Lana, and it was apparent that she had all the powers that I had and maybe more.  She welcomed me to the Andromeda Galaxy.  When I asked what the hell was going on she explained that the natives of this galaxy had technology that was more powerful than any single Free Being.   That's what she called us, Free Beings.   That is what we are known as in that galaxy.  They didn’t call themselves gods – although I thought of them this way, given their powers.   She went on to explain that the Free Beings lived in a separate part of the galaxy from the normal people there.  Most of them lived on a single planet.  There were thousands of Free Beings living on that planet and I was invited to visit.

When I arrived at the planet there was a small meeting and party thrown for my benefit.  When I went to materialize my body, I found that I could not.  No matter how hard I tried, and I even knew the reason why, but I still could not materialize my body.  Finally one of the Free Beings created a body for me to use.   It was the same as the one that I was trying to create.  I learned that they had been broadcasting the yearning feeling for thousands of years.  It was their desire to have as many Free Beings staying together as possible.  They believed that there were not many Free Beings left in the Universe.  Free Beings work and live better when they are together, I was told.   Also, together they had enough power to resist any attack that the normal people might try.   The normal people liked to capture Free Beings and make slaves of them in return for agreeing to release them at a future date.  
I was invited to stay and I did.  There were always interesting things going on.  Some of the Free Beings were working on solar systems, changing them for various groups of normal people, however many other things were taking place.  There were artists, teachers, therapists, and dozens of other vocations.  I liked to call our planet The Planet of the Gods – although the Free Beings called it The Free Planet or our Free Planet.   There was some arguing from time to time, but no one had ever heard of Free Beings fighting.  
After a few years I had become quite satisfied with living on the planet of Free Beings.  It had mountains three times higher than the highest mountain on Earth.  There were deep gorges and beautiful rivers.  The ecology had been adjusted to near perfection.  Many Free Beings lived on the high mountains and that was where I made my home.  I moved my body around by flying it through the air, as I could no longer materialize one when I wanted it.  At the very top of one mountain, I carved out a spacious home with many rooms.

We had many meetings and discussions.  One day I was telling my story of the Galactic Union in the Horsehead Nebula.  We then began discussing the need for research in the mind and also into the reason for the universe.  We discussed the fact that there were many questions that were unanswered.  It was finally decided that we should establish a Free Being research center and obtain some humans to help us.  We needed to study their minds as well as our own minds.  
The discussions went on for a long time, but we seemed to get nowhere.  Every time we decided on a location for our research center, those involved seem to have other interests.  It was nice to talk about research, but that was too much like work.  The Free Beings were used to being free.  They were interested in their own projects.  They were interested in having fun.  Most of them would agree to take part in a research center if everyone else would do so, but we simply could not get many to give up their own projects and do research.

It was pointed out that we were losing our powers slowly over the years, equivalent to a small power once very million years or so.  But even to immortal beings, a million years was a long time.  Why worry about a single power in a million years? The loss of our entire powers was so far off, no one could work up any worry over the prospect.  So out of exasperation at one meeting I asked, mostly as a joke, “Would everyone be willing to work together on research in a billion years?” 
Well, that was quite easy, everyone was instantly willing to do that.  One of my friends then asked if everyone would be willing to accept a non-erasable mental implant in their mind that would command them to meet at some location for research in a billion years.  It was easy to get the Free Beings to accept such an implant.  It was pretty much agreed that we would have lost all of our powers by that time, and maybe such a research center could find out how to get our powers back.  The idea was to meet in a billion years at some location and do the research required to understand our minds and the minds of normal people.  At that time we would be able to create the greatest civilization that this sector of the universe would ever know.  It would be a civilization of peace and real justice with the power to maintain that peace.

Once it had been decided that most of us would meet somewhere, we then began in earnest to decide on the research that we needed to do most.  After many discussions the main object that we settled on was developing peace on a single planet and then bringing that peace to the entire galaxy.  After all, the normal people were those who needed the peace the most.  Then of course, since we would all be there and we would have a research center, we could also further develop many more of the other answers that we were interested in.  In fact, bringing peace might just develop many of the other answers as part of finding what it would take to make peace.

For those who don’t understand mental implants, they are the same as hypnotic suggestions now developed on Earth.  It has been demonstrated that anyone who has been given a hypnotic suggestion will always follow that suggestion no matter how ridiculous or illogical it might be.  Such commands can be total and the idea that one will not obey such a command if it is against logic or survival is incorrect.  The Russians and others planted many agents with commands to kill and other things which were often successful, and the implant technology was fairly well developed on Earth by the beginning of the 21st century.

So at that time, six of us appointed ourselves to prepare a place for our future meeting in one billion years.  If we had any concept of just how long a billion years would be, we would probably have insisted on a much shorter date; but it all started out as a joke, and we decided we would live with it.  We decided that the meeting place should be in another galaxy as this galaxy was too dangerous for Free Beings.  The six of us started a journey to the nearest neighboring galaxy, this galaxy, which is now known as the Milky Way Galaxy.  The trip took a little over two years of travel in intergalactic space, the most boring of all travel.

We split up and searched the galaxy for quite a few years, but every time we found an unpopulated planet there were other problems that appeared.  We counted time in Earth years back at that time.  Why? Because the planet of the Free Beings also used that time system.  The planet of the Free Beings had 24-hour days and 365-day years with a leap year every four years.  Not all of the planets in the galaxy counted time that way, but we, the Free Beings, counted time that way on our planet.  Later we set up Earth on Free Being time.  Getting back to our story, most of the solar systems that could support life were populated already.  Finally we decided that we might have to do a little work.

This particular solar system in which Earth is located was the solar system that I happened upon.  There was no life on Mars, but a great deal of atmosphere.  Earth, at that time, was the closest planet to the Sun.  I met my group at our agreed upon meeting place and described this solar system.  We agreed that it was probably the best that we could find.  It had enough planets so that we could arrange them in the order that we wanted.  The plan was to make a gigantic clock out of this solar system.  Earth would be a part of it, and the solar system would be the clock that signaled the time of our meeting.  The word Earth in my language back in the Horsehead Nebula meant Land of Knowledge.  So the solar system in which the meeting place was to be would signal to the Free Beings both the approaching of the appointed time and the appointed time.  







It took us a little over two years to move Earth to its present location.  We set the rotation of Earth for the proper amount of day and night, and winter and summer.  We removed one of its moons and set the other moon to cycle exactly as it is now doing with one side always towards Earth.  We then speeded up some of the planets and slowed some of them down.  I don't recall all of the details, but when you speed a planet up, the speed makes it change orbit.  Thus we changed the orbit of all the planets to set the clock exactly as we wanted it.  We pulled off the atmosphere of Mars and moved it to Earth.  The huge amount of water began boiling and steaming to cool the outer surface of the planet, and the steam created huge clouds that completely covered the Earth.  The Sun never shined through.  Under the clouds, after a few years, the temperature had cooled down to less than boiling.  Finally we went away, returning to the Andromeda Galaxy to tell the Free Beings of our success.

We then constructed our mental implant which all of the Free Beings had been willing to accept.  The location of Earth and the clock of that solar system were included in the mental implant.  The agreement was that this implant would not be erasable.  It would be deep enough that it would exist for a billion years.  That was no problem.  Minds were constructed to exist forever; at least that was what we believed at the time.  
The implant was constructed so that it created, in the mind, a sensitive receiver forever tuned to the solar system of Earth.  Where ever a Free Being might be in this sector of the universe, he would always hear various time marks made by this gigantic clock.  (Ten years ago one might not have believed that, but now such receivers have already been invented on Earth.) We then went about seeing that as many Free Beings received this implant as we could get.  We also fixed it so that any Free Being could give this implant to anyone that agreed to accept it, including normal people.  The agreement was that only the greatest of the great would be invited, and the implant was the invitation.  We named the implant, The Billion-Year Implant.

Chapter 6

The Development of Earth

The six of us who had taken on the job of Earth returned to the Milky Way Galaxy.  We wanted to be near Earth.  We agreed to meet back at Earth in several million years.  We then went our own ways to do various things that we thought would be fun.  I no longer had the urge to research the mind as I felt that all of us together would have no problem finding the answers once we reached the date given.  There were places to go and things to do.

When we met back at Earth at our agreed upon time, Earth was still covered with a blanket of clouds.  It was still hot from one end to the other.  It was too hot to introduce standard animals and vegetation.  We agreed to meet back in five hundred million years.  We agreed upon the exact time by setting our mental receivers to receive a certain position of the planets.  When we returned Earth had cooled to the point that life was possible, but none was present.  
We decided that we would have to introduce life on Earth as it would probably not begin as standard evolution for some time due in part to the high temperatures that had been present for so long.  We left Earth, secured several large spaceships, and brought plants from five different planets.  We brought many microbes and plants that we believed would evolve further in the environment of Earth.  At that time the planet was still covered with clouds.  There was no North Pole, no South Pole.  The temperature was the same in all areas of Earth.  It was a large hot house.  The clouds kept the heat in and the Sun also warmed the clouds from without.

We met back in several more million years and this time we brought animals to Earth from at least five different planets.  Our spaceships were very large and we brought millions of animals.  We did expect that evolution would continue on Earth, but Earth was not the source of the evolution of plants, animals, or man.  Evolution is the natural sequence of things.  The source of evolution comes from the source of all things.  Evolution has happened on millions of planets and it always follows the same general pattern which is built into the universe.   Evolution always produces humans when conditions can allow the survival of humans.  Otherwise there are a few other races that will also evolve.   We didn't know it at the time, but we were the builders to the universe.  You are too, you know.

Several million years later I visited Earth by myself.  It was a thing I did from time to time just to see that things were all right.  As I arrived at Earth I noticed a spaceship crashing towards the ground.  At the last minute I was able to reach out and slow the spaceship to a stop without damaging anything or anyone.  Unfortunately, all of the occupants were dead except one woman.  She was hanging onto life by a thread.  Her body was beyond repair.  I set the spaceship down gently and got her out of the ship and laid her in the sand.  She needed a new body and I could no longer materialize bodies.  I decided to try making her a body in stages.  First I molded a skeleton out of some nearby clay, and turned the clay to bones.  Then I formed the clay around the skeleton and shaped it into place.  I then paid special attention to each system of the body, working on the nervous system, the circulation system, the glandular system, and so on.  When I needed information, I just traced through her body.  It took me hours.  I thought several times that she would die before the body was ready, but I finally won out and the body was functioning properly.  I transferred her to the new body.
When the woman was used to her new body and was able to talk, I asked her what her name was.  She said, “Eve.”  We had many talks about Earth and the purpose of Earth.  She knew that I wasn't a god.  When I was sure that she could function OK, I left to go find her a mate.  I decided that it wouldn't hurt Earth to have some people.  We had not planned on populating Earth right away, but Eve reminded me of Karen, and I just could not take her somewhere else.   I found a suitable male who was willing to come to Earth and brought him back.   After a few days of discussion I left to do other things.  Oh yes, his name was Adam, of course.  That was millions of years before Bible days, but the story was never lost.  
The Earth at that time was still covered with clouds and the Sun never shined through.  It was seventy-five to ninety-five degrees throughout Earth, so clothes were not required.  There was plenty of food as food plants were plentiful.  For millions of years Earth was like a Garden of Eden.  The name came from my home planet in the Horsehead Nebula.  The human inhabitants multiplied, but no civilization developed.  When our group of six Free Beings showed up for the next meeting they were surprised to see the people.  I told them the story of Eve and Adam.  We were all surprised that no civilization had developed.  Finally we decided that it was because there was no need.  They had everything, so why work? 
It was at that time that we removed enough of the air and clouds to produce a warm area and colder areas.  We put all of the people throughout Earth into caves and sealed them in.  When we removed part of the air on Earth, all of Earth froze.  When the Sun came out most of the Earth thawed except at the North and South Poles.  Many animals died, but many lived through it.  When the people came out of the caves they needed shelter and clothes.  We spent a few years working with the people teaching them about shelter and clothes.  When we felt that they could survive without us we left and millions of years passed.

We were losing our special powers and our memories, but the program calling for our return to Earth always remained intact.  As time went by, we automatically showed up at Earth at the same time.  We did not even remember one another when we arrived for the last meeting.  We did not again program our minds to return and we had forgotten the buried Billion-Year Implant within our minds that would be activated years before the Third Millennium arrived.  (The actual date of the Billion-Year Implant is 2017).  The activation of this implant would be just a few thousand years before that date.  We met at this last meeting not really knowing why we were there.  Just beings still more active and creative than normal people, but still with lost memories.  We parted friends.  That actual date was approximately 150 million years ago.   

As the millions of years passed I had finally settled on Earth as sort of my home planet.  All my powers were gone.  I was finally the same as all normal people, except for one thing, almost every lifetime I remembered The Story of Earth and I have waited for untold lifetimes.  I remember many lifetimes, but I have not tried to remember very often.  If anything, I have tried to forget.  The past is gone and it cannot be changed.  
Still, what we set in motion will come to pass.  However, it will only happen if we make it happen.  It is not the plans of some higher council, or the plans of God, or some basic spiritual plan of the universe.  It is the plans of men.  The men had special powers at the time the plan was created, but they were men just the same.  Those men must now bring those plans into fruition.  Beginning at the date 2017 A.D.  we will have a window in time of about fifty years to reach a point of Critical Mass for creating a new civilization of peace.  If we do not reach that Critical Mass by that time, it is doubtful that we ever will.  Beyond that time the religions, philosophies, and criminal governments will have eliminated any chance of changing things.  Belief will be the order of the day and truth will be lost, as it is in the rest of this galaxy.

It all started as sort of a joke and only a few of us were ever really serious about it.  Many took the implant to be here because they felt that anything that far off didn’t matter.   But the fact remains, the implant will be responsible for getting thousands here, and we all definitely agreed that it was something that should be done.

Men who believe we are not necessarily bodies have come to worship the mind.  The belief of many who have stepped beyond the normal religions and philosophies believe that the mind is all powerful, but that is not so.  The mind is nothing more than a complex computer, and the fact is, even now our civilization has the capability of creating computers as complex as the mind.  The mind only computes and does what it is programmed to do.  There is no point in worshiping the mind.  The individual, the spirit, is where the power lies.

Programming the mind is the important part.  The way this game is set in this galaxy is through human bodies.  The mind starts fresh each lifetime.  There is a new chance each lifetime to program the mind with proper data for a lifetime of peace and happiness, but that never happens.  The reason is simple.  Parents have never learned their proper function.  This has been deliberately prevented in this galaxy, at least in our area.  When a child is born into the world he must depend upon his parents to program his mind with the proper technical data and truth to maintain a happy life.  Before the age of five a child simply has no chance to program his own mind.  Consequently proper programming of a child's mind never really happens on Earth.  Un-programmed minds are too filled with uncontrolled emotions to create logic, reason, and enough love to overcome the obstacles of this civilization.   If the word programming makes you feel badly, then, of course, use the word teaching.  Parents must teach their children properly before 5 years old.

The actual creation of a civilization of peace is simple in concept.  We must start with the children and give them the proper training accompanied with love and logic.  The religions have not been able to do it, and they never will.  They surely talk about love, but they have no logic and no truth.  It will require logic and truth.  We will never have minds that can create a peaceful civilization with love and understanding (understanding being more powerful than love when it is the proper understanding) when young minds are programmed with lies and untruths.  The programming must proceed with logic and truth.  That will not be easy, not because logic and truth are unavailable, they are, but the religions and governments will fight it when they can.  However, if we are careful, we will be able to avoid that.  
It is important to understand what thinking actually is.  The process of thinking is simply the moving of pictures in the mind and comparing one picture against another picture in various different ways.  Of course pictures of the mind contain much more data than a photograph.  Mind pictures contain sound and sound level, data in the sound, temperature, the actual date of the picture, and maybe as many as a hundred other aspects of the picture.  The mind then compares new pictures against pictures already contained in memory.  If there is nothing but lies concerning Santa Claus, lies concerning the Easter Bunny, and lies about where Uncle Fred went when he died, and a thousand other lies that children are told when they are less than 10 years old, they will have few if any pictures containing truth to compare new data with.  They cannot be expected to understand things in life if their minds contain no logical truth.   

Chapter 7

Lucifer Creates Himself

The next significant date in The Story of Earth happened approximately fifty-six million years ago.  That incident covered a relatively short time span, but it has affected Earth and the civilizations on Earth ever since.  It was probably the most vicious and brutal incident of all time, at least for this sector of the universe.  Because you are, even now, directly involved, I will tell the story.

At that time, Earth was a member of a union of fifty-four planets.  This civilization was fairly successful as space civilizations go.  The Emperor of this union of planets, was, as most rulers have been, a criminal.  He ruled by power and by suppression.  He believed that the population must be totally controlled.  His name was Manzanara.  The fifty-four planets were only held together by the threat of other warring civilizations in the galaxy that were always looking to take what they could.  However, at the time of this particular incident there was very little threat from other space societies.  This, of course, was not well known to the population.  I was there at the time, a captain in Manzanara’s Navy.
Mind control has always been a popular technique of the criminal rulers of the people and this Emperor was no exception.  There was always research going on in special laboratories concerning mind control.  In one of these labs, during some extreme research, the Billion-Year Implant of a past Free Being was uncovered.  Manzanara learned of the plan of the Free Beings to meet on Earth at the Third Millennium.  It was an extremely unfortunate thing for Earth.  
Although it had been millions of years since there had been any evidence of Free Beings in the galaxy, Manzanara knew what Free Beings were.  Although he was reasonably sure that no such Beings now existed, the thought that such Free Beings might again exist and the thought that the answers to many of the secrets of the universe might be uncovered, sent waves of fear through his mind.  It was not an uncontrollable fear, but rather a rational fear.  If Free Beings were to again exist, or if a civilization of really sane people could be created, it would totally destroy any regime of hate and fear that he might create.  Not being stupid, he saw it as an end to him and his kind of control.  In addition to his fear, he was evil.  It was no more complex than that.  There are those who are evil, and he was one of them.

I should mention at this time that evil is not a natural thing.  It is created by mistake at first, in my opinion of course, but then there are those who when realizing their mistake, hold on to it much harder.  Those are the ones that have lost their soul, and they may not find it until the end of time.  The mistake to which I refer and which is the basis of all evil is rather simple and simply stated.  The basis of evil is the believing that one's beliefs are truth.  The communists believed that their beliefs were truth and they killed 110,000,000 people.  The Christians believed that their beliefs were truth and they have killed nonbelievers for 2000 years and are still doing so.  The same is true about many other religions and beliefs of the world.  When people in any one of these beliefs realized that their belief might possibly be a little, tiny bit wrong, they immediately quit killing.  Once one realizes that there is a slight possibility that they could be wrong, they no longer are willing to hurt others.  Thus evil only comes from belief.  Manzanara was no exception, with one difference, and that was that he was a hundred times more powerful than the average person.  His belief was in his right to rule others.

Manzanara decided to prevent the future meeting of Free Beings from ever taking place.  He swore to prevent the Third Millennium from ever becoming true.  He had a meeting of his top advisers and scientists and asked them to come up with a plan that would stop this meeting from happening in any of the millions of years to come.  He told them, “We have to do something now, which will prevent that happening in the future.”  By himself he would have been able to do nothing, but an evil leader draws evil men into his influence.  Several of the evil scientists finally concocted a plan and presented the plan to Manzanara, and he was pleased.  It seemed to him that it would work.  
The plan was diabolical to even think, and evil to the core.  It was Manzanara's idea that if Earth could be destroyed, or at least most of the inhabitants dead, the meeting would not take place.  If there were few or no bodies to be had, the time of the meeting would come and it would be impossible to have the meeting.  Thus the Billion-Year Implant would be made null and void and nothing would have happened.  But killing the inhabitants now would not have any effect on an incident that would happen millions of years in the future.  There was no way he could detect up to a million past Free Beings and somehow remove the Billion-Year Implant from their minds.  Those Free Beings were probably elsewhere in the galaxy at that time.  
Manzanara had a Free Being imprisoned and tortured.  What he discovered about the Billion-Year Implant was that when the planets of a certain solar system would be in a certain alignment, that alignment would cause a signal to be broadcast across the galaxy.  This signal would be recognized by all of the inhabitants of the past Planet of the Gods as being the announcement that the meeting time was approaching.  But it didn't really matter if the Free Beings from the Planet of The Gods could detect the signal or not, the signal was set so that the Billion-Year Implant of the Gods would be activated in the mind.  If matters not if the ancient past Free Being remembered or not.  
There was a little more to it than that.  There were numerous signals to be sent out from the chosen solar system announcing the coming of the meeting.  The time of the meeting was given to be the Third Millennium of Earth, the third planet of that chosen solar system.  Of course the time was not stated as the Third Millennium.  It was merely stated as a certain alignment of the planets of that solar system.  But those from the Planet of the Gods that were already here on Earth were already estimating the actual date as being the beginning of the Third Millennium.

The problem encountered by Manzanara's scientists was that about every 10 million years the planets would make this same alignment and they had no way of determining which of these alignments it would be.  They had no way of knowing about the signals that would be sent out to activate the Billion-Year Implant.  Each God or Free Being, of course, had already chosen to accept the Implant and follow its directions nearly a billion years earlier, but it was a free will acceptance, not a forced compliance.   Each alignment was almost exactly the same as the data in the Billion-Year Implant.  There was no way of determining which of these 10 million year alignments would be the appointed time.  They needed to do something that would prevent a meeting from happening regardless of which alignment it was.  
Manzanara's scientists knew, as did the Gods, that the mind of man was the only thing that would last the millenniums to carry data down through time.

This plan required the involvement of mind control.  Manzanara and his planners decided that all or most of Earth's population must be dead at the time the planets aligned themselves according to the Billion-Year Implant.  His plan then included a method of destroying the inhabitants of Earth each time this alignment happened.  A plan was set to do that exact thing.  It was accomplished in the following manner:

Many civilizations had learned psychology and the technology was far beyond any psychological knowledge of that known today on earth.  Much of the technology was centered around hypnotic mental implants.  The hypnotism was hundreds of times more developed than present hypnotism on earth.  A hypnotic implant was more like a computer program than a hypnotic command as complex programs were often devised, for example, to program a criminal to become a school teacher.  A simple hypnotic program or implant could have hundreds or even thousands of commands that could be activated by other commands or by happenings in the environment.  Total control of an individual could be achieved.

The discovery had long since been made that a human mind had an infinite capacity to store data, commands, memory, and hundreds of other things.  The basic technology of how to electronically generate an entrance to the human mind and store data or hypnotic commands in the form of electronic programs that could control human behavior had been known for hundreds of years.  There was additional information that Manzanara’s scientists had developed which was even more powerful than the simple electronic implants.  This data used not only the hypnotic value of the electronic behavior control implants, but it used what was known as PDH, or Pain, Drug, Hypnotism.  
It is possible to make sure the person never knows and cannot contact his personal mental implants.  This is accomplished by using pain and drugs as well as hypnotism.  The pain, when severe enough, allows data to be implanted in the mind without any kind of evaluation of the data input.  Otherwise there are always circuits in the mind that evaluate incoming data.  The proper drugs also help this process.  Of course the hypnotic electronic process remained the same as always; just the pain and drugs were added to the process.

The one thing that made this all possible was the knowledge that these civilizations had that each human is an immortal individual.  Their bodies die, but the person continues on and on to future lives.  People do not die; they just get new baby bodies at some time after death.  This can happen in a few minutes, or it might take several thousand years depending upon the circumstances and the mental condition of the individual.  
Manzanara’s scientists had been working on creating a programmed mental implant that would last as long as the mind lasts.  They had discovered that the mind was created to last to the end of the universe.  With all this information, the scientists decided to create a mental implant, which when implanted in a person, would determine his future as well as react with others to determine the entire story of future civilizations.

This sounds complex, but it is not all that difficult.  A good present-day programmer who knew the language of the hypnotic programs could do the program without much trouble, but it might take him a few hundred years.  By dividing up the program between several hundred programmers, it only took several years to finish the program.  This program was set so that it would interact with other people in each person’s environment.  This would be especially true at crossroads in the history of each civilization.  The people, say, for example, those in the beginning of the U.S.  who were writing the Constitution of the U.S., would all have the same command of the hypnotic implant activated and thus each would do his job.

So you see, by implanting people’s minds it is possible to set up future civilizations that follow the commands no matter how stupid are they are.  Unfortunately for future civilizations, one always believes the commands in his mind totally without ever evaluating where they came from or what the commands are doing.  
There is, however, one way around these commands in any area of the person’s mind where they become activated.  That is simply that the individual, the soul, the being, that person who uses that mind is always more powerful than his own mind.  Few people ever realize it, but the fact is that anyone can overcome the hypnotic commands in his mind, be they present day commands or those from the past.  One must simply become more and more responsible for himself and for his own actions until he is doing what he knows is right, regardless of what his mind is telling him to do.  Few people can do this as most believe that they are their minds.  If their mind says that they are angry, then they believe that they are angry.  But the fact is that you are not your mind.  It is just a handy computer to use for games in this universe.
In this Union of fifty-four planets, getting mental implants was about like getting vaccinated in our current civilization, everybody did it.  So it was very little trouble for Manzanara to sell the idea to his people.  Of course he didn’t tell them what it really was going to do.  He sold it as a new way of improving your life and it did have some good ideas in it.  So the people of those fifty-four planets began to be mentally implanted.  The implant period took 10 days and didn’t have to be done all at one time.  The electronic data went into the mind just like a computer but much faster than modern day computers.  The entire Bible and Koran and dozens of other philosophical books were entered.  The entire story of this civilization was entered including Columbus discovering America, Roman civilization, the Catholic Church, Buicks, Coca Cola, motorcycles, Communism, Capitalism, Russia, and the Cold War.  It was our whole story of this civilization and it was repeated 6 times including this time.  It was programmed to always self-destruct the entire civilization by atomic war in 1984.  It happened five times before this time.  This is the first time we did not self-destruct.  That is because this time, there were so many of us from the Planet of the Gods that the command just didn’t have the power to overcome our expectation of the Third Millennium.  
It took more than 50 years to get most of the people implanted.  Finally most were implanted when they were babies.  It just became the thing to do.  Of course, there were those like you and I who refused, but most did not.  
Do you see? Everything that is happening now, all the bad stuff is a part of this mental implant created 56 million years ago.  CRAZY? Sure it is.  But think for a minute.  It’s no crazier than the story of the Bible.  It’s no crazier than the fact that 7 million people die of cancer every year after being treated with medical science technology.  No one thinks that is crazy.  Why should they think my story is crazy? It’s no crazier than the fact that medical science still treats cancer with the same treatment it used 100 years ago when it didn’t work then, either.  
The implant included the entire story of civilization as we know it now.  It started at the Stone Age and came up through the Egyptian Civilization, Roman Civilization, Chinese, then into the Western Civilization and Columbus discovering America, and then the Cold War with Russia and the final destruction of Earth by Russia and America in 1984.  That's right, it always happened in 1984.  The whole story was implanted into men's minds and once triggered, it always ran its course.  (How else could the Bible have been written? Those that wrote the Bible simply remembered the implant and wrote what was there.) 
The trigger always happened several thousand years before the special alignment of the planets.  The total destruction was always a few years before the alignment happened, except for one thing, we didn't destroy ourselves this time.  This time there was enough power here from those who have come for the meeting to prevent the destruction that always happened in 1984 in prior civilizations.

The implant of 10 days, what I call the Manzanara Implant, and sometimes the Holocaust Implant, included all of the religions on Earth.  It contained every word of the Bible and of other religions.   Manzanara knew that these religions would keep us at one another's throats, that they would spread strife.  He also included the desire to worship God, and the desire to never leave this planet.  Only with posthypnotic suggestions can you make people accept things that are not logical.  The story of civilization has happened six times and in the first five times we did indeed destroy ourselves in the year of 1984.  As civilization builds there are always plenty of spirits here who have had the Manzanara Implant to take new bodies.  
Did you get it? Did I explain it well enough? The Manzanara Implant in men’s minds dictates the exact course of civilization from Stone Age to 1984.  At 1984 Russia attacks America and the atomic war happens, a holocaust.  How else could they have found the green glass generated by A-bomb blasts in many places around the world? 

The Manzanara Implant is always triggered in any individual mind at the point in history that happens to be their present time.  Those in key positions simply follow the implant as it dictates their behavior.  No matter how stupid that behavior, the population puts up with it, as they also have the same implant.  How else could leaders get away with such ridiculous behavior? How else could the Bible have been written and believed.  
The final result was the destruction of an entire 54-planet empire, and that entire empire has been planets of mostly deserts ever since.  This happened because after a few years people began to revolt against the implanting that was finally being forced on them.  Manzanara used his military to force the use of the implants and things went from bad to worse.  They began fighting and most of the civilization was destroyed and most of the science of space travel was lost.  .  That civilization is almost gone with most of the planets now being isolated by the absence of commercial flights between the planets and the cost of space travel.  
Twelve planets were not destroyed.  The reason that they were not destroyed at that time was that after more than thirty years of the destruction some of Manzanara's men revolted against him.  I was a part of that revolt.  There was a short internal war and Manzanara was captured and was imprisoned in an electronic mountain prison that would last for thousands of years.  For those who think that something like that couldn't have happened, I must remind them of Russia.  Stalin killed over 110,000,000 people over a similar period of time.  His excuse wasn’t nearly as good as the excuse Manzanara had to implant everyone.  
So, there you have the story of Hell, except that you really only have half the story so far.  There is more to go.  Each time, after the destruction of Earth, it becomes a desert for millions of years before it returns to life.  Millions of spirits have wandered here for all that time.  Millions of spirits have existed here, usually in a semi-conscious state, waiting for the next time.  Now we have a chance to change all that.  Let's see what we can do.

There is one more point to this story that is already unbelievable, but true.  There were those of us who decided to learn what was in the implant that Manzanara wanted everyone to take so badly.  
After Manzanara was executed, I was able to get my hands on one of the computer copies of the Manzanara Implant.  So far as we could tell, it was the only one left.  I was horrified to learn what the implant was and that even though not instrumental in the implantation itself, as a Naval Captain providing transportation, I had actually been a part to having that implant instilled in millions of minds.  
We knew of nothing that could negate the effects of that terrible implant.  If one knew the exact content of the Manzanara Implant it might be possible to remove it from someone's mind, but that would take ridiculous amounts of time and money and neither was available to us.  After a few years, I and a small group of scientists decided that we must do something.  We couldn't just walk away from it.  Maybe somehow we could make the data of the Manzanara Implant available to future generations.    
We were aware of a technology that could record data in special ultra-pure quartz.  The theory at that time was that ultra-pure quartz would last nearly forever.   This unique quartz was natural quartz that had been purified by chemical, electronic, and mechanical means.  It was purified to the point that there was nothing left but absolutely pure crystal quartz, which would make it last forever and any data recorded within the quartz would survive for untold millions of years.  The same theory is true today in our modern civilization.  Pure crystalline quartz does not age with time.  
We still had a certain amount of money and technology available to us so we decided to record the entire Manzanara  Implant in crystalline quartz that was purified several times more than had ever been done with quartz before and then put it in a position on Earth somewhere that it would be likely that future civilizations would find it.  We decided that a CRYSTAL SKULL would be something that would bring the most curiosity and the most likely thing to be researched.  We included the whole story with instructions for using the data of the Skull to overcome the Manzanara Implant which was recorded in its entirety in the Skull.

We made getting the data from the Skull as easy as possible.  All one would have to do would be to shine a thin beam of laser light so that it would hit the exact center of the Skull mass.  That would be easy enough.  The Skull would begin flashing its complete data in the form of an ultraviolet light, flashing digital information.  Any advanced civilization would be able to extract the information easily enough.  Translation would take some time but any civilization would certainly take the time.  The instructions and data might possibly prevent the destruction of a complete civilization.  Anyway it was worth our effort to try to do something.

Our last effort was to take the Skull to Earth in one small space cruiser.  This particular space cruiser's range was approximately the distance to Earth, thus if we went all the way to Earth we would be unable to return.  We, or whoever went, would have to spend our remaining days on Earth as no one would be coming to save us.  We felt that it was our job as much of the damage had been done during our watch.  
We took the Crystal Skull to earth and used the capabilities of the cruiser to build a pyramid to contain the Crystal Skull.  We use the anti-gravity capabilities and lasers of the cruiser to build the pyramid a couple of hundred feet deep in the side of a solid rock mountain and closed it in hoping that it would last a10 million years.  We lived out our lives on earth.  
Chapter 8

Peace on Earth

The next significant incident in The Story of Earth happened about one million years ago, a relatively recent occurrence.  Civilization began at that time outside of the parameters of the Manzanara Implant.  The implant was not triggered and thus civilization simply followed a natural course of events.  It went from the Stone Age onward up through a space society in a hundred thousand years.  It had relations with other civilizations in the galaxy in a limited way.

This civilization finally built up to the point that there were countries of people on all of the continents of Earth.  They were constantly at war, as Earth is now.  Sometimes they had total world wars, but as luck would have it, they never completely destroyed themselves.  After each war they were able to recover and build a better civilization than before, still only to again have wars and strife.  In our present understanding of civilization, their progress was extremely slow.  Hundreds of thousands of years passed as they struggled to learn about their nature and to do something about the warring part of their nature.  
Finally, some of the Free Beings began to arrive from elsewhere in the galaxy.  As they lost their powers, they continued as Free Thinkers.   They arrived ahead of their time.  They were driven by the implant that they no longer knew existed in their minds – not the Manzanara Implant, but rather, the Billion-Year Implant.  They arrived a few hundred thousand years ahead of schedule, but in the scheme of a billion years, this is a very small error.

These Free Thinkers began to work on the thing that they had come to work on, basically the answers to overcoming wars and a way to create a greater civilization.  Over a period of thousands of years they did indeed work out a new philosophy.  That philosophy is the one that I have written.  It was the Legacy of the Tiger.  I have rewritten it now and have called it a different name, Secrets of Enlightenment.  It was slowly integrated into their society and with its coming, wars began to cease.  But the total answer still eluded them.  
Then hundreds of years later a few began to understand the mind a little better.  They came to realize that the being (the spirit, the person himself) is basically good.  They realized that they didn't need to change the spirit, it is always good.  They also found that they didn't need to learn methods of curing the mind.  The mind is nothing more than a computer.  It is neither bad nor good.  It is only a computer.  The being is always basically good, and he has a mind that is, at birth, mostly neutral, not bad or good.  His initial training and upbringing determine his actions throughout his life.  Not because he changes, but rather because with a good upbringing he does not have a mind with a large number of emotions that drive him in negative directions.  The upbringing was a very important part of changing civilization.  Of course, karma and past lives do indeed still affect the being, but upbringing, believe it or not, has the most effect.

The UPE (United People of Earth) learned that the proper upbringing would almost always produce a moral, honest, happy person of integrity that is far beyond what has been generally known.  The proper upbringing was the key.  They found that children cannot be taught lies and illogical religious thinking.  They cannot be taught beliefs, as beliefs are not proven data, and young minds do not understand this fact.  They must be taught total logic.  This required a complete revamping of their teaching system.  They had to teach that one creates his own life and that being good and doing things with honesty is what creates a full, happy life.  They were taught that bad acts are injurious to themselves immediately, because there is always instant guilt, and then they have to deal with the situation that the bad act brings about.  They were taught that one receives in life what one creates.  
No one ever taught or mentioned that their life after death would be influenced by their actions, because no one in that society knew that for sure (and no one in this society today knows that for sure).  They were taught that their immediate life would be influenced by their actions, and then their immediate future, and in many cases the rest of their life.  It was realized that when children are taught illogical things then illogic follows them the rest of their life.  There were religions, many of them, but the new philosophy of training children prevented the teaching of children any religion until they were more than 10 years old.  
Children were taught integrity, honesty, love, and self-discipline.  Only with total self-discipline is one completely free.  A person who is controlled by his mind has little freedom as he must always gratify his mind, he takes liquor or drugs when his mind says, is angry when his mind says, invokes revenge when his mind says, and loves when his mind says.  A self-disciplined person is free to follow what he knows is best and the path that he chooses.  Without discipline one is simply a slave to his mind.  He must follow his emotions, wherever they might lead him, and that is seldom a path of integrity.  Self-discipline is simply learning to control one's mind, and this can take many forms.  The martial arts, when taught properly, can be one effective tool in learning self-discipline, and this was one of the main tools of the UPE training.

A young mind, especially between the ages of zero and five, must be taught only pure logic and truth.  It sounds mighty nice and lots of fun to teach a child about Santa Claus, but it wreaks havoc with his understanding of logic and truth.  He knows reindeer cannot fly, and fat people cannot go down chimneys, yet he wants to believe that he will get all those toys.  My father and mother told me the truth about Santa Claus when I asked them, because they would never tell me anything that they did not know to be the truth.  I was told the truth at age one, and age two, and age three, and etc.  The question of Santa Claus is a continuously important factor in the lives of young children, but that is only one point, the question of sex is another subject where children are often lied to.  So, several of the most important points in a child's life become points where he is unable to really evaluate the truth of the matter.  Is it any wonder that in a world where the answer to malaria is easily available, millions of people die of this terrible disease each year?
When I was age seven to fifteen, I was the only child in my neighborhood that played as umpire and also as a player at the same time.  I never lied or refused to tell the truth in any game that was played in our neighborhood.  The other children, both older and younger than me knew that.  In an age where the colored people sat in the rear of buses, and colored children were chased out of white neighborhoods in the deep South, the colored children were safe in my neighborhood.  They were safe from younger children and from older children.  I never needed nor did I use force.  I was never the most popular kid, nor was I a leader, but the other kids always trusted me to settle any argument, or to umpire any game.  They trusted me to be fair and totally honest.   For the same reason, when I said that we would not chase the colored kids, they did not argue the issue.  My father made sure that I understood fairness for all people before I was five.  
The point is that civilization is built always on what the children are taught, or not taught.  This one fact almost all civilizations have ignored, and if not ignored, at least they have not understood the full implication of this important reality.  What children are taught (or not taught) between zero and six years old does more to shape civilization than any other thing.  In our society today, children are taught a series of lies from Santa Claus, to religious beliefs, to a hundreds of other ideas and beliefs.  
Kids are not stupid, but they will accept unevaluated data if someone they trust insists that they do.  Then when kids have grown to twenty, thirty, and forty, etc., they will accept stupid and dishonest ideas from many different sources without hesitation, because rarely in their lives have they ever questioned illogic.  One could go on with several books about the dishonest situations that now exist in society, all of which are a result of not teaching children how to think with integrity, logic, and compassion before they are six years old or at least before they are ten years old.

In any case, I digress, as the saying goes.  The UPE civilization learned to properly raise children.  They went from a warring civilization to a civilization of peace in only 500 years.  They lived as a civilization of peace for about two hundred thousand years.  It was not a peace of total serenity, but rather, it was a troubled peace.  There were times where they were on the brink of war.  I do not have all of the details, but the general idea I can give you.  They located the source of some of their problems and handled many unusual things, but the final source of their worst problems came from the Manzanara Implant.  Actually it was not just the implant, but also the terrible violence of the disaster that was created by the implant and the disasters that implant has caused since then.  Earth was brimming with the anguish of lost souls and that anguish was spilling over into the normal life of the UPE.  Of course these lost souls were not lost forever, they would eventually pull out of the situation, but they needed help.  



It was thought by the UPE that one course of action would be to leave Earth and take as many of these lost souls (spirits) with them as possible.  In another location, with peace and harmony, these people (spirits) would be better able to rest and return from their semi-conscious state.  This was not the main factor in deciding to leave Earth, but it was one factor.  The main factor was the need to get away from this area of continual catastrophes.  It was too unsettling to the people and far too insecure.  There was also the fact that another civilization further towards the center of this galaxy was making demands that might well end in war.  
The UPE decided to go to another universe.  They had developed an opening into what they felt was a safer planet.  They referred to it as the Door into Summer.   They prepared for a hundred years before they took all people on Earth and stepped across the barrier of the universes.  The UPE vanished from Earth lock, stock, and barrel.  They took a large part of the lost souls, the spirits still remaining from the disasters with them, but they could not take all.  
My name at that time was Korzan and I remained behind, plus the remains of this vanished civilization, and still millions of lost souls yet to regain consciousness.  I remained behind on Earth to finish a project which would teach Earth of the UPE philosophy thousands of years later.  Many years before the UPE vanished they furnished me with a spaceship.   They didn't understand a great deal about The Story of Earth, but they were willing to help as I asked.   Later I took that spaceship towards the center of this galaxy.   There was still much to do.

Chapter 9

The Creation of Hell

My arrival at the capitol planet of the Markab Federation is quite a story in itself, but that will be told at a later date.  Now, it should be sufficient to say that I arrived there as a prisoner.  I was thrown into a cell and left to rot.  I was, however, where I wanted to be, at the capitol planet.  I needed to devise a way to inform the remaining bulk of the Free Thinkers of the galaxy of the approaching elected time that they had agreed to be on Earth.

I knew that the Billion-Year Implant would take precedence over all other plans or ideas that the Free Thinkers might have.  I knew that most of them would arrive at Earth in some way or another for the elected time, which is the Third Millennium.  Still, I wanted to do anything that I could possibly do to remind them, and to help them arrive on Earth.  I was extremely worried about how to accomplish this, because I knew that the Free Beings had lost their powers and were now only Free Thinkers.  
The situation that existed at that time was that the Free Thinkers of the galaxy and of the Markab Federation in which I had arrived, were mainly the inventors and the artists of that civilization.  They were almost exclusively responsible for all advancement that was made in the technology of civilization, but that was not much.  The reason for the slow advancement was that all new inventions and theories were usually destroyed, pretty much like is now done on Earth.  (You may not think that such destruction is being done now on Earth, but the fact is, at this time there is an answer to all diseases on Earth.  There is technology for anti-gravity, faster-than-light space drives, free electrical power for everyone on Earth, and totally new sciences of energy.  No one should die of a single disease, but all cures are suppressed just as it has always been done in this sector of the universe.) 
The civilizations of the galaxy advanced very little over hundreds of thousands of years.  The little advancements that were made were those things that slipped by the authorities before they were destroyed.  When there was any advancement at all, it was in the area of war capabilities.  The authorities were continually annoyed by Free Thinkers who persisted in coming up with new inventions and theories that upset the status quo.  Then, in addition to that, these Free Thinkers were advocates of freedom and a type of government that brought freedom.  The emperors of that time, as well as all time, always felt that people had to be totally controlled.  Thus, the Free Thinkers were never welcome, as they are not welcome in our current society.  (Tesla, one of the most innovative inventors of all time on Earth, spent the last forty years of his life in the Arizona State Prison in secrecy, and literally hundreds of brilliant inventors have been killed over the past hundred years.) 
In that regard, the only difference in the Markab Federation and our present civilization is that the Markabians knew that when you executed a Free Thinker, you then had him back in his next life in twenty years, sometimes more, sometimes less.  They understood that people continue to live lifetime after lifetime, and they knew, when killed, one is often more irritating in the next life than he was in the last life.  This lead to many long-term prisons, but that was only a stop-gap.  It did not solve their problem in the long run.  The Free Thinkers would eventually die and then have a new life.  So the Free Thinkers continued to be a thorn in their sides.

The entire galaxy then and now, including Earth, has been ruled by criminals.  If you take a minute to look at Earth and our situation here, I am sure that you will have to agree that this has been true for tens of thousands of years.  The true rulers of Earth are criminals and they put their criminal phonies in office and they could care less whether the Republicans or Democrats appear to rule, they control things in either case.  
The Free Thinkers have presented the inventions, ideas, and art for the advancement of civilization, but the criminals have taken these and did with them as they wished.  The criminals have continued to kill millions of people and are to this day killing millions per year.  I state this only to point out how the Markab Federation was then, and how that same ideology exists now.  The Free Thinkers, who love freedom, peace, and self-responsibility have never had the necessary viciousness to overcome the criminals.  
Unfortunately, to state it another way, the Free Thinkers have never been willing to take enough responsibility onto themselves to handle the problem.  They are not joiners, and they seldom exist in groups.  They seldom band together, almost always they work alone.  This has left them vulnerable to being killed or imprisoned.  It has left them as a thorn in the sides of the ruling criminals, but always controllable.  It really never occurred to the Free Thinkers to band together.   As they lost their powers, they became more and more independent from one another.  It was into this situation that I arrived at the capitol planet of the Markab Federation, already a prisoner.  That was about 800,000 years before the Second Millennium on Earth.  
I did not take well to prison life and torture and I died within several years.  Time passed as lifetimes passed.  I was waiting, when I remembered to wait, for the final years of the Billion-Year Implant.  I lived or existed in the Markab Federation for hundreds of thousands of lifetimes.  Most of the time, I did not remember past lives or the Third Millennium, but there were lives when I did remember.  It was those times that I was most agitated and worried.  I wondered how all of the Free Beings, who had now lost all of their special powers and their memories, would make it to Earth for the Third Millennium.  Of all the Free Thinkers I suspect it was only I that worried about them getting to Earth for the Third Millennium.

Finally, about 180,000 years ago, give or take a thousand or two, I was born as a child with full memory almost from birth.  I remembered more and more as I grew up.  At about six years of age, my memory was mostly complete concerning the whole story of Earth.   At first I talked about it, but people totally ignored what I had to say as the imagination of a child and my mother made me realize that I had better keep my mouth shut.  I was born as the son of a very high official in the government on the capitol planet of the Markab Federation.  Thus I realized that maybe this lifetime, I would have some chance to influence the situation on Earth.  I had no idea what I might do, or even what could be done to help get the Free Thinkers to Earth, but I was confident that something could be done and I was confident that I would be able to do it.

At the age of about twelve, I began to look for the Free Beings that I knew had to exist, and I realized that their powers would be gone, as mine were gone.  Because of my education, I at first looked in all of the wrong places.  I thought they would be at least leaders of some kind.  I thought they might be military leaders, or maybe top scientists, or movie stars.  So as the years passed I began to eliminate various groups as containing former Free Beings.  It was about age fifteen that I finally began to recognize the Free Beings as now being the Free Thinkers.  They were the troublemakers that my father continued to complain about.  I even went so far as to travel to several of the long-term prisons to talk to some of the inmates there.  I never let on that I knew who they really were or that I thought they were anything other than mere troublemakers.  Those who were not in prison were often one step away.  They were usually taking the opposite side of accepted political ideas, talking about freedom, or trying to push some new idea or the other.   I was mortified at the low positions that once great Beings had sunk to.   

I took the time to look at the lives of a number of the Free Thinkers of that time.  I could find where they had been defeated by cheaters and criminals time after time, but very seldom could I find in any of them the willingness to be dishonest, cruel, or criminal in their activities.  It became clear to me after a few years of observation that these men and women were far superior to their criminal tormentors.  I never let on that I understood the situation to my father, but my mother soon discovered my secret observations.  Not because I kept records, but rather because she understood me so well.  She never told my father, and she was always loyal to me to the end of her life.

I made sure that I did very well in all the studies that my father set for me.  Actually, my vocation was set by the computer for me before I was born, but my father had the power to intervene to some extent.  So in due course, at the age of forty years, I became one of the advisers to the Emperor of the Markab Federation.  I was assigned as the head of a special problem-solving research department.  I spent several years at this particular job and I helped solve some problems that the Emperor assigned to our group.  Of course, I received the credit as it was my department.  
For many years I worked with the idea of building an exploration spaceship for exploring space outside of our Federation.  I pushed the idea in a manner so that it wasn't obvious that I was behind it.  My mother helped me with some contacts and my father was not opposed to the idea as I had talked with him about it over the years.  Finally the government agreed to build the exploration ship.  It was to be similar to the Starship Enterprise of our TV series, Star Trek.  There were certain military ships that were built for military reconnaissance in nearby space, but this ship was built to travel for months, or even years, in space without returning to base.  I was able to get myself assigned as Commander of this starship, which was christened the Markab Federation Searcher.  No Federation insignias were affixed to the outside of the Searcher.

When the Emperor finally gave his consent to my assignment he let me know that I would not be Commander for more than three years.  I made certain that the Searcher's first assignment was to be along the outer rim of the galaxy where I knew Earth to be.  I had already located Earth's position many years before while in college, looking through extensive star maps.  I already knew the general area, but after several years of observation and research I finally found what I believed was the solar system in which Earth was located.  Now I was ready to go check that solar system out.

The trip to the outer edge of the galaxy took several months.  It was a very anxious time for me.  Once, the ship's top medical officer was talking with me.  He said, “I've known you all my life and I would have sworn dozens of times that you are a man with a secret.   A secret that you tell to no one, not even your closest friend, but then, the lie detectors would have found you out long ago wouldn't they?”  He looked in my eyes, and touched my arm and I knew that he knew something.  I almost told him about my secret, but I decided that wasn't the time.

I cannot go into the details here, but it is sufficient to say that after searching several solar systems we finally approached the solar system in which Earth was located.  We observed several of the planets and finally Earth was the planet under examination.  I made the decision to send a probe to Earth.  When it returned we found that people lived there.  There were soil samples from areas where hydrogen explosions had taken place.  We were surprised.  Then using our scanning techniques and several months of orbiting Earth on a rather low orbit we learned that numerous hydrogen explosions had taken place over the past 45,000,000 years.  I then knew for a fact that this was Earth, but of course, as far as our mission was concerned we were simply gathering data.

We then made a closer examination of the moon.  On the back side of the moon we located an ancient space station of some kind.  It was detected by our scanner, but it was not observable from above without the scanner.  It was built into the side of a sheer cliff.   I ordered a transporter to be readied to drop down and investigate.  The men were startled when I showed up to command the investigation.  The Commander never took part in such ventures.  It was way too dangerous to risk the Commander's life for such unimportant data gathering.  Still, I was there and I was indeed the Commander and no one could question my authority.  We suited up in space suits and headed for the moon.

We landed on a flat area, which had no doubt been used for landing spaceships.  The area was in front of the high cliff into which the space station had been built.  We walked up to the cliff and several of the men used lasers to clean away rocks and dust from a door.   I lead the way into the ancient station.  It was quite empty, but highly preserved sitting there in the vacuum of space.  The space station began to look familiar to me.  I had an intense case of déjà vu.  I remembered a hidden doorway leading deeper into the moon.  There were two trick plates on the floor that took a man's weight on each.  I stood on one while my second-in-command stood on the other.  The hidden door opened immediately.   Taking several men with me, we began walking down a flight of stone stairs carved out of the mountain, no doubt with some kind of power lasers.  The vacuum of space had preserved the stone stairs for millions of years.  We continued downward for over an hour of descent until we arrived at a door.  The door was made of the same material from which the space station was made.  It was metal, obviously made by a highly technical society.  The door would have probably withstood our lasers with little trouble, but it was not locked.  It was closed, but not sealed, apparently intending that the vacuum of space and visitors be allowed to enter.

Sitting in the middle of the room on a smooth stone table was a metal box.  There were no seams or imperfections in the box, but there was a handle on top, close to one edge.  It did not make sense that the handle would be used for lifting the box, thus I decided that the handle was for opening a small door of some kind.  The box reflected the light from our torches as being a deep blue.  It could have been a trap, but that seem highly unlikely.  I took the handle and lifted.  Instantly several seams appeared where the door was and I pulled open the door.  Inside was a cube.  It absorbed the light from our torches and that gave it energy.  It began to glow a light blue.  
One of the men turned the hand scanner on it and immediately an unrecognizable language began to emanate from the cube.  The scanner recognized it as a memory cube.  An ancient civilization had left this memory cube to be found in the future.  How many years had passed we might find from the cube itself.  Our hand scanner only said millions of years had passed since anything had been disturbed.  
I again had an intense sense of déjà vu.  I handed the memory cube to one of the other men and told them all to return to the surface.  I simply wanted to spend a few moments here alone.  By this time in the expedition, the men associated directly with the exploration expected the unexpected from me.  They accepted my request without comment.  When the men were out the door I locked it using the ancient lock that locked from the inside.  It was made of a high tech space metal or ceramic that could exist in a vacuum almost indefinitely, and it worked perfectly after who knows how many millions of years.

I went and stood in an area of the room several steps to the right of center.  I waited ten minutes exactly and then I began walking forward towards one wall that was solid stone.  As I approached the wall I did not hesitate.  As my left foot swung forward to bang against the wall an opening appeared just in time to prevent my foot from hitting the wall.  I walked through the opening.  How I knew what to do, I do not know, but I believe that there was some sort of mental telepathy generator within the walls.

The stairs continued downward.  This time it was a lesser distance to another metal door.  This door was locked, but I did not try to force the door.  I remembered my experience above.  The door just might be set to open to patience.  I took hold of the door handle and simply held on.  I held on for fifteen minutes and finally there was a click.  The door opened easily.  In the middle of the floor was another polished stone table and another metal box of the same size and description as the one above.   Within the metal box was a smaller cube, but of the same material.  It talked when I touched it, but I could not understand the language.  I put the cube in my pocket and returned to the upper room.  The door in the stone wall disappeared as I walked back into the room.  I returned to the surface.

That evening the ship’s computer department worked out an interface between the larger cube and the ship's computer.  After the computer had decoded the language and videos we simply learned about a large civilization that existed on a distant planet from Earth and that once had a colony on Earth.  There was no great value in the data – just one of thousands of civilizations that had started, grown, and was gone for one reason or another.

Later I went to my quarters and opened the computer under a level of security that only I was able to use.  I then connected the smaller cube to the computer and was amazed to learn of the history of civilizations on Earth.  There had been five civilizations that had destroyed themselves in a holocaust, but the most amazing thing was the entire recording of the Manzanara Implant that had caused it to happen was also recorded.  The entire content of 10 days of continuous high speed recordings including all the religions of Earth, the civilizations, and most of the inventions that made those civilizations happen.  That included Coca Cola, Buicks, McDonalds, airplanes, religions, and hundreds of other inventions.  It also included the commands that made the nuclear holocaust.  I had vaguely remembered all of this, but now the exact commands were in my hands.  In all of the records of history I had never found another civilization that went from swords to hydrogen bombs in 200 years.  Only this holocaust recording could cause such a civilization to develop.

I recorded all of the data and then the next day I personally returned the small cube to its resting place below the first room that contained the larger cube.  We kept the first larger cube with us as an artifact, but I wanted the data in the small cube to be available to future generations.  What better place than this same location could I find? As far as keeping this data a secret which only I knew, that was impossible.  I had to use the ship's computer.  There was no way that I could prevent the downloading of this information when I returned to the Federation.  If I tried and got caught, it would completely destroy any chance that I might have to do something to help the Free Thinkers get to Earth.  Thus I could not take that chance.

We continued on in our search mission and recorded data concerning several planets in nearby solar systems.  Finally, after a total of two years we were ready to return to the Markab Federation.  During this whole time I was working on a plan that I hoped would get all of the Free Thinkers to Earth in time for the Third Millennium.  My imagination soared.  Imagine if you will, all of the Free Thinkers of the galaxy on one planet.  The amount of power that would be there would be impossible to stop.  They would create a civilization that would be more powerful than any civilization had ever been in this sector of the Universe.  Their civilization would be one of justice and peace, yet they would have the power to maintain that peace and prevent it from ever being destroyed.

We returned.  The Emperor asked me to step down from the Searcher.  I did not have my three years as promised, but he needed many more people.  He was having trouble in several areas.  One of the biggest problems was a major rebellion in a group of the outer planets of the Federation and then a minor rebellion on one planet.  None of the rebellions succeeded, but the Emperor was beginning to become very irritated with the Free Thinkers.  It was these men who had been talking about freedom that had brought about the rebellions.   My father was seething with irritation concerning Free Thinkers.  Both he and the Emperor would have had all of the prisoners executed if they had not realized that all they would be doing was setting them loose on the society again.  A mere twenty years or so reprieve from these Free Thinkers would not be enough.

I saw my chance and acted.  My plan I already had recorded.  I presented it to the Emperor.   It was accepted instantly.  The plan was this: A planet was to be selected somewhere far out on the perimeter of the galaxy where the Free Thinkers would be held.  Just to put them there for a lifetime would not be any better than a local prison, but I had a more elaborate plan than that.  
My plan stated that the inmates of this prison planet would be sentenced there forever.  The age old idea of using mental hypnotic implants was to be employed.  Each prisoner that was sentenced to the prison planet was to be implanted with the necessary commands to keep that prisoner on the planet forever.  The plan included the following factors.  (1) That the prison planet be isolated from the rest of the galaxy.  (2) That each prisoner be mentally implanted with the command to Return to Heaven, upon his death.  (3) At Heaven, which would also be an implant station, the prisoner would be again implanted with the same Return to Heaven Implant which was to return to Earth and live another lifetime and be good and worship god, and again return to Heaven upon death.  Each successive lifetime continued to impress the implant into a person’s mind deeper and deeper.  As lifetimes continue, the less likely he is to break out of the prison and go somewhere else.

It would be a vicious cycle which could not be broken so long as the prison planet was kept isolated and the prisoners kept in ignorance.  The plan called for isolation of sociably unacceptable type people (in other words Free Thinkers) and also the criminally insane to the prison planet.  An additional part of this plan was to include the other four Federations in the galaxy into the plan.  Setting up a prison planet and implant stations and keeping it all guarded would be very expensive even for a large federation.  It could be done, but why not spread the expenses out and get rid of a larger nuisance in the galaxy.  
Another part of the plan was to keep the actual location of the prison planet an absolute secret.  Only I would know the location and upon my death no person would know the location.  Only computers would know the location and would guide the prison ships there.  The military actually working at the location would know, but they could not leave, and when they did return they would be mind-wiped.  So Earth became a prison planet that no one knew the location of, and only the five Emperors of the five Federations had access to the location which they agreed not to use.  Otherwise it was impossible to find the location.  No general, no politician, and no other officials could in any way find the location of Earth.

The cost to the Markab Federation was zero.  We made profit on the deal.  We took all the Free Thinkers and other prisoners that the other Federations were willing to pay dearly to be free of forever and sent them to Earth.  Earth was set up with an extensive military detachment.  Earth was posted.  There were numerous keep out signals stating that this was a secret military base.  There were a number of automatic implant stations and they are maintained to this very date.  There are also manned implant stations and other military installations.  
There is more to the Return to Heaven Implant that prisoners were given than I have mentioned.  The idea was and is to keep strife continuing on Earth and prevent any great technology from being invented.  All of this has to be done while keeping the people of Earth totally in the dark.  If they find out that there is more to the universe than the religions and ideas in the implants, they will indeed begin to create more.   If they should learn that, there would be little hope in keeping them confined to Earth.  If the Federations found that they had to war against Earth, they would no doubt win at this time with little trouble, but they would lose the ability to keep Free Thinkers confined to Earth.   In a war, once dead, any Free Thinker would know he could return to the Federation, and would do so.

Of course, I wouldn't have made the situation nearly so intense, but my advisers and the advisers of the other Federations insisted upon knowing the exact content of the implants that I would be using on the prisoners.  The entire operation got out of my hands as they tried to improve on my basic idea.  I tried to keep the situation simple and easy, but the idea appealed to the Emperor so well and to the other Federations that they turned their best mental technology on to it.  I was left out of the loop.   The only factor that I retained was the location of Earth.  
At first prisoners were given a choice to stay in prison or go to a prison planet.  They were not given the details, so many agreed to go, but as the rumors got around at least fifty percent decided against going.  After that the prisoners were not given a choice.  To be found guilty of being an enemy of the state simply got you sentenced to hell.  Actually the word Earth never came up.  The prison planet was known as hell throughout the galaxy and everyone knew that there was one, but no one knew where.   Soon it became known that when one was sentenced to hell, he was sentenced to stay there forever.

I was left with a great deal of guilt, but I also knew that eventually most of the Free Thinkers would wind up on Earth.  It was a hundred times more vicious than I had planned for the prison planet to be, but the Free Thinkers were indeed being sent to Earth.  In the final analysis, the association of Free Thinkers on Earth will be much better than the prisons of the Federations.  The Federations had not thought it through carefully enough.  With all that power on Earth there will come a time when the Free Thinkers of the galaxy will create more than the Federations can handle.  The Free Thinkers have always been peaceful, but with just a little bit of logic they will realize that they must create the power necessary to maintain peace.  There is little doubt that the Free Thinkers are here now and they are beginning to create what will happen in the Third Millennium.  The Greek gods who lived on Mount Olympus were the last remnants of the Free Beings.  Their last powers were lost only a few hundred years ago.  Many of us have speculated that man was never meant to have the power of gods in this universe.  The power of logic is, in the final analysis, more powerful than force and to rely on force is to fail.  The Free Beings were so used to using force that they forgot to use logic, but now with their powers gone they must use logic.   Still, they have proven time and again that they are also superior in using logic, when it comes down to the wire.  Now is that time.

Earth has been a prison planet for over 180,000 years.  Most of the Free Thinkers of the galaxy are here.  The civilization that we talked about a billion years ago will be created, but only if we create it.  If we look to some higher power, or some god, or some plan other than the plan that we made, it will not be created.  We will do it despite the fact that there are many insane and non-Free Thinkers here.  There aren't many of us in spite of the fact that we have been being sent here for 180,000 years.  There is probably just over nine hundred thousand Free Thinkers on this planet now, thus we need the help of everyone else.  We must make a civilization that is second to none in this sector of the universe or tyranny will again overcome freedom.   
I have only written an outline.  Many books could be written concerning parts of the story that I have not mentioned.  I don't ask that anyone believe me, just help create the new greater civilization.  Were you one of the Free Beings? Well, if you understand what is written here and have the slightest inkling that it just might possibly be, then you have my vote.  You were.  Those who were not Free Beings simply cannot understand.  Read The Secrets of Enlightenment and you will see how you can indeed help, indeed, make a difference.  I am always pleased to talk to anyone.  
The Actual Situation that now exists on Earth:

I am sorry, but there is no group of celestial beings, angels, higher developed beings, God or gods, who have a plan for us or who are trying to lead us to anything greater.  We are here on our own.  There are a number of beings who are actively working at keeping us in ignorance and suppression.  This is a prison planet and the prisoners are not particularly treated with kindness.  
You may believe in a plan for mankind, and there indeed is one: it’s to keep mankind on Earth and in ignorance.  Any other better plan than that we will have to make on our own.  
This is not to say that there are no spirit guides, or angels, or any number of other beings involved with us here.  The spirit guides, unfortunately, are no smarter than we are ourselves.  In most cases, they are not as smart.  There are several levels of spirit guides.  Many spirit guides are merely lost souls who have attached themselves to a person and follow him around trying to give help and advice.  The trouble is that they know less about life than the person they are following around.  Their awareness is still lowered and they have not come to the understanding that they need to take a body and live another lifetime.  There are spirit guides that have gone to a celestial school in the spirit world that teaches how to be a spirit guide.  Unfortunately it's sort of like the Democrats and Republicans, their theory of life is simply a theory.  They are really no better at living life than anyone else.  Their advice, when it gets through to a live person, may or may not be useful, but the fact is, one is always better off keeping his own counsel.  Listening to spirit guides is no better than listening to your brother or your uncle.  You know best about your life.

There is every effort and mechanism possible to keep us suppressed, for if we ever get off of this planet the other space civilizations believe that we will wreak havoc in this galaxy.  We are the last of the Free Thinkers.  We are the only ones left to spread freedom back through the galaxy again.  They don’t want us to know that they exist.  They don’t want us to perfect space travel, but they fear to stop us as we might guess that they are there.  They use every possible technique to prevent us from becoming responsible for ourselves.  They make every effort to tell us that God, or the devil, or angels, or higher beings, or spirit guides, or master plans created at our birth, or higher purposes, and a thousand other stories to keep us from being responsible for ourselves.  
Angels are involved too.  They are a part of the group to keep us suppressed.  They do it with sweetness and light.   They seek to misguide people by helping them a little.  If they can help you once, then you might spend the rest of your life looking for and expecting their help and not taking care of yourself.  It is their job to get you to rely on something other than yourself.   

All the other levels of higher beings and higher heavens are simply a part of the Manzanara Implant.  There are no higher beings than you.  You are the ultimate.  This universe is merely a Disneyland for infinite perfect beings.  When you come into this universe you agree to and accept the rules of this universe.  You agree to not have the powers of a god while here.  You agree to the rules.  But there are no higher beings than you.  There are only those who pretend to be higher than you.  If you look very closely, though, you can always see the facade.  
We play the game of this universe according to the rules.  This particular universe is a universe of integrity.  You came here to have fun and you will have fun depending totally on your integrity in the game.  It is up to us, the builders of this universe, to make it a better place, and we will only do it when we take charge.  As long as we believe that there is a higher god, or others higher than us, then we remain slaves to those we choose to believe are higher.

We made the universe and set the rules of the game.  There are none higher than us.

It may be that I can only teach those who already know what I am telling them, but let me say it again anyway.  As long as a person believes that his salvation is coming from anywhere else other than himself, he is a slave to that somewhere else.   So long as he believes that some higher power has a lesson, or a plan for him, he remains a slave and thus will not really be serious about helping himself, about creating his own destiny.  So long as the people of Earth believe that there is a plan by someone other than themselves concerning Earth, they will wait for that plan.  It is so much easier than taking responsibility for oneself.  This was a fact well known by the planners of the prison.  Give the prisoners something to believe in, and something to wait for, and they will wait forever.  
Chapter 10

Return to Earth

Time: 75,000 years ago

Location: Markab Federation Capitol Planet

I remember many lifetimes.  The vast majority of lifetimes had nothing to do with Earth.  Only on extremely rare occasions over more than a billion years of time was I drawn towards Earth to do something that would have a bearing on that planet and the event to take place at the Third Millennium.  A few of those lives are what I have recorded here from my memory.

Again this was a much later lifetime.  I grew up on the capitol planet of the Markab Federation, and eventually became the equivalent of a colonel in the Federation Space Navy.   I heard of a top secret section of the Navy that serviced a distant planet.  I volunteered and learned that all personnel returning from that operation were mind-wiped if they chose to come home.  That made me even more determined to go.  I heard that the duty was pretty good, but I vaguely remembered The Story of Earth and that was my reason for volunteering.  When I say vague, it was extremely vague.  It was more of a feeling than a memory, but I knew that there was something that I was missing in my life and this seemed to be what I should learn about.

Within a year after volunteering, I was assigned to a prison ship that went to Earth.  The ship took me, several other officers, and prisoners.  The prisoners were dumped, the officers off-loaded, and the ship returned to the Federation empty with nothing but computers guiding the return.  I was stationed on the back side of the moon.  The old space station had been found and was being used for storage.  A new much larger space station had been built.  It was built mostly in the rock and my office had a large window on the edge of the cliff.  It overlooked the spaceport that was on the flat area below us.  I had felt déjà vu as I walked from the spaceship to the spaceport.  As I looked at the old door in the cliff something stirred in my memory.  I had a second of dizziness.  
As a colonel I was the second-in-command of the entire Earth operation.  That really didn't leave me with a great deal to do as my commanding officer was like most commanding officers: he didn't like to delegate much authority.  He was in charge of all the implant stations around Earth and in charge of making sure Earth had no visitors from outer space.  There were numerous markers saying, Keep Out.  There were several military cruisers fully armed which gave us the power to handle most problems of intrusion that might happen.  There always was a great deal to do keeping all the implant stations working and seeing that the men were not overly bored with the duty.   And, of course, there was the constant monitoring of Earth.   

At that time a few unofficial visits were made to the Egyptian area.  There were a few Egyptian cities, but there were mostly just tribes living in that area.  The unofficial visits made by our commanding officer were for sex.  We were provided with sex by ladies that were made available to us by the Navy, but our commanding officer preferred to have sex with ladies who thought he was a god.  In fact he had found one lady that he liked above all the others.   She was the daughter of the local king.   Our commanding officer was in love, very much in love.  Several times a week his ship would slip quietly through the atmosphere of Earth and land in Egypt.  The natives there thought he was a god.  If you wonder why he didn't just teleport to Earth, well, teleporters just didn't operate at such great distances.  Ours only worked at a maximum range of twenty miles and was considered fully safe only at ten miles.

I had time on my hands and I began to dig around.  The first thing I did was go exploring in the old space station.  Again there was a strong sense of déjà vu; I felt that I had been there before.  I felt that there was a secret door somewhere on the first floor.  I looked for it for a few days, but could not find it.  Then in the second week I stepped on one of the secret plates.  Nothing happened, of course, but all of a sudden, I knew that there were two of plates in the floor.  I reasoned that the crates would not press on the plates if they were recessed into the floor even one thirty-second of an inch.  My foot would press on a plate, but a crate would simply straddle the plate.  I began moving boxes and setting weights about the size of my foot in different areas and then going back and pushing on the one plate I was relatively sure of.  Within several hours I hit it.  A door opened once again with steps going downward.

I hurried down the steps that even in a vacuum had collected dust over the thousands of years since I had been there last.  I decided we must have left the door ajar, or there was another way in.  After about an hour I arrived at the door to the room from which we had taken the first memory cube.  As I opened the door and looked at the metal box sitting on a polished stone table, memories came flooding in.  I remembered everything.  I remembered the second secret door.  I remembered The Story of Earth.  I even remembered my part in setting up the Earth as a prison planet.  I remembered the Billion-Year Implant (which was to come due at the Third Millennium) and the planet of Free Beings in the Andromeda Galaxy.  I felt a tremendous loneliness and a yearning for the planet of Free Beings which had been my home for a few thousand years, millions of years before.

I opened the metal box, but of course, there was nothing in it.  I moved to the correct place in the room to stand and I waited the proper amount of time and then walked directly towards the wall.  As my foot moved out to hit the wall an opening appeared exactly as my foot would have hit the wall.  The distance down the steps now was much shorter than the other room, but it seemed to me to be longer at the time.  I opened the second door which was not locked and hurried over to the metal box that was sitting on the polished stone block.  I opened the metal box and, sure enough, the smaller memory cube was still there.  There was a difference this time.  The last time I had looked for another secret door, but I had found none.  This time another secret door opened without me even searching for it.

I grabbed the memory cube and hurried down the stone steps behind this last secret door.  In a short while I arrived at a metal door.  This time it was locked, but there was a depression in the door that looked to be the same size as the memory cube.  I slipped the memory cube into the depression and it fitted exactly and clicked when it went into place.  Nothing happened.  Then I remembered that patience made it work before so I waited.  In about ten minutes the door swung slowly inward.  There was again a polished stone block with a metal box sitting on it.  In the metal box was a third memory cube.  Needless to say, I was extremely excited.  I reached into the metal box and took hold of the memory cube.  Instantly, a hot feeling ran up my arm and up my neck and into my head.  I became dizzy and dropped to my knees.  For several seconds I could not move and my mind reeled.  Then the memory cube seemed to release me and my mind cleared up.  I let go of the memory cube and stood up.  I then reached out very carefully and touched the memory cube again, but nothing happened.  I touched it again, and again nothing happened.  I took hold of it to see if something would happen, but nothing happened.

I realized I could tell no one.  I would have to bring a computer down there.  I left for the day.

I did bring a very powerful laptop type of computer down to the third level with the final memory cube later that same week.  I also carried a second briefcase that I had taken from the lab.  This briefcase contained what I figured would connect to the memory cube's memory.  After a few minutes of experimenting the connection to the new memory cube was completed.  It was a complex connection, but then that was what the connector was all about.  It was capable of connecting to literally millions of different electronic devices.  I turned the computer on and activated the special program that I had been able to get from our main frame computer of the moon base.  I knew this was going to take a little time, as the smaller computer was not as fast as the main moon base computer.  
I waited several hours as the computer worked away, and then finally, it announced that it had finished and gave me a choice of several pieces of information that I might like to hear first.  I chose the purpose of this memory cube.   I listened to the following message, “Hello, this is Kim.  If you are listening to this memory cube then it is millions of years from now.   In other words I put this cube here so that one of the chosen ones would find it in approximately 10,000,000 years.  If this cube did not destroy itself, then you are indeed one of the chosen.  Built into the cube is circuitry that is designed to recognize the Billion-Year Implant.  The touch by any other person or machine would cause complete destruction of the memory cube.  If you are listening to this, then the memory cube did recognize the Billion-Year Implant.  I hope then that you will recognize what is required of you.  
“I am now living in a society that is very highly advanced technologically here in the Andromeda Galaxy.  As you know, many research groups have tried to design a star gate over the millions of years, but few, if any, have succeeded.   Well, the fact is, this society has done just that.  The technology in this galaxy is advanced above all other known galaxies in this sector of the universe.  Unfortunately the spiritual advancement here is severely lacking.  
“We have had a star gate for many years and we have visited many places in the universe.  This star gate is not limited to distances in the universe, but it is limited to getting the exact locations where one wants to arrive.  In the event one arrives inside a planet or rock or sun it would kill them.  Since travel from one point to another is instantaneous there are many difficulties, but for nearby galaxies we have worked out the formulas.  
“I have included in this memory cube all of the information necessary to build a star gate on Earth.  If you are listening to this message I am sure you would know the purpose of the star gate.  It is to round up the last remaining Free Beings or Free Thinkers in the Andromeda Galaxy and bring them to Earth.  By now I am sure that most of the Free Thinkers of the Milky Way are already on Earth, but I am also sure there are still a few left in Andromeda.  Within the memory cube is all the information that you will need to find Beings with the Billion-Year Implant, where ever they might be in Andromeda, and transport them to Earth.

“The star gate requires large amounts of galactic energy.  This energy is not detectable by standard instruments and thus few civilizations understand its function.  We, however, have developed galactic energy generators and we are using this energy for many useful things.  For example when applied to a human body, galactic energy furnishes the necessary energy for that body to completely heal itself.  This is true no matter how sick or how dysfunctional the body might have become.  I was not able to obtain such a generator to transport to Earth.  I can, however, tell you how to use the galactic energy that Earth itself collects out of space for the star gate and for many other things.  In fact, healing human bodies might be an excuse to make the star gate.  I will give you the details, but you must build the star gate using the Earth's galactic energy.  We have never done that, but I assure you that it is possible.”
At that point all of the information necessary to build a star gate was transferred to my computer.  I returned to the surface leaving both memory cubes in place.  I began to think about what it would take to get a star gate built.  Using the data given me I constructed a simple galactic energy detector and was able to conduct some tests over Earth to determine the area of greatest galactic energy accumulation.  It soon became evident that right in the area of the Egyptian tribes along the Nile was the strongest area for galactic energy.  The data left by Kim indicated that the star gate must be built into the galactic energy collector.  The galactic energy collector must be built of certain kinds of limestone rocks that happened to be available in the Egyptian area.  The structure needed several different kinds of limestone in layers.  I determined that it must be positioned with one side facing true north and I needed to have the structure located within an area of one quarter mile square.  If it were not in that area, I would need a structure five times as big as the one I had in mind.  The structure that I needed was, I'm sure you have guessed it by now, a pyramid, in fact the Great Pyramid.  
While I was testing and beginning to design a pyramid of the nature that would concentrate the necessary amount of galactic energy, I was also spending time talking to my commanding officer.  I made it a point to have coffee with him as much as possible and to discuss whatever he seemed inclined to discuss.  I needed him as an ally.  He was not likely to get into trouble for having a girlfriend on Earth as all communication to and from the Federation was passed through him.  (Such communications were very seldom, but when communication did take place it was set to bounce around from various Navy ships and planets so that it would be impossible to trace.) On the other hand, if he didn't want me doing something on Earth, then it would be impossible for me to do it there.  A threat of my telling the Federation would be useless.  Only he communicated with the Federation.  He was there for life if he wanted to be.  I was only there in the case of his death or incapacitation or the possibility that he would be called back to home base.  But things went well and soon we were on a first name basis.  His name was George.

Soon I learned that his girlfriend's father had suffered a stroke and wound up paralyzed in most of his body.  She had been begging George to cure her father, but of course, he couldn't do that.  He did not want to tell her that he wasn't a god.  She would not believe him even if he did tell her, thus he was left with a dilemma, what to do?  Her father was the King of his area at the time.  If the high priests declared that her father was not a god, both he and his daughter would be killed.  It was a tremendously good break for me.  
After several weeks I approached George with a proposition.  I would not tell him about the star gate, but I explained the healing qualities of a pyramid when the galactic energy was right.  I entered only a small amount of information into the base computers.  I explained that it was information that I had gathered on one of my missions as a commander of Special Forces.   The Markab Federation was not interested in healing of that nature.  They allowed only standard medical stuff, and George knew that.  On the other hand, here, separate from the Federation, such a device would not only be a good thing for healing people on Earth, but it might be all right for the military men as well.  George liked the idea.

George explained to his girlfriend that he was going to build a Fire Mountain, in order to heal her father.  This was a hundred times more effective than just healing the old man.  She was immediately happy with the explanation.  He explained that it would take a little time to build.   If it didn't work he would have some explaining to do, but building the pyramid would be very impressive to these people in any case.   The word pyramid came from our language at the time which was related to English -- pyre meaning fire, and miden, meaning mountain.  The energy produced by the pyramid would create what appeared to be a flame about one hundred feet high.  It wouldn't really be a flame, more of an electrical glow, but to the people there it would be a fire.

Neither I nor George had any idea of the extent of this building project when we first discussed it.  I worked on the design and computer building program for almost a year.  We built the Great Pyramid in five years.  There were 2,300,000 blocks of stone.  The average weight of the stones was two and a half tons.  Some of the stones weighed as much as ninety tons.  We put the stones in place on the average of one stone every minute for five years.  
The lasers from one of the cruisers were brought to earth and set up at the stone quarry.  The lasers were controlled by computers and the anti-gravity machines were controlled by computers.  The stones were cut from the mountain with several lasers set at right angles to one another.  The stones were then lifted into the air with anti-gravity.  The lasers then trimmed the stones to within one-thousandth of an inch in accuracy.  Each stone was then floated towards the construction site of the pyramid with anti-gravity.  There were several stations along the way controlled by computer.  Stones were transferred from one anti-gravity machine to the next under the control of our master computer until they reached the construction site.  
The final journey for the stone and the setting in place was again controlled by a computer.  We were using all of the computers of two of the military cruisers for this operation.  We also used the radar of the cruiser, but the anti-gravity machines came from various heavy equipment which were located on the back side of the moon.

Those writers that say that the Great Pyramid was built in twenty years by the Egyptian people have not done their arithmetic.  The Egyptian workers would have had to put a stone in place every 4.5 minutes, day and night, 365 days a year, to have finished the Great Pyramid in twenty years.  It simply isn't possible.  As it was, I had the Great Pyramid built in computer simulation a number of times until there were no screw ups in the program.  In actual construction we did have a few screw ups and huge piles of stones, but for the most part it went quite smoothly.  
Even with the best modern equipment (in 1999) it would probably be impossible to average ten blocks a day.  If it were possible to average ten blocks a day in place to a fraction of an inch accuracy, it would take 630 years to build the Great Pyramid.  There are those who say the Great Pyramid was built in 125 years.  That might have been closer to the truth if the Egyptians had indeed built the Great Pyramid, but they did not.  Still, at 125 years construction they would have had to put fifty blocks in place every day.  That is still not possible for workers, I don't care how many workers you have.  The Great Pyramid was built by computers, lasers, and anti-gravity units.  It could not have been built any other way unless they took 3,000 years.  If 100,000 workers could design, cut, transport, and put in place two blocks a day, every single day, then it could be done in 3,000 years.  That might remotely be possible.  Anything less than that is extremely unlikely.

There are all kinds of nifty books that figure out all kinds of ways that it could have been done by the Egyptians, but none of them fit the arithmetic.  We averaged one block a minute because we had two blocks being put in place at a time, one on each side of the pyramid.  The Great Pyramid was built approximately 75,000 years ago.  Scholars have said that the Great Pyramid was built 4,500 years ago, but then, scholars also said that the Great Pyramid was built in twenty years while working only part of each year.  Remember, each of those stones had to be cut to exacting specifications.  That would take a lot longer than the 125 years that is specified by some.  Just designing each of those stones would have taken more time than what some scholars have tried to say it took to build the pyramid.  
I do not know who built that other pyramid that is only fifty feet shorter than the Great Pyramid.  But I would have to believe that it was built in the same way.  I would say that the majority of the pyramids were built using some kind of anti-gravity.

George had left everything up to me.  About six months into the construction George asked how long it was going to take.  When I said five years he almost had a hemorrhage.  There was nothing to do at this point but continue with the operation.  It seemed that it would go on forever, but the five years passed and the construction was completed.  I landed on Earth and went into the Great Pyramid.  In what is called the King's chamber, in what is called the King's sarcophagus (stone coffin), I placed a box of calcite crystals gathered from the desert.  These crystals are similar to those that can be found in the Arizona desert at this modern time.  As soon as I placed those crystals in the sarcophagus, a huge hundred-foot glow of fire, leaped from the top of the Great Pyramid.  The capstone that has been argued about for centuries was never placed on the Great Pyramid.  It was never cut because it was not needed.  The electrical glowing fire was used instead.  The glow was created by the combination of electrical energy and galactic energy.   

In the King's chamber I replaced the box of calcite crystals in the King's sarcophagus with what appeared to be a mechanical representation of a solar system.  There were ten simple calcite crystals about three inches long that appeared to represent the planets.  They were impressive, but not really expensive as far as money is concerned.  The King's sarcophagus was really a stone container for the star gate control system.  The motor mechanism, gears, and computer all fit into the King's sarcophagus with the control panel at one end and the crystals sitting on arms set over the sarcophagus at the other end.  
Although it looked like a mechanical representation of a solar system, that was not what it really was.  Each of these crystals had the unique ability to channel galactic energy, and that is still true today.  The same kind of crystals can channel galactic energy.  Galactic energy can sit still, in other words be static, or it can move much the same as electrical energy.  In the Great Pyramid at that time the galactic energy flowed from the Earth up through the Pyramid and out the very top of the Pyramid.  The calcite crystals channeled about one half of the energy up through the sarcophagus and directly upward over the sarcophagus.  
The mechanical solar system was set so that the crystals formed a crystal solar system that could be arranged in an infinite number of positions, and there was a computer to control the exact position and a small electric motor to move each of the crystals.  The formula for determining the exact positions was given to me from the memory cube.  The exact position was determined by computer but the positions changed with time.  Thus, in order to operate the star gate the computer set a particular arrangement into the crystal solar system and fixed a certain time at which the star gate would be turned on.  
The star gate was made possible by the Great Pyramid.  The construction of the Great Pyramid and its exact location on Earth allowed it to collect the necessary galactic energy.  There were layers of stone made of different kinds of limestone.  These layers were very important.  Other structures without these layers would collect some galactic energy, but not nearly as much as the layers allowed.  Another important point was not only location, but the right orientation in regards to true North.  
When the Great Pyramid was finished it was completely white, polished like glass.  It glistened in the sun during the day and in its own firelight at night.  It could be seen for miles.  As one approached it he could feel the galactic energy causing the hairs on his arms and neck to stand up.  There was certainly no one in all of Egypt who did not believe that structure was built by the gods.  In the last few hundred years, Alexander the Great removed the outer layer of Limestone from the Great Pyramid, and used it to build a city.  It was probably the greatest of all his crimes.  There is still a great deal of galactic energy within the Great Pyramid, but less than one hundredth the amount required for the star gate.

When the star gate was turned on, a gate to one of the planets in the Andromeda Galaxy would be opened.  The computer would then begin to move the ten calcite crystals slowly to match the movement of that particular planet through the galaxy.  As long as those crystals moved to match the movement of the planet, the star gate could be held open.  It sounds good, but to keep everything in perfect synchronicity one could not hope for more than several seconds of time.  At the time the perfect match was broken, the star gate would close.  To reconnect the gate it would be necessary for the computer to compute the next position and reset the crystal solar system.   
I set up a control panel next to the sarcophagus so that it could be controlled.  I would punch in the coordinates that indicated a particular planet in the Andromeda Galaxy, and the computer would then move the crystal solar system.  A picture would display on the screen showing exactly where one would land if he stepped through the shimmering field.  That would almost always need adjusting as the view was often high in the air, and on occasions the view was inside of solid rock.  I had several seconds each time to have the computer slightly readjust the crystal solar system.  Sometimes it would take a few minutes to get the star gate adjusted to a location that one could step through to.  
George did have his girlfriend's father, the King, brought into the lower chamber, which is called the Queen's chamber in this modern age.  At that time it was simply the healing chamber into which a few of the Egyptian hierarchy were allowed to go on rare occasions.  There was enough energy within that room to cure the King and restore his ability to move within 24 hours.  The people were not surprised.  Gods that can float large blocks of rock should be able to cure anyone.  
When the Great Pyramid was completed and the crystal solar system installed properly, I found the computation in the memory cube that was necessary to go to the old planet of the Free Beings in Andromeda.  Of course, this was almost a billion years later and nothing would be the same, but who knows what I might find.  Going there would be like coming home.  I decided to try it.  It was risky, but then so was life.  
I punched in the proper coordinates and watched the crystal solar system move to a new position.  In a few seconds a view showed on my screen.  It was a view of a desert.  The wind was blowing and there were clouds in the sky, but no rain was apparent.  I set the controls to reopen the gate in only ten minutes and stepped through.  The desert appeared to be quite large, but there were mountains in the distance.   It was quite cold and my location seemed to be in the middle of nowhere.  I waited the ten minutes and stepped back through the shimmering field when it reappeared.   I had the computer move the field to the distant mountains and there I moved the field around until I saw a small village.  I realized that I was not ready to meet people yet so I reset the computer for the moon base and stepped through into my office.  
On the moon I got two items that I would need for Andromeda.  One was a small hand-held device that could identify anyone who actually had the Billion-Year Implant and the other item was a speech translator.  It contained a small, but powerful, computer that would listen to any language for about ten minutes and then translate everything that was said both directions so that I could talk to anyone after a few minutes.  The speech translator was pinned on my chest over near my left shoulder.  When I talked low in my language, it would talk very loud in the language of the people to whom I might be speaking.  It in turn translated anything they were saying and delivered it directly to my middle ear, thus I would hear what they were saying as they said it, but in my own language.

I thought about using less conspicuous clothes than my uniform, but I decided against it.  I needed to appear to be someone of importance when I visited the village, as opposed to a mountain man wandering in.  I stepped back through the shimmering star gate and was back in the Great Pyramid.  I again adjusted the computer for the Free Being planet in the mountains just above the village I had seen.  This time I adjusted the time span for four hours and stepped through thousands of light years of distance in an instant.  I looked below me at the village.  There were about twelve buildings standing along the road leading through the village.  There were no shops, but there were animals penned behind several of the buildings and there were two people talking in the street.  The buildings were all simple dwellings.  
Turning on my hand-held Billion-Year Implant detector, I swept the village for someone who might have a Billion-Year Implant.  In the last house on the right from where I was standing there was an indication.  As I walked towards the two people talking in the street they seemed worried when they saw me.  The turned to hurry away and then changed their minds.  They turned back towards me and walked in my direction.  I looked around and saw several other people heading in my direction.  Within a short time, just as I was entering the village, there were a number of people around me.  I spoke to a young man.  I said, “I would like to talk to your chief.”  Of course he couldn't understand me, but I thought they might say something back.   That did happen.   The young man said something, but I did not understand.  
Even as they spoke among themselves, my translator was starting to work on their language.  I started walking down their main street which was their only street.  It was a simple dirt street with a patch of mud here and there left from the last rain.  As I walked forward several of them fell in beside me, and the rest walked along behind.  I stopped at about the middle of town, deciding that I needed to talk more.  I turned to one of the men and asked, “When was the last time it rained?”  He talked back at me, but I could understand nothing.  
I turned to one of the young women and asked, “Where do you live?”  She said something unintelligible back.  I walked over to a log and sat down.  The people still crowded around me talking.  I said a few things more and one of the children, a young boy, came running with a cup of water and handed it to me.  
I was worried about drinking the water.  Maybe in this galaxy water was something else than in my galaxy.  But after all, I was breathing the oxygen ok, so maybe I could drink the water.  I took the cup and sipped it and then held the water in my mouth while I tasted it.  There was no bitter taste so I decided to go ahead and swallow it.

One of the older women stepped up to me.  She started talking.  In my ear, sounding as if it was her talking, I got two words.  Home and stay.   Then another man asked me, “Who are you?”  I heard all three words clearly.   I answered very low, “I come from far away.”  They didn't understand.  I turned to the little boy and said, “Thank you for the water.” 
My translator repeated the words in their language as my lips moved.  They were all startled.  They didn't expect me to speak their language.  I said, “I have come to speak to the person in the last house on the left,” as I pointed in that direction.  They all stood back a little ways and they all looked worried.   
One of the men asked, “Are you the death angel?”  
I smiled and said, “No, but I must speak to the person in that house.”
Another woman said, “I will take you there, he is very sick, but he will talk to you.” 

I stood up and said, “Thank you, shall we go?” 
I then turned to the village people and said, “I thank you all for your kind welcome.  I must speak to the sick man, but I bid you enjoy the day.”  Again, I think I startled them, but they all nodded their heads or held up their hands.  They started moving away as I began walking with the woman towards the last cottage.  
As we walked the woman told me that this man was the village leader and that he had been sick for two years.  She told me that the last year had been a very poor year and that not enough food for the animals had been stored for the coming winter.  
We reached the house and were met by a beautiful young girl about seventeen years old.  She appeared to have been crying.  She invited us in and took us to the old man's side.  The young girl sat down and took his hand.  I could see the concern and love in her eyes.  There was no doubt that she loved her father very much.  She said, “Father, there is a man here to see you.” 

The old man opened his eyes and looked at me.  Both I and the girl could see a great shock hit him for just a few seconds, and then he smiled.  He opened his arms to me, and I knelt down and took him in my arms.  I hugged him for just a second and then straightened up and took his hand.  
The Billion-Year Implant had as part of its content a short memory of the Free Beings and of this planet.  This memory was set to trigger as one approached the given time.  Out of a billion years 75,000 is only an instant.  My uniform and the approach of the Third Millennium combined released that memory.  Although he didn't know me, it was as if an old friend had finally come home.  I really didn't have to say much.  He knew why I was there, or at least he knew it was in some way connected to his new memory.

His daughter, the young girl, was at first shocked into fear, but when she saw me hug her father she was instantly relieved.  Anything that made him feel better was ok with her.  I said, “You have much work to do.  If you will come with me, I believe that we will be able to make you well.”  

He said, “I will come with you, but I cannot travel.” 

 “You must only come about one-half mile.”  I said, “The villagers can carry you that far.  “
“They will not let me go,” he replied.  
I realized that his daughter was an important key factor here.  If she would help him leave, I was sure the villagers would allow it.  “Maybe your daughter can convince them,” I said.  “You may be able to come back in a week or two.” 
I didn't really know for sure when he could come back.  Normally there is no way to coordinate time frames between galaxies, but a star gate was different.  We might be able to come fairly close.  Earth time was designed after the time of the Free Being planet, thus the two times should be close.  I felt that we could come within a couple of weeks easily, probably within minutes, but I was not sure.   

He talked with his daughter for a few minutes while I waited.  Finally his daughter came to see me.  She said, “Can you help my father?”  I replied that I thought I could help.   She immediately appeared to trust me.  She gave me a hug and said that she would get several of the village people to help.  By that time there were still three hours left before the star gate would be open so I explained that we needed to be just above the village in about three hours.  
The old man had been the village's main elder and leader for several years before he had become sick.  They all knew and loved him and I believe every single person in the village was waiting outside for him when they carried him out.  He was on a stretcher around which the village people crowded.  The question of whether or not to let him go had been forgotten and they were all just anxious to say goodbye in person.  The decision to trust me had come from the old man himself.  Once his daughter agreed with him, the village went along.  The name that my translator had given him was Aaron.  It was not his name, but when I used that name, the translator would then pronounce his real name.  
I walked ahead of the group with a number of children around me.  Aaron was carried right behind me and most of the village walked behind them.  As we approached the area the shimmering field of the star gate appeared.  The villagers saw the field and most of them came to a stop.  I turned around and beckoned for those carrying the stretcher to come closer.  Aaron's daughter was holding his hand as the stretcher was brought up to me.  I reached into the stretcher and took Aaron into my arms.  His daughter continued to hold his hand.

I said to his daughter, “He will be back, honey.”  I turned to the village people and said, “Do not feel bad, Aaron will be back to see you soon.  It will only be a few days.” 

I said to Aaron's daughter, “Stand back just a little bit, honey.”  I turned and walked into the shimmering field.  Immediately, I was in the Great Pyramid by the King's sarcophagus.  I sat Aaron down in the chair at the control panel.  As I reached out to turn the star gate off, Aaron's daughter came rushing in and sprawled on the floor.  She rolled over and looked up at me with a mixture of fear and laughter.  I had to laugh.  Then we all laughed a bit.  She went over and hugged her father.  I shrugged my shoulders.

To make a long story short, after Aaron was healed, I employed him and his daughter to visit planets in Andromeda and find those with the Billion-Year Implant and invite them to Earth.  It was a little early, but these people would just as well live and die and continue on Earth as well as their own planets.  We also made a list of people that would not come, but were willing to come along towards the ends of their lives.  Those we planned to pick up later.  Most of the people remembered enough to be willing to come, even though they were told that the time was still in the future.  Aaron and his daughter did visit their village from time to time, but they seemed to feel more fulfilled doing this job.  I never did check his daughter for the Billion-Year Implant.  It didn't seem necessary.

I finally checked George, my commanding officer, for the Billion-Year Implant and found that he did have it.  His implant did not get triggered and give him the memory of the Free Being planet, but he did listen to my Story of Earth and he believed it.  After that he helped me all he could.  We set it up with the Egyptians to accept our people as they came through the star gate.  It was not a fast operation.  The Star gate continued to bring Free Thinkers from Andromeda for several hundreds of years.  Not more than five thousand Free Thinkers arrived this way from Andromeda.  The Egyptians always considered them gods.  Some of them lived in a small village where the Egyptians delivered most of their needs to them.  Most of them left Egypt to go to other areas of Earth.

There are two more important points that I should mention.  One concerns the Great Pyramid.  Inside of the Great Pyramid there is only one passageway leading up to the King's chamber.  About half way up this passageway the galactic energy and electrical energy combined to give the appearance of a fire completely blocking the passageway.  Walking through this fire was quite uncomfortable, but easy enough to do, if one had the nerve.  This was especially true as it always felt very hot just before one entered the fire.  The Egyptian priests and King were not allowed to go up to the King's chamber.  They were not allowed to approach the fire, but on occasions a traveler from Andromeda could be seen walking out of the fire.  This was one of the reasons that the King and his priests continued to think that they were gods.  
I left Earth after being stationed on the moon for fifty years.  I was mind-wiped as all those who return from Earth are.  
Chapter 11

The Last Return

Time: 4500 years ago

Location: A small sector of the Markab Federation

The next time I recall living a life in which I remembered the Story of Earth was in a small sector of the Markab Federation.  I was born into a well-to-do family on a planet that was the central planet for that sector.  I now had an important job as the top manager of computer repair for the government capital building and other government facilities in the capital city.  My father, who was the Assistant Governor, had appointed me to the job.  I was a wiz at computers having been a computer hacker from the time I was ten years old.  Computers and everything about computers were easy for me.  The job was easy for me, because I knew all that was necessary.  I had a degree in computer science but had always hidden my special talents in computer hacking.

The present Governor, whose name was Boudry Cellman, was losing his job because of poor production statistics.  My dad had excelled in a separate area and had received the appointment to the Governorship to take effect in three weeks.  The appointment had come directly from the Emperor himself and there was no arguing with such an order.  The present Governor would simply step down in three weeks.  The government had not yet appointed him another job, but that would be done by my father.  I knew my father did not have a very important job for him to fill.   My father seldom made mistakes, but this time he had underestimated the extent that the present Governor would go to remain in office.  
I was a night owl, often working to two or three o'clock in the morning.  Thus this morning I was sitting at my computer at two-thirty A.M.  when an alarm sounded on my screen.  The screen instantly switched to a diagram map of our house.  The map showed numerous intruders entering the house at the same time from different directions.  I pushed the button that should bring guards and police, but a red warning blinked that outside communication had been cut off.  I grabbed a machine pistol from its hiding place and headed towards my father's room.  As I came out of my room there was already an intruder dressed in black in the hall way.  He fired and I dove back into my room.  I turned around landing on my back and firing as the intruder came through the door.  He was killed instantly.  I heard gun fire in different areas of the house.  
I tried to get out of my room, but there were several of them in the hallway by this time.  I could not leave the room and on top of that they were covering one another, firing at my doorway while they approached.  My door was bulletproof but it wouldn't hold up for very long.  Maybe long enough for me to get through the trapdoor in my ceiling.  I hated to leave my father, but the chances were very high that he was already dead.  There was no sense of my staying and dying also.  The shooting in his room had stopped and none of the shots were from his shot gun.  If I stayed another ten seconds, I would be dead.  
Pressing a button caused a set of stairs to fold out from the wall.  I ran up the stairs as my door crashed open.  The trapdoor opened automatically as I climbed through.  There were bullets hitting it as it closed.  It, too, was made of bulletproof material, as were most things in our house.  
I had one escape route that no one knew about.  It was unusual, but then I liked unusual things and when dad had this house built, I had added a few things for myself.  We had an attic and from the attic were several doors leading onto the roof.  My trapdoor led down a small corridor to the attic.  The opening into the attic was a hidden door.  I looked out of the unobtrusive opening in the door and saw that one intruder had already made it to the attic.  If several more reached the attic, I was lost.  I had to get out onto the roof immediately.

I waited until the intruder turned his back to me and then I pushed the door open and fired at the same time making sure I hit him in the neck as I knew he had bulletproof clothes on.  He dropped, dead before he hit the floor.  I ran to the closest opening onto the roof.  It was a window.  I knew that the gunfire in the attic would bring more intruders almost immediately.  I had only several seconds.  Our roof was peaked as are most houses.  I climbed onto the roof and started upward to the peak.  
I turned around and fired at the first intruder coming out of the same window.  I hit him in the head and he fell forward off the roof.  I began running along the peak of the roof towards the back of the house.  Just as I discarded my pistol and dove off the roof the first man out of one of the other windows began to fire, but his first shots were inaccurate and I was already in the air.  Our swimming pool was just close enough to the back of the house at the deep end so that one running such as I was could make a good dive.  My dive was good and now I had reached my secret escape route.  There was a trapdoor in the bottom of the pool.   
I punched three numbers into the waterproof security lock and the trapdoor opened.  I swam in and pulled the door shut.  I then opened the next door directly below me and the water and I dropped out three feet below into a narrow passageway.  The passageway led into a neighbor's garage.  He was a friend of ours.  I borrowed his car and left the area.  I knew that the intruders didn't have the time to bother our neighbors.  The police and government guards would be there within minutes, but I needed to leave the area and I did.  
 A local terrorist group claimed responsibility, but I knew better.  They not only killed my father, but they killed my mother and my brother living in another house across town.  I knew, however, with certainty because of specific computer information that I was able to gather, that Governor Cellman was behind it.  With my father dead, he would remain in office up to a year longer.  The workings of government and Emperor appointments would simply take that long.  I knew that he was up to something, but I did not know what.  My father and I were the best of friends.  His death was devastating, and my mother and brother, no less.  I knew not what to do for several weeks.  I could not think, but slowly I decided upon a course of action.  
 

I continued in my government job.  Governor Cellman did not fire me; that might lead to a little suspicion towards him.  Besides, he knew I was a computer genius and he needed me for an important project, and that project, I wanted.  What the Governor was really up to was to get enough money and the necessary things to live a life of luxury once he was out of office.  He had not needed the money and things as Governor, and evidently he thought he would always be Governor.  His policies had put the system into turmoil and lowered production and the Emperor was having none of it.  Cellman decided that instead of retiring to a simplistic job of no power, he would steal all he could get and make tracks to another empire.  Several other empires always appreciated defectors.  I learned later that he already had offers.

His people did not know of his impending replacement and thus he still had full power and authority.  He set up a situation where all of the government's gold would be brought to one place and he set his best engineers to making a spaceship for him.  The ship was to be made in the shape of a saucer.  It was to be the greatest spaceship yet built in that sector.  No expense was to be spared.  One hundred thousand year technology was to be employed.  That did not mean technology that was a hundred thousand years in the developing, but rather, the ship was to be made out of material that would last a hundred thousand years.  That meant that almost no metal would be used in the construction.  It would be built almost exclusively from ceramic materials dozens of times stronger than the strongest steel.  (We have such materials on Earth now.) That was, however, an expensive task.  It meant using a great deal of the government's resources.  Only the Emperor and a few of the super-rich had such spaceships.  
The Governor had three things in mind.  Build the best spaceship ever.  Get as much gold as he could.  And three, have a Doll Body made.  Doll Bodies are bodies grown in tanks from special plastic.   They were at that time one of the most expensive items available.  Only the super-rich, the Emperor, and many of the governors had them.  They replaced the regular bodies that these people had.  There was technology to transfer the mind and spirit to the Doll Body.  It was said that a Doll Body would last one hundred thousand years, although no one ever had one that long.  Doll was considered the Rolls Royce of plastic bodies.  Each body came complete with a tiny atomic generator.  They did not need to eat regular food, but they could.  They serviced themselves and were totally able to maintain all functions.  Breakdowns were seldom handled by technicians from the factory, because complete instructions for all repairs were imprinted into the brain.  They were totally self-sufficient.  The Governor ordered such a body from another section of the Empire.  He spared no expenses in his order.  
I was in charge of making sure that all the computers aboard the new spaceship were functioning properly and that they would do their jobs.  All the computers were specially built from materials that would not deteriorate over long periods of time.  The Governor evidently expected to live a long time.   The Governor had no idea that I suspected him of the murder of my parents, but he still didn't trust me a great deal.  He assigned two of his lieutenants as my assistants.  They were to check all computer things to see that everything was right.  It was somewhat standard for something this expensive to be double-checked.  Thus, the Governor was satisfied with the security.  However, my two assistances were only very smart class-A students.  They were not computer geniuses like I was, and which I had always kept secret.  Only my dad and a few friends knew what I could really do.

So at top speed and with unlimited funds, the spaceship was finished in little over a year (Earth time).  The Doll Body had just been received and it was installed in a special room in the spaceship.  The normal thing at that time was to have special spaceships keyed to the owners.  Once the spaceship was keyed to the owner, it could not be changed without a great deal of expense and special computers.  It was assumed that the owner would not be interested in selling such an irreplaceable item.  That was almost always the case.  
There was to be a special ceremony with military troops, government officials, parades, dancing, and speeches when the Governor was handed the key to this special spaceship.  The ceremonial key was only a symbol.  The spaceship would actually become keyed to the mind of the very first person who walked through the door.  This was standard knowledge.  Until this event, the spaceship was controlled automatically from within.  Its movements were all programmed before all personnel left the ship.   From the time that the spaceship was keyed to a person, it would obey only that person, unless, of course, that person authorized someone else to use the ship.  But this could not be forced in any way.  The ship would simply not obey if any force of any kind was used against the owner.  This meant that capturing these ships was almost of no value, as they could not be used.  In that case, they were only valuable for scrap.   

This spaceship, built in the shape of two saucers edge to edge (like many pictures on Earth), needed no crew.  There was one super-strong robot that followed the owner as and where the owner wished.  The robot took all instructions from the owner and then operated the ship by remote control.  It was seven feet tall, built in the image of a man, but of highly polished, gleaming gold.  The face was shaped like a male, but there were no holes for the eyes, nose or mouth.  There were also many small robots designed to do various jobs.  There were cleaning robots, repair robots, and maintenance robots.  Although there were many of these, the ships passengers seldom glimpsed any of them.  They stayed out of sight.  They were not built in the image of man, but rather in the form that which was most suitable for their jobs.  The ship was equipped for self-maintenance.  No expense was spared.  The Governor used up much of the resources of this sector of the Empire and it happened so quickly that the machinery of government was not fast enough to prevent it.  
We came to the day of the big celebration.  Thousands of troops were lined up standing at parade rest.  An area for the spaceship to land was cleared.  There were bands and marching and a number of speeches to be made.  As the Governor was handed the symbolic key to the spaceship it was to appear in the sky and land almost instantly.  The Governor would then walk up the ramp provided by the spaceship and be the first person to enter the spaceship.   It would then become keyed to his mind.  The Governor would have preferred to just take control of the ship, but this was protocol and he felt that to break the custom might be dangerous.   Few people particularly liked the Governor, but this was a special event and everyone was enthusiastic.  Needless to say, I had other ideas.

I and the man in charge of the entire project were the last of the construction crew to leave.  We were at a distance from the ceremony, about a thousand miles.   All the initial flights had been completed.  Anything else that needed fixing, the ship could do it by itself.  I had already built into the ship my own controls.  My assistants checked every move I made and every program I wrote, but they simply missed my coded instructions as I knew they would.  Now, as we were leaving, there was nothing for me to do but look interested.  Many things could still go wrong.  If the project director suspected anything at all, he might demand a controller ride along with the ship with the ability to override any ground controls.  That part didn't bother me, because nothing could override my controls, but if they went that far they would surely suspect me and prevent me from acting further.  
Now was the delicate event that would spell my success or failure.  I had programmed into the spaceship that it land at a small military base in the desert about a hundred miles from our present location.  The spaceship was not supposed to land anywhere except the planet's Capitol Building.  I had estimated it would take me approximately one hour to make it to the small military base.  When I was scheduled to arrive at the base, the spaceship would already be twenty minutes late landing at the Governor's ceremony.  There would be quite a bit of commotion and emergency procedures in progress, but no one would suspect that the spaceship would land at the small military base.  I would have had it land in the desert if I could, but there were too many checks and balances for me to overcome in the time I had.  There were built-in circuits that prevented landing anywhere except military bases before it was dedicated, one of many precautions.  
The spaceship took off on its journey to the Capitol.  As it disappeared into the sky, the project director shook my hand and thanked me for my help.  He invited me to watch the ceremony of the video with him.  This was something I had not planned on.  I excused myself saying that I had promised a girl to watch it with her.  I strolled leisurely out of the building and around a corner and then raced for my car.  I had less than an hour to drive a hundred miles across desert roads.  The spaceship would land on the landing strip of the small military base in exactly one hour after it lifted off.  By that time there would already be a twenty minute alert of something wrong.  There was nothing I could do about that.  But I had provided for as much protection as I could with the time that I had.  
My car was made for 150 MPH driving, but not across desert roads.  Still, the design provided for a great deal of control not accorded modern day cars of the 20th century.  I was able to get the speed up over one hundred miles an hour at various stretches along the desert.  
The guards at the gate at the small military base saw me coming about five miles away.  My speed was quite unusual.  They reported me to their Captain of the Guard.  The Captain told them to not worry.   He sat down for a cup of coffee and a sandwich.  All of a sudden he remembered the military alert concerning the spaceship.  He had decided that there was no possibility that his base would be involved in such an important situation, but now he changed his mind.  He punched a button on his shoulder and said, “Stop that car at all costs.”  I was then less than a minute from the gate.  My car I had chosen carefully and I had equipped it carefully so that it would not be suspected.  I had reinforced the front end to the point that it was about five times normal strength.  I looked at their gate.  It looked too strong.

I decided to try plan B.  I changed my direction slightly to hit the fence about 50 feet from the guard house.  I slowed to about 80 MPH and hit the fence.  It was a standard chain link fence.  It was not made to stand up to 80 MPH.  It would stop many slower trucks and it would have stopped me at 50 MPH, but I was going fast enough to break through.  The gyros in my car were complaining severely.  Without them I could not have controlled it.  As it was, it took all I could do to keep the car on course towards the landing strip.  
They now began shooting.  I looked at my time.  The spaceship would be in place in 5 seconds.   Several projectiles hit the car.  The spaceship dropped like a bomb and stopped two feet from the ground at exactly time zero.  The guards had now gotten my range and the radar-controlled guns that were not expected to fire within the military base were moved around and pointed in my direction.  They fired the first missile which would completely destroy my car and kill me.  At that moment the spaceship included me inside its electronic shield which had gone up at the first flash of the first gun.  The missile exploded ten feet away, but none of the blast penetrated the shield.  A number of other missiles hit the shield and numerous projectiles, but they were harmless.

I had won.  There was no real rush now, but I rushed anyway.  I ran up the ramp that the spaceship put down and entered the spaceship doorway and stood inside.  I was the first person through that door after the start of the flight to the Capitol.  The ship was keyed to me and my mind.  The robot walked up to me and said, “Welcome aboard.  It will be my pleasure to serve you, sir.”  I looked at the robot and said, “I suppose you were expecting the Governor.”  Then the robot, which was connected to the ship's main computer so closely that they were really one as far as computers are concerned, surprised the hell out of me.  He said, “On the contrary, I was definitely expecting you.  I have known that it would be you ever since the day you included the commands to stop at this military base.”  

Normally, the computer should have reported me.  I thought I had made it impossible for the main computer to figure this out before it took off.  I was more surprised to find that the computer had not reported me.  The robot spoke again, “Sir, you set up most of my circuits, you should know that you gave me more freedom and ability to think on my own than any other computer.  You should not be surprised.”  It was right.  I should not have been surprised.  I said, “I am going to enjoy working with you.  Now let's get the hell out of here.  “
We instantly headed for the Capitol.  The ceremony was still in progress.  I had walked to the control room.  From there I could see most anywhere on the large screen.  I sat in the control seat.  I could have the robot route any control that I wished to the control panel in front of my seat.  I asked him to put the control of one of the smaller laser beams on one of my buttons.  Again we dropped like a bomb and stopped at fifty feet above the ground.  I told the robot to sight in on the Governor.  The ship did not question my order.  I said, “Adjust the power to low level.  I just want to burn him a little at first.  Now put me on the outside speakers.”  

I spoke using his first name.  The entire crowd heard what I had to say and few doubted it.  “Cellman, killing my family was a big mistake.  It got you nothing except death.”  I hit the fire button a few times as he jumped and ran for his life.  Each beam hit him squarely.  Finally, I increased the beam strong enough to kill him and hit the fire button several times more to make sure he was dead.  
We headed out of that sector of the Empire towards the rim of the galaxy.  There were no military cruisers or gunships of any kind that were faster than this ship.  The Governor had vetoed the law that would have prevented this ship from being made faster than military ships.  He had planned to go to another Empire and did not want anyone chasing him down.  I was on his side and I helped him bypass the legal requirement.  So now there was very little chance of anyone catching my ship.  
As I stated earlier, this particular life time I had again remembered the Story of Earth.  I headed out of the galaxy.  My intention was to go far enough into outer space that I could not be detected by anyone in the galaxy.  I would then turn my ship to circle the galaxy and reenter at the rim approximately where Earth is located.   That is exactly what I told the robot to do and it was what was happening.  
I went to the special room where the Doll Body lay in waiting for a human soul and mind.  It was a beautiful male body of perfect size and build.  It was handsome.  It seemed in that body one would be willing to live a hundred thousand years, but that was not my purpose.  I did not want that body at that time.  I read the specifications.  The body was tremendous in strength.  It could run 70 miles an hour.  Maybe later I could use it.  However, I could not imagine using it on Earth.   I then went to the vaults and looked at the gold.  There was probably a hundred tons of gold.  I could not see the immediate need for the gold on Earth, nor for that matter, could I see the immediate need for the spaceship.  It was simply a means, at this time, for me to go to Earth.

I discussed Earth and the Billion-Year Implant with the ship's computer (basically I talked to the robot).  We needed more information on the Billion-Year Implant.  The ship just happened to have the technology to help me uncover more of the Billion-Year Implant than was in my general memory.  We spent weeks digging into my mind for more data, and we found the data.  Not only did we find the Billion-Year Implant, but we located information about Manzanara’s Holocaust implant and recovered most of the data about it.  I had secured information concerning the location of planets in the Earth solar system before I had left.  
We then began piecing information together until we realized that the final count down to the last Millennium had begun and that Manzanara’s Holocaust implant had again been triggered.  The implant was set to trigger at a point about 10,000 years before the Millennium.  The point had been passed about 5,500 years before this time, thus leaving something near 4,500 years from now to the Millennium.  (I refer to now as that time when I was in the spaceship.) With the help of the computer we pinpointed it pretty well.  We figured, according to the sequence of events set out in the implant, the Children of Israel should be making their trek across the desert at about the time we would arrive there.  That would be in about two years.  I wanted to make absolutely sure that no one could or would follow us and thus I was taking two years to get there when I could have made it in three months.

I explained to the robot that when we arrived at Earth that I would want to find Mount Sinai.  We would park the ship deep within the mountain and leave it in case it was needed at a future time.  I simply wanted to remain on Earth.  I did not want to wander around the universe and miss the Millennium.  I might not ever again be born with the memory, or I might not be able to arrive on Earth even if I did remember.  I decided to remain on Earth until the Millennium.  I would park the spaceship in the mountain and leave the robot to protect it.  Anyone arriving at the spaceship would be eliminated unless the robot thought otherwise.  Only I would be recognized, I hoped.  Maybe I wouldn't be recognized, so I devised a plan.  All the entrances into the cavern where the spaceship was to be located would be around the bottom, except one.  Anyone coming in on any of the lower entrances would be eliminated.  I would have to drop in from directly above the ship.  There we would locate a number pad.  I would have to enter a number within ten minutes or be eliminated also.  The number we implanted into my mind.  I wouldn't forget the number.  (I remember it to this day.)

As it happened, we arrived at Mount Sinai two weeks before the Children of Israel arrived.  The robot went to work carving a cavern under the mountain.  It was set up so that the ship could be removed easily by having a large piece of the mountain drop into a cavern of its own.  There were several entrances into the cavern at the bottom and one directly over the ship.  
I had not decided on my next move.  I couldn't speak Hebrew, so I decided against joining them, although the ship had already located them and learned their language.  I had about decided to wait until they passed and then take enough supplies and equipment to cross the desert and find some city where I could settle down.  I would carry gold in pieces or coins of that area.  It would be enough to last me the rest of that life.   Ultimately, I decided I would have the transporter set me down somewhere near such a city.  I would carry a hidden translator with me until I became familiar with the language.

Then on the day that the Children of Israel were arriving at Mt. Sinai, there was an intruder alert by the computer.  A spiritual being without a body had arrived on board our ship.  I was surprised as I was fairly sure our ship was protected from such beings, but this guy was unusual.  The first thing the ship did was freeze him in place.  That didn't seem to bother him at all.  He said, “Who the hell are you?”  Of course, he was speaking in Hebrew, but our translator instantly translated his words.  
I said, “I am just a guy who has come to Earth from space and has decided to stay.  Who the hell are you?”  Of course, the translator translated my words back to him.  
He said his name was Yahweh and that he was trying to get these people across the desert in one piece, so to speak.  He explained that they were pretty much out of control and that he could really only speak to one of them.  It was a man named Moses, which I had already figured out.  It seemed Moses wasn't having a real easy time keeping them under control.  He also said that he meant me no harm, and I told the computer to release him.  
We then had a long talk about the people.  They really were a weird bunch and really into sex and other things.  I would have believed there were drugs involved, but I didn't say anything.  I thought that Yahweh had been being pretty hard on them, but on the other hand he was keeping them alive, so I couldn't fault him much.  It wasn't what I would do for a bunch of ungrateful people, but he was trying hard to help them.

 He said to me, “I need to make an impression on my people.  Is there anything in this ship that can help me? Will you help me?”  
“Sure,” I said, “Why not? How about carving your commandments into a stone so that they cannot forget them? They will always be there.”  He thought that was a good idea so I said, “Just tell me what to write.”  
He started thinking about all the things that he didn't like and the computer recorded what he had to say.  I then told him that when he had Moses come up into the mountain that I would have the ship carve out a couple of slabs of stone and then write the commandments on the stone while Moses was watching.  That should help convince them.  He thought that would be very good.  
I asked Yahweh what he had been doing and asked what his powers were.  He explained that he created a light by night and clouds by day to guide his people.   He talked about the bread he was able to create for them to eat.  He just believed that it wasn't enough.  His people were just really into doing things that were against his wishes and beliefs.  Actually they were pretty bad.  I noticed that Yahweh had a little temper himself.

We then set up the mountain top with a blanket of clouds and a great deal of lightning and thunder.  We added extra emphasis to get a lot of light flashing both day and night and Yahweh invited Moses up.  Yahweh had Moses stay on the mountain for a while and had a talk or two with him.  Then I had the ship transport a laser capable of cutting and writing out to small area that looked like a fire.  The laser then cut the slabs and wrote the commandments for the Israelis, and was then transported back into the ship.  There were actually Twelve Commandments.   I have no idea why the Bible says there were Ten Commandments or where the other two commandments went to.  I am sure they are still in the ship’s memory.  If I ever get back to the ship, I will look them up.  
As far as Moses breaking those stone tablets, well, he didn't while I was there, but if he did later, maybe that's where the other two commandments went.  Either Moses couldn't remember them all, or he didn't like two of them.  
Yahweh was really a nice guy and trying hard to help his people.  He had a few powers and he used them the best he could.  He was a great deal more powerful than any ordinary man, but there were dozens of gods on Mount Olympus that had more powers than he did.  He went other places and did other things, but he was not the God of all creation.  Not even close.  He was just another man, like the gods on Mount Olympus, with a few powers.  At this time in the scheme of things, all men have lost such powers except for a few minor parlor tricks.  Most of those men never tried to do any good with their powers, but Yahweh was an exception and I admired him for it.

After the Children of Israel left, I had myself transported out to a town.  I learned their language with the help of a small translator.  I had a fine life on Earth and died somewhere in the Middle East.   I have tried to visit the spaceship twice, but I have forgotten and went in one of the bottom entrances.  The golden, robot killed me both times.  There were other bones there.   Obviously others have happened on the hidden entrances over the years.  Hopefully the next time I go I will drop in from the top and punch in the correct numbers.  Maybe at this time we could use the spaceship, but even if I had reached it before, I would not have used it.  There it rests waiting to be used.  Hopefully it will be put to good use.   I suppose that there are many other spaceships hidden on Earth waiting for the time that they will be needed.  Hopefully we all will be able to reach them when that time comes.  Now we all wait to begin the new Millennium.

Chapter 12 About the 3rd Millennium

At this time, I would like to mention some further data that is important to this story and the job that we from the Planet of the Gods have come to do.  At the time of the writing of this final chapter which is at the beginning of the year 2013 I would like to mention, Ray Tibbets, a friend of mine who has played a certain part in this story.  I hope that his legacy is not lost even though there is nothing left to indicate that he took part.   Ray Tibbets died over 50 years ago, but before his death I had the good luck to be his friend for a while and got to read his book telling about the coming of the third millennium.  Unfortunately that book was destroyed at about the time of his death by those who did not want it known.
Ray’s hobby and lifetime search took him around the globe to various ancient ruins and some people who were decedents of those who claimed to have decedents who once live in some of the ancient ruins.  The world has many such ruins which the Colleges and Universities like to ignore and deny that they ever exist.  For whatever reason the Colleges prefer to think that their understanding of ancient history is the correct history and thus they ignore and pretend that other history existing throughout this planet does not exist.  

Although there were some colleges that often asked Ray to help decipher various bits of Sanskrit which is one of the most ancient languages on Earth the Universities were not willing to talk about other ancient civilizations.  Once Ray dug 5 perfectly carved figures of a man sitting on an unusual looking motor cycle from 5 million year old strata.  The University that Ray took it to was not interested in learning about them as they were so far out from the presently believed ancient history.  They were immediately convinced that he was lying or if he was not lying they still didn’t want to be the laughing stock of other universities.  

In any case these minor incidents are not what interested me or Ray at the time.  The thing that interested us both was the story or the evidence that Ray had dug out of a number of these ancient ruins.    
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