
EXTRACT FROM PART 3 ILLERI 
 
The present is always defined by the past, and not only when it is built upon it. People frequently 
disassociate themselves from their past in order to sculpt a new present and aim for a new future. 
Kallon had done such a thing, and the past from which he had fled had not come to mind for what 
seemed like an age. In truth, it was only three years ago, but the suppression of great trauma requires 
great commitment. There were structures of memory to be adhered to, strict guidelines for what could 
be dealt with and what had to be ignored even in the embryonic stages of recall. It was like stopping a 
bush fire before the first leaf was even aflame. No one said it was healthy, but then neither was the 
pain. And while fire was often purgative, so much occupied the forest of memory that Kallon was not 
willing to set it alight. 

Here, in a ship racing through an indefinable nothingness, Kallon’s commitment was being 
challenged, his defences in danger of breaking down. He had lost track of time, but he knew he was 
somewhat older than when he had escaped Illeri. Supplies were gone, and it was only a matter of time. 
He felt a great sadness engulf him as he made his way to the medical bay, where he often slept now, 
and the loneliness he felt was accentuated by the emptiness of this place. Her face flashed into his 
mind, and he flinched with a fear which had become his only companion since the strange Garran in 
the dark tunnels of Illeri. And the fear reminded him. 

She had been so unwell, descending deeper into a depression that took her physical vitality as 
relentlessly as it took her motivation for life. She had suffered a terrible loss, one that no man could 
truly understand. Despite his best efforts at consoling her, at comforting her and holding her and 
whispering words of hope and adoration, the doors of her future had closed, throwing her present into a 
terrible shadow from which she could not escape. She told him once that it was comforting to relent, to 
feel the bittersweet embrace of emptiness, for it meant that she did not have to think, to plan, to lift 
herself up and make mind-numbing efforts at pretence. When no one was around, she would stare at 
the walls, the ceiling, sometimes the floor, her head hanging as if her neck could not bear the terrible 
weight. Kallon cried with her many times, rocking her in his strong arms and stroking her hair. She had 
always loved that, would fall asleep with a smile of contentment in the knowledge that she was loved. 
And he had always loved how much she clung to him for comfort. 

He had begun to feel useless, a man of no strength, no power, no meaning. If he could not convince 
the woman he loved to stand and fight for her very soul, how could he justify his motivational talks when 
the army called him to address the troops? He had been a hero of another age, a short but brutal 
conflict from which he had emerged psychologically damaged but physically stronger and determined to 
protect those he loved. Those memories flooded him now, of bodies broken and torn apart, of young 
men and women crying for their parents as they lay dying. It was a pointless conflict in the end, for 
neither side had gained a thing. But Kallon had met his wife in the closing days, and he had vowed to 
care for her as long as he drew breath. When he had found her, when he had returned home from 
another delivery of empty words of inspiration, the first thing he had noticed…the thing that brought his 
first tears and his soul-deep cry of anguish…was her smile of contentment. Ignoring the blood, he had 
gone to her, lifting her from the bath and carrying her to the bed. Lying next to her, he held her close 
and sobbed, stroking her hair until he, too, fell asleep. 

Kallon sat up and shook his head as if the motion would relinquish the grip of the past. His breath 
was short and panicked and his fingers touched moisture on his cheeks as he gathered himself. He 
heard a voice, but it was as if it were coming from a great distance and reaching him only when he was 
tuned in: ‘Pain is a necessary aspect of Human development. It should not be ignored.’ 

‘Really?’ Kallon snapped, infuriated by the intrusion into his deepest thoughts. ‘That’s your expert 
opinion, is it?’ There was no response, and Kallon released a primal roar of anguish, before shouting, 
‘SHOW YOURSELF!’ 



‘You have observed me since your first breath, Kallon Raesa,’ the undulating voice replied. ‘I have 
surrounded you as you grew…as you lived…as your love died…and as you came to this place between 
places.’ 

Kallon looked around the medical bay, seeing no one: ‘What are you talking about? Who are you?’ 
‘I am everyone. I am everything. I am everywhere. I am the Universe.’ 
Kallon chuckled darkly, nodding knowingly. ‘Ah, I get it.’ He laughed aloud now, hooting with relief. 

‘I’ve been here so long I’ve gone insane!’ 
‘Your species has always resisted revelation.’ The voice was almost accusatory. 
Kallon smiled, continuing his denial as he lowered himself to the cold floor and reached for his 

boots: ‘We’re a stubborn lot, I suppose.’ 
‘And yet you appropriate my guidance for your own ends, consistently adapting it to accommodate 

your baser instincts. This is not because you are stubborn. It is because you are incapable of 
transcending the societal modes of your primitive antecedents.’ 

‘That’s a bit harsh.’ Kallon was unsteady as he stepped away from the trolley. ‘Sure, it took a long 
time to iron out the paradoxes of equality and democracy, but…we’re far removed from apes, my 
imaginary friend. Far removed!’ 

‘You crave leadership,’ the voice argued. ‘You resort to hierarchies constructed upon your 
subconscious need for an inexplicable imbalance of domination and subordination. You may treat 
certain members of your species better than their ape equivalents…and that took many thousands of 
years to materialise…but given the circumstances, you require powerful individuals to descend from 
their watchtower trees and enforce submission of the weak. Rather than lift the weak to your heights 
and teach them how to look across the world instead of down upon it, you perpetuate the systemic 
submission of the many by the dominant few. And this despite knowing that the more of you that are 
powerful, the more powerful you could be together.’ 

Kallon stopped before he opened the door and looked around again, angered by what he had 
thought to be his own imagination; something he was now questioning: ‘And what about you…Mister I 
am the Universe? You say you’re everywhere and everyone? That’s the ramblings of the most insidious 
megalomaniac where I come from!’ 

‘It is my inescapable nature to be all-encompassing. I don’t crave power or dominance. I simply 
exist. The Illeri have long been amongst the few species with whom I enjoy a mutually respectful 
relationship. This is because they have no leaders, no constructs of status. If one is weak, it is because 
they are all weak, and they will attend to that problem in unison. When they are strong, every one of 
them is strong.’ 

Most people are aware of the limits of their imaginations, and if not, they are certainly aware of the 
characteristics of its conceptualisation. This did not sound like Kallon’s. ‘What are you, exactly?’ he 
asked. 

‘I told you. I am the Universe. Some of your people call me the Sentience.’ 
‘You’re talking about the New Elect? Weren’t they all taken away?’ 
‘Not all. Many are still in hiding.’ 
‘Why?’ 
‘Because the circumstances of their domination have not yet arisen.’ 
‘I’m not sure I like the sound of that.’ 
‘On that we agree, Kallon Raesa. But you will be instrumental in facilitating it.’ 
‘What the hell is that supposed to mean?’ 
‘When you die…and that will be soon…you will leave this place. So too will this vessel that most 

certainly does not belong in a place of mind and soul.’ 
The fear gripped him again. ‘I don’t want to die. Seriously. If you’re so powerful, why not get me 

outta here? Believe me, I don’t wanna be here either. And I sure don’t wanna be stuck on this ship any 
longer!’ 

‘Only death can move someone in or out of this place. It is the natural order of things.’ 



Kallon’s spirit lifted at that. ‘You mean…someone who dies ends up here? Is…’ he couldn’t bear to 
say her name, and his voice broke: ‘Is she here?’ 

‘No one is reunited in this place, Kallon. This is a place between places. This is where the lost 
remain unfound.’ 

He sobbed and hung his head. ‘I can’t take any more. Please…make it stop.’ 
‘Lay down again, Kallon. Your time has come. It is why you can hear me. It is why you dreamed of 

her.’ 
His body at first trembling with fear and the anticipation of nothing, Kallon then felt a great tiredness 

engulf him. It was incredibly soothing, and he smiled as his eyes closed. ‘You are a hero, my love,’ he 
heard her voice say. ‘You’re about to save us all.’ Tears rolled down his cheeks as his breathing 
slowed. With a final exhalation of life, Kallon Raesa moved on. 

He did not get to see the wonder of what happened next, for the red lines dissipated to reveal a 
bright light ahead. A blinding blue-white sky at the end of a frozen tunnel as the Redeemer exited the 
portal into reality. Along the way, as the Sentience was threaded from the core of one world to another, 
a reconnection occurred, one which would change the course of Human development. But first, the 
Earth would have to stop rumbling. 


