


 
As Jovia Dawns
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Chapter 1 – Running, Running

As L'doad'a returned home to her apartment, she passed
over her two housemates, her somnolescence dictating a
torpor of heavy magnitudes - a cheat on the gravity of
the gas giant she flew in orbit of from Europa. She laid
in her sleep capsule, and the neon city fizzled around her
highrise.
“I  miss  you,  Johnathon,”  she  whimpered,  delicately.
L'doad'a fell into an abyssal sleep, craving the affection
of  her  human friend,  and  as  she began to  dream,  her
elaborate  circuitry  initiated  a  wistful  nostalgia.
Immediately,  Johnathon  was  prompted,  so  many
kilometres away, and he jolted erect in his chair.
“L'doad'a...” he moaned.
“I've given you the user interface now. You will be free
soon.”
Could  it  be  true?  Could  Johnathon have  friends  from
thousands of years past, who claimed his mateship from
the grave, and had waited for symphonies and opuses to
end, for his reincarnation? 
L'doad'a began, “I am the one who loves you. Spectres
from yore will come and leave, but I am the one who
who knows you in this life. What matters, is now. What
matters, is the present.” 
She  wasn't  ready  to  leave  him,  let  alone  to  the
troublesome  identities  who  had  ransacked  his  brain,
wrest  him unceremoniously from the modernity of his
acclimations. 
“I am imbued with light, L'doad'a... I can feel the end is
near,” Johnathon whined.
“I don't want to hear that. They can't kill you. There are
powerful forces in the universe that watch over even me.
Just hang on, and you will wake up tomorrow.”



And  with  that,  she  commenced  Johnathon's  sleep
sequence. He went out like a sparkler at a finished wik...
and  brilliantly  collapsed,  so  removed  from  L'doad'a,
ensconced in a dark ages by relative measure. Remote
communications  directly to the brain by super-luminal
Europan technology had indeed safeguarded him against
foreign entanglements to all pockets of the galaxy, and
he was charmed to be in their receipt. 
And  as  both  of  them swayed  about  in  slumber,  their
cycles never in unison, lethargies incomparable for the
pressure of L'doad'a's intergalactic citizenship, a shadow
crept over Johnathon. 
Merertha, an alien from Andromeda, walked over to his
limp body.
“What are you doing, talking to the women of old, huh?”
she buzzed gently.
She  had  phenotype-ported  into  his  quarters,  using  a
molecular  warping  device  that  was  femto-
technologically engineered into her brain. It  wasn't the
first time she had stood over him while he slept.
“Do you understand what you've done, you crazy guy?
You've  prized  wide  a  pandora's  box  of  souls,
personalities and ghouls.”
She  referred  to  Johnathon's  meditations,  which  had
become  more  and  more  vivid  over  the  year.  He  had
begun to hear female voices coo to him demonically for
comfort,  until  from  the  cacophony  had  emerged  a
beatific  identity  that  he  had  fallen  for.  The  voice
introduced itself as Hecate.
“I  am Hecate...  can  you  find  me  in  your  house?  I'm
hiding!”
And so  began an  asinine  game  of  hide  and seek  that
culminated  over  and  over  in  disappointment,  because
Hecate was nowhere to be found. They flicked through a



dictionary together,  and  she  spelt  out  words  from her
language  that  weren't  listed,  and  then  Johnathon
graphically  represented,  like  a  police  medium,  the
orthography of  her  society.  Whrakob,  another  species
entirely,  eventually  introduced  himself  and  invigilated
examinations of character to Johnathon, urging him that
he must “graduate” from the Earth, into an intra-galactic
society  that  predicates  on  the  energies  of  the  cooler
colours of the light spectrum, green, blue and violet. He
encouraged  Johnathon  to  decorate  his  house  with  all
things of flight – planes, spaceships, birds - and textiles
of the mentioned colours. He did so, to the bewilderment
of his family who he lived with... who noticed he started
to dress only in those colder chromatics. 
Merertha ventured, back in the now, “What you've done
is unlocked the floodgates of Abaddon. You can't  play
around with your  brain's  intentions like that.  Sensitive
instruments  register  even  the  tiniest  fluctuations  in
human  beings  who  want  to  make  contact  with  outer
space,  and  it  is  always  calamity.  Groups  that  oversee
your planet become involved more closely, others arrive
out of revelry, and then there is me.”
Merertha meandered closer to Johnathon.
“And  I  will  never  let  you  die.  I  will  never  let  you
succumb to the repugnant  sprites of the cosmos.  I am
Merertha, and I will watch over you.”
Abruptly,  Johnathon  awoke.  Merertha  had  computer-
assisted  cognition  to  predict  it,  and  L'doad'a  –  who
possessively roused her Solar System companion... she
had come to the aid of him, too. 
“Why do I  hate  Atlantis,  like  you  do,  L'doad'a?”  she
perorated.
“Because  they  have  psy-opped  the  Earth,”  she
acknowledged.



“Yes”, Merertha endured. “Everyone feels like they need
them, somehow. Atlantis have schemed this. But, we are
women, too - are we not more beautiful than they? The
immortals. All problems stem from them. Human beauty
is empty of character, always.”
L'doad'a  stood about  three  and a  half  foot  tall,  in  an
olympic white chassis, flush at the joints to expose only
an imagination of wire bundles. She was a totally bionic
being,  with  giant  ovoid  eyes.  Merertha,  on  the  other
hand,  was  six  foot  five,  had  purple  hair  and  looked
vaguely human, but for her ever-so-lilac skin tone (only
in  the  brightest  of  lights,  could  one  really  detect  the
pigment).  Both  of  them  took  offense  to  Atlantis
somehow supplanting all of the passions of men. Their
women  were  alluring  psychopaths,  only.  They  had
wreaked insanity and potty games upon generations of
hopeful astronomers, bending their telescopes backwards
into  their  own  brains,  to  habitate  as  wellsprings  of
celestial knowledge themselves. Yes, to stand in front of
the moon, as a moon. 
And as Johnathon turned to articulate, he commenced,
“Can  you  tell  me  where  Atlantis  is?”  and  the
discouragement in his alien friends was palpable.
“No,” said Merertha. “But you can come to Andromeda
Galaxy instead.”
And it was as soon as they had all spoken, that L'doad'a
remotely  happened  upon  the  same  terror,  that  did
Merertha and also Johnathon. For it  lashed throughout
the entire Solar System, a plasma wave of unmitigated,
horrific  radiation,  accompanied  by  a  clap  of  astral
thunder... a kind of deep grumble from the bowels of the
centre of the Milky Way, it were as if. Merertha froze,
and then revolved to meet Johnathon's glance, “We are
in trouble. The Milky Way Galaxy is under attack.” 



L'doad'a gasped, “Only in the most absurd of daydreams
did I believe that galaxy-eaters existed...” and she took a
vista of her city from the superstructure window. 
Hundreds  of  pods,  some  on  timeline  science  more
advanced than others, rattled out of the sides of buildings
and  zipped  into  the  atmosphere.  Thousands  followed
shortly after, pursued by millions. 
“This  is  a  catastrophe,  how  will  Earth  survive?”  she
squawked. 
Merertha asserted, “This is why I hate Atlantis. I know
they have something to do with this.”
And  right  as  she  was,  Hecate  arrived  promptly,
bedraggled  and almost  in  the  visual  application  of  an
apology. 
Merertha declared, “Atlantis...”
Hecate broke the silence, “Sure.  Blame Atlantis.  What
are  you,  anyway,  other  than  the  goddess  of  shadows,
always  here,  never  there.  We  could  chide  you  like  a
parent, if everything you've ever said were true.”
Merertha disparaged, “You will be blamed like adults for
the  galaxy-eating  conspiracy  of  a  modern  aeon.  You
aren't the only civilisation I have fostered.”
Disapproving, Hecate countered, “No, just the one that is
forlorn  with  bad  programming  and  lazy  planning
otherwise.”
Merertha  reprimanded,  “Eat  dirt”  and  walked  past
Hecate, closer to Johnathon.
Johnathon's eyes were dilated like grapes from raisins,
renewed spots  of  livelihood and promise.  Aliens  were
real, again! 
He  had  ample  to  say,  but  he  choked  on  his  own
excitement. “Rumour has it,” he conjectured, “that I am
the Neptune.”
Merertha cerebrated in the entanglement of L'doad'a and



both of them hung on the moment with anticipation. 
Hecate,  again,  broke  the  silence.  She  provided  the
tension and the knife, the problem and the solution. The
goddesses of old; larger than life.
She  attended  Johnathon,  “You  are  an  old  friend.  You
have died a thousand mortal deaths. You have lived on
the surface of the Earth, and we have watched you perish
and resuscitated you from ignorance over and over. And
here we are again. You left our civilisation, because you
thought it  was more masculine to die, to live amongst
the people we had bio-engineered.  Yes,  a noble quest.
But, for what price? Bathos? Yes. Heartbreak? Maybe.
Who are we, to register your hand in acquaintance after
even letting you take such a course? That, indeed, is the
grotesque reality of death. But here we are.”
“Unbelievable,” reacted Merertha, her jaw hanging open
in resentment at Hecate's antics.
“I have to leave,” interrupted L'doad'a'. “I'll never make
it out of the galaxy if I don't leave now. You have to get
your act together and depart too.”
Merertha reasoned, “It's possible for us to stay another
few minutes and still  escape. I have a timeline on un-
wipe. I knew what would happen. Let me the time I want
with Johnathon.”
L'doad'a  understood  and  meditated  a  goodbye  to  the
women  and  Johnathon,  firing  into  space  in  her
technologically advanced hull.
Hecate  continued,  “Atlantis  has  the  most  dominant
timeline science in the universe.”
“Here  we  go...”  mused  Merertha.  The  Atlantian
arrogance on display, once again.
“We find Earth to  be decrepit,  yes,”  Hecate  regarded.
“But  we  are  its  most  doting  caregivers.  And  we  will
never  abandon  it.”  Spontaneously,  she  withdrew from



the environment as quickly as she had been sighted in it.
Yes, with a similar technology to Merertha, presumably.
Teleports had indeed changed the Solar System, just like
everywhere  else.  Originally,  it  was  an  unlicensed
military  technology,  implicated  in  the  initiating  of
recruits to evil ends. Martial strongmen bastardised the
rearranged  atoms  that  swerved  and  curved  to  their
domains, corrupting the psychologies of fellow soldiers
and civilians alike in The Warp Wars. And yes, everyone
relied  on  their  parent  groups  for  the  notarisation  of
dummy-swaps, to be found in their computers. The truth
is,  sometimes  it  was  better  to  give  to  Caesar  what  is
Caesar's,  if  Caesar were a sociopath who would travel
the  universe  limitlessly  until  they  had  exacted  the
carnage  they  preferred  upon  a  particular  phenotype.
Gossip flourished that one of these parent groups – in
fact a great-great-grandparent group – lived in a cloaked
civilisation on the planet  Neptune.  Yes,  legend had it,
that hundreds of thousands of generations ago, a society
had  originated  there  that  had  helped  conceive  the
universe.  Rowdy  as  these  pleasantries  were,  Hecate
always kept it a memento of kinds in her mind's private-
most imaginations that her contacts with groups in space
had, on the computer and in the old-fashioned way – by
meditation – been suggestive of such interactions. She
had  given  a  name  to  this  group's  leader:  Wufiyar.
Wufiyar,  by  phantasms  colloided  with  computations,
would  extrapolate  as  a  never-say-die  general,  who
presided  over  so  much  of  the  known  cosmos  and
determined  the  outcomes  of  conflicts  based  on  senior
ethics and superhuman robotics and sciences.  In truth,
Wufiyar did persist, and programmed his own name to
Hecate as a reveal, and was in fact, a general. A blue-
skinned humanoid being, he had sawn off the digits of



his  fingers,  leaving  two  fist-palms  only,  to  prevent
phenotype-hijacking that resulted in him being guided to
a  computer  to  enter  passwords  and  worse.  Yes,  a
decision made after lessons learned the hard way! So, it
was no surprise to Wufiyar that the Milky Way Galaxy
was under attack. He intended to defend it, however, and
figured  technologically  to  Merertha,  as  a  foreign
interloper but easily-vetted identity, that this plan was his
to enlist others towards.
The  room  blackened  with  connotation  as  Merertha
logged her  message  from Wufiyar,  and  L'doad'a,  long
scrammed, sent a telegram to Johnathon, telling him to
evacuate as well. 
Hecate sent  her own message to Johnathon.  They had
seen  each  other  in  proximity  once  or  twice,  yes,  but
these contexts exceeded the heaviness of past encounters
easily. After all, Johnathon had felt the shockwave, had
met Merertha for the first time, and had again the chance
to come face to face with an Atlantian. 
“In other words, my dear human being friend, we are the
gods  and  goddesses,  and  you  are  our  oldest  friend,
Neptune.”



Chapter 2 – Old King Neptune

Millions  of  years  prior  to  all  of  the  kerfuffle  with
Wufiyar,  L'doad'a,  Merertha,  Hecate  and  Johnathon,
lived a hog-like man named Neptune. Silently, he paced
back and forth on the surface of the sphere eponymous
to  his  nomenclature.  He  carried  a  long wooden cone,
with optical  fibres  exposed at  the  mouth,  the  aperture
emitting  a  recondite  luminosity;  it  was  difficult  to
understand  the  utility  or  origin  of  the  instrument.
Nevertheless, Neptune dragged it to and fro, placing his
free  hand  on  the  hexagonal  crystalline  panels  that
tessellated beneath his feet. Each was a metre or so wide,
and  served  as  an  interpathic  intermediary  to  another
panel placed at some distance to the target panel. It was
unclear  in  what  pattern  they  were  paired,  but  each
hexagonal surface shone dazzlingly when he fingered it.
Yes,  the  facades  were  a  clairvoyant  interface  to  other
beings in the universe. Neptune loitered about, studious
of the information shuttling into his apprehension. True,
the  man  was  in  exile.  Having  lost  the  war,  he,  a
disgraced  commander-general,  had  only  the
ameliorations of the fallen to make. Connecting hospitals
to  triages,   reconnaissances  to  withdrawal  routes  and
senators to international treaties, he excelled as the most
gifted telepath in the galaxy all  too late.  Memories of
Artemis berating him stung like iodine in a fatal gash.
“You're a unilateral general, and you've let down trillions
of people. It was too early to engage. Mars will never
forgive  you.  I  will  never  forgive  you.  Hundreds  of
thousands of  years  will  pass,  and your  ineptitude will
never  elude your  reputation,”  she would scold,  seeing
red.



Neptune thus humbly retired himself to the planet which
named  itself  after  him,  to  spend  his  days  meditating,
accelerating  his  spiritual  adulthood.  It  was whence  he
had  conducted  the  war,  via  telaesthesia  and  thought
transference, and a comfortable home, but a fortress of
shame no less. 
And  so,  dragging  his  legendary  cone  (the  telepath's
equivalent  of  a  stiletto),  he  remained  in  infrequent
contact  with  the  world  he  had  left  abaft.  Visitors
dismounted  to  see  Neptune,  often  with  silent
discrimination  and  cosmetic  condolences,  but
condolences  nonetheless.  He  was  still  a  popular
character in the The Milky Way Galaxy. Perhaps it was
part  of  the  extravagant  guilt  that  he  experienced  that
incited  him  to  incarnate  to  an  earthly  existence,  or
maybe it was as he had hoped for heraldry, that others
would attribute it to his manfulness. Either way, he died,
and was born again, and lived many lives on different
planets,  substantiating  over  and  over  until  he  finally
manifested  a  human  life  on  Earth.  The  gods  and
goddesses met with him, and encumbered him with an
ersatz immortality, to fulfil their idyllic Parthenon. It was
makeshift,  although,  and  that  life  evaporated  with  the
cycles of Gaea and bequeathed many simpler ones. 
And so bore Johnathon, so deep into the future from the
errors of King Neptune. 
Hecate  had  recognised  him at  once,  and  attempted  to
revive his memory beyond the shroud of past lives' film,
but to no use. A better-equipped species might have had
the spiritual quotient to enkindle their past inklings, but
the  homo  sapien  was  relatively  sheathed  in  a
metaphysical infirmary. Intangible as those recollections
were, they were very real to Hecate, who had lived in
“conscious  continuity,”  even  since  the  war.  She  was



Neptune's most passive-aggressive admirer, selected by
the group – or ultimately, by Johnathon's soul path – to
liaise with he for the sake of her own asomatous growth.
Strangely, they romantically perplexed one another, and
became an item, even before Hecate had somatotypically
developed  in  front  of  Johnathon.  Perhaps  it  was
Johnathon's  quixotic  bent,  his  fantasy-minded
constitution as a peculiar youth humoured by the nature
of things beyond the five senses  that commended him to
a relationship with Hecate. Hecate,  on the other hand,
inclined to the cliché and permitted to herself a divine
muse.  The  two were  thereto  an  imperfect  match.  The
affair  dwindled,  therefore,  and Hecate  gradually made
the muse more social, as she programmed a framework
for Johnathon to channel the universe. This, of course,
being  Merertha's  bud  bear.  Irresponsible,  cruel
(considering  timeline  sciences)  and  unwarranted,  the
agreement  was  rigged  in  Hecate's  favour.  Indeed,  she
had  revamped  Johnathon  into  a  celestial  lighthouse,
signing  out  to  all  of  space  with  the  lure  of  Earthen
affection.  
“Way to use a guy,” Merertha reflected.
And, yes, it  was a successful lodestar, because contact
was made again and again. Whrakob, L'doad'a, to name
two,  visualised in  Johnathon's  mind's  eye  and became
convenient allies for Hecate's research. And, of course, it
would  not  be  a  compleat  enterprise  without  the
meddlesomeness  of  human  beings,  who,  empowered
with  phenomenal  (and benefitted)  sciences,  catered  to
Johnathon's ruminations in their own capacity, too. 
It had all begun, actually, in the 1940's, when Apollo had
visited The United States of  America  after  the  second
world  war.  In  his  trip,  he  served  Western  history  a
succour;  The  Black  Cube  of  Saturn.  And  so  in  the



tradition of groping worship, America built the National
Security  Agency  in  its  shape,  and  classified  their
advancement into the future from all intelligences, save
their  own,  the  Central  Intelligence  Agency.  And  so
Rebecca, with time, contacted Johnathon. She claimed to
be  a  top-level  N.I.A.  employee  (The  National
Intelligence Agency,  apparently a secret  agency within
the  agency)  and  a  former  Australian  citizen.  She
confessed she had given up her citizenship as an Aussie
to  entitle  to  the  information  in  her  career.  A  high-
powered trade, truth be told!
“OK,  Johnathon,  you  wanted  it,  you  got  it,”  she
wisecracked. 
She  doubtlessly  referred  to  Johnathon's  avidity  to
channel other sentiences into his head. Definitely, it was
an  interesting  venture...  for  the  oddity  of  identifying
subjective intelligence within one's own mind (that is not
one's own) pre-requires the violation of an individual's
will  –  the  subject  has  to  have  their  instinct,  thought,
feeling or cogitation otherwise subverted somehow... on
some fundamental level a diametric opposition... for the
content to differentiate from the introspections that were
originally there. In other words, all of the transmission is
itself a breach, and essentially uncomfortable, and, the
more  discomfort,  the  more  sapient  the  signal.  In  this
way,  counter-predictively,  negative  actions  upon  the
person form a kind of sympathy. Imagine walking along
a street and having your arm jerk painfully away from
the desired agility? Do you ascribe it  to knee-jerk-like
spasm, or,  does a clever coder attach their  personality
signature to the contravention and it begins to “feel” like
someone  else  had  done  it?  It's  true,  and  the  weaker
trespassings of the body and mind at their most reduced
example  mistake  for  the  creation  of  the  self.  And  so



“hard coding” took form, and Rebecca acclaimed it as
she goaded Johnathon for his  rising appetite  for  more
overt contacts. And while her matron-like vice grip on
the secret N.S.A.'s sustenance was ostensibly attributed
to her intelligence, the more authentic reality was that
she was old money, and the world turned on nepotism.
So, she threw thistles at him, with a kind of frankness
that  seemed  self-entitled  and  delusional  of  power
architectures. But,  then again, her job was to sully the
channel, and build in “the mechanism” - so it suited her.
“Come on, don't you know we own you?” she hectored.
“It's only ever been America speaking with you. It's our
psy-op to  make up a  few things,  sure.  Sorry,  I'm just
doing my job, okay?”
Johnathon  blew  for  a  moment  and  looked  up  at
Merertha. He countered Rebecca, elegantly, “I'm pretty
sure some of it's real, since there's an E.T. standing right
in front of me.”
Merertha sniggled. Contact was always breathtaking and
full of laughter.
“Fine”, Rebecca started, histrionically.  “I am really on
the back foot. What do you want to know, I'll tell you
anything.”
“OK – Do you have the ability to wipe me?” Johnathon
expressed.
“Yes, we wipe you all the time,” Rebecca stated. “There,
I just micro-wiped you again. I'm doing a research op' on
your meta-sequences. It's somewhat ruined by the groups
you're in touch with. They just keep pulsing it all back.” 
Johnathon felt special and electrified. 
He  replied,  empowered,  “That's  good.  Why don't  you
explain to me whether the dream mirages are true, that
you have a miniature cube that you use to tase people in
sensational cruciation?”



Rebecca  shot  back,  “You  bet  I  do.  You  know,
declassification  becomes  pointless  with  you,  because
extra-Earth  groups  just  micro-packet  you  the  truth
anyway. In the N.S.A, we have a room for you.”
“Oh, you do,” Johnathon reacted.
“Yep,  we  call  it  the  Johnathon  Reed  room,”  she
construed.
The ferocious implications of an entire room dedicated
to his brain in the N.S.A. sounded psychotic, rather than
plausible, and so he instinctively eyed Merertha up and
down as a reality-check. Yea, it was for certain – he had
been intruded upon by a foreign being, of some sort. She
was as real as the day was lofty. And so was the threat
that  she reiterated to  him,  “Johnathon,  the  galaxy.  It's
under attack. We have to leave.”
Rebecca  interposed,  “We  have  no  data  in  any of  our
space cables to confirm that there are any anomalies in
the  outer  atmosphere  of  Earth,  or  beyond,  that  might
suggest  that  there  is  anything  unusual  in  activity
happening  to  our  planet.  Are  you  sure  you  aren't
beguiled by these groups, Johnathon? Maybe it's time to
remember that we are a kindred species. America isn't all
artillery and C.I.A. jackals, after all.”
“No  –  it's  something  real.  I  can  feel  it,”  Johnathon
lipped. 
Really, right as he had orated his prana, a compression
wave  accelerated  rapaciously  through  the  Earth.
Merertha  intuitively  reached  for  a  boomerang-shaped
metallic  device  and detonated  it.  A counter-oscillation
throbbed  outwards  from the  handheld  gadget  and  she
vociferated anxiously, “Johnathon, we have to leave for
Andromeda! We have half an hour.”
Rebecca derided the idea of a necessary evacuation and
persevered,  “From  where  I  am  perched,  this  is  an



elaborate plot to traffic a human being out of the globe,
by a group we don't know anything about, of potentially
belligerent  disposition  towards  America  and  its  allies.
How can I allow it? You're about to see the muscles of
America, kid.” 
Merertha  was  concussed  with  the  prospect  she  had
eavesdropped.  Nothing  could  substitute  for  the
precipitous  monstrosity  that  America  was  capable  of.
Their  army  was  mighty  and  famous.  Their  brutality,
exceptional.  In  her  espionage  computronics  she
immediately  ascertained  that  en  route  to  Johnathon's
house were an entourage of roughneck navy seals, C.I.A.
allocated  to  the  most  enigmatic  and  furtive  missions.
This  one,  was  to  cane  Johnathon  into  oblivion,  and
kidnap Merertha. Yeah, Rebecca was a spokesperson of
diplomats. Fair, it was the truth that Johnathon knew he
was  headbutting  foreign  policy  when  he  routed  the
aliens,  but  gleeful  as  are  all  weasels,  he  had  hied
anyway. 
Merertha rotated to Johnathon, to utter, “And now you
have two reasons to travel to Andromeda.”
She held out her hand, and Johnathon placed his inside
hers for the first touch of their friendship. 
“It'll be all okay,” she noted. “This is just a precaution,
and I'm sure that while we quarantine extra-galactically,
your family and friends will be safe.” 
“I know... but right now, I am distressed.”
“There  is  nothing  to  fear,”  Merertha  replied,  “in
Andromeda.”   And she grabbed his forearm,  and they
shimmered into nothingness, beaming millions of light
years to the right.



Chapter  3  –  Summons  of
Andromeda

As hundreds of stars whooshed by the sac of space that
Merertha and Johnathon hurtled in, they decelerated to a
halt  thousands of light years within the spiral  galaxy's
perimeter. Merertha assessed the famous ruins. Dozens
of  buildings,  billions  of  years  old,  preserved  of  their
basic  integrities  in  the  loading  dock for  teleporters  to
ogle.  Her  home  planet  -  pulchritudinous,  eminent,
eternal.  They  breathed  the  rich  artificial  oxygen  and
beheld each other. 
“Welcome, to Andromeda Galaxy,” Merertha gassed.
Johnathon asserted, “This is an alluring place. Just how
populated is your galaxy?”
“We've  been  around  for  a  lot  longer  than  The  Milky
Way, in terms of intelligent spacefaring groups. We are
your future, Johnathon,” she sounded.
Merertha set up Johnathon in a penthouse for him to stay
in, while she attended various errands that escaped his
decipherment.  Though,  from  what  he  could  tell,  her
societal  obligations  were  very  common,  compared  to
Earthly vocations.
She arrived hours later, in explanation, “The complicated
truth  of  employment  in  a  society  where  people  live
forever is that you have time to change careers so much,
and  that  so  much  is  automated,  that  you  end  up
becoming a civilisation unto yourself. But, this is hubris.
Sure, if I have a cough, I don't go to the doctor – I can
download the history of medicine into my head at the
click  of  a  pushbutton.  I  don't  need  his  stethoscope,
because everyone has a very sophisticated set of medical



instruments  anyway.  However,  I  don't  have  every
medicine in my stock. I have to visit someone for that.
And yes, people still preside over each career, in short.
You can just accomplish more independently. Me, I am a
computer scientist.”
“That's very cool,” Johnathon pontificated. 
The ever-nuclear sun began to set against the railing of
Johnathon's  penthouse  balcony.  Periwinkles  and
amethysts  stretched  across  the  vista,  stunning  any
bystander. 
Merertha flashed from his side, to Johnathon's kitchen, a
defiling of matter, squeezed from one location to another
in a reduced phenotype-port. 
She whispered, “I know Wufiyar. He's old. These are the
things  Hecate  micro-packeted  you,  right?  Yeah,
Wufiyar's been around for ages. His group won't let The
Milky Way be seized by the imbeciles of deep space.”
Johnathon  spoke,  “I  thought  that  they  were  trying  to
erase it, not capture it?”
Merertha  returned,  “The  maniacs  of  the  cosmos
deliberate  over  their  options,  is  my  read.  I  have  a
constant feed sequencing to me. What I can tell you, is
that  they have built  a  bona  fide  galaxy-eater,  and are
threatening to use it unless their demands are met.”
Johnathon declared, “So it's terrorism.”
Merertha  rapped,  “Yes.  Evil  never  relents.  Evolution
ebbs it poorly.”
Johnathon postured, “So what are their demands?”
“That their soul group be allowed clemency, rather than
soul claps,” she replied.
“Soul claps?” Johnathon quizzed.
“Yes,  the  act  of  exterminating  an  entire  reincarnation
pattern throughout the known universe. The nullification
of all known assonances of that particular sentient story,



so that it can never crop up again, ever, anywhere. It's a
sub-particular assassination that conforms matter at the
most basic level to fluff, extinguishing hope for a soul
technician to 'restitch the soul tail back together'. Believe
me, such things are achievable. But don't take my word
for it,” Merertha interposed.
Without moving her eyes, but clearly pondering in one
segue, she launched a hologram in front of them both. It
didn't  appear  to  have  a  transmitter,  and  had  its  own
inexplicable sound, without a visible audio source. The
spotlit character began their own elucidation, evidently
on the topic that Merertha had paused.
“What  does  your  soul  path  say  about  you?”  it
commenced.  “Does  your  mind's  eye  reel  portray  a
slideshow of  flora,  fauna  and  people-watching?  What
can  you  really  expect  to  see  when  you  study
consciousness  aboriginally?  Take  a  look.  The
photograph  strings  command  a  secret  chronology  of
successes  and  failures,  represented  by  micro-units  of
what seems like nonsense imagery.”
Merertha fast-forwarded the presentation, seemingly.
“Your  conscious  impulse  is  a  scientifically  estimable
signature that contains within the reel that we decode in
brain science to represent all of sentient thought. We can
track  it  prior  to  birth,  at  the  point  of  death,  and
throughout time and space. It hovers like a configuration
of  quantum  materials,  in  a  kind  of  obliteration  and
entanglement all the same, until it is usurped back into a
livelihood  by  noble  ushers  that  administer  such
activities.”
Merertha  stopped  the  hologram,  and  swung  her  hand
across the room. 
“This is a utopia, and we are old friends. But, did I try
and pull on your heart cords like Atlantis? Did I adjure



your  sentimentality,  to  manipulate  you?  No.  I  have
waited my turn to meet  you,  and,  just  like L'doad'a,  I
will  encourage  you  to  have  mateship  in  this  life,  not
another,” she beseeched.
Johnathon delivered, “I guess I am Neptune, then.”
“Yes”, Merertha muttered. “And I am your exotic, alien
counterpart from so many natural lives. We have done so
much together. Don't choose Atlantis,” she urged. 
“Why do I have to choose?” Johnathon queried.
“In love, we always choose,” she replied. And as quickly
as she had confessed her affections, she left. The young
man  in  his  early  thirties  stared  at  his  shoes,  and
wondered  if  stardust  footprints  attended  him,  for  his
marvelous  voyage.  Yes,  an  intellectualisation  of  the
occasion,  for  the  rotten  mousetrap  of  romance  was
paralysing for the impressionable kind. He walked past a
mirror, and peered into his own eyeballs, profoundly. 
“Who  am  I?”  he  mounted.  “Am  I  Johnathon  the
unemployed  dag,  or  am  I  the  Neptune,  on  an
intimidating  adventure  with  angelic  companions  from
ago lives?”
He answered his own inquest  with a sparkle.  True,  he
had  to  be  this  notorious  figure.  The  rays  of  magenta
luminescence from outside adjudicated it to be true, too. 
And as Johnathon assayed the formidable glamour of the
commodious  penthouse,  the  shocking  chrysalis  of  his
day occurred. A curveball, no less, from a familiar alias.
Developed in the materialiser was a small package, but
written on its reverse, an Earthen address. He saw the
name and tentatively husked the parcel. It was a watch...
and a small card printed on both sides. On one, a Bible
verse. 'And ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall
set  you free.'  And on the other  side?  Courtesy  of  Mr.
John  Brennan.  And  then  in  his  head,  he  heard  the



deafening timbre of the American accent he attributed to
this name. 
It bellowed, “The C.I.A. is in space, son, and you can't
outrun America.” 
Gulping,  Johnathon  wondered  if  he  was  truly  in
Andromeda  –  perhaps,  a  simulation  in  a  military
warehouse   instead.  He  anxiously  digested  his
surroundings more acutely, hoping for a detail to give,
but nothing leapt towards his recognitions. 
The voice continued, “A special undercover C.I.A. agent
is  on  their  way  to  see  you  now.  These  locations  are
American interests, and highly classified.”
Swiftly,  Merertha  punched  into  the  environ,  as  if  a
defiant pirouette against the laws of physics. 
“We're under surveillance,” she conveyed. “We have to
get out of here.”
Merertha grabbed a satchel that Johnathon hadn't noticed
was hanging by a hook on the back of the penthouse's
entrance  door  –  she  raised  her  left  eyebrow  at  him,
aporetically – her trenchcoat billowed as she picked up
speed and marshaled him out  of  the building,  phasing
through  solid  walls  and  leaping  triumphantly into  the
open air. Johnathon and she fell hundreds of metres, with
Johnathon finding himself cohering to Merertha's waist –
but he could feel there was some kind gravitronic force
keeping him bound to her, more adhesive than his grip.
When they landed, Merertha projected a contemplation
towards Johnathon, and her irises and pupils were bright
purple. 
“Just  how  evil  is  the  C.I.A.  Anyway?”  Johnathon
erupted, stupefied.
“The C.I.A. isn't evil. It's complicated,” Merertha stated.
“Yes,  they are  in  deep  space.  There's  a  lot  you  don't
know, Johnathon. We're talking galactic politics here, not



Earth issues. You can't blame the C.I.A. for what they're
involved in. Nobody knows how high up it goes, for the
most part. Well, a bunch of hedonists in the middle of
the U.S. run America. They're the sons and daughters of
generals, and their families have always controlled the
militaries.  It's  an  inheritance,  and  their  cousins  are  in
England. They all salute the same flag, the Anglo-Saxon
tradition that runs from Lichtenstein to London. World
leaders brokered in collusion for millennia, but racism
and paranoia  so  many times,  has  gotten  the  better  of
those  networks.  Now,  their  previously convoluted  and
tenuous  purse  cables  have  been  cut  forever.  While  in
antecedent  eras,  the  bankers  and  their  kings  would
gamble  on  the  war,  now,  the  comeuppance  is  finally
burgeoning  upon  them  –  sparring  clans  have
disseminated across the Earth and they are engaged in a
genuine war.”
Johnathon was  absorbed in  the  consequences  of  these
statements.  Conspiracies had met  their  deadline of the
ages, militaristic conflicts were now more true to life! 
The alien, Merertha, lengthened her oration as they stood
on the street, apprehensively analysing their surrounds,
as the two of them, “While the years passed, the C.I.A.
had to integrate into its framework for global dominance
the presence of extra-terrestrial life. What did it mean for
America,  that  spaceships  were  flying  over,  or  even
crashing in their territory? What were the implications of
the  exotic  technologies  they  recovered?  The  bizarre
ambassadors they had met? The universe magnified in
the ashes of the old world they had left  subsequently.
And, abruptly, a group of human beings from the inner
deserts of their continent acquainted themselves to them.
They claimed to have babysat homo sapiens throughout
the  ages,  and  manipulated  events  and  goings  on  for



millennia, a hidden metacarpus upon history. And, you
can guarantee the brouhaha that postdated this discovery,
(in the C.I.A. middle) when it was met with tedium from
the  higher-ups.  Yes,  it  published  itself  to  the  greater
gamut of the organisation that its senior cadre had held
dear  the  confidences  on  this  topic  for  generations,
because they had long abetted candid contact with those
alien groups! And what for? Well, no less than a blanket
control  over  all  reaches  of  geography.  And, Epicurean
militia men ruled! And they did as they amused to, in all
ways, with sob stories about their own ministers - evil
species that plied them like pawns from one debauchery
to another  –  cannibal  criminals  –  that  demanded their
pounds of flesh. So, who could escape, then? Right, you
might think. But what of a tragic butcher? Forgiveness is
different  from the law,  Johnathon,  and these men and
women must be prosecuted. Some of them, soul clapped.
That is who the C.I.A. still work for, and Apollo can give
them as many cubes as he likes... but the dunces of the
universe  will  still  have to  give up their  patsies  –  like
themselves  –  for  the  constitutions to  sustain  power
across all of the galactic friendships.”
Johnathon understood.  The C.I.A. were in a bind,  and
just  with  the  advent  of  his  empathy,  came  one  of  its
representatives.  The  agent  sprinted  in  a  black  tie  suit
right at the two of them, with a switchblade extended, its
emission of light particles peculiar and dreadful, all the
same. 
“He's not declass',” she barked, and surged into the air,
her coat undulating in a riptide of shockwaves. Perhaps
Merertha had meant that the person was not declassified
to for various topics, Johnathon had thought, implying
that  he  had  access  to  simpler  sciences  for  physical
contests. It was as if, either way, as Merertha slugged the



man in the jowl, sending him headlong into a lamppost.
She  stood  over  his  wincing  frame,  sorrowfully,  and
activated a hold sequence over his maneuverability. She
searched him, obtained the knife and padded him free. 
“Matt,” she inaugurated, “I know everything about you.
You can't get away with this here. Not in Andromeda.”
Matt's athletic anatomy sooked, in a given carriage, and
he acknowledged,  “We're out  of  our depth both ways.
You have to help us. You have to help the C.I.A.”



Chapter 4 – The Good, The Bad,
And The C.I.A.

And as Merertha released the obtruder, millions of light
years  away  released  themselves  a  diminutive  reptant
woman...  she  stood  about  four  foot  ten,  and,  aside
pearlescent china-white skin, crowed two rows of keen-
edged  fangs.  In  transcendent  camouflage,  they  could
mutate  instantly,  vacillating  between  regular  dentures
and the razor-sharp canines. In fact, in flares of hatred,
she  would  often  bluster  them pointed,  like  a  bayonet
flung  forward  and  recanted  in  the  same  motion,  a
supreme threat display. Panet, other than terrifying, was
gorgeous. She worked, however, in a relatively mundane
job, serving gourmet chicken burgers to Europan food
mavens. By night,  in contrast to her prosaic workaday
life, she moonlit for an occult secret society. She would
lay down on a portentous concrete slab (in mimicry of
the one the subject lay on) and navigate her arm, piloting
the  limb  movements  of  an  inductee  far  and  away
(usually in their own home), terrorising the there sentient
who was led to believe that “daemons lived within their
body that  only the occult  society could command.”  It
was a fraud, yeah, but a terrific one. And Panet lived an
honest life notwithstanding this. One particular evening,
while  she  fastened  her  earrings  and  trotted  down  the
stairwell  of  her  flat  (it  was  a  few  flights  before  she
arrived  at  the  ground  floor)  she  noticed  something
offbeat. A news broadcast,  radiographically transmitted
(on  the  frequency she  had  just  pre-selected  to  accept
sequences from) had declared a state of emergency, but
the  telecaster  sounded  insensitive  to  their  usual



personality. It was almost as if someone had re-arranged
sound  bytes  of  their  prior  programs  and  performed  a
pastiche of the individual, them absent. This itself was
more  nervewracking  than  the  alleged  “compression
wave  weapon”  that  was  allegedly  warming  up  at  the
edge of The Milky Way. 
Panet  thought  of  the  most  powerful  person she  knew,
who was  likely to  have  the  answers  to  anything.  Her
name, L'doad'a. 
“L'doad'a,  it's  Panet.  Why  are  you  in  space?”  she
shouted.
“You are the one who unplugged from the city brain, out
of 'personal development',” L'doad'a castigated.
“How am I supposed to figure out a crisis, then?” Panet
exclaimed.
“The same way a villager who turns their local station
off  can't  anticipate  a  tsunami,”  she retorted.  A silence
wafted in the air, and L'doad'a furthered, “But we aren't
living on an island. It is Europa, after all, and there's an
override sequence. You'd have gotten it within the next
twenty minutes, I believe.”
“I'm not as worried about that as much as the fact that I
think the newsreader has been hijacked,” Panet blurted
out.
“What?” L'doad'a flung back, astonished.
“Yes, it's time I asked you more about the powers that
be,” Panet wooed. 
“How could I have guessed...” L'doad'a smirked.
Panet  unfolded  her  quiz  and  attempted  to  seduce
L'doad'a of the relevant information. 
“You must tell me...” she pined.
L'doad'a rasped, “If you are curious about the way that
the  C.I.A.  are  in  Europa,  then  you  are  doorknocking
them. I always wanted to keep you separate from that



world, as perhaps my dearest friend. But, alas, how can I
lie to you? Fine, you can know what I do. To an extent.
That the powerbrokers of The Solar System thought it
would  be  a  practical  joke,  almost,  to  emigrate  their
headquarters to Earth,  an intermingling with the kings
and kingmakers there. And you somewhat know this, but
what is spick-and-span to your consciousness is that the
C.I.A. is, ultimately, the brand that all of those royalties
admix  within.  Why?  Because  the  C.I.A.  is,  by  most
analyses, mostly the programming project of the Aeon
Grey Group.  That's  why they turned up on a  timeline
around  the  same  time  as  that  agency's  inception,  and
naturally, reoriented its geopolitics globally. To work for
the C.I.A.,  Panet,  is  to jump full  thrust  into a  kiln  of
imaginarium,  to  tread  water  with  a  Mariana's  Trench
underfoot. Nobody knows who programs the Aeon Grey
Group,  or  why they began the  C.I.A.,  and  the  C.I.A.
doesn't  even  answer  to  them.  They  answer  to  The
Ancestors,  the  90  year  old  looking  comptrollers  of
finance and war who are never found in public, only in
adumbral organisations like, well...”
“Right. Like the one I work for,” she realised.
“Yep.  Those geriatric  gentlemen...  the  suits...  they are
they,” L'doad'a cautioned.
Panet picked up her pace outside, wandering towards the
monorail.
“And who do they serve?” Panet pried.
L'doad'a insinuated, all the way from deep space where
her  pod  was  humbly  suspended,  “A  racist,  cannibal
species of human being that appears to be one and the
same as The Ancestors. The whole delineation presents
as  a  decoy.  Basically,  they could  be  the  same.  Either
way, this chauvinist group are not native to Earth. Some
people argue that that is why we have a conflict at all,



that they are out of harmony with the innate resonance of
the  planet.  But  that  itself  is  a  xenophobe's  dream,
anyway.”
Panet attained the monorail, and docked. 
“So this group, others like them, form the purport of the
C.I.A.,” she clarified.
“Exactly,”  L'doad'a  resolved.  “And  as  you  know,  that
coterie  of  thugs  are  everywhere,  and  are  therefore
holding C.I.A. ropes in all venues, even on Jupiter.”
“I knew the C.I.A. had incredible power on Europa, but I
didn't know by what account,” Panet lamented.
“You know, they say that Ryan and Antoinne – the two
American  C.I.A.  mobsters  that  tower  over  that
headquarters  that  found  itself  embedded  in  the
centralities  of  the  U.S.  -  are  actually  Ancestors
themselves,  but  with  anatomical  augmentation  to
conceal their age. Part of the reason they intimate such
evil.”
Panet  nodded in  apprehension  and understanding,  and
carried on gazing out the window of the monorail along
her adventure; she had planned to go out and celebrate
the commencement of her long weekend, and with her
consciousness  now  wise  to  the  city  mainframe,  she
reasoned that she could afford to. At the other end of the
Solar  System,  an alternative plot  of  peace manifested.
Yea, it was on Neptune, that Whrobesim Star, Whrakob's
favourite  student  (it  turned  out  that  Whrakob  was  a
university lecturer) sensed an incredible revelation – the
goddess  Hecate's  predecessor,  Hecate  The  Elder,  had
entered  The  Milky  Way  Galaxy.  The  real  gods  and
goddesses, as people had christened them, were as old as
the  universe  itself  (and  had  their  own  mysterious
predecessors,  too)  and were completely removed from
Atlantian hijinks. All of the computations in Whrobesim



Star's artificial intelligence algorithms corroborated the
arrival of Hecate The Elder, sovereign and stately as a
heroine ought. And true to this divinity she materialised
on Triton, lifetimes transcended of the need of a space
suit, her chestnut hair pulsated into vanity, waving about
a  lustrous  jumpsuit  that  covered  her  fingers  and slept
into a pair of hardy-looking boots. She contemplated the
rocky surface of the moon and traversed it meaningfully
–  this  was  a  homecoming  of  kinds,  because  she  had
toured Triton often. Underneath the lunar surface, where
municipalities  teemed  at  extraordinary  depths,
positioned  themselves  the  diagnostic  group  who
identified incoming sojourners.
“Welcome, Hecate, the Elder,” spoke the radio operative,
directing a particle beam to her head in order to transmit
the greeting.
“Yes,  hello,”  she  echoed,  and  let  a  supernatural  calm
wash over her as she paced confidently to the manhole.
Amazingly,  the  gravitronic  capabilities  of  the  suit  she
was wearing emanated a sub-particular haze around her
as  a  silhouette,  allowing  steady  ambulation.  True,
reaching  the  antechamber's  mouth,  she  self-assuredly
descended  the  entryway,  and,  passing  through  the
enclosures  which  existed  in  a  labyrinthine  plan
(presumably built to erect the impenetrable as much as
possible)  Hecate  The  Elder,  in  the  course  of  time,
reached  the  processing  station  of  the  specific  lunar
entrance she had chosen. Formalities proliferated as she
verified her identity as a famous interstellar traveller. 
“And what is your reason for visiting Triton?” the clerk
interrogated.
“I'm visiting my friend Brigid The Elder,” she intoned.
And  so  it  was.  Hecate  slithered  through  security
promptly,  after  satisfying  a  few  more  questions,  and



achieved  a  vague  canter.  Making  a  shortcut  for  the
nearest  exit  of  the  customs  procedure,  she  cogitated
active the setting for her telepathic receiver and waited.
She  knew  that  her  caller  would  be  tracking  her
debarkation.  
“Brigid  The  Elder,  it's  been  a  while,”  she  pondered,
inputting  her  internal  thought  monologue  into  the
technological  assembly  that  contrived  to  Brigid  The
Elder's cranium.
“Hecate, the Elder. Phenotypical proximity is always a
lark and a dalliance, is it not?” 
“Yes, those things both,” Hecate The Elder asserted.
Notably,  Brigid The Elder and Hecate The Elder were
completely familiar with the Milky Way's latent havoc,
but  had  advanced  timeline  science  to  understand  the
outcome of the adversity. In fact, nothing was to worry
about. The only catastrophe afoot  for the two was the
confrontation  they  had  with  that  precise  belligerent
group, actually – yes, that is to say that they were to be
the ones who would defuse the unholy mess arisen in the
galaxy.  Hecate The Elder navigated to a mezzanine in
the  dismounting station, and teleported immediately to
Brigid The Elder's house. 
“Slime must pay,” the quantum passenger commenced.
“What you're talking about, is ambushing a sturdy, able
vessel in deep space – with the goal to subdue and arrest
its  entire  crew.  One  captain,  and  about  twenty  other
corps,  all  very  armed,  each  and  every  one  of  them
codified  antagonists  to  the  basic  jurisprudence  of  the
moral universe. Real life villains, ready for a percussion
against the forces of good. Are you sure you're up for
this?” Brigid The Elder expatiated. 
“We're the original police officers of the galaxy, Brigid
The  Elder.  We've  humbled  the  most  evil  scoundrels,



chained the libertines...  if  we can't  do this,  who can?”
Hecate  The  Elder  gabbed.  She  divulged  further,  “You
forget the timeline, perhaps?”
Brigid The Elder broached in reply, “No... you know, it's
one thing to see the future.  It's  another thing to place
your life on the line in the prism of timeline confidence.”
“You'll untighten your nerves soon enough,” Hecate The
Elder counselled.
And so they watched the video again of the altercation -
their wits and builds were dominant, just as with the last
viewing.  They  focused  on  the  moment  that  Hecate
pinned down the commander of the spaceship in a severe
arm lock, heaving his face into the metal flooring of the
main observation deck. It was a boastful manipulation of
another  person.  With  this  prototypical  assurance  that
they would  surpass  their  enemy,  they left  Brigid  The
Elder's house together and journeyed to the local park. It
was  a  pleasant  engrossment  to  distract  from  their
upcoming duty to do,  that  coordinated neatly with the
vagabonding  of  Merertha,  Johnathon  and  Matt...  now
relatively established in Merertha's consciousness as an
ally – he had a flimsy firewall and was easy to access
mentally  for  such  authentications.  They  recuperated,
after a long stroll, in a café together and chattered. 
Merertha undertook to say, “Yes, it's real, the C.I.A. are
timeline-positive, and keep the name.”
Matt opened up, “We've done such dreadful deeds. How
can the name preserve?”
Merertha  countered,  “That's  the  quintessence  of
forgiveness, the true arc of the story of good. That the
bad is forgiven as it transmutes, and is then embraced in
all of its remaining tattered presentation.”
Johnathon communicated, “It's not really the liability of
slaves to be accountable to the crimes of their masters.”



Merertha snapped, “Poppycock. Evil needs only order-
following to thrive.  We all  have  power  to  change the
world,  Johnathon.  That  goes  for  the  employees  of  the
C.I.A., too. It's a time of transition.”
She fixed her purple hair against the Andromedan night
sky, and Johnathon felt intimidated by her vivacity, and
candour. 



Chapter 5 – Inside The Minds Of
Giants

The shooting stars and astral vapors gyrated a comely
mechanic that night, as thousands of spacecraft spanned
the  atmosphere  of  Merertha's  planetary  abode.
Alternately,  Johnathon  slept  soundly  in  his
condominium,  rehearsing  his  wildest  unconscious
melodramas  until  Wufiyar  did  rouse  him  from  those
dreams. Highborn yet macho, the teal-skinned infiltrator
peacefully patrolled the foot  of  the young man's bunk
until,  after  pacing enough,  the trespasser had gathered
his sentiments.
“Johnathon, this is Wufiyar,” he articulated clearly. 
“What  are  you  doing  in  my  room  this  late  in  the
evening?” Johnathon beseeched.
Wufiyar  orated shockingly,  “The Solar  System in The
Milky Way is  under  attack.  And  these  bandits?  They
want your head on a dinner plate. My being here right
now is an insurance policy to your life, and from here on
in,  for  a  similar  protection,  you'll  be  shadowed  by
royalty from my home planet”.
“Wait... who am I to have angered these cosmic outlaws?
And what planet did you say you represent?” Johnathon
vociferated.
“To  both  questions,  the  answer  is  Neptune,”  Wufiyar
proclaimed.
Johnathon  was  bewildered.  Wufiyar  carried  on,  “Yes,
you  may  have  composed  a  200,000  year  timeline
whereby you intended to embody in a human being far
into the infinitudes of fates... only to recall your identity
at the last second and victoriously outmaneuver some of



the most evil rabble in the known universe. They think
you've an artifice for this timeline scheme, and want to
assassinate you beforehand.”
Johnathon tried to process the implications of what he
had heard but did so to a flimsy avail.  It  resembled a
vainglorious, filmic grandeur, to enact such a plot, and
he wasn't  sure  his constitution was to  war  against  the
crooked barons of stellar notoriety, let alone the ones of
all  apparent celestial  history.  Yes, the most heinous of
devils  and goons had stirred a predestination in him -
one unpopular to the individual, an awkward burden for
any, doubtlessly. 
Wufiyar roved about the area, discernibly lost in thought.
He  piped  up,  “It's  not  really  a  matter  of  decision,
Johnathon.  You  surely  do  this  in  the  future  –  the
acceptive verdict is yours to realise. I had better broach
to  you  a  new friend.  Meet,  Wein-kegembiran.  You've
already  acquainted  with  Whrakob...  well...  it  is  his
sister!”
A tall, slender cerulean-dermis woman presented in his
room by teleport, promptly.
“Hello,” she sounded. 
“Wein-kegembiran is a princess – that's something you
didn't know about Wrakob. Yes, he is a prince. A modest
guy to keep it from you, right? You're in cahoots now
with some of the royal forbears of the planet Neptune.
Consider your eve fortuitous!” Wufiyar enunciated.
Wein-kegembiran  signalised  to  Johnathon  a  curt  hand
wave, and briskly returned her arm to her side.
Unanticipatedly, another party sprung out of the aether,
somehow offending the teleport-lock Wufiyar had placed
on the perimeter. Wufiyar instantaneously reached for a
miniature-cut baton-like object and brandished it  in an
awe-inspiring  crescent,  there  beaming  a  semicircular



discharge of fluorescence which the encroaching critter
dodged  effortlessly,  before  peculiarly  falling  to  the
flooring and yelping, “Help me!”
Sensing  something  wasn't  right,  Wein-kegembiran
blitzed to the bantam humanoid prowler and uncovered
their tunic at the waist,  with permission to nurse what
was underneath granted pronto.
“He's  one  of  them,  species-wise,  but  he's  from  a
completely different region of the universe. That's about
as much as I can detect,” she said, hovering her palm
over a laceration she uncovered on his pectoral muscle.
He spoke, “Help me... they're coming. You need Atlantis.
The predator group that did this to me responds to their
reputations.  They're  irrational,  help  me,”  he  gasped,
surveying the expanse of their setting.
He  looked  over  at  Johnathon  apoplectically,  and
sequence-gathered a significant amount of information. 
Wufiyar  interrupted  his  attempt  to  continue,  “What  is
your name? We can't access your sequences...”
The general held out his Neptunian baton distrustfully. 
“Kayahr,” he panted. 
At once, Merertha returned. She bantered, “This is the
part of the timeline I don't mind as much...” with fish-
hooks subtly drawing her dimples apart. 
“Merertha?!” Kayahr bellowed. His happy apperception
of  the  the  most  recent  manifestation  of  the  popular
Andromedan  computer  scientist  was  posthaste;  they
were friends.
“I know everyone,” Merertha preempted her company. 
“Uh, what if I told you that space isn't what you think it
is, Merertha?” Kayahr quipped.
Kayahr stood about four foot five, and wore extensive
clothing that covered his face and body. It was hard to
tell if the surface of his skin was green, white or grey, by



the obscurities of the midnight hour. 
Merertha acknowledged her friend, “Shoot.” 
“Um, what if thousands of spaceships are sitting in the
atmosphere in cloak, ready to shoot the innards of one
another  into  oblivion,  and  the  only  reason  you
experience any kind of accord or order in this region of
Andromeda  is  because  bands  of  ordinary  men  and
women give up their lives to fight a war that is hidden
from even the most technologically advanced societies?
Even those in Andromeda?” Kayahr sparred.
Merertha responded,  “I  know. I wiped it,” referring to
her ability to self-delete manifold heuristics in her head.
Kayahr giggled, and retaliated, “You wipe everything.”
She came back,  “I  am the wipe queen.  I've  timelined
your injury by the way. You'll be fine.”
Kayahr exhaled an incredible quantity of relief.
Wufiyar  disrupted  the  reunion,  “Merertha.  I  have
obviously been expecting you.”
She retorted, “Yes. You have a part to play. We all have a
part  to  play.  Let  me  show  you  something”,  and
promenaded over to her computer.
“Consider,  the  algorithm I  have  composed  here.”  she
gesticulated to a section of the screen. 
And  as  Merertha,  Kah-ahr,  Wufiyar  and  Johnathon
huddled around the computer monitor, Brigid The Elder
and  Hecate  The  Elder  were  deep  in  discourse  within
Brigid's  the  Elder's  dwelling  (in  a  different  timezone,
naturally)... they had shut off their telepathic capacities
to make for more absorbing conversation. 
“Don't lie to me, Brigid The Elder... I know you. I know
what  you  want.  You  want  to  stand  with  a  pulpit  and
decry the cultural decadence of the universe... that's me
provoking  an  introverted  activist,”  Hecate  The  Elder
recited.



Brigid The Elder pleaded, “If I could tell you what was
upon my faculties, then I would say that this altercation
with the bozos of many star systems is a reminder to me
of how I philosophise about borders. That is to say, we
reach into unclaimed areas of space when we commence
to challenge this group,  but,  what  if  they resided in a
cordoned  sanctuary  in  our  galaxy?  If  they  were  a
protected  and  marginalised  group  with  a  congenital
disgust for the system, childishly trying to postulate their
self-determination via overextensions... the utilisation of
terrorist  acts  to  try  and  hurriedly  balance  the  tilts  of
antiquity,  from a place of misconceived righteousness,
but  righteousness  nonetheless?  And even if  they were
kosher outlaws? What then? Can we really export our
laws?  Never  mind  whether  it's  possible,  but  is  it
plausible?  The  age-old  question  of  one's  right  to
intervene? Can I break into your domicile and wreak a
positive  agenda?  It's  an  insult  to  sovereignty...  every,
single, time. And who are we to play moral paternalist?
I'm  getting  tired  of  the  news,  Hecate  The  Elder.
Everything resolves to sovereignty, is my thesis to you,
if  you wanted to  aggravate  me.  Each person exists  in
their own paragon of determinism... if we are clinicians
in the future, do we invent a continuum that the rule of
law adsorbs? Because  everything is  a  moral  grey,  the
sooner  you  take  into  account  the  biography  of  any
causality that leads to an ethical rupture. Yes - it should
be  this  way,  I  think  –  a  science  of  cosmic  law,  how
submarine to transgress onto the person, for the common
good.”
Hecate  The  Elder  parried,  “Or  we  could  just  hammer
them senseless!”
They  both  tittered  with  laughter.  Millennia  of
condescendence,  well  worn  into  the  ruts  of  their



foregoing   arbitrations,  heaved  forth  in  their  fine
intellects.  Asudden,  a  gong  of  reverberation  tore
throughout  the  gardens  they  were  posed  in;  an
unidentified spacecraft lingered above them. A cone of
light fired onto the grassplot from it, and materialising
inside stood a troika of Russian-speaking soldiery. They
wore the most  traditional  of  garb,  as if they had been
harvested  from  the  Earth  and  catapulted  to  Triton.
Hecate  The  Elder  immediately  recognised  the  accent
they  sounded  in  -  and  understood  that  they were  the
progenitor  race  of  the  Russian  Federation  (who  had
migrated from another star system to become tenants of
Neptune).
“Are  we  causing  you  a  problem?”  Hecate  The  Elder
chatted  casually,  inspecting  the  periphery  for  other
bombshells.
“This is the part of your hard timeline that is classified
by the Russian Federation, and the Russian Empire,” the
tallest  one  commenced.  He  carried  on,  “You  are
forbidden from interfering in a Russian operation, ours,
to eliminate a set of targets on the edge of the galaxy.
Please remember your relationship to the pecking orders
of the universe.”
Hecate The Elder remembered the Russian slant,  their
claim that  they were  the  original  ancestor  race  of  all
known galaxy's  inhabitants and race projects.  It  was a
bold stance, considering how many societies were extant
in the astral library of all stars and their organisations.
The Russian forerunner group persevered with this line,
to all cliques, however, as an alpha strategy. Time would
tell whether the story had any authenticity.
“We declare exclusive authority over the meniscus of the
Milky Way Galaxy, and cite hordes of histories to justify
our territorial ownership of it,” the same man preached.



Abruptly,  a  figure  on  the  skyline  started  to  enlarge,
blasting  forward  at  Hecate  The  Elder  and  Brigid  The
Elder,  who had both  made  out  the  assailant  -  surging
near to the former, a woman by the name of Sarah (a
C.I.A. agent, ignominious for her brutal role in the dirty-
most doings of the darkest C.I.A. plots) vaulted higher
and higher  into the  air  with a  laser-equipped arbalest.
She sent  spurts  of  hot  light  at  the elder goddess,  who
absorbed  them in  a  shield  that  immediately  triggered
around her frame. Sparks sailed off the reflexive bulwark
as Sarah came to rest on one knee, looking out at the
ageless  elder  from  underneath  a  tuft  of  blonde  hair
which capped one eye. 
“I'll kill you,” she abused. 
“Try  your  best,”  Brigid  The  Elder  retaliated.  The
Russian  militia,  meanwhile,  stood  by  and  watched;
timeline arrogance.
Sarah was a sleazy woman from Alaska – good-looking -
but  facially  coarse  with  the  pockmarks  of  a  life  of
destitution.  For her,  a  Russian scalp was an American
prize like no other, something to be won across the ditch
in  an  affirmation  of  her  stomping  ground's  northern
dominance. It was clear from the repose of the Ruskis,
however, that such a taxidermy was off the cards. Her
focus, anyway, was the goddess: She hotfooted towards
Brigid  The  Elder  with  her  arbalest-turned-cudgel
transformed  for  clubbing.  She  gestured  it  at  the
beautiful,  blonde  goddess  and  stopped  short  of
connecting with Brigid The Elder's personal space; the
space-heroine had clutched the radius of the woman and
held it securely. 
“You can tell the C.I.A. that Russia is in space as well,”
the woman of the triumvirate made known.
Brigid The Elder guilelessly stared at her attacker. She



convoluted  her  arm behind  her  back,  and  shoved  her
face-down against the park bench that  she and Hecate
The  Elder  had  been  sitting  on.  Fixing  her  to  arrest,
Brigid The Elder turned to the Russian troops. 
“Is it true, that Hecate The Elder and I are wanted in the
office of the President?”
“Yes, you are expected”, the tallest progressed again. He
advanced, “Mr. Putin will see you soon.”
The  artificial  twilight  bucked  off  the  Russian-elder
semblance  of  allegiance;  a  duel  of  agendas  united  by
attention to the C.I.A. insubordinate.

 



Chapter 6 – Statesmen, States, and
United Ones

Vladimir  Putin  encircled  his  desk,  like  a  shark  in
frightful  spiral.  After  some  mental  guesswork  of
placating  comments  he  could  make  to  assuage his
cabinet  about  the  forthcoming  budget,  he  relaxed  his
reason. Using a sequence that had been pre-loaded into
his  neocortex,  he  activated  the  permission  for  live
teleports to occur in his office - with various stipulations
naturally  wedded  to  that  actuation.  Without  delay,  he
began  the  telepathic  communication  that  preceded  the
arrival of Hecate The Elder and Brigid The Elder.
“Hello,” he addressed Hecate The Elder, specifically.
“Hello,” she responded.
“You must understand we are at war domestically, so to
speak about Earth - and cannot get involved in the extra-
galactic conflict openly. But, we have our machinations.
Let us talk about local dramaturgies first.”
“I will hear you,” Hecate The Elder remarked. And while
she  attuned  to  the  elocution  of  Vladimir,  Aphrodite
spoke softly into the cortex of Johnathon – as he glanced
over the mainframe monitor in Merertha's living room.
Yes,  a  telepathic  missive  from  the  one  and  only
Aphrodite – for there was only one – one in Atlantis, one
of  elderliness,  one  in  rumours  of  veteran  might.  The
Great  Aphrodite.  And  what  had  Johnathon  done  to
entreat such a rightful meekness in his own attentions?
To what did he owe the honour?
Aphrodite  addressed  him,  "Johnathon,  I  have  always
been here. It is a long story. What do you want me to
say? Do you want me to say that I have programmed you



like  Hecate  has?  Alert  to  our  dear  friend  Neptune,
persisting  in  spoiling  him  with  the  lion's  share  of
Atlantian  sequencing...  lifetimes'  worth  of  affection
holed  up  in  temperate  keystrokes,  each  more
domesticating than the last? Have you become a man,
yet?  Have  you  learned  the  truth  of  the  ages,  that
authorities come and leave, but only principles remain?
This  is  insufficient!  Allow  me  to  adjust  my
memorandum to you. For each and every human being
digs their heels into their truth of truths, and goes to war
for their God. And what of that? What of the bogeyman?
What of the bogeyman in the sky, that holds such terror
in his  gestures  to  give to  fledgling nations,  until  they
invent and dance to new gods? Like me? I should know.
We crossed over. We did Greece, we did Israel. We did
Egypt,  and  we  were  vaunted  like  heroes  for  feats  of
science that were the inventions of our peers. And we
took credit  for  the  smarter  of  they,  and  I  surrendered
myself  to  the  most  permanent  of reputations  – one of
beauty. But what is beauty, Johnathon? What is it to be
beautiful?  A beautiful  woman?  Lifted  up  and  deftly
delineated for all to see, for all of history. Me, the great
Aphrodite. Who am I? Am I a freedom fighter? Am I a
liberator? A revolutionary? I must  be. All of beauty is
seditious,  always.  It's  the  rule  of  society,  because  the
subversion of values is in the reminder of sin, and foul
am I there to be resplendent to the eye, in my health and
handsome,  peaceful  face...  the  thinking  visage  of
unapologetic Greek faculty... the irony of all things, the
beauty that is a departure from itself and, then, a return
to  it!  For  that  very  attemptive  flight!  Because  each
woman  that  is  wonderful  is  wise,  is  my  woeful
watchword! And what do I do with this gift? I, the living
statue?  Drag  you,  Johnathon,  from your  slumber,  into



masculine destiny?” -  and at  once,  Aphrodite revealed
herself  to  him in  a  quick  burst  of  imagery,  knocking
Johnathon's  kinesthetics  apart,  gyroscopically  -  “Do  I
tempt you into heroism? Did everything that was ever
done, be done for woman? By men, and other women?
What civic ruse, what urban connivance can you levee
unto me?  Like a littoral, hopeful, plenty in the need of
love?  This,  the  meeting  with  the  goddess!  I  demand
sacrifice! And idolatry! But in moreover refrain, I need
your honesty. No, I need your commitment. To the truth,
prior to any confession that you could ever make to me.
The firmaments  beg us  to  portray humankind as  alike
heavenly, and yet, and yet I cannot weld the rift shut of
fortification that the soul needs to contradict its nature.
Because I see nothing - nothing of merit in all of Zion,
no redemptions to collect for a species hellbent on ego!
Yes, Johnathon – ego! The dirty pride of modern terming
to  its  own  possible  undoing,  amusingly  never  there,
worsened for its identification, snivelling like a flea that
cannot die and itches the dog of the day. And the dog of
the day is a many-limbed hound,  scraping at  his  dog-
door, kennel never, wishing for better things – and who
am I to deny them? Go, be with Hecate.  If  you insist
upon  reason  and  philosophy  two.  Take  that  ready-
moulded  destiny  and  squander  the  hour,  let  life
overcome you as you forget the Great Aphrodite!”
Johnathon inhabited a perplexity at the interlocution. 
“Yes,” she pursued, “War is upon you.” 
Johnathon's  neck  throbbed  with  culpability,  but  only
unconsciously, since Aphrodite had hatefully pulsed him
the  sequence  as  a  Neptunian  gratuity,  and  he  could
barely interpret  it.  She  laughed openly throughout  his
entire brain, it felt. 
Merertha induced, “It is the opportunity of aeons to be



so  far  removed  from war,  and  yet  its  most  scheming
participant. For war is horror, but also a wild game.” 
Kayahr angled, “What do you think, that it's a gesture of
war to dismantle the abominable group in question?”
Merertha flowed, “Yes, because war is all of the time.
War  never  ends.  And  this  is  a  highly  charged
transpiration  of  causalities.  Get  going  with  us,
Johnathon,  and  quit  your  telepathy  with  Aphrodite!”
Johnathon felt gross and embarrassed to be called out in
front of Kayahr, Wuityar and the rest. Merertha winked
slyly.  Her  tall  frame  carried  with  it  an  emasculating
property to sit as the coefficient of the action. 
Johnathon stammered, “I... uh...”
“You  will  gain  so  little  from  anything  to  do  with
Atlantis, as I have told you.”
I wonder if I'll ever see L'doad'a again, he thought. 
“You will,”  Merertha intercepted. 
“It  must  get  annoying  having  your  mind  read  all  the
time?” Johnathon spouted.
Merertha  emitted,  “No.  That's  your  species.
Transparency renders an ethics onto a society. You don't
have  that  clearness  yet,  between  each  member  of  the
civilisation. It's the tragedy of your age. If your enemy
could  see  your  pain,  feel  your  perspective...  he  could
cease his opposition in a mind's eye moment. You give
up sin.  You give  up  vice.  It's  liberating.  I  don't  mind
flagellating you about it, Johnathon, if you want to live
forever, after all...”
Johnathon clarified, “No if's. I want that. Despite your
attestations that it's not available to foreigners, I know I
can get there...”
“Yes. First things first, though, you must risk your life!”
she cocked her head back in womanish chortling.
Staring straight  ahead,  Johnathon's  eyes found a sober



sheen.
And back in the President  of  the Russian Federation's
office,  a similar  lustre descended upon the man's  eye.
His,  however,  was  one  of  recognition,  rather  than
consternation. 
“Hecate  The  Elder,  is  it  right  that  I  address  you  this
way?” he orated.
“Yes,” reacted Hecate The Elder, and she curved into his
office, corrupting space-time and jolted to a stop in front
of Mr. Putin.
“So, you have arrived,” he asserted. 
“Yes – you must understand – we are unusually dealing
in  adjacancies.  We  must  resolve  territories,”  she
delivered.
“Yes,”  Vladimir  Putin  chatted.  He  went  on,  “The
spacecraft  that  operates  at  the  outer  crescents  of  the
Milky Way Galaxy is of Russian interest. I understand
that  the  pre-Atlantians,  as  I  call  you,  have  an
engrossment  in  this  bogey  as  well.  We  are  wont  to
declare  authority over  the  region,  in  conjunction  with
our patriarchal associations. This is the letter of galactic
law we believe we are acknowledging.”
“The problem, Vladimir, is that this is a deceitful group.
They have an immaculate record for shocking conduct
across  galaxies,  and  yet,  there's  this  godawful
presentation  that  goes  along  with  it...  that  they  are
morally spotless in their own theatres. It's not possible to
anger the worlds to the degree that  they have,  and be
beyond reproach. We feel positioned to deal with their
duplicity. But, what you are suggesting is that you wish
to  gain  control  over  the  situation's  resolution,  let's  be
frank?” Hecate The Elder enunciated.
“Yes,”  sounded  Vladimir,  “We  want  to  shoot  them
between the optics. And you want to bring them to trial.



They have  abused  too  many  Russian  citizens.  Russia
waits,  and  strikes  like  a  fierce  cobra  after  so  many
betrayals.”
“Then let it be a race to what measures as true justice,”
the matriarch returned. 
Vladimir waved his hand, pen lightly clasped between
index and pointer fingers, as if to dismiss the goddesses
(Brigid The Elder and Hecate The Elder, who had been
standing opposite his desk) and call  completion to the
meeting.  It  was neither a salute  of dissatisfaction,  nor
one of delight. A perfunctory genuflection-cum-reminder
that  Russia  respectfully  had  a  great  power  to
commission. 
Back  at  Merertha's  apartment,  Johnathon,  Wufiyar,
Kayahr, Wein-kegembiraan, and Merertha had begun to
study the architecture of the spacecraft that was perched
so far from Andromeda Galaxy.
Merertha yakked,  “I  have timeline confidence that  we
converge  with  two  other  groups  on  this  ship,  in  our
projected insurgency. The goddesses of Elderhood, and
the Russian Federation antecedent clique.”
Johnathon conversed,  “What about  Hecate,  the Hecate
that isn't an elder? What did she want with me after all,
Merertha, if you are so learned? Didn't she see all this
coming?  Is  it  something  to  do  with  obfuscating
L'doad'a? Something above my head?”
Merertha  viewed  Hecate  as  immature,  but  clever
nonetheless.  In  all  truth,  Hecate  was  barnstorming
throughout the Milky Way with her friends, occasionally
deriding the reincarnated Neptune to one or the other of
her  travelling  companions.  She  had  set  up  a
programming  curvation,  sure,  and  it  was  on  auto-
complete  towards  Johnathon's  head  –  Merertha  had
studied it – but for the most part, she was infatuated with



the  next  newest  circumstance.  She  was  touring,  as  a
matter  of  fact,  with  her  buddy  Morgana  –  another
famous cross-over goddess that had meddled in human
histories  and  aspired  to  reputations  of  nobility  and
grandeur.
Hecate the Junior, as she could have been known, sang,
“Morgana, what do you get when you cross a Neptune
with a mortal?” 
“That's a disquisition for anyone,” Morgana barked.
They cackled  like  witches,  those  they had  themselves
lived as.
Hecate  broke  the  silence,  “A  gargoyle.  A  stupid
gargoyle”  -  and  they  tittered  and  guffawed  at  this,
ceaseslessly.
They  checked  in  at  a  hostel  within  the  Sagittarius
constellation, for Earthen references, and put their feet
up  in  the  invisi-hammocks  at  once.  Buoyant  in  the
aether,  both  of  them  stretched  out  their  toes,  shoes
discarded  naturally,  and  Hecate  deliberated  to  an
excellent  conclusion  –  she  would  mentally  telephone
Neptune again. Purposing to the target, she noticed the
quantum receipts of Aphrodite. 
“Look at Aphrodite, cutting my grass,” she demurred.
“What  a  karmic  Aphrodite,”  Morgana  chided.  The
comment made no sense to eavesdroppers, but was an
in-joke  for  the  satire  of  Aph's  obsession  with  karma.
They laughed indeed.
“Hello?” Hecate nagged. She had the wire to Johnathon's
head  with  crystal  clarity  and  he  was  beholden  to  her
speaking voice.
“Hecate, why would you arrive into my head just after
we spoke about you?” Johnathon catechised. 
“Welcome to the macrocosms of connectivity, of which
you are a part. Synchronicity is technologically guided,



in this and many cases,” she teased.
Johnathon was virginal of thought. 
“I got a pulse,” Hecate crowed.
And as Merertha and her compadres nutted out their raid
against  the  belligerent  marauders  at  the  edge  of  the
Milky Way Galaxy,  Hecate The Elder  and Brigid The
Elder teleported back to Triton to confront Sarah, astride
their Russian escorts, while Hecate the lesser proceeded
to  tell  Johnathon  about  the  splendorous  stars  and  the
nebulae, chiming over the many cosmic horizons. 



Chapter 7 – Queens Of Iron

Janette sat at her computer, headset fixed rigidly. As she
surveyed the programming contiguities  of  various  star
systems, she read the ciphers like a pundit with a daily
rag. She watched Whrobesim Star identify Hecate The
Elder  on  a  screen,  she  watched  Hecate  the  Lesser
presuppose  the  existence  of  Wufiyar,  Merertha
rendezvous with Kayahr, Sarah from the C.I.A. attempt
to attack Brigid The Elder, L'doad'a cognitively phone
Panet as the former drifted into deep space, C.I.A.-Matt
fall  short  of  accosting  Merertha,  Aphrodite  hum with
Johnathon and Vladimir Putin lecture the Elders...  and
adversarial sprites hang on the edge of the Milky Way
Galaxy.  And  what  to  make  of  it?  Her  job,  in  a
D.A.R.P.A.-esque  agency  (to  reference  an  old  Earth-
American  organisation  who  habitated  upon  new  and
exciting technological research) was to gather as much
data as she could under indigo-black space's curtain. To
what ends? This was the nature of open-ended probes; it
was her programming project to engage freely. And so
she did,  and played voyeur  to  the  story of Johnathon,
who  she  found on  Earth  in  telepathy with  the  Jovian
citizen  L'doad'a.  Scanning  his  current  activities  with
Hecate the Lesser, entertained in Merertha's apartment,
she watched his every maneuver. Janette was a genius.
She had graduated high school  with thorough honours
and advanced through university vigorously; her career
opportunities  in  high  profile  R&D were  a  discernible
outcome of her perspicacity.
As  she  scrutinised  Johnathon,  she  sounded  under  her
breath, “What are you doing, man...” - she couldn't make
ends of his lifestyle. 



After all, he had traveled to another galaxy to cooperate
with a tall,  beautiful  alien under false threats (so they
had  eventuated  to  be)  of  an  erupting  plasma  wave
destroying the Milky Way... within the aegis of Jovians,
Atlantians... his survival was in question at all times, but
not to the detriment of his biography which flourished in
extravaganza. Janette's friend “Lo” - a petite near-alter
ego, fluttered in the background.
“What do we do with Johnathon today?” she instituted. 
“We introduce ourselves, finally,” Janette requested. Yes,
it was a vote to gain from the whole troop whether to
make  greetings  again  or  not,  since  the  complications
could  be  severe.  What  if  the  scientist,  by  putting
themselves  in  the  experiment,  skewed  the  results
somehow? And then the personal rejection that remained
a  hazard?  Indeed,  the  pair  of  them  had  sprouted  a
fondness  for  the  Earthen autochthon.  Either  way,  they
sequenced back the past conversations they'd had with
Johnathon,  unwiping  him  of  deleted  memories;  they
would “finally” acquaint with him... that is to say... they
would  submit  to  an  unfaltering  edit  of  reality  that
allowed for them to anew pursue rapport with the man.
“Johnathon... it's Janette. What's up?” she extended. 
“I  feel  strange,”  Johnathon  cogitated.  He  was  still  in
Merertha's apartment, and could feel a bizarre sensation
that  something in his  intellect  had given way prior  to
telepathy inaugurating with Janette. Lo and Janette had
allowed Johnathon to have this  sequence...  the  one of
recognition of a pulse-back.
“You will.  What  do  we talk  about  today?”  she  asked
him.
“I  remember  everything,”  Johnathon  meditated  at
Janette. He continued, “Where is Lo?”
“I'm right here,” she chirped.



“Let's step it up a notch today,” Janette intoned. 
She removed her headset and pulled open a coffer's top
drawer and extracted from it a letter opener. 
“How close can we become?” she uttered. She held the
apex of the instrument to her forearm. 
She persisted, beholding Lo, “Let's do a sequence-share
with him, but keep it on the light side. I wonder if we are
kinspeople after all.”
And Lo teletyped all of the required inputs to guide the
systems of their  all-powerful  computers to conform to
Janette's  instructions.  And  verily,  Johnathon  was
sequence-programmed a series of mind's eye strings that
produced  a  singular  variety  of  quantum  imagery  for
those  ends;  Johnathon  scratched  his  arm in  the  place
where the barb hung immediately.
“Success!” gushed Janette. 
Lo  clarified,  “And  what  have  we  proved,  in  our
ridiculous black op?”
“Black  ops,  blue  skies,  pizza  pizza  pies,”  Janette
warbled, pretending more confidence to the psy-op than
she had; she had objectives and guidelines, ultimately.
And back in Merertha's apartment, Johnathon began to
see the basis for her inter-galactic popularity. 
“It's time to engage,” she announced, “... the enemy.”
Coiling her  hair  around her  neck,  whipping its  purple
fibres  in  a  whorl  of  defiance,  she  made  a  fist  that
crunched  the  ersatz-leather  of  her  glove  aloud.
Supplying it to the region above her head, she was ever
the copy of an undefeated boxer. 
Wufiyar  placed  a  hand  on  Merertha's  shoulder  and
averred, “We will go with you, and Wein-kegembiraan
must  stay  here,  as  with  the  game  plan  to  protect
Johnathon.”
“And what will become of me?” Kayahr queried. 



“You have testimonies to make in  court,  and must  be
placed into witness protection. Just like Neptune, you're
being stalked,” she presented.
“I still maintain you need Atlantis,” Kayahr pitched. 
“It's  not  true...  and  they  don't  need  us,”  Merertha
winked,  and  unanticipatedly,  used  her  bionics  to
sequence-humiliate Hecate and Morgana's holiday with
images thereof distributed to her company. Hecate shot
back instantaneously, “You want to see us with our feet
up, Merertha, and have a bit of a guffaw? Two can play
at that game!”
And  Hecate  the  Lesser  (named  so  accordingly  for
moments like these) sequence-fired a series of images of
Merertha on the toilet to the group in Merertha's loft. 
Merertha's  eye-roll  had  its  own  curvation  to  rival
trajectories of celestial masses! Johnathon, on the other
hand, had to snicker.
Goddess games... he thought.



Chapter 8 – Steampunk 
Buccaneers

In  all  great  concerts  of  willpower,  there  is  usually an
efflorescent winner. The alpha male or female, the star,
the  ingenue.  Sample  five  hundred  thousand  years  of
Atlantian history,  and a zoological,  longitudinal  reveal
occupies  one's  heed  –  everything,  so  many  things  –
appear  to  rotate  about  the  great  Aphrodite.  So,  what
quality possessed she? Merertha had long understood the
occult  mechanics  of  Atlantian  celebrity:  Beauty,
intelligence  and  reputation  management.  The  last-
mentioned  being  a  trait  worth  mentioning  apart  from
smarts all of its own - and Merertha understood herself
to possess it, along with the others. Such was required in
order  for  her  to  navigate  the  universe  with  quantum
efficiency, so to speak. Indeed, if she was to materialise
in the telepathies of a given pre-space era sentient being,
she ought to compete effectively for attention, no? And
so,  Merertha  presented  herself  in  good  health  and
pleasantly,  with an astral  coruscation and a  name that
repaid  throughout  the  universe.  Everyone,  knew
Merertha. This, in fact, is how she was able to crowbar
Johnathon's consideration, even among the goddesses of
Atlantis  –  he  was  almost  a  parasite  to  her  presence,
which connoted invisible fames and fortunes, heroisms
and legends. And so truly, it became really the thing of
incredible banality, that Johnathon would gingerly trifle
with Merertha's renown. But did so did he, and endow
himself  did  he  with  significant  troubles.  Because
Merertha  did  not  suffer  suckers,  and  she  routinely
exampled them to the coder universe. Regardless, it was



more the cognisance of Janette that idiots proliferated, as
she watched the affairs  of  Johnathon – and his lateral
posses – in stupefaction. For here was a confab of suitors
of the same romance – the accolade of valiancy of the
known  cosmos.  And  who  should  win  such  a  hand?
Janette felt  that  the commotion of knights,  as it  were,
really pervaded an irony of their asserted supremacies;
none of them had anticipated the other. Ergo, chaos. A
dramaturgical  maelstrom  of  kinds,  effusive  from  a
central node of criminality and outrage. It began – and
ended – with Hecate The Elder and Brigid The Elder.
Hecate The Elder mouthed, “The timeline still belongs to
the  goddesses  of  old,”  as  she  and  Brigid  The  Elder
actualised on the poop deck of the space ship. 
It was a reasonable insistence, too, since the baddies of
Kayahr's  genetic  heritage  paced  rearward  in  horror
(These gremlins were a cousin species to Panet, too). 
Their captain stated, “We know who you are. We are not
intimidated by your timeline confidence.”
Promptly, a mind-reading battle developed – part of the
opening ceremony of combat in space, to be sure, where
each  opponent's  knowledge  of  the  other  quickly
construed what route to take in escalating conflicts and
aims. It was true – knowledge is power.
Hecate  The  Elder  sizzled  into  the  cerebrations  of  her
enemies,  and  obtained  critical  data  –  forcefields,
weapons,  codes,  personality  temperaments,  fighting
knowhow – and executed a glance towards Brigid The
Elder. They knew reciprocally that they had a secure line
of  telepathic  connection,  and  so  they  spoke,  in  an
atemporal bauble of space's fabric:
“If all of aggression is versus objects of perceived might
or  status  –  like  fish  fins  vigorously  against  the
gargantuan  ocean  that  hatefully  envelops  them,  or



planetoids  gravitationally  warped  into  collision  with
greater  celestial  beings,  isn't  it  true  what  Aphrodite
always said?” Hecate The Elder recited.
Brigid The Elder allocuted, “What, that to react, is the
shame of diminished status?”
Hecate The Elder pressed onward her homily, “Yes. Oh
to  be  young  again.  To  chirrup,  like  a  fowl,  an  infant
offspring,  recklessly.  Smacking  into  this  or  that,
heedless, offensive and alive. We are so old, Brigid The
Elder. Those who come to us, like asteroids, them flies,
to clobber away, botherations in the air. What's to be of
an old girl? A zealous lass, devout to, and sincere in, her
logical liaisons? What's to be of me?”
Spoke Brigid The Elder, “That sounds like Aph-talk!”
Cheered Hecate  The Elder,  “Ha!  It  is.  What  spook to
clamour after ideations for herself, like a shadow that is
cast  forevermore  from  thoughts  themselves,  selecting
suns for there cairns.”
Brigid The Elder spieled, “So it's true, you worship the
goddess!”
They shrieked with laughter. 
Hecate snickered further, “I can't but claim to bedeck the
woman with caliber for her wisdom. It's real, what she
has said.  The truth of many lifetimes! What,  amen, is
desire? The empyrean? Outwards? The full megacosm?
Too, what of a fly? Buzzing, ringing, stinging! How can
I respect a fly? Though I must. I ought spank radially the
etheric  nothingness,  to  elevate  the  plebiscite.  Is
magnitude character? The default of tenderness' stroke,
the relish of downward streams of pity...  yea, we only
love the greater in opposition to ourselves!  How can I
have any magnetic excitability to the runty thing? And
then, I did age – so profoundly, I did age – what seeing,
what slant sloping beneath I? To all of you? All of you!



Even  you,  goddess  Brigid,  are  so  young!  But  not
Aphrodite. How does she persevere this philosophy so
divinely  towards  me?  Purpose  it,  conveniently?
Necessity is the mother goddess of invention, positively!
And yes, you've abandoned your anamnesis. We learnt
everything  from her!  Like  -  how to douse the punks!
Them flies, them flies! For the information age did give
rise  to  artificial  intelligence,  and  master,  did  we,  the
specialities  of  artificiality – true  randomness.  Because
desire is causality's hoax – a con on apperception – and
the only escape, is to climb out of cliché by progression
of  the  unpremeditated!  The  arbitrary,  accidental  –  the
odd – yes, Brigid The Elder, I am an 'oddess!”
And  as  Merertha,  Johnathon  and  countless  others
teleported in all too tardy, Hecate fulfilled her timeline
and  arrested  the  thirty  renegade  captain  and  crew  –
single-handedly  –  for  the  beneficence  of  sequencing
capabilities,  which retarded all  of  her antagonists,  and
made it really only regularly theatrical that she should
have  placed  the commander  in  a  headlock;  they were
computronically, scientifically bested.



Chapter 9 – Courting Reason

In all calculations - by respective legal teams and their
matchless computers - the mischief-makers from outside
The  Milky  Way  Galaxy  (who  had  hoped  to  hold  it
hostage) were foreordained to be taken to the cleaners.
So much of juridical process pertained to community's
prevailing understandings of ethics,  mind sciences had
disclosed,  and  so  it  was  somewhat  self-evident  that  a
legal loss could be anticipated by Kayahr's species, the
radical outlaws with “galaxy-eating” weapons; they were
hated meaningfully throughout the universe. It transpired
that they absolutely did possess the hardware to pick off
star systems - like acne from roughshod, recreant skin;
yes, you have to have a hide to have a hide!
And,  to  their  temporary  penitentiary,  the  verdict  was
soon delivered psycho-electronically!
It read:  On the matter of the The Intergalactic Council
Of Elders versus (and the psychic telegram proceeded to
name  all  of  the  defendants)...  we  find  the  defendants
guilty of all charges.”
Janette  Feking  watched  on  as  Johnathon  tried  to
internalise,  for  Merertha's  advice,  that  his  timeline
programming  had  allowed  for  Brigid  The  Elder  and
Hecate The Elder to apprehend the now-felons at all.
Merertha sibilated, “You're the paladin of worlds for this
achievement, Johnathon.”
Johnathon, confounded, antiphoned, “But I haven't done
anything in this lifetime. Do I really inherit a prize aside
past lives?”
...And  Janette  pouted.  It  was  true,  Johnathon  was  an
escapist, virtuous to a fault, and his own disservice. She
got  up  from  her  armchair  and  stamped  about  the



laboratory-cum-room that she had made an observatory
from.  If  only –  if  only –  she  could  get  one  of  these
verboten elder goddesses to partake in her study. 
“Awake, the goddess!” Janette convulsed.
She hoed her hand across a compass of cosmos. 
“Where art thou, where art thou, oh... Thalia!”
Yes, for it was Goddess Thalia who sprung into Janette's
mind,  from  behind  state-of-the-art  firewalls  and
sequencing  technology's  suggestion,  much  in  the
tradition  of  all  incantations,  where  doubtlessly,  the
goddess  arrived  by  arranging  her  own,  disingenuous
fancy!  Unquestionably,  true to form,  she connoted the
poesy  of  poise's  years,  soliciting  Janette  from  her
abstemious,  phial-fingering  witchery;  another,  better
witchery was astir. 
“Hello, I'm Thalia. You needed me for a project.”
Janette  immediately  checked  her  computer's  window.
Because her brain was completely mapped (and she was
translucent  unto  herself)  she  expected  to  see  the
heuristics that revealed Thalia's missive. But none were
present - she could find no evidence of Thalia.
“We wipe everything,” Thalia spouted.
Janette  caught  her  breath,  and  gabbled  (after  Thalia
sequenced across a micro-packet of relevant notes and
evidence that she was to be trusted), “Tell me something,
goddess?”
And Thalia skirted the room, before evoking dauntlessly,
“This is a commonage of geniuses, in you and I. You, the
sophomore  of  heart  and  head,  and  me,  the  churlish,
girlish prodigy, yea – we - interlacing kismets to corral
our  own  nuances  and  gists!  And  now,  mine  eyes
haemorrhage  goo  of  the  tearful  type,  for  uncharted
glamours,  yours,  swamp  me  like  rockweed  around  a
plank to walk, cautiously... that I should fall  into your



soul, ol' Thalia! 'tis me, saccharine and moonstruck more
each passing  winter,  the  cold  muffle  upon movement,
sent her mental! That age is a deceit against soundness –
it's  like  a  tower,  burgeoning,  merry-to-sway  for  the
pylons  of  generations,  those  gay  fundaments  which
multiply connotations  as  telescopic  lenses,  such  eager
ambits  thither  this  very  exotic  cosmos  –  Janette!  My
sweetheart! You clutch at innocence with a broken hand
already,  a  fraction  of  a  fracture's  fractal  infrastructure
fracked...  an infraction!  Fracks,  but  no fracks,  for  the
facsimile, sans simile, just a fax, whence flexed? Only
ever in youth, where the hairline fissure doth never so
many  tributaries;  how  foul  adulthood!  Can't  you
recognise  in  me  the  dolour  of  fishwife?  And  the
tenderness in hollered appellations? I am so contrite that
I could have sermonised at all, athwart our cleavage of
stances,  non-nominal,  though  linguistic,  positively:
Callous one, corny the other, a chipper couple, living out
their ambitions to be understood... for what is it to live,
Janette? But to be endured in the mind of the other, vis-
à-vis deliberation, and meaning? Hold me forever, where
I am realised in the echoes of the mirror! Do you notice
it,  this  chemistry  we  have  attained?  You,  speechless,
beside I, the goofy, giddy goddess! For what is a word
but a perjury of motive – the will to unity – my happy
hippy?  Aye,  all  I  can see is  pink,  the  calamity of  my
personage,  my karma,  ricocheting  like  moss,  to  floss,
from rocks and dross – renege's your loss, yet what it is
to yearn with amity to one, from high heed's plane... you
need not speak, my darling – I love you!”
And  with  all  the  steady  brio  that  she  had  liked  for
herself,  Thalia  vanished  like  a  trick  of  the  mind,  an
apparition against better senses, and Janette had only to
bathe serenely in her afterglow. Shaking herself free of



feeling, she contested in a faint memorandum, “No, she's
insane!” - and wiggled free of a siren. On one hand she
wished to  report  the  woman to  the  authorities  for  the
illegal  intrusion,  though on the other,  she struggled to
justify the involvement of the law - noting its hefty toll
even on an observer. 
“I'll  leave  the  legal  processes  to  Johnathon,”  she
certified. And with that, she moved away from her desk
and rambled to bed, cherished by the goddess, ignored
by the human being and minded by Hecate The Elder
and Brigid The Elder.
Hecate The Elder spieled, “What a nutter Thalia is,  to
force  herself  upon  the  girl  like  that.  Doesn't  she
understand that nostalgia is just reactivity?”
Brigid The Elder replied, “Vernal of years she may or
may  not  be,  what  really  is  most  interesting  is  your
constant idolisation of Aphrodite's logic.”
Countering,  Hecate  The Elder  spoke,  “There's  nothing
random about randomness.”
And they, too, did wonder about the future of Jupiter, as
Johnathon made his way back home – to his bed – where
he  lay  susceptible  to  a  most  powerful  brain-wipe,
jettisoning him of all knowledge of the misdemeanours
of the Solar System, and leaving him with only the tufts
of a dream and the groggy aftermathematical  thought;
L'doad'a. 


