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    AUTHOR BIO.


    
      
         The author has been storytelling since he was a child some decades ago. But when he did read the accessible author titles at the public library, as during those early years of his and while he was a child, the mystery-titles were always his favorite. Though, he would have to discretely move closer but not completely over into the adult section to satisfy that urge. As even back then--decades ago, adult books could not be checked out by children. But he did manage to find some mystery novels, there at the public library, that were close, but not quite adult--and as those which could be checked out by anyone his age as well. Ever forward though, the librarian was always watching, and he always wanted to avoid having to make acknowledgment of that supervision, in answering that he wasn't taking those steps of his clear over into the adult section. As that's why he was always so discreet on his paths toward no clarifications having to be made--but as his silent reward instead. Though space, and those regularly scheduled frontiers, had regularly come to shed tears by him. But the author hasn't been situated to afford any entertainment such as that, any given moment, in recent times. Because the author now has a space oriented science fiction book of his own to realistically cry about, and independently at that. Now that's science fiction.
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         Gion B. Tahunka is a poet and writer who is infatuated with the arts, life with art, and the art that continuously joins life through and by way of the creatures that produce it, enhance it--if it be so, or just keep it going. The author has a certificate of preliminary education along with his interest in computers and science related research as well.
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         Author written is Yardrof, and some parts of it might be surmised as being in a writing style that perhaps was rediscovered after being towed out from under an old forgotten world, but then promoted out-front of a narrator that braves in the likeness of an unlikely humorous guide while guiding the reader through this rather dark tale--and while being a caretaker of a lantern, and to extensions at times during its poetic sway that also had flickered while being the negotiator on read paths. Yardrof is a bit dark in nature, and even spiritual in the sense of right and wrong--though self-direction was not written all the way down to null in the outcome text.
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    PREFACE


    
      
         Randall Kazamp is a boy who makes an Earthly-unearthly discovery that universally turns out to be just a part of his growing up.
      


      [image: ]


      
         When it comes right down to it, the known universe is equally as big or mysterious or capable as any act occurring in it, as they go clasp in clasp would likely be the guess or so it would seem--while on their way. But Randall Kazamp, at his age in this story hasn't even completely developed a guess--as he is still a boy. Randall, though, is different than any other boy; but, yet, he is quite the same--and just like the Universe, they specifically are all growing-up, which is also the theme of the book Yardrof--with its rounded 51,000 words.
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         From the Kazamp backyard, where Randall Kazamp helps his father, Peter Kazamp--a scientist, tend his goldenrain trees, to Randall's help as 'the breaking molds' by his entrance into a rather hushed radar telescope site located in his hometown, and then off in scope to a parallel world that Randall helps bring into focus in one apparent mode that results with an official glimpse--might all be described as strange in this story. But following his helpful acts, Randall strangely, though naturally his best, helpfully helps himself to his very own--his mind that's on course to being a man's.
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         This science fiction story takes place in the town of Yardrof, within an environment setting of the first quarter of the twenty-second century.
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         But do grab hold, while reading Yardrof, in readiness for a text-tract roller coaster ride given a chain of events lain both before and after some apparent given facts. Still, conclusively though, amounts to nothing more than growing-up. Yet, in pertinence to lively, commonly extraordinarily does so--in one way or another anyhow. Just the same, in the story Yardrof, Randall Kazamp is ordinary with respect to growing up, as he is a boy; but he makes an Earthly-unearthly discovery which leads to his further development in being just one among other events visited in the story by the reader. In the book Yardrof, the stage and the scenario have been setup and arranged, it's up to the reader from that point onward. It's science fiction, but at least something's left.
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    CHAPTER 1


    
      
         Peter Kazamp, environmental scientist at Enfibsums Science Labs, and father of Randall Kazamp, a boy, who is cherished by his father, stands in his backyard with folded arms while gazing at his personal treasure of trees--and with great satisfaction too. Those trees have answered for him only one question, but they have done so, with a bonus of tangible proof; something that Peter Kazamp can use--which makes his life a little more bearable to boot. Peter Kazamp, and thanks to his trees, can now claim to not just be another humdrum run of the mill scientist who is stuck with the common custodial duties and studies as situated in reference to science, but as a scientist whose making a difference in his field, with a lent presence of continuous progress for the masses. Though, his development along with his ingenuity were not logged as front page science news of the times. Regardless, uniquely Peter Kazamp's own doing is still how Mr. Kazamp can now be viewed.
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         Peter Kazamp has had employment with Enfibsums Science Labs for nine years now, but just last year, during his eighth year there, did he finally break free from being restricted to the lab within a set of mandatory hours to function and be there. Now Peter can periodically be as close to home as he is to his employment duties combined with his personal interests as well--and tend to the epitome factor within his more recently achieved success, his trees. Though, there is still plenty of obligated work that he has to do for his continued regimented employment with Enfibsums Science Labs; as he has not quit that provider of a day job.
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         As a significant step forward for Peter Kazamp, Enfibsums became part owner and developer of his prize development, as Peter Kazamp accepted an offer that they made soon after making his findings professionally available. It really makes future prospects of further development and application prospects more conceivable, as to seek new heights for the work, without being preoccupied with a balancing act to avoid breaking the bank and as a constant thought, while set out on a course of uncertain venture alone and towards the possible predicament of wanting. All of that as already solved before this day began, leaves a full party to benefit. With Enfibsums' potentially accessible financial backing and support readily near, means that whatever future his work has it is situated to dream with him, at least about Enfibsums Science Labs as a partner.
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         Besides, he has been comfortable there at Enfibsums, and has been all along, even with the common restrictions that have been imposed on him as to occupy all employed hours to the narrow frame of Enfibsums' projects and direct interests. As none of his independent science ventures could ever be tended to there--within any of Enfibsums' labs--which is in general a standard norm for most science lab oriented cultures anywhere. So, the disallowance rule that has been in place in not permitting Peter to work on any of his own personal projects while there at Enfibsums over the years, never really bothered him anyway.
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         And joined in his suited comfort there is, his cleverly good relationship with one of the main management personnel as well as townsmen at Enfibsums--and his name is Henry Scurtfer, who heads operations in the Environmental Science Division; meaning that Henry Scurtfer is Peter's direct and ground-floor boss. Henry is also a junior executive there at Enfibsums. In the past, Peter, Henry, and their wives have occasionally dined out together at a restaurant, or even taken in a show together, and as such an instance of spent time became an every now and then accompany event as well. Peter as married to Maradae, and Henry to Valnorma were the occasionally seen together as four. Peter and Maradae married shortly after the completion of Peter's finale college education; the time of having finally attained his masters degree; she was Maradae Whaesym before they married. They have one child together, a boy, who they named Randall. Randall is now thirteen years old with a recent passing birthday, and is as curious and investigative as might be expected for any scientist. Randall has a knack for appropriating anything science technology oriented to refit and suit his whims.
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         Randall's opinion of his father is that he's a bit on the old-fashioned side of everything. Here it is the dawn of a new century, but Randall's father still chooses to deal with the fallen leaves that are a year after year naturally laid event in their yard, by raking up the leaves. For Randall's father to go the way of a cumbersome act like raking up the leaves, always veers to the side of unnerving for Randall. The main unnerving reason is that Randall is always given the assigned chore of having to help his father do so.
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         Today, in an age where a machine that navigates can be bought for a rather meager cost; that can be programmed to the task of identifying the presence of the fallen leaves and then vacuuming them up and spitting them out to join with a catch-hold in replacing the full bags, seems to make more modern sense as within the fact that it just makes less work. What has made the whole job even more of a struggle for Randall during the time is, he has to carry around the available fact that they already have one of those contraptions. But it sits unused in their large shed that sits behind their house; and worse yet--it has never been used and is still brand new. Combined, Randall's father has a respectful sentiment for the natural with nostalgia for the old. Randall has always had a very positive relationship with his father, so, in the past, it has been a habit of his to always never let on too much that he's not very keen with the idea of maintaining a constant with the antiquities of life nor of forming a bond therewith. Peter Kazamp is a frugal-minded, but along with paying close attention to detail his frugal-mind has been one of his best first class productions assets. While being a father to a son who is quite mature and responsible for his age, he manages with those accomplishments.
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         It is an age where arriving for a show at a theater, includes a directive to progressive balcony seating as there combined with close-ups. Sitting there, while watching the most viewable technically advanced drama play out on a flat stage that is covered with shapes of dimensionally correct real-life appearances is like being presented something by a true giver. The big difference is--it's only video projector imagery. But it might as well have been a stage-play rather than a video projection. A number of video projectors lie underneath the stage-floor with the top of the normally flat wood or concrete stage-floor covered with flat clear heavy-duty glass instead, which also suits a purpose within itself as to prevent the projectors from being exposed. But inclusively, the glass is vertically embedded with a length of thin-wire sensors which signals the projectors that are underneath the stage-floor of where exactly the very bottom of the projected video is to begin or end. With those sensors in place and activated, they work together with the sensors that are part of the core design and makeup of the projectors. Which in-turn establishes the appropriate amount of light intensity and timing of any singular large lens that's also internally--but visibly--dotted with a grouped embedment of miniature multi-color-coded lenses, in being the actual nucleus of the projected light that's visible on stage to the viewer--as within the duration of the entire projection at any given moment. And towards a whole visible end result, which has all of the multiple lenses, synchronized, together on stage in a joined projection by them as balanced in appearances from one end to the other while participating their individual local scene block to the viewer, and while each scene block dually maintains a level of height that complements that entire join. In having the combined projected imagery to be not as a distorted block as due to amounts of disproportioned distributions of upwards-horizontal that's impinged on the mapped. But to be ideal, as imagery which includes no unmapped content that hasn't been properly reformatted for normal dimensional viewing with a set of installed quality standards--as regulated for any practical environment angularities or pre-settings.
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         Randall has been one kid who has received big bonuses through this age of high-tech video though. His visits to the huge video game arcade which has an exterior size of a quarter-mile in every direction is unique for any period of time. The experience of actually doing anything in real-time is in comparison here, when it's made possible through the virtual world of video that's participated by video projected images that are beaming up from the bottom of a floor--with the most daring feats attempted with no dire consequences to consider no matter what the outcome. The racing car video game is always Randall's favorite. Right there is where he learned how to virtually perform many maneuvers and to out maneuver, in performance, many past would be rivals due his learnt skills to negotiate triumphantly while driving a ultra fast race car around a virtual track. Virtually, there can be cars on all sides of the car that he is in, but that depends on what position he has gotten the car in that he's driving in the race, as out-front, somewhere in the middle, or lagging behind. The entire experience is like having walked out onto a real race car track and then having gotten into a real race car, and at flag-time the race began. Ultra-real indeed. It's all basically non-moving though in terms of actual matter. In theory, that basic non-moving matter which is present is, also covered with layers and layers of coats of fake, that lend the impression of a different texture and shape; though in the race cars game, there is included the guise or illusion of motion as well, in the programming. One of the only familiar shapes, of just a few, that is actually present within the race cars' game is the real-time real-matter steering wheel that the driver holds.
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         In a similar design of what Randall rides within a measure of real-time potential is, his bicycle--and is one way he has spent his time negotiating from here and to there. The appearance of his bicycle has a frame of two-wheeler, but there's an added load when it comes to features. Randall's antiquity bicycle is quite a bit slimmer than the newer bicycle models of this time. The newer model bicycles have a thicker frame build--than the one Randall rides. As they lend the appearance, though slight, of being the old-fashioned versions of the medium-size motorcycle bikes that used to be regularly ridden; but are not quite as wide. Although the newer bicycles have a rather thick frame themselves, they are instead very lightweight compared to the old-fashioned motorcycle bikes. But inside any of these newer style bicycle frames, sets a battery in characteristic intertwine of having lightweight housing as well--which holds two one-and-one half inch circumference cylinder hook-shapes that are embedded in the flat top of the battery. And the connection is like that of a seal as well as an end; that's extended as an outwardly coiling that eventually connects at some distant meeting with pertinence to the pedals. When riding it, instead of the pedals being in a connection with the turning of a chain when the pedals are engaged, the pedals are joined in a connection that energizes this much newer model of the battery--which is a part-factor in the actual speed capacity of the bicycle. As the battery is actually what powers the bicycle forward and the pedaling only maintains as a constant in terms of a sufficient amount of energy that has a presence as an immediate supplier and as an activated resource remaining in the battery. And remains an exercise as well.
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         Traveling speed amounts are, or the travel speed limit is, dependently determined on the pedaling rider--such as being based on the consistent pedaling flow that is supplied by the rider. The faster the pedaling--the faster the bicycle moves forward; the slower the pedaling--the slower the bicycle moves forward. Randall's antiquity bicycle didn't have that feature when it was bought, so his bicycle was fitted with one. The addition of the new feature on Randall's bicycle, has a curved shape but with a covering look, and is attached behind the seat as to be in appearance of being just over the back wheel and where now an arched battery is housed inside--and therefore is in hidden connection with the distance of some pedaling input.
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         The true old-fashioned thick full-size motorcycle bike is also a seldom seen transportation mechanism, as it has been replaced with a vehicle bike that looks a bit like a full-size old-fashioned motorcycle bike--as it has the general length and width to be mistaken as one. But by this day and age of standards sets--it now has four tires instead of two. Two tires in the front and across from each other, and two tires in the back and across from each other. These newer versions of the motorcycle are not noisy or used to race up and down the roadways; but are a leisurely outdoorsy sort of indigence activity.
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         There is still a way by, yet, another accessible that Randall partakes of in transporting himself from one point to another. And that way is by use of his supped up road, race, and speed mini vehicle. But seldom does he ever get to bring it out of the huge shed and drive it to any extended distance that's in an absolute clearance beyond the sighted property range and limits of the land acreage owned by his father, anymore. There's a riding privilege restriction in place limiting the distance that Randall can drive his miniature road rage. Randall and his father reside on a Kazamp owned property that is located at the edge of the corporate limits of the large town they call home, but they also call it Yardrof. Randall is not allowed to drive his miniature vehicle to the extent of any distance that's even slightly within the main traffic stream of the town proper. The mini vehicle might be supped-up to very fast--but it is, in comparison to vehicles of normal size, still, kind of fast but very small. In being a transporting mechanism that is dangerously small as to attempt to compete with normal traffic. His mini hot rod is slightly less than half the size of a normal size vehicle and it sits very low to the ground and is not nearly as wide. Plenty of boys have one of their own though. But, more and more people are doing what it is Randall does most often when it comes to transporting himself around, and that method is by riding a bicycle. A large number of the townspeople over the past few years have taken-up bicycling as a means of getting around, but they do it more intentionally as a leisurely or recreational activity; and the number seems to still be growing. So much so, that the town's streets have been under construction for more than a year and a half for the purpose of including a finished bike-way within the framework of the town's inner streets as to accommodate the bike riders. The bike-lanes completion is also to have included a bonus of bike-path extensions on particular streets that are to lead well out and beyond heavily populated vicinities of the town, but are inclusively to be constructed with vice versa present on the opposite traffic flow side of any participated road or street.
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         There's a huge government facility on the outskirts of the opposite end of town and is one area where Randall has taken rides in his mini hot rod to. To measure its distance from the town, its total would be a rugged two and one half miles journey from the edge of town, but is town incorporated land such as an annex would be. The facility wasn't always government operated though. In the past, as for some years, it had been funded by the government, but during that time it had exclusively been used by non-government groups or organizations. In times past, Randall would take a route around the perimeter of the town, instead of going straight through it, to get to the other side of it--and from there he would continue onward in gain of the remaining distance to the government facility until arrived. There situated with his primary purpose--to have gawked to a result of having had a good look around.
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         While there, he would sit in his mini hot rod, or stand near or lean against an eight-foot boulder rock--while trying to imagine what the radio telescopes that were pointed at the sky might have been mapping. Most of the times he had visited the facility, his best friend was with him who is about Randall's age. Randall would drive, while his friend sat nearer the back of the mini vehicle; but both could be seated rather comfortably during that long ride and trek for that rather small vehicle. That place that Randall and his best friend had ridden to a dozen or more times together, had its beginning as a small radar telescope site and had remained that way for years, that was until the government finally took it over. Since the government had primarily been the resource backing of the facility all along, the government might as well have actually been there all along anyhow--but in shapely human presence of course. Well, they are there now, and so is there expertise to try and find whatever it is that's out there in space to find. Or to go about their business doing whatever it is they are doing there. As far as what the government is doing there is one of the main questions that Randall had previously gone all of that way for an answer to; and a dozen and some more times as well.
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         Randall has a great interest in things like, astronomy, searching for planets, signs of extraterrestrial life, and mapping the known universe. Randall is not the spitting image of his father when it comes to what interests him, but he does like science though. Peter Kazamp is more ecologically and historically driven; whereas Randall Kazamp is more astronomically and technologically driven. The government has increased the size of the facility by its addition of dozens of extra radio telescope dishes. Although they are singular dishes that are location-grouped, they are non-uniformed for much of the time in their pointed directions. Often, some are pointed in one direction, while others are pointed in an opposite direction, with some remaining others pointed somewhere else; and occasionally at each other. Randall had gotten glimpses of what had appeared to be distinguishable individuals that had been in and out and around that place. As he had seen what could have been contractors, technicians of some kind, and even uniformed personnel, but he also had seen other not so highly noticeable people who may have just been onlookers or perhaps there with someone. It being a government run facility, kept Randall aware in the past to maintain a respectable distance back, and not make his presence a distraction or even worse a nuisance. And so, his best friend and he had always done just that when they had visited, or just Randall had managed to do so, during the couple of times that he had visited--but had come alone.
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         Randall's means to destinations had to undergo revamping change though, because that length of distance to any place was established as out of bounds for Randall as well. The decision was not made by anyone at the facility, but was decreed by his father. It wasn't that bad when it had happened though, it just meant that he couldn't drive his mini hot rod the distance of the radar telescope facility anymore or had gotten there by having driven around the town as to have gotten there anyway. As Randall can still ride his bicycle there if he wants to or even walk--which by Randall's modern standards is a highly unlikely walk.
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         Randall had spent many months putting his race rod together, as to be exactly the way he had wanted it to be. In the company of his best friend Naldon Nuhatibe. They would work together on the vehicle sometimes for whole days, or just quarter days, up till dusk--there in back of the Kazamp house near the shed where Randall has always kept his wheels of wonder. The miniature hot rod had helped Randall to win second-place in a couple of race car competition events--as competitions are regularly held a couple of times a year near the edge perimeters of the town. The competitions are fierce though. Randall's visits to the video game arcade and his regular use of the drag cars race simulation and game as a challenge, aided in the skills he needed to achieve his two superbly maneuvered races as joined with their resulting victories.
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         Randall's most recent passing birthday, as that day which turned him thirteen, was primarily spent by him thinking about his twelfth birthday. As that was the day, his father brought him into a degree of knowledge as the precursor to fully comprehending the research and development project that has its stage presence be resulting as definitively a success for Peter Kazamp--with its addition to notable science and carries the Kazamp name as well; and there with it, Randall as a party legacy to it.
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         That twelfth birthday, Mr. Kazamp had called to Randall and then instructed him to come out of the house and to there in the yard with him. Randall had been in the house and in his room reorganizing his Dynamo-Fighter collection from A through Z. Randall's collection as one that is sorted and singled out as an individual item described, remains as a three dimensional featured presentation that had come in a folded board that is still unfolded up to this day. But in order to start it doing what it does--it has to be started like this; first, lie the board down on a flat surface--like a bed, next, pull the fold open like a book, and then push the two indented flat buttons that are on the parallel ends of the board in as towards the direction of the centerfold. And up pops two fighter contestants in separate distinguishable costumes--and they fight it out. They can also wind up leaning out over the edges of the board with backward bends or forward bends. But every time any Dynamo-Fighter fold is activated, the motion in the fight is never the same nor is the outcome the same in that regard--other than the fact that one contestant wins and the other one loses. Randall has more than a couple of dozen by this day of his twelfth birthday; and every single one of them has two different fighters with unique appearances and costumes. They are time and environment balance sensitive--that's why no fight is ever the same, because no day is ever the same; neither is any interval within any day ever the same, right down to minutes then seconds. Mr. Kazamp bought Randall his first few Dynamo-Fighter folds a couple of years earlier and Randall has kept adding to his collection ever since. There is also an extremely violent series of the Dynamo-Fighter folds' collections, but Randall doesn't have any of those in his particular collection.
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         Randall picked up speed to finish what he was doing in his bedroom, but by the time his father had called him he had mostly been browsing anyhow--after having played earlier in the day with the two new Dynamo-Fighter folds his father had given him for his birthday even earlier that day. Up to that point in time, of Randall's twelfth birthday, his Dynamo-Fighter collection totaled twenty-six folds.
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         Randall hurried down the stairs and to the kitchen and out of the side-door where his father was standing as there he had waited. Randall stood next to him as both were facing the backyard of the property, and was the direction that Mr. Kazamp had been facing during his wait. Mr. Kazamp moved an arm slightly as to indicate the direction they were to walk. The Kazamp house has been the same for years as far as its appearance and as far as the property's daily organized scheme goes. The backside of the Kazamp house includes a twenty-six square feet area of nothing but grass. Beyond the grass stands Mr. Kazamp's trees, which consists of twenty-eight goldenrain trees. Though, one of the goldenrain trees is dying, and has been dying for an entire year and a half up to this day of Randall's twelfth birthday. And Mr. Kazamp has been trying to save the dying tree ever since. As they walked, Mr. Kazamp pointed in the direction of the dying goldenrain tree, and then he turned to Randall and indicated to him--that, that dying tree a while back was what triggered the startup of his efforts still forwarded ever to a present moment as in evidence of still being his most recent research project. Success, had come by way of his goldenrain trees, but as a whole there had existed--just as there still exists, some underlying matter which remains as a research project to this present day. As that dying tree was the reason that Mr. Kazamp began on his quest to make sense of what he could within his assemblage of guesses ushered in from a variety of different angles into some resemblance of an answer--and then finally on to some undeniable proof, as there to be. One assessment that Mr. Kazamp has accepted as fact for a continual length of time is, that plant life grows in balance with its counterparts, especially those plant lives which are of a same kind, origin, or are generally alike. Though, not to forget the balance that any singular one maintains while outside of any group. A community of communication were those trees, was how Mr. Kazamp saw it as to have shared it with informing Randall that day as he waved an arm to gesture the inclusion of all twenty-eight of the goldenrain trees they were walking amongst. Mr. Kazamp went on in speech, which by that time had actually turned into a speech, as to explain to Randall the uncharted aspect that as far as known notation had pinpointed it--had concluded that there was no matter to pursue and chart. Mr. Kazamp then added, in his shared knowledge moments with Randall, that the so-called non-existent work finally showed itself anyway--and became an addition to sound science. And for ignorance remains the unknown, so, the work goes on.
      


      [image: ]


      
         Four months prior to Randall's twelfth birthday, Peter Kazamp had received the joint endeavor first tangible manufacture of his efforts; but its delivery had arrived as contents within a one-hundred tablet capacity convenience enclosure. Tablets, the kind that are orally taken by a person, were the made as available for consumption result of his longing to complete his work as one so successful. To no disappointment of Peter Kazamp though. His work was groundbreaking. Unfortunately, at that startup time, there weren’t any marketable purposes as vantage points from which to launch his new product; instead there were application prospects--but those were far-off in the future. Nothing was refitted to accommodate; or no entity had attained approvals, for such a thing as his yet. Still, it was a significant breakthrough, with no doubts about it.
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         When Peter Kazamp's journey first began as inclusive with an unheard of project, Peter had already concluded that the closer the resemblance of any group of plant life, the better. Peter had help though. The fact that his goldenrain trees were standing right there before him when he had decided to go the route with that conclusion in mind--and with an investment of effort to make--were his apparent help. Peter has long accepted as fact that plant lives in general--communicates the living arrangement balance of their immediate environment. But he had also come to recognize, that, that balance is engaged just as much and even uniquely so, when the sent communication is sent within delivery through only one unique channel that is being used. Such as his goldenrain trees being of the same stem of plant life, and as a community of twenty-eight, are communicating the shapely extent of the future arrangement of their accessible environment--such as lengths, widths, and in size being with all that may lie beneath as joined in a mysterious tune; but in doing so--in consistent use of only one frequency to, likely, transmit.
      


      [image: ]


      
         One core and outstanding internal factor within Peter's resulting design, was Peter's decision to use only twenty-seven of the twenty-eight trees that stand in his backyard in his experiment. Peter Kazamp has a miniature lab setup in his basement to use at his own discretionary time--which has filled the void of non-permissive use within Enfibsums' labs. The steps that were actively taken to a significant development that was brought to bout through them--were to begin in procession of unfolding on one unlikely day for such steps. As there in Peter's lab, Peter had twenty-seven round glass dishes lined up on his lab work table. Every separate one of them contained one seed that Peter had distributed into it. The twenty-seven seeds came from the seed-pods of the goldenrain trees; and each seed had been taken from a seed-pod that had belonged to a separate tree. There they were, in Peter's lab, in separate dishes as displayed with each of them having obviously been penetrated to a result appearance of a small centered circular puncture gone the length of a hole that had been driven straight through each and every one of them. And there they lie, at the bottom of those dishes, covered in vinegar which filled up the suitable remaining space of the round dishes. The amount of time that Peter had decided was probable science for the lain seeds covered in vinegar, was an amount of twenty-four exact hours.
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         At the completed passing of the twenty-four hour time limit that was set by Peter, Peter went down to his lab, went over to his lab table, and with a circular strainer in hand placed the strainer overtop of one of the round dishes and picked it up over to a distance of directly over a nearby sink--and while holding the edges of the strainer in place, he turned the glass dish upside down and drained the vinegar off and down into the sink. He then continued on to the next dish and did the same--and continued doing the same with the other dishes, until all of the dishes had their vinegar content strained away.
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         Peter had decided to use a probable science system of a whole divided into fractions; but as a set of one-twenty-sevenths of a whole. Because that was how he had decided to assemble a whole as thereby one-twenty-seventh amounts. Peter had twenty-seven of his twenty-eight trees in mind of course; along with their twenty-seven seeds lain in round dishes. Next, he continued with his plan which included extracting a little bit of content from each seed--and there within that time-frame he had referred to each obtained singular amount that he put aside while doing so, as simply extract. With that completed, Peter had managed to obtain twenty-seven extracted bits from the seeds. Peter then decided to take those small extracted bits and make a square out of them, as everything had thus far come together enough in making that likely--and as the next step. But first, he needed to dry them off. So Peter used a process such as spray drying to accomplish that, which removed most--if not all--of the moisture that was in the small pieces of extract.
      


      [image: ]


      
         With the individual drying out of the way, Peter wanted to assemble the twenty-seven extracted bits into a square, and so he did. Each seed had come from a different tree in the backyard, so that meant that the extracted bits also needed to be of separate origins--as obtained from one seed belonging to every separate tree in the backyard. Using a diagram of each trees standing position in the backyard, Peter Kazamp had decided to assemble the square as based on the positions that the trees presently have to one another. Like a geographic microcosm of sort. As he had decided to assemble the twenty-seven bits of extract to actually suit the locations of the trees to one another--as if they were stood, and as though he had discerned the epitome of where they had although they still do. And he used corn starch to fill in the gaps and to hold it all together--along with compression.
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         With the use of compression along with corn starch to complete the square and which held it all together as well, Peter had completed that aspect of his entire task. So Peter had finally finished. What Peter had made was his first goldenrain seed tablet. Ahead of time, Peter had made an exact diagram indicating the trees exact locations to one another, and then he had used that diagram as the assembly order and as the logic solidifier for the making of that first tablet. Over the next few weeks, which followed that first entry, in his one step closer to being defined experiment, he made fifteen more tablets. Though, Peter still didn't know what to expect, but he kept on trying to guess.
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         After another week went by--and after his having made fifteen more tablets within the previous three weeks that had gone by as those where he had done so, Peter was pretty anxious to try out his new, probably ridiculous, idea. As far fetched and ridiculous as it may have felt for Peter, the fact had remained for him, as there being such a thing as communication--and so much more of it than just that of the human kind, joined with the human privy fact as stated that, it is commonplace among living things. It is more to it than just that; it is more specific than that generalization was what had Peter's attention; an old scratched record that's destined to become a completely broken record of his, but it kept playing over and again in his mind. As Peter wanted to put that standard recognition that had commonly been put into general terms aside--for an induction of a more in depth study of the lesser known, as to be brought up within bringing it all the way up to a base fact that's budding fruition--and as there--to then begin in the task of actually trying to fully understand it all.
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         Finally, Peter could wrestle with it no longer as he walked around in his backyard and amongst his trees. Eventually, within a round bout struggle with his opponent, the unknown and the holder of his private property named effort, the matter had progressed to nearly taking over his mind as well, on one particular day. And is the day on which also had Peter nearly defeated. Defeated or not, as Peter couldn't really differentiate between the two at that point in time anyhow; so, in triumph or defeat--but in an instant, Peter just reached in his pocket, pulled out the small container that held a few of his goldenrain tablets, opened it up, and then before he had given it another moment to abate him, he slid one of the tablets out, put it in his mouth and then swallowed it. Behind that, Peter walked around, paced, went into the house and even sat down; got up and went back outside, walked around the front of his property, and then on into the backyard again and near his trees; but everything was the same. Nothing had changed. Peter felt the same; there was no stream of communication.
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         One fact that was not in Peter's favor, was the fact that Peter didn't know what to expect at the time, and really had no clue what to anticipate during the time. What Peter was doing at the time, was an unprecedented attempt at something that he couldn't even lend a name to, and could barely describe it to himself and perhaps not within his entire lifetime would he be able to. People talk to their plants, and even sing to them--he had told Randall at a time when Randall was still rather young and following him around in the backyard. Then Peter went further by adding that, Peter Kazamp doesn't talk or sing to his trees, what Peter Kazamp does is, take care of his trees.
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         One of Peter Kazamp's trees was dying. It didn't make sense, the other trees weren't dying. Not only that, the trees have always been known to be highly tolerant; drought no problem, smog no problem, and the fact that the soil they are planted in needn't be highly enriched, so--no problem. It was no puzzle though, something had been going on in the backyard of the Kazamp house, and it was something that was constantly in Peter's thoughts--but it was something that came up to be, for him, worth knowing about.
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         Two work days later, while at work at Enfibsums Science Labs, Peter stumbled into his boss and rather close friend Henry Scurtfer, as he and Peter had simultaneously arrived at the cafeteria. They sat down at one of the tables in there, and started a light conversation. Henry could tell that Peter had something pressing on his mind, so Henry prodded a little, and asked how things were at home, and how was Randall doing with his studies and things of that nature. Peter told Henry that all was fine; during that time of their meeting; but he could sense that Henry could sense something--as if something was wrong.
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         Well, something was wrong, as Peter had made it bluntly clear to Henry, but not so wrong that all in his life was not fine; as during that time. But Peter went on anyhow, to tell Henry about the rather way out experiment of his, how it got started, and why such an interest went so far as to be for him--a distressing time. As far as how Peter's experiment was taken in by Henry during those moments, though obvious--it was just meant to be that Henry viewed it from a completely different angle. And stunningly, Henry abruptly offered to try one of Peter's tablets with him; as to learn what would happen then. But personally at the moment, as behind that made offer of Henry's, Peter twice the nearer in having an even better chance of becoming doubly stunned--as the ingredient makings were there, and so, was he. And so he was, as by two facts--the fact that Henry offered and the fact that he had not really ever consciously considered the different approach brought up by Henry. That different approach was for the very most part, not even a thought that Peter could legitimately claim. But Peter kept asking himself anyway, during those moments, had that thought even slightly come to mind in his previous thinking frame of mind.
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         Following that brief chat, Peter and Henry made a decision to meet again the next day around the same time as their present meeting had initially occurred; but with that next timely meeting to be a deliberate one, as so Henry and he could perform the experiment together. And as up to that point in time it couldn't have really been referred to as a test and at that stage. As Peter's experiment hadn't gained that much promise, yet, anyhow.
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         Peter had gotten up to get himself a late breakfast drink and a mid-morning snack while he had waited for Henry that following morning. As Peter had gotten there first, that following day at work before Henry. In the cafeteria, Peter was a little anxious to learn and had been since getting up on that particularly morning; to learn, what all of his deem of ingenuity plus work expenditure that had been given away to a personal endeavor of his might bring to light. Since the weird was finally out, something at least slightly positive he had hoped was about to happen. Whether it was to be signs or sign language that Peter was to learn or learn of that day, really didn't matter that much--and at that interval. As it was time for his personal project to go forward or to be put aside was what Peter had begun sorting through while he waited for Henry to arrive. But right within that begun duration of moments, Henry walked into the cafeteria.
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         They sat at the same standing table again; though Peter was a bit tense, but overall it was an improvement as compared to the drudgery feeling that he had brought with him yesterday. Henry pointed out to Peter, right after they had sat down, that, whatever was to become of his experiment on that day, as no matter what the outcome, to him Peter would always be a first class scientist as well as a valued employee of Enfibsums Science Labs and to his department. For the entire time that Henry was talking, Peter was sitting with the very small container that he had brought with him while also having it in his thoughts. In it contained some goldenrain tablets; tense as there with it, clutched in hand. Peter took his thumb and pushed the top of the tablet container open and then held them out and over in the direction of Henry. Henry as obliged, peered into the small container and there inside were three square tablets presented loosely at the bottom.
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         Peter gave the container that he was holding a slight wave as a gesture to Henry to go for it and grab one of the tablets. Henry did so, and Peter followed by also grabbing one of the tablets. They held the tablets while looking intently at one another; but with no significant brain waves shared; they both went for it and put the single tablet that each held--up to and into their mouths and then swallowed. After swallowing each tablet and then having sat there in the cafeteria for about five minutes, Henry thought to himself about where the experiment might be headed. That moment of time was followed by an uncomfortable another, but with Peter actually uttering a word in it--and it was 'Huh' a nearby response word for Peter in not having understood Henry's statement. Henry turned in the chair that he was seated in and met the face of Peter and then gave Peter a puzzled look as to indicate that he hadn't said anything--but Henry had also chosen to try to mumble in a way which would also indicate that he wanted to know what Peter was referring to. But right after that, Henry returned to his thoughts.
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         With those moments behind them, Henry really wanted to know where the experiment was headed, and that was his main thought while he grimly sat there. But while Peter was staring at Henry, Peter was hearing those words but Henry wasn't speaking them. And behind that occurrence, Peter blurted out to Henry that, he could actually hear him. Peter then sat silent, and thought to himself how well it had worked in that in a way it actually had worked. Henry then interrupted Peter's thoughts and stated that, he could hear Peter. They went on like that for twenty entire minutes, back and forth, reading each others thoughts while being particularly surprised each time; and during the whole time at that particular cafeteria table were both of them seated there with big grins on their faces.
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         Soon after that twenty-minutes in the shared delight experienced by Henry and Peter with the prospects, a decision was then made between the two as to go forward with putting some distance between themselves. So Henry gave Peter the rest of that day off. Following that decision, they also made plans to talk about their experience the next day at work, and at which time they would learn if the effects had worn off by then. They did talk again after that day, and quite a bit on and off for the next few weeks; and the effects had worn off by the immediate day which followed that day of their initial experiment with the goldenrain tablets. And within the length of those few weeks that followed their initial experimentation with the goldenrain tablets, they did once again subject themselves to the experiment--but performed it over at Henry's house; where they learned that the effects lasted for approximately two-hours and forty minutes. The fact that Henry was not only floor management of Peter's department, but also a junior executive of Enfibsums Science Labs, was the incline factor that elevated Peter's project to a part ownership status thereby an Enfibsums Science Labs' unified approval of its complete induction. Peter's work had finally come into recognizable being. Most of that which pertained the history of the goldenrain project was now shared by Peter with Randall, and with Randall listening attentively to the story that was told for him to hear, as they kept slowly walking in the Kazamp backyard and amongst the goldenrain trees on that day of Randall's twelfth birthday.
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         Directly across the street from the Kazamp house there grows a wooded area instead of another house. As a referred direction, to the right is to head down the street from the Kazamp house. To describe the street as if to head down it--but to do so from the other side of it, at about thirty feet of making headway in that right direction is to notice that the tree landscape that's across from the Kazamp house is abruptly broken off or ended. And the reason for that is, the structural inclusion of a house that stands approximately right there. It belongs to Mrs. Mudenela, who's been a widow for awhile and added her husband and she had no children. But Mrs. Mudenela is a great aunt to several small and slightly older children that visit her every now and then. Next to her house is another section of land that is a lightly covered wooded area as well, but that consistency of landscape only extends for about fifteen feet and at that point is where, yet, another house stands. That second house belongs to the Nuhatibe's, and Naldon Nuhatibe is Randall's best friend. Beyond that point, in continuation of noting the other side the street, are a few more houses that are divided from each other by segments of lightly wooded land areas as well.
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         The Kazamp house sits on a quiet, but, with the exception of trees and plant life is an almost desolate, street. Around the front of the house and directly across the street from it is where mostly trees stand; they aren't the goldenrain kind though. The landscape as over there on the other side of the street is picturesque as would be expected for a lightly wooded area--but it takes up a hefty amount of space on that side and portion of the street as well, and especially in its appearance when viewing it directly across from the Kazamp house.
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         On the side of the street that the Kazamp house sits on, the house is situated not very far away from one of the intersections on that street. To begin noting the side of the street where Randall's house stands--might best be begun at the nearest intersection to his house, and both are up the street from the Mudenela and Nuhatibe houses. The intersection nearest the Kazamp house does begin with a corner, of course. But includes a lightly wooded area landscape that has a length of about twenty-eight feet. Next to that lightly wooded landscape sets the Kazamp house. A well maintained medium-size two story dwelling. And the outside of it is covered with deep tan or deep beige square shingles, with white trimming and a white miniature columns-entrance out-front of the front-door; along with a dark wood front-door that is surrounded by white trimming as well. A front yard with a sizable lawn is included, along with a very neat driveway which is located about ten-feet away but next to the house--and is joined with a two vehicle carport that extends back to a beginning point of the backyard, along with a visible end-side of the house that does the same.
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         The Kazamp house is a rectangular, with the front and back built as the long-sides of the house and with the remaining two sides as the short. On the side of the house where the driveway and carport are located--a side-door can also be found. Directly in back of the Kazamp house, there sits a really large-size shed that actually rests on the grass, and it is followed by more grass which is then followed by the beginning of the goldenrain trees--and they begin there and extend far back. There is also a grass area on the side of the Kazamp house as in between the house and the carport as well as the driveway which includes a distance of approximately ten-feet of grass right before the front lawn actually begins. Located on that grass and in the general vicinity of the side-door and the carport, sits some lawn furniture. The lawn furniture has white petal-look chairs, along with a white table and canopy.
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         A lot of very old and very new are in combinations on a lot of the properties in the vicinity where the Kazamp house stands. That's one of the reasons why Peter Kazamp likes the area so very much, not to mention the trees. It's pretty much a developmentally left alone area but without having become a neglected area. Even Randall's bicycle is a combination of the old and the new; it is something his father brought home for him; as Mr. Kazamp bought it at an outdated-collections store, but with Randall eagerly obliged to assist with bringing it up to more modern standards after he was given it. It is an age where the average vehicle drives itself, but that doesn't include bicycles yet, not even the newer ones. After Mr. Kazamp and Randall had walked around the backyard for awhile, they had finally begun heading back towards the direction of the house. They slowly made their way up to the area near the house and the carport where the lawn furniture sits. But Mr. Kazamp was not, yet, through talking to Randall. Mr. Kazamp motioned Randall to sit down on one of the situated lawn chairs at the lawn table, and so Randall did so; Mr. Kazamp repositioned a lawn chair and then he too sat down.
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         Then Mr. Kazamp reached in his pocket and pulled out a small container of goldenrain tablets and sat them on the lawn table. He didn't have to ask Randall if he knew what was in the container, but Mr. Kazamp did ask him anyway. Randall answered his question by telling his father, what he thought was contained within. And Randall had gotten it right. That container that was sitting on the lawn table did contain his father's invention, the goldenrain tablets; it was not a difficult guess for Randall.
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         Mr. Kazamp then told Randall that, he wanted him to take one of the tablets in his hand after it was handed to him by Mr. Kazamp; but added, when Mr. Kazamp had said the word 'ready', he wanted Randall to also take the tablet and put it in his mouth and then swallow it. Mr. Kazamp let Randall know that, he too would be doing the same with his held tablet. Likewise, Mr. Kazamp did not have to ask Randall if he knew what to expect after taking the goldenrain tablet; but again, Mr. Kazamp did ask him anyway. Randall let his father know that, he was aware that they were going to try to read each other's thoughts and the like. And Randall had gotten it right again--and of course.
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         As Mr. Kazamp had just spent more than an hour explaining to Randall, while they had walked amongst the goldenrain trees, much which pertained the history of his recent science trophy, and which firstly, included how Mr. Kazamp had come up with the idea; secondly, his task in assembling the tablets--as well as his first experimentation, and lastly, Mr. Kazamp had included the final events leading up to the finished product. All that was conveyed, was intended to be informing with one purpose in mind, because Mr. Kazamp had determined it important that Randall should know about his project, and as added to Randall's knowledge would be in the best interest of Randall's welfare. It was the responsible thing to do was how Mr. Kazamp saw it. But still, Mr. Kazamp had planned to take Randall even a step farther.
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         Randall Kazamp sat at the lawn table while holding one of the tablets in his hand that his father had handed him, and Mr. Kazamp also holding a tablet sat looking satisfied that he had enough knowledge of the pattern of events about to unfold. Randall squirmed a bit as to reposition himself in his seat. It was within that framed moment that Mr. Kazamp had decided to 'ready' Randall. And so, at that moment, Mr. Kazamp looked squarely at Randall, and with Randall's attentiveness as evident--Mr. Kazamp verbally spoke the word 'ready'. So Randall, pushed the tablet up to his mouth, put the tablet in his mouth, and then swallowed it. While Mr. Kazamp did the same.
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         It only takes approximately five minutes for the affects of one of Peter Kazamp’s goldenrain tablets to take effect. Mr. Kazamp and Randall had been sitting in the lawn chairs at the lawn table for approximately fifteen minutes after having taken the goldenrain tablets--and by the time of what came next. As for at least the last ten minutes of that fifteen minute time span that had already past, they had been experiencing the meeting of their minds in shared communication with each other. But added to the mix, as by way of the inner mind connection that Randall and his father had established with each other, a question sent by Randall to his father had suddenly saddened his father a bit. As Randall had wanted to know, if his father would agree that his mother had probably heard them while they were telepathically sharing their thoughts. Following Randall’s inquiry, Mr. Kazamp responded to Randall, as there by his thoughts that, he did not think his mother had heard them. And Mr. Kazamp went on to add that, Randall's mother and his wife Maradae Whaesym Kazamp, likely, could not share in the experience that they were currently communicating telepathically either. She was gone, amounted to what Mr. Kazamp knew, and so--it was what Mr. Kazamp wanted Randall to understand, at that juncture of their meeting of the minds, within also having answered Randall's question.
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         Randall Kazamp's mother and Peter Kazamp's wife, as she was one of dear importance to them both, died when Randall was just seven years old and when Peter had only three years of gained employment with Enfibsums Science Labs. Mrs. Mudenela, the widow, who lives down the street, has filled some measure of the gap left by Randall not having a mother. Like, having prepared treats and then having invited Randall over to snack and play in her yard with her great nieces and nephews at a time when Randall was much younger; as well as her having let Randall stay in her house while Mr. Kazamp was out of town at some conference or event. Mrs. Mudenela has also been a likely fill-in for the gap left in Naldon Nuhatibe and his little sister Tessa, lives; who both live only feet away as next door to the Mudenela house. Naldon's and Tessa's mother and father are divorced, and there is just Mr. Clinit Nuhatibe and the two children residing in the Nuhatibe house.
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         And Henry Scurtfer, in management of the Environmental Science Division at Enfibsums Science Labs, as well as being Peter Kazamp's boss, was there for Peter when he lost Maradae. Although Henry and Valnorma could never fill any gap that Maradae may have left in Peter's life, Henry and Peter have at end grown even closer. But, yet, at another ending type they've grown much farther apart. That's why Henry was not hesitant at all to be a support factor within Peter's rather bizarre project circumstance, as there was at least something there that Henry could use to bridge the gap left in their friendship as it was a gap in some respects, of being that, which grew them farther and farther apart. And as a specific factor, there were no more dinners or shows they went to together as with a wife but as a group. The group had parted.
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         Mr. Kazamp and Randall had, in the duration of time, sat outside at the lawn table for nearly forty-minutes; but Mr. Kazamp didn't want to continue on--with what had become a session by then--extensively, as to go the limit. There is a two-hour and forty-minute stint of time that it takes for the effects to wear off. Mr. Kazamp had decided to end the session long before any signs of that. So, Mr. Kazamp gave Randall the rest of that day to do whatever he had wanted; and had reminded Randall that it was still his birthday. Then Mr. Kazamp got into his vehicle that was parked in the driveway and then he drove off to his place of employment to check on some things. That night, Mr. Kazamp went to Randall's bedroom to find out how he was doing, and to check without being too obvious in finding out if indeed the effects had worn off. It was soon evident that the effects had worn off. But before leaving Randall's bedroom that night, Mr. Kazamp told Randall how long the effects usually lasts before wearing off; which was two-hours and forty-minutes that Mr. Kazamp had stated to Randall as the time it takes. After inquiring to find out what all Randall had done for the rest of that birthday of his, Mr. Kazamp left Randall to sleep. Randall's twelfth birthday, had finally put him to sleep.
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    YARDROF_Chapter-One_FREE


    A Message from the Author...


    
      
         A new novel has been produced here, and one of the main purposes of its existence is to be enjoyed, as that was the author's distinct goal during the writing of it.
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         Included within the, hopeful, sheer enjoyment that's a joined readership which does share in some imagination of the author's is the author's whimsical sum of some more 'guide into the realm of possibility'. That might just as well also be slated as happenstance. Which could then perhaps, shadowy tour guide alongside the events in the story Yardrof.
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         To unveil guise and such--and maybe on up to an actual discussion to be engaged behind a timely recognition as contextually coincided to bringing to mind something like, the result an act of magic brought forth; even though, it is to never be examined outright as so clear as to knowledgeably own transparency that's in touch--while matters stand still for that. Or within the delivery that's joined with purpose in the presentation of the first arriving elephant for that matter; depending on the degree extent of one's own investigative prowess or accustomed particulars--that is.
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         But added, two elephants got together and decided that there should be another elephant. But why? While the lesser known is all part of growing up. Yet, one never finds out why, even after many weigh in boosts into the future. But why? All of that and more won't be answered in the story Yardrof, as likely guessed.
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         Though, that's not so bad. The novel is a rounded 51,000 words, and was written in an approximate three months time-span, that was then followed by a removal process of some meaningful but unintentional errors. And time in thought was given ahead of time before the actual writing process of it was actively engaged.
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         But then there's thought, something that can neither be touched nor felt unless it's an internal reaction, like pain. But maybe so anyhow with, felt happy thoughts, felt sad thoughts, or felt confused thoughts; though that last particular outcome is confusing here, in and of itself. And without thought is to talk about pain while writing Yardrof, with no recognition coming from Yardrof of course, with it being a thing and all.
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         Returning to the up-front topic now, in describing, the type of thought participation that's in kind with deception and not a straight out lie; similar to a new novel before its first noted review towards clarifying the truth momentum where relative; as in spots, that perhaps, or just as well, had somehow run away or skipped off to sometimes hide. As still, pinnacle perfection is commonly hard to find--all in one spot on the planet Earth. Though, the book Yardrof is supposed to be a real sound piece of work, with its biggest unclarified spot being the very paper that it's printed on--as that paper is superficial; meaning that, Yardrof is presently and currently only in an ebook form.
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         So then is that everything now--about the book Yardrof? The answer is 'No'. Because there is the story Yardrof; but one has to have read it for that. Sorry. In the same sense, it might be sensible to avoid feeling that one is sorry because one is not an alien from outer space. At least, one, has friends or as such, some Earthly sound potential for some. Even though, one, may still have to duck anyhow. Quack, quack.
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         Yet, and through it all, it still seems to be a planet of interests; if at least to regard the interesting sites. That is--if one gets to travel around it. Instead of being situated in only one spot while writing on it. And yes, there is a big occurring odor sometimes, while in a city dwelling and writing near an open window that's in direct contact with wind enough to blow all kinds of mayhem in. It may have already been noted somewhere, that, aliens have, for eons, traveled around it, the Earth--that is, while happily heading elsewhere. Just how old is pollution on Earth anyhow? Yardrof, won't answer that question either; and hopefully won't, as well. But thanks for reading Yardrof_Chapter-One_FREE.
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      Gion B. Tahunka
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