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Amorad -- In The Distant Galaxy, Servix 

2049

The emerald smoke that was spreading over the horizon was not familiar. The smoke was succinct outside, but for all who were inside, they could not see the smoke. In the Anaca room, librarian Jorim-Bo-Ath was trying to find the scroll that had been requested by her daughter. Amoradians had a bright golden light skin colour. Unlike other planets Amoradians had an exceptional biology since they utilized more of nitrogen than oxygen for respiration. 

“Father. What is taking you so long?” Melea-Bo-Ath, the twenty-five-year-old daughter of the librarian bellowed. 

“I am just a meter away from the scroll. You know what your beloved seeks is sacred.” Jorim-Bo-Ath. 

“I know wise one. That is why, I am seeking this knowledge in the right way.” Naggai replied. His eyes still fixed on Melea. 

“I have heard about the rumours that General Serug and Pelag have now allied themselves with The great warrior Axad.”   Jorim-Bo-Ath said and moved closer to what seemed like the thing he has been looking for. 

“It’s quite a shame to even have such discourse, knowing all the protection and sufficiency the supreme El-Na has endowed Amorad with.” Naggai moved closer watching the librarian move closer. 

“Amorad is a peaceful universe unlike other realms because we obey the supreme El-Na. And from childhood Amorad has known no war but only peace.” Melea said and helped her father get to his main table.

The Anaca room, was an ancient alcove that had been inundated with books and scrolls. For all the knowledge and wisdom needed, one could obtain it from the Anaca room.  Jorim then placed the scroll on the table and opened it. 

“From the beginning of time, the clue to where the Chrythe is found has remained a mystery. The founders and the pioneers of Amorad, the great patriarch Amor and his wife Amora were not even sure of the correct location of the Chrythe.” Jorim narrated. 

“And why is that father?” Melea asked. Naggai looked on quite. “Because the Chryte is that which contains the soul of Amorad. Amorad exists because of the Chrythe. The Chrythe has been the source of life for all Amoradians—shielding us from other realms.” Naggai explained. 

Melea looked on stunned. It was obvious her own Dad had never mentioned all these to her. “How come I never knew this Father?” Melea inquired a little livid. 

“Because you were not meant to know. Only the men who get enlisted in the army are told this knowledge.” Jorim said. 
“Really, so my brother knows?” Melea inquired again. The room was quite this time. Then in that moment they heard a distant murmur from the outside. 

Naggai quickly moved to the window and looked. Melea also followed him. Outside, the emerald smoke was doing something ominous. 

Many Amoradians seemed to have been turned into green coloured statue after the emerald smoke inundated them. 

“Oh my God! What is this?” Naggai whispered. “What is happening?” Jorim inquired now hesitant. 

“It’s something weird. Amoradians are turning into something.” Melea said.  

“Something greenish?” Jorin inquired. “Yes.” Naggai bolstered. “I need to go and help.” Naggai said and readjusted his staff ready to move outside the room. 

“No…no do not go out my love. I do not want you to end up like that.” Melea pleaded. But then suddenly the door to the Anaca room opened and closed quickly. 

The person who had just come in had a part of his face a little ashen green. It was obvious he had been affected by the emerald smoke. On seeing who it was, Melea quickly scurried towards him. 

“Nadab my brother, what happened to you.” Melea cried as she looked on helplessly at his brother who was struggling to breathe. Naggai and Jorim also rushed to Nadab. 

“General Serug and Pelag, they want to open up Amorad to other evil realms.” Nadab said. “Meaning all the rumors were true.” Jorim intoned. 

“So what do we do know?” Melea inquired. “The emerald smoke is esoteric. It is obtained from the dark spell called the Luster of Annon. And it has the proclivity to exterminate a whole civilization. And in lesser cases render a faction susceptible to be controlled by another group. This is very bad.” Jorim explained. 

“Meaning, General Serug and Pelag are planning to take over Amorad from the leadership of Chancellor Salma Ahith and the supreme god El-Na” Naggai theorized. 

“Chancellor Salma is also turned into a seep—the emerald statue thing, like many other Amoradians. I was lucky. I was just coming from an errand I had run for her and I got hit by the smoke.” Nadab explained. 

Then in the instant, the exit of the Anaca room was heard beating. The tremor was louder than they could imagine. 

“Open the door, wise one. We need to talk in peace.” The voice roared. Melea looked on stunned. 
“That is General Serug and Pelag. But why are they here?” Naggai asked. 

“They are here for this.” Jorim said and handed it to Naggai. “A common scroll.” 

“Not a common scroll, but rather what the scroll leads to.” Jorim unveiled. “The Chrythe.” Mela whispered.   

“Yes, my daughter. Follow the map and find the location of the Chrythe after, find a warrior’s shuttle and transit from this realm to another realm.” Jorim said.  “We cannot leave you father. We need to stay and fight.” Melea cried. 

“Like you can. We need to leave. General Serug and Pelag will not spare us when they lay their hands on us.” Nadab said still recuperating. The knock to the door was getting more vehement. 

“So what do we do know?” Naggai demanded. “Do as I have told you. Follow the Chrythe, it will guide you to a mortal, we have come to know as The Godson, in another realm.”

“A god what!” Nadab inquired.

 “The Godson is he who possesses the god language who will be able to decipher the message of the Chythe who will then tell you how to fix Amorad.” Jorim explained.

Then quickly Naggai hurled the hands of Melea and Nadab and quickly, they moved away. 

“Where are we going my love?” Melea asked. “Have you forgotten you showed me this secret vault.” Naggai said and the three opened a secret vault in the Anaca room and entered. Then in that same moment, the door busked open and there stood General Serug and Pelag.

-------

“Wise one, what took you so long to open your door. And you did not event come open the door for us.” General Serug asked as General Pelag moved around the Anaca room – the Amoradian library.

“As you two know, there is always too much work in the library. My bad I did not come up hither to open the door for you two.” Jorim said. 

“Whatever you say, we want to go straight to the point, and we are after the Chrythe. History in Amorad says you are the only one who possesses knowledge of it’s where about.” General Serug said. 

Jorim was getting a little tensed. He instinctively clutched a piece of scroll at his back. “General, what you seek is out of this space. How did you possibly think I could help you find the Chrythe?” 

“Sometimes we do forget you are the wise one Jorim. But just for you to know, have you seen current state of Amoradians?” General Pelag asked with a horrendous face. Jorim was getting pulsed up now. 

Now the two generals were moving towards Jorim making him more tensed. “I have no idea what you are talking about.” Jorim lied. 

“That is quite dumb for a wise man.” General Pelag said and quickly lifted his staff towards Jorim. It then exuded some minute green smoke.

Jorim’s eyes quickly widened. “Is that the Luster of Annon?” Jorim inquired more terrified. 

“You have said well wise one. Every Amoradian is currently a seep. The Luster of Annon has transformed them into that. And in twenty-one days, all Amoradians will decay and aid in the terraformation of the new Amorad. And you can help us avert that from happening by giving us the Chrythe.” General Pelag explained.

“I say the truth; I have no idea where the Chrythe is located. For all the knowledge we have about the Chrythe died with the patriarch Amor and her wife Amora.” Jorim said.

“Liar. I suppose there was a communication of a sought in this room before our amenable invasion.” General Serug theorized. 

“Yes, there was.” Jorim agreed. “And who where you having discourse with?” General Serug asked. 

“My daughter general. She…” Jorim was about to say, but he was quickly interrupted by General Pelag. Pelag with a new resolve moved closer to Jorim. 

“Meaning your daughter still liveth. How is this possible? She was affected by the Luster?” General Serag intoned and pressed his staff to the neck of Jorim. 

“I do not know. But one thing I know is that whatever evil intentions you have about Amorad will not stand.” Jorim chortled. Pelag laughed but Serag was still stern.

“And it will happen after you have also turned into a seep.” General Serug said and quickly produced the luster of Annon from his staff and circulated the whole Anaca room with it. Then quickly the two generals bolted away from the room leaving Jorim who had now been engulfed with the green smoke. But in that same instant he muttered, “Your evil plans for Amorad will not thrive so far as the Chrythe and the supreme god El-Na lives.

But before the words of Jorim fell, he had turned into a seep. 

-------

Outside Amorad, Melea, Naggai and Nabad had gotten into a small space shuttle ready for the transit. The Luster of Annon had subsided a little since General Serug and Pelag had manage to turn all of Amoradians into seeps except Melea, Naggai and Nabad. 

The three Amoradians watched at what have become of their beloved planet. They wondered what the two generals were really after. 

“Are we set to take off?” Naggai asked as he was seated at the back with Melea. Nabad was at the driver seat. 

“Almost there. According to the scroll, we are to transit outside this realm.” Nadab said. “And that is where we can locate the Chrythe?” Melea asked. 

“I think so. Does that mean the Chrythe is not actually found in Amorad?” Naggai inquired. “What do we know?  Father refused to tell us a lot of things we were supposed to know about our own planet. And since we are in dire need of things, what do we do now?”

As the three kept on talking, Melea was quite. She then quickly casted her gaze at the north of the military base of Amorad and she saw a flash of light coming towards them. Naggia and Nadab were in verbal argument about the real place to find the Chrythe.

“Hi guys, I think we may have company.” Melea said. Then in that moment, the shuttle was quite. 

“Impossible.” Naggai retorted. “No it is, if I am seeing clearly that is the shuttle of General Pelag and Serug.” Nabad replied. 

“And what are they coming to us for?” Nadab asked, “What do you think. If all the rumors we heard about are true, we are also in danger. We need to make the transit now, like your father directed as to.” Naggai said. 

“They are getting closer we need to move now.” Melea bellowed. Then in that moment, Nadab quickly turned the engine of the shuttle on. Then in no time, there were blue lights that were flickering towards the three. 

“They are shooting at us. We need to make the transit now.” Naggai demanded. “On it. According to the scroll…” Nadab was about to say but was cut short.

“Forget about the scroll and just opened the wormhole.” Naggai blurted out. Then in no time the shuttle was on full power. It then unleashed a great thrust forward and off it went through a worm hole that had been created in Amorad for inter-dimension space travels. The three were in space now.

“And where is our destination?” Melea asked. Nadab shrugged and replied curtly. “It says, Africa—Ghana.” Naggai then quickly turned to face the confusion of Melea’s face.


Ajumako, Central Region, Ghana – 2021

Ato Aidoo had been the most sorrowful boy compared to all his friends three days ago. Every one called him adeduaba—the cursed son of the gods. Ato had suffered many ordeals for the past three days after a friend of his had made known to the school authorities of the dark markings and symbols that had covered his body. 

Now Ato had been brought before the Chief of the town, and word had spread through all of Ajumako of the news of Ato Aidoo, adeduaba —the cursed son of the gods. It was mid-morning and many people in the town of Ajumako had come to witness with their eyes what they had heard. Ato stood wholly frightened flanked by his father to the left and mother to the right. The shrine priest was doing some incantation before they finally unveiled the clothes of the fourteen-year-old boy.

Ato Aidoo was the second of three children, His father Mr. Aidoo was a black smith while his mother traded fish on the market. As the second child of his parent Ato was known to the noble, docile and obedient son. Though he was not so intelligent at school he was liked by most of his teachers. But Ato’s seventeen-year-old elder brother Joojo Aidoo, was the antithesis of Ato. Joojo was savvy, rowdy and imperious, always causing problems for his parents. Then the third born Efua Aidoo, who was just ten years of age and currently in her elementary stage in school. 

It all started seven weeks ago. Ato who always moved with his two best friends like him all in Junior High School form two, was now reserved from them. Ebo the boy had tried to let Ato spill out the reason for his segregation from them, but Ato had always replied everything was fine. Ebo had then informed Maabena the other good friend of Ato also try to get Ato to talk. But that neither had also succeeded. Ato was growing reserved and more quitter by the day.  Then in that same time, a new mathematics teacher who had been posted to do her national service had come to their school – Ajumako L/A Junior High School. As the woman, introduced herself as the one who was going to take them for mathematics, Ato felt an eccentric connection towards her. 

Ato just felt he could trust the woman. So after some weeks, when the woman had started teaching, Ato had moved to her office one day in the afternoon. She was dark skinned, slim and very kind. And these were the traits Ato like about her. That afternoon, Ato entered her Madame’s office with a kind of boldness he had never experience before. 

“Hello, Ato Aidoo right?” Madame guessed Ato’s name. “Yes…yes that is correct Madame.” Ato managed to say. 

“Please have a sit. It’s quite fascinating, so far you are the only person that have come here to welcome me.” Madame said too excited. Ato was not sure he had got what the woman was saying but he sat down anyway.

“I actually came to tell you something.” Ato said. “Really.” The Madam replied. Then instinctively, Ato took out a folded piece of exercise book from his back pocket and gave it to his Madame. 

Madame took it a little curious. She opened the book and perused it. For a second she thought the writings did not make sense. But then as she went through she saw that, some of the things Ato had written were familiar. 

“Where did you get this from?” Madame asked with a solemn face. Ato shrieked a little and replied, “from me.”

“How do you mean?”

“For the past few days, something has been happening to me.” Ato said. Madame narrowed her eyes. 

“What things have been happening to you?” Madame asked. Then spontaneously Ato unbuttoned his top shirt and showed Madame his chest. Madame quickly jerked up on seeing that. 

“What is that?” Madame asked both stunned and sober. “From the past month, these drawing have been appearing on my body. And every time they do, I start writing things I do not know and do not understand.” Ato explained with a forlorn face.

“You mean the mathematics you have written in this book.” Madame retorted. “Madame Stephanie, the things I write is not math’s. I do not even know what they are.” Ato said. 

“Yes, they are. It is mathematics at the highest level. The University level.” Madame Stephanie said. “But the symbols on your chest. Do you know what they are?”

“No Madame. I try to let them go away, but I can’t.” Ato said getting more emotional. “But have you told your parents about this?”  Madame Stephanie asked.

“No. I can’t, they will skin me alive. You are the only person I have told so far.” Ato replied. Madame Stephanie stood quite for some time, shaking her head. This was a strange case indeed. 

“I have never seen anything like thing before, in my entire life.” Madame said. Ato sat still tensed and ambivalent. It was overt he did not know what do about his situation. 

“So what should I do now Madame?” Ato asked sorrowfully.
-------
