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Preface:
There are boundaries to all known things, matter, civilizations and worlds. Sometimes these boundaries are almost too far to imagine or are blurred by the human mind. It is within these parameters those of the future must be able grasp. But what if man cannot grasp the unimaginable? What if there are things we must believe in order to reach past our preconceived notions that one and one equal two. Perhaps in the future we may find things are not always as we know as unquestionable.
It is near these infinitive realities that edge upon what the human mind can conceive these following tales are about.
Burger Run. A man is teleported across galaxies and time to find himself upon a strange planet along with a naval ship, its crew and three other civilians. It’s now a race against time to figure out why they are there and what they must do. In the balance the fate of several worlds hang in the balance.
Infinitive Thought. Stretch your mind to see if you can grasp the infinitive thought.
Gateway Near Infinity. A wormhole bigger than humanity had ever encountered sends a scientist on a journey that stretches his reality of perception. Now he must work with a ravishing green skinned, silver haired beauty to save not only Earth from destruction, but this new world as well.
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It had been a couple of years since Dan’s wife had run out on him and just barely a year since she had died in the horrible accident. Dan had learned to live again after her death. He stopped feeling sorry for himself and began to leave his world of self imposed isolation. He ventured out for reasons other than necessity.
This day found Dan remembering how nice a burger and fries would taste and he decided that instead of buying fast food because he didn’t cook very well, he would go out because he wanted to.
He grinned at the guy in the mirror, “Not bad for forty something.” He mused as he grabbed his keys from the hook, locked the door and headed to his truck. For the first time Dan caught himself looking up at the clear blue sky and admiring how beautiful the day was. He jumped into his Chevy 4x4 and grinned at the guy in the mirror once more, “Today my friend is the first day of the rest of your life!”
The guy in the mirror mused back at him, “And you’re going to celebrate this first day by going on a burger run?” Dan chuckled and sighed as he started his truck. The black four by four backed out of the drive and slowed as the neighbor across the street waved.
The window rolled down as the neighbor shouted, “Hey Dan, where ya goin’?”
“Making a burger run Allen. Getting on toward lunch and still don’t like cooking for myself even after the years since my wife left me, then passed away.”
“Yeah, I hear ya. Same here, except I never learned to boil water.” Allen laughed, “Can you say take out?”
“Want me to pick you up something?” Dan asked Allen as the truck started slowly moving.
“Naw, but thanks Dan. See ya when you get back. I need to borrow your mower, mine died and it’s in the shop.”
“Ok Allen, shouldn’t be more than ten minutes or so.” Dan laughed, “How long could a burger run take?”
The four by four headed on down the street as Al waved, then went back to sweeping his walk. Dan turned the corner, glanced at his watch and started to accelerate when his vision blurred slightly. He shook his head hoping to clear his head. The day was clear and sunny and Dan realized that he really didn’t have a care in the world. Then a strange feeling came over him.
“Wow, only noon and I feel so tired…” The words sounded strange as he spoke them out loud, hollow! He looked in the rear view mirror the area behind his truck looked….fuzzy? Dan pulled the mirror around so he could see himself and he too looked as if he was out of focus.
“What the hell?….” His eyes felt like they were crossing, his head throbbed and there was a roaring sound. He managed to look at his watch and focus his vision long enough, “Christ it’s only been a few seconds.” Dizziness hit him and he struggled to keep his truck on the road.
The roar in his ears started to change to a faint ringing in his ears as he looked at the speedometer. Dan’s head spun as he let off the gas and tried to step on the brake. He kept hitting the floorboard where the brake was suppose to be, but when he looked down he saw his foot going through the brake pedal. He looked out the front window and noticed that not only was everything blurry, but the surrounding colors were changing.
“What the hell….” Dan muttered aloud. Startled by the echoing sound of his voice and the fact his foot was missing the brake, a shot of adrenaline coursed through his body. It was as if someone had slapped him as he jerked upright, he reached for the key but his hand went right through it, then his head slumped as his truck slowed. “At least…. letting… off the… gas…. worked.” He muttered in this strange new voice he was hearing. Dan tried once more to raise his head to see out the windshield, but there was only a bright flash of light, then darkness as he slumped onto the steering wheel.
“Christ, I’m…having…a stroke…” He managed to mumble as he managed to open his eyes momentarily to see only a slight form of his dashboard… and he could see right through it as he noticed the street’s dividing line slowing moving through the dash and floor boards. He looked at his trembling hand and could see right through it as well. Dan struggled to speak, to cry out for help. His head bumped slightly against the steering wheel, then blackness!
There was a brief bout of nausea, then Dan noticed the ringing was gone. His head snapped upright, his eyes popped open and his vision cleared instantly. In front of his truck was a man on his knees, holding his head, rubbing it as if to regain his senses.
Dan swerved violently to his right only to see another strangely dressed man staggering to his feet. Again Dan swerved his truck this time to the left only to see a jet aircraft!
Dan slammed his foot on the brake and his truck came to a skidding halt with the hood of the truck inches from the side of the jet aircraft.
“What the fu…” He froze as he scanned his surroundings. There were men and women in navel uniforms all around. Some rising to their feet, some still laying on the ground and aircraft all over.
“No wait, that’s not ground…” Dan still half dazed managed to whisper as his head cleared a bit more, “CHRIST! I’m on an Aircraft carrier!” His mind cleared so fast he thought he’d been slapped. Climbing out of his truck he looked around at the unconscious and partially stunned flight crew.
Dan looked at his watch and noticed it was only minutes since he looked at it after he had made his turn onto the main street heading toward his favorite burger joint. For some reason he looked up at the sun as if he was trying to verify it was still noon.
Dan froze for a second as his head reeled, he tried desperately to think, then everything snapped into order and he started to put things into perspective. “No… This isn’t..” He rubbed his head, “Shit! There’s no other explanation…” He desperately looked around, then near the carrier’s superstructure Dan noticed an officer leaning against the gray steel wall near a hatch. He started walking briskly, yet no at a run as he still felt a bit unsteady toward the officer.
As he walked he noticed a guy dressed in a pith helmet and khaki shorts staggering to his feet. Next to him was a beautiful woman in a parka who was helping a man in a white lab coat to his feet. Dan picked up his pace.
Mid way to the officer a sailor staggered up to Dan and grasped him by the arms. “WHAT THE FUCK IT HAPPENING!!!” The sailor shouted in a high pitched scream, he looked around, then staggered off shouting all the time, “THIS CAN’T BE HAPPENING, THIS ISN’T REAL! TELL ME THIS ISN’T REAL!!” Not far away two sailors tackled him and tried to calm him down.
Dan turned and proceeded back toward the conning tower and the officer that was still standing there as if trying to grasp this situation as it unfolded. As he neared the officer, the officer turned and looked stunned as Dan’s appearance. “Halt right there mister! Who are you and what the hell are you doing…” The officer, still shaken from whatever happened leaned back against the outer wall.
Dan looked at the officer, “Partner all you have to know is I need to see the Captain of this ship immediately! This entire ship might be in danger if I’m right.”
“Danger? Right? About what?” The officer replied.
Knowing the officer seemed to be still slightly stunned, Dan grabbed his arm and pushed his through the door. “Get me to the Captain…..Now!” He shouted and the startled officer complied.
Through the corridors of the carrier they hurried as Dan prodded the officer onward, up stairs and through more passageways they hurried. All throughout the ship they saw men and women staggering to their feet or stumbling through the corridors in shock. Now and then they would stop long enough to help someone, that was blocking the hall to their feet. Up flight after flight of stairs they moved until at last Dan saw a sign that read “Bridge”
The officer led Dan onto the bridge and over to an officer who was sitting on a chair rubbing his head as Dan had seen so many doing as if trying to wake up from a deep sleep.
As they approached the Captain looked over at Dan. He scanned him from head to toes, then frowned as the officer started to speak, “What the hell have you brought me Ensign?”
“Sir, this man was on the flight deck and demanded to be brought to you.” The Ensign replied sounding still a bit confused, “Captain, I wouldn’t have brought him up, but…” The Ensign looked around the bridge as the crew got to their feet and tried to get their bearings. “…Captain, he said the ship might be in danger and after whatever happened…”
The Captain waved the Ensign off and he turned and left Dan standing there in front of the Captain as the Captain turned his gaze to Dan. “Now suppose you tell me what the hell just happened!”
Dan interrupted the Captain as it appeared he was about to speak further, “Captain you have to get a compass bearing, stop this ship and reverse your heading…”
“HEY! You don’t tell me what to do on my Goddamned ship! I’m…”
Dan grabbed the Captain by the arm and gently, but firmly pulled him to his feet, “Captain, maybe I’d better show you. Maybe you’ll understand.”
The Captain slowly followed Dan as he pulled him toward the hatch on the port side of the bridge. Once through the hatch Dan pointed at the deep blue sky.
“Captain, where I was it was noon.” He pointed at the sun, “The sun is about the three o’clock position, not overhead.”
The Captain staggered back and leaned on the rail of the small balcony that overlooked the flight deck. “Good God all mighty!!”
“What is it Captain?”
“We were sailing seven hundred miles off the coast of India on our way to Hawaii, it was night!”
Dan turned and looked at the Captain and pointed over the railing to his Chevy. “Ok Captain, let me toss this at you. I was driving that black four by four truck down there on the flight deck. It was twelve noon and I was heading on a quick burger run….in mid Michigan! And Captain, that as you know, is nowhere near India!”
The shocked Captain stammered, “Whoa, slow down, there…. That doesn’t make…sense, why, you could be ..”
“Captain, look toward the stern of your ship, at the sun.”
“Ok I agree it’s in the three o’clock position…”
Dan looked at the Captain seriously, then pointed toward the bow of the carrier. “Ok Captain now look at the other sun!”
“Jesus Christ!” The Captain staggered back and sat in his deck chair. “What the hell is going on?” His voice sounded startled, yet not completely panicked. Dan could tell this Captain was still in control of himself.
“Ok Captain, now as I said, you need to get a bearing now!” He looked at his watch, “Once you get a fix on our location we need to reverse course and sail back the same amount of time it’s been since we came here and fix that location.” He paused, “Just in case we need to return to that spot to get back home.”
The Captain arose and headed toward the bridge’s hatch, paused and looked at Dan. “Get home? What the hell…”
“Look Captain there will be plenty of time for explanations and scenarios once we get started on that turn. The important thing is we get down to business before we lose….”
As the two entered the bridge the Helmsman shouted, “Captain we’re off course!”
“What’s our heading sailor?” The Captain shouted back.
“180 degrees sir.” Was the response.
The Captain looked at Dan, “We were on a 090 heading.”
“Yeah I suspected there might be a difference.”
“How the hel…”
Dan looked at his watch. Captain, I’m showing it’s been seventeen minutes since I snapped out of it on your flight deck, add another four since I looked at my watch and however long it takes you to get turned around and back onto the 090 heading.”
“Ok for now we play your game as I have no clue what’s going on, but let me warn you if this is some sort of….”
Dan managed a smile, “Game? Captain, just remember the sky.”
The Captain swallowed hard, frowned and walked over to the helm. He started barking orders and the Helmsman started to swing the ship around. The Captain turned toward Dan, “If you’re thinking what I think you’re hinting at, what makes you think the compass is correct and zero degrees is still north?”
“Does it really matter Captain? If the heading you were on was correct, then it appears the compass is one hundred and eighty degrees off.” Dan chuckled, “Let’s face it Captain, north or not, we have two headings and a compass that works whatever true north is. This is what you have, use it as it stands…. At least until we get back to the proximity of where we arrived.”
“Arrived? Arrived where?” The Helmsman asked.
“As you were sailor.” The Captain snapped back in reply. He looked around the bridge at his crew that in return were looking back at him. “Look this stays on this bridge! That’s an order!” He paused, “I have no idea what the hell is going on around here, but this man does seem to have a slightly better grasp on it than I, so for the present we follow….” The Captain looked at Dan.
“Oh, sorry Captain. I’m Dan, Dan Adams.”
“So we follow Dan’s lead for the time being.” He shrugged, “That is all.”
The ship turned and within a short time was back at the place the bridge crew figured was the spot they needed to be and the Captain ordered the ship to set sea anchors as the bottom was far too deep to drop the regular anchor. He turned to Dan.
“Ok the sea anchors will hold us in place long enough to set four point deep sea anchor. As long as we don’t get a storm, they’ll hold us in place.” The Captain looked around, then back to Dan, “Now tell me what the hell you think is happening.”
The Captain ordered watches to be set and lookouts scurried to their positions and began scanning in all directions.
“Perhaps if you have somewhere a bit more private to talk sir.” Dan nodded to the crew that was trying to listen in the conversation and trying to look like they were not.
He grasped Dan’s arm roughly and led him toward the inner hatch of the bridge. “We have a conference room down the hall. We can talk there.” The Captain turned to the crew, “Call the XO to finish going on alert two Delta, then join me and department heads to conference room one. Tell then fifteen minutes.” He looked at Dan gruffly and added, “If this is some sort of ruse…” He didn’t have to go further, Dan knew his meaning.
“Captain, I saw three more civilians on deck when I arrived, you might want to bring them up as well.”
The Captain nodded to the Ensign, “Have then brought up as well Ensign.” He paused and added, “Issue fire arms, go to alert status.”
The Ensign turned and picked up the phone as Dan and the Captain left the bridge. They walked down a short hallway and into the command conference room. The Captain turned and warily extended his hand to Dan.
“Dan, I’m Captain Al Harris. I guess I should apologize for the way I’ve been acting. It’s just things as you well know aren’t exactly going as they should be. Anyhow welcome to the U.S.S. Clinton, America’s newest and finest carrier.”
Dan laughed, “That’s an understatement Al and if I’m right, it’s going to ruin all of our days for a while.”
“Dan, I’m beginning to get an idea of what you’re hinting at and perhaps if….”
The door on the far end of the room opened, interrupting the Captain as men and women of the ships departments walked in. From the door Dan had entered through came two Marines escorting the three civilians Dan had seen on the flight deck earlier. They were sat in three seats on the front row as the department heads sat in the seats throughout the room.
The Captain stepped forward and raised his hands and the room fell into a dead silence. Captain Harris motioned for Dan to stand next to him. He leaned to Dan and whispered, “This ought to be good.” He winked and added, “Although I’m not exactly sure I want to hear it.”
Dan joined Al in front of the table in the front of the room, looked over at Al and sighed, “I’m not sure I want to hear what I’m about to say either Captain.”
Captain Harris looked over the silent room, swallowed, then softly spoke. Everyone in the room could hear him, yet there wasn’t that strong tone they all were so used to hearing.
“People, as you know something has happened. Whatever that is I or none of the command personnel have any idea, not a clue!”
There were murmurs throughout the room, but stopped when the Captain raised his hands. He stepped back a few steps and sat on the table at the front of the room. “This man standing here is named Dan Adams. Listen to him as I sincerely believe he has a better grasp on these events that we do. I’m not exactly sure what the hell he’s going to tell you, but listen to him and we can decide the what’s and where’s from there.” He nodded at Dan and Dan turned to face the room.
Dan paced slowly in deep thought, then stopped and slowly turned to face the people. He sort of grinned, then got real serious in his expression.
“Hi all. Look I’m still working through all of this, so I won’t try to blow any smoke up your asses, fair enough?”
Some in the room chuckled nervously, while others just smiled and nodded. Dan swallowed hard and stared at the crowd. “As you know you all were sailing off the coast of India. Well at the same time I was doing a burger run in Michigan and somehow we all wound up here.”
A Lieutenant stood and asked, “Where is here?”
“Sit down Charlie, let Dan finish.” Captain Harris shouted to a few chuckles.
Dan looked at the civilians. He pointed to the woman holding her parka. “Miss? Would you stand and tell us you name, what you do for a living and where you were at before arriving here.”
She stood and nervously looked around, then to Dan. “My name is Alice Porter, I’m a micro biologist and a zeno biologist. I was on a project looking for ancient micro organisms from ice cores at the south pole.” She sat back down.
There were more murmurs in the room. As Dan pointed at the man next to Alice and he stood.
“Hi everyone. My name is Jack Turner and I’m in Astrophysics and Astronomy. I was working in a NASA lab with six other people in Houston Texas.” Jack started to sit, but stopped and looked at Dan, “And I like everyone else in this room would like to know what the ‘f’ is going on!!!”
The rest of the room broke out into laughter which Dan figured was a good sign. If he was right, then everyone was going to need a sense of humor. He pointed to the last of the three civilians and he stood.
“Hi all, I’m Rick Sharpe. I’m a Geologist and advanced chemistry professor. I was in a lab running compound tests on half lives of nuclear particles. The lab was just outside of Sydney Australia.” He sat back down.
Dan grinned, “Well it’s nice to know what I suspected was correct.”
Captain Harris got up and walked over to Dan, “Ok Dan. Seems like you’ve kept us in the dark long enough. How about letting us in on your thoughts.”
It was Dan’s turn to sit on the table as he wasn’t quite sure his knees wouldn’t buckle as all his theories came crashing together at once. He looked at the floor and gathered his thoughts, then slowly his gaze moved upward to the anxious gathering of people in the room. He took a deep breath and began.
“Ok first let me ask you all to keep as quiet as possible. I don’t want to have to repeat myself, and I’m not really sure I can stop my thoughts without losing something.” He smiled at the roomful of people.
“First as some of you know there are two Suns in the sky. What most don’t know there is also a Saturn like planet about the size of a softball hanging to what I’m guessing to be the western sky and it has two parallel rings.”
Dan grinned and shook his head slowly, “Now unless I miss my guess, we aren’t in Kansas anymore Toto. Matter of fact, I don’t believe we’re even on Earth anymore!”
There were more than murmurs this time and Captain Harris had to quite the room.
Dan continued, “Look this isn’t easy for me either, but I can’t over look the obvious signs that are leading me to these conclusions. So, ok, We aren’t on Earth anymore. The next question I asked myself is how we got here and as our physicist there would probably guess, some sort of wormhole. That would be one explanation, if it would have sucked up just the ship or a lab or…”
Jack stood up. “Christ Dan, you’re right a wormhole would explain one of us being here or the ship….” He fell silent and sat back down.
Dan grinned, “Confused Jack?” Dan looked at the gathering, “And he’s the physics guy.”
Jack grinned and shrugged his shoulders.
“A wormhole would explain one kind of teleportation, but not so many varied people and not such a selective group from all over the planet. We have an aircraft carrier that has aircraft, machine shops, medical, food water, everything people need to live and work in a new environment. In Alice we have someone that can study water and air for organisms to verify what is safe and to verify if something is new and unknown.
We have someone in Jack that can try to figure out where we’ve been teleported to, exactly why I’m not sure, but physics will undoubtedly come into play at some point. Then we have Rick who no doubt was brought here for some future reason.”
Dan paused and got a puzzled look to his face. Captain Harris noticed and asked, “What’s wrong Dan.”
“Al.. There seems to be a reason for the ship and the three scientists that are here. But why me? Christ I’m just a retired production worker from an auto factory. What the hell am I doing here?”
“Obviously you are here to put two and two together for us Mr. Adams.” Everyone turned toward the voice that had spoken. Dan looked to the door he and the Captain had entered through. There leaning against the wall was beautiful woman with shoulder length red hair and green eyes that sparkled as she smiled at Dan, then nodded to the Captain as she straightened up and walked over to join him at the head of the room.
“Dan this is my executive officer Bonnie Jones.” Al grinned, “She a top notch XO and is the best person from this crew that has a chance of understanding you, she has several degrees in science. ”
Bonnie extended her hand. “I prefer BJ. Nice speech so far Dan.” She walked over and sat in a chair next to the table as Dan sat back down. “I’m guessing if you weren’t here, we’d still be sailing off in some unknown direction still trying to figure out what the hell happened and where we were.” She winked at Captain Harris and he nodded. “So now you figured what you’re doing here, please continue.”
Dan grinned sheepishly and rubbed his neck. “Ok so I’m the science fiction nerd….Great!”
The room momentarily forgot their predicament and laughed.
Dan stepped forward. “As long as I’m the resident nut job, let me finish my ramblings.”
Again there was more laughter and to Dan’s relief. He knew these were going to be some rough times ahead and humor relieved tension. “Ok so the question would be if it doesn’t appear to be a natural wormhole, then we could be looking at a created wormhole.”
Jack stammered out loud, “My God that would make sense. Christ Dan, that would take a vast amount of power though. If some alien ship sent us here it would have had to be huge!”
“Jack, I too guessed at some alien presence, however I’m guessing it wasn’t a ship that sent us here. But I do agree it would take immense power….unimaginable power.”
Jack leaned forward in his chair, “What the hell are you talking about?”
Dan smiled, “Jack if some alien race had unlimited power, what use would they have for us? I was thinking along the lines of a race of beings that are of pure energy. Power of thought travel, unlimited power. So much so, they could create wormholes to teleport anything, anywhere they wanted.”
Jack grinned, “Then why would they need us?”
“Maybe Jack, there is some reason they cannot exist, maybe not even be able to function on this planet. Maybe that is why we are here, to figure out why they brought us here. What we’re supposed to do.” Dan grinned again, “Then maybe they’ll send us home.”
“If they can’t function on this planet how will they send us home? Matter of fact how did they get us here, they didn’t drops us from outer space?” Jack leaned back into his chair.
“Damn people, I don’t have all the answers! I’m going by what clues I see, what seems logical. If anyone has a better scenario speak up! Christ my mind is about fried now, I’ve pushed it so far out of the realm of normal….”
Captain Harris stood and patted Dan on the back. “Hey Dan, you’re doing just fine. I doubt if any of us could have come up with at least this much. It give us a starting point thanks to you.”
Dan grinned, “This much bullshit you mean.” He paused, then laughed, “I’m not even sure I can believe I just said what I did….and meant it.”
Jack stood and walked over to Dan. He gently slugged him on the arm. “I didn’t mean anything by my comments Dan. Hell I’m a scientist, I have to question everything and being a scientist, I doubt if I would have come close to what you’ve figured out so far.”
“Thanks guys, but remember this is just the rambling of a forty five year old sci-fi buff.”
BJ walked over to Dan and grinned, “Well forty five year old sci-fi buff, thank God you are what you are. Like the Captain said, we now at least have a place to start.”
Captain Harris looked over the room and said, “Ladies and gentlemen, we can’t white wash this, go back to your people and tell them what you’ve heard here. Like every other mission we’ve been on. We have a goal, we’ll figure a solution and we’ll execute whatever we come up with so we can go home….. Dismissed!”
The room full of people emptied and only Dan, the three civilians and the Captain and his XO remained.
BJ looked at Dan who was slowly shaking his head. “What’s wrong Dan?” She asked as the others looked his way.
“Things keep popping up in my mind.”
Captain Harris asked, “Such as?”
“Well Al, maybe now we’re at a fixed location we should see if there is a true magnetic north and adjust the compass to that. It’s obvious we can’t stay here as we need to figure out why we were brought here.”
Dan paused as more thoughts tumbled into his head. “Maybe some high altitude recon flights moving outward from the ship….really high Captain. Let’s face it we don’t know if this planet is inhabited or not. We could be facing cavemen, perhaps old sailing ships, maybe a civilization more advanced than us, though that I doubt. Anyhow until we know what we’re up against, we need to keep up our guard and don’t fly so fast jet trails are left to alert anyone.”
Jack nodded, “I doubt if someone brought us here, they’d put us up against flying saucers or lasers, you know, things like that we’d have little chance against. Best we play invisible for a while.”
“Again that’s another assumption, just like mine and until we…”
“Relax Dan.” The Captain chuckled, “BJ and I have already thought of something along those lines, that’s why she was late. I set lookouts and BJ had flight crews scheduled to fly right after we get done here.”
“Geez, Al, BJ, sorry. I should have known.” Dan laughed, “Guess you two wouldn’t be incharge of a carrier unless you were the best at what you do.”
The Captain laughed, “Guess you could say that.” He looked at his XO, “Bonnie, why don’t you show our guests down the hall to the visitors quarters.”
“Will do sir. I’ll let Alice bunk with me. The science guys can bunk together.” BJ looked at Dan, Guess you get the smaller room and bunk alone, if you don’t mind.”
Dan grinned, “Sure, my wife left me two years ago, then passed away about a year ago. So I’ve gotten used to living alone.” He laughed, “Probably would make a terrible roommate anyhow.”
The pretty XO smiled and asked, “Why’s that?”
Dan winked, “Because I stay up all night reading science fiction.”
They all laughed as BJ led them from the room. As Dan passed her in the conference room doorway, BJ leaned towards Dan and whispered, “Lucky for us you do.”
They all walked down the hall to what appeared to be kind of military guest quarters, which BJ explained the ship had for personnel working on various special projects, visiting dignitaries and the like. “Some of the personnel working on Project Scorpion are down that corridor toward the end.” She pointed to a wide red line on the floor and up both sides of the walls. She then pointed to two armed Marines standing at either end of the row of doors. “Do not! Go beyond those lines without an authorized escort or you’ll be shot!”
Jack frowned, “You have a way of greeting guests there BJ.”
The Commander stopped and looked at the four civilians, “Look guys, you’re all probably really nice people. But try to remember all this strange crap has happened and on top of all that, all of you were dropped down on our deck in the middle of a top secret experiment and we have no idea as to who you all are, other than your words and no way to check or verify your identities.”
Dan smiled warmly at BJ. “You have a valid point Commander Jones. As for me, I have an adversity to being shot, so I’ll stay clear of the red areas.”
The others chuckled and nodded and BJ went about showing Jack and Rick the room they’d share. Around the corner BJ showed Dan the room he would use, then left with Alice to show her the quarters they’d share.
Dan, looked around the small room. There was a single bed a small desk and chair. There was a mirror and what appeared to be a locker. Next to that was a sink and a toilet.
Dan grinned as he laughed aloud, “Well at least I won’t have to run down the hall every time I have to go to the bathroom.” The smiles left when he realized there was no shower.
He laid on the small bed and tossed his hands behind his head trying to process everything that had happened so far this day. At times his mind raced, others he had trouble even trying to think. “Christ, I’m so damned tired.” He mused aloud, then one thought lodged its self into his mind. “Damn! I never did get my burger!”
Dan was always a confident person, but since he arrived on the carrier, so much seemed to hinge upon his ponderings, the pressure mounted and now for the first time he actually was becoming aware of it. Although it really wasn’t pressure that worried him, he felt he could contribute, but, it was more or less he had become the Captain’s advisor and things he might say or suggest could cost someone their life and that was what bothered him the most.
Dan managed to get a few hours rest as the Captain had told all of the civilians to rest. However he knew better. He’d doze off, then suddenly snap awake. Sleeping in the afternoon just wasn’t Dan. He paced the room, then laid back down and napped a bit more. Every time he looked at his watch he’d frown as time passed so slowly.
Alice had stopped in to say she had gotten permission to run water and air samples. Rick was going to join her as Captain Harris took Rick’s idea to pull one of the deep sea anchors up to analyze any mud samples so he and Alice could check for signs of life.
“We think we can get a lot of information from sea and air samples.” Alice chirped as Dan could see that as a scientist she was starting to enjoy these weird events.
Rick laughed at Alice’s eagerness and added, “Hopefully at least one of those deep sea anchors will bring up more that ocean muck. If not maybe this ship has some divers, that….”
Alice held up her hand, “Not so fast Rick. Remember this isn’t Earth, we can’t send divers into waters that we don’t know what lies within them.”
Rick frown and nodded, “Yeah, she’s right unfortunately. I just feel so useless if all I have is mud to examine.”
Dan plopped back down on his bed and sighed, “Talk about feeling useless.”
Rick opened the door for Alice and she walked through with Rick close behind. He turned and said over his shoulder as he left the room, “Sorry Dan. I didn’t mean…”
Dan smiled and waved good-bye, “No probs Rick, no offence taken.”
No sooner had they left and Jack dropped in and told him he was notified that one of the junior officers was an astronomy buff and had a rather nice telescope and he was on his way to see him. Jack was hoping they could get together when night fell to figure out where this planet they had been brought to was located.
“You can’t see stars during the day can you Jack?”
“Nope! I can look at that double ringed planet though. Then I need to plot those two suns. Something strange with that double sun thing though. Can’t put my finger on anything yet, but, things just aren’t right with that.”
“Never seen a double sun solar system Jack?” Dan asked.
“Well to be honest Dan, it’s not that. It’s more a system with two suns that are so far apart. I don’t see how any planet could orbit one or both. Hell I don’t know…”
Jack never finished his sentence as he got caught up in his own thoughts and headed out the door without another word. Dan just smiled wondering if Jack was becoming the proverbial absent minded professor. He closed his door and headed back to his bed.
Once again Dan laid back down and no sooner did his head hit the pillow, there was another knock at the door. This time he didn’t bother to get up, he just rolled his head to face the door and snorted, “Yeah! It’s open….Come on in.”
The door slowly opened and the pretty XO’s red head popped in and looked around the room.
“Oh sorry Dan, I can come back later. I didn’t know you were trying to sleep.”
Dan sat up and grinned, “Aww, it’s ok, come on in Bonnie.” He chuckled, “Just bored, not having any specialty I don’t have anything to do. Seems everyone else is doing something important except me.”
Bonnie entered and sat on the only chair in the small room Dan had been given. She smiled warmly at Dan. “BJ remember? Bonnie is what Captain Harris calls me when he wants me to do some of that old nasty paper work we all hate.” She smiled wistfully, “Although I like the way you say Bonnie, it’s different somehow.”
Dan grinned, “Maybe because you know I don’t have any paperwork for you to do.”
Dan was affixed on her musical laugh and the way her green eyes twinkled when she did laugh. Even her neatly fitting uniform couldn’t hide the fact that she was quite an attractive woman. “Ok BJ it is. So what brings you here to boredom central?”
“Captain Harris has asked me to invite all of you to dinner at 19:00 hours.” She grinned, “That’s seven o’clock for you civilians.”
“Yeah I was in the Air force BJ, I know military time.”
“Were you a pilot Dan?”
“Naw! Jet mechanic, but I was on flying status and went up with the pilots to run checks and the like.” He chuckled, “I know enough about flying to be dangerous and not enough to fly. On the other hand I can rip a jet engine apart and put it back together.” He paused, “Well that is I could have twenty years ago.”
BJ smiled and arose. “Well, I have to run. You know duties and such, but dinner at nineteen… er, seven. I’ve assigned a crewman to show you around until then if you’re bored. He’ll be outside your door.”
Dan grinned, “You mean my guard don’t you.”
BJ smiled, “Dan this still is a U.S. ship and you are a civilian. All of you civilians have to have a guard to escort you around.” She started out the door, but stopped and turned back to Dan and added, “At least until we’re sure you all aren’t going to get lost…. Or aren’t aliens disguised as humans.”
Dan frowned at BJ’s teasing. “If I was an alien, I’d already had zapped you and the crew with my ray gun!” He paused, plopped back down on his bed and added, “Christ! And you and the Captain said I had an imagination? Alien? Seriously?”
BJ grinned and stuck out her tongue at Dan and snorted as she left the room, “Aliens, think about it Dan. Our situation, unknown planet, unknown situation, why not?”
Dan smiled at the thought as she closed his door. “After all I was the first to mention aliens, sort of. Guess I’m not the only one that reads science fiction.” He half shouted to himself.
From outside the door he heard the guards voice reply, “Personally I prefer watching Star Trek.”
Dan grinned, got up and opened the door and introduced himself to the Marine that was guarding him. Soon after Dan was on a tour of the carrier.
The Marine gave him a quick, but fairly informative tour of the United States newest Aircraft carrier, the U.S.S. Clinton. It was a new class of carrier, carried more planes had a crew of 6500 and could run on full power for almost fifty years with its three nuclear powered turbines.
Deck after deck they went as his guard told him what he knew and when Dan needed to have a question asked, the guard would ask a seaman to answer, stating the Captain had given Dan clearance to get any information he needed.
That was except for high security areas. It was in trying to go into these areas he found BJ hadn’t been too far off base. Until Captain Harris was sure of Dan and the others, they would be watched and restricted to some degree. Everywhere he went there were armed Marines guarding entrances to all areas and when Dan appeared, even under armed escort, the guards also kept an eye on him.
Dan’s tour finally ended just about time for him to clean up and make it to the Captain’s cabin for dinner. And he figured it was about time as his stomach growled it’s empty protest of him never completing his burger run.
The hours had flown by and the strange sounds coming from his stomach made him a bit homesick as he walked down the short corridor to the Captain’s cabin. Once inside Dan joined the three civilians, the Captain and BJ the ship’s Executive Officer or XO in Naval terms.
Dinner was good and one watching would never have guessed these people sitting at the dinner table had just discovered this day, that they were on a planet far from Earth and were facing unknown circumstances. Perhaps all were trying to momentarily forget their predicament, but that was short lived.
As dessert was finished and all stomachs were filled, it was Jack that broke the mood. “Ok guess we’ve played normal long enough.”
They all chuckled as he continued, “Earlier when I stopped by Dan’s quarters he mentioned he though it strange to see a planet so close to another that one could see it with the naked eye. Back on Earth we’ve seen similar planets with our vast number of various telescopes, yet, Dan was right, sort of. We’ve seen multiple planet solar systems with close planets, but they were unlivable type systems.” Jack grinned, “At least by our standards of life.
So when I went and met Major Mark Johnston, we got out his telescope and watched the sky for a few hours using what daylight we have to look at that two ringed planet of Dan’s.”
Captain Harris leaned forward and smiled at Jack, “Well I sure hope you and the Major came up with something.”
“Sure did Captain Harris. The two suns were confusing at first, but, then after watching Dan’s double ringed planet, I noticed it was moving strangely. It was moving at an obtuse angle to this planet and to the larger of the two suns.”
The Captain frowned, “Which means?”
“Well Al, it means we are in a solar system that has collided with another star system. Going by the movement, I’d say they are in the process of moving away from one another. And.... Before anyone panics, the chanced of two planets hitting one another are really remote. Judging from the distances, I’d say if any collisions have occurred, those were most likely the only ones. There might be some gravitational problems elsewhere in these systems, but this planet should be safe.”
There were a few sighs of relief as Jack added in the direction of the Captain, “Al the larger of the two suns is this system’s sun and the one to use a Sextant on to plot any courses.”
Captain Harris leaned back in his chair and grinned. “Great, now I can put my plan into action.”
Dan chuckled, “Which is?”
Al laughed, “Now Dan, you sound like me. In the morning, I intend to take all readings and plot a course back on the heading we were going when we arrived. Dan if all your assumptions are correct, then maybe whoever brought us here, put us down in that compass heading intentionally.”
“Makes sense Al.” Dan added. “Go on, it sounds like you have a plan, which is great as I’m fresh out of guesses.”
Everyone laughed as the Captain continued, “Well don’t jest on your guesses Dan, it’s been your fast thinking and your ability to think outside of the box that has gotten us this far. So if you have any guesses, inklings or anything else, shout them out! I want to hear them.”
More laughs ensued as Al explained his idea, “I’m going to launch scouting aircraft and send them high enough so they can see any ships, landmasses, no matter how small, yet remain unseen to the naked eye. They’ll fly slow and low enough as not to make vapor trails in the sky. My only concern is we don’t know if this planet is inhabited or not. We could be facing radar or something even better detection systems…”
Alice leaned forward and interrupted the Captain, “Captain Harris….”
“Just call me Al, Alice, all these guys do,” Captain Harris smiled.
“Ok Al. Thanks to your lab people and the technicians you put at my disposal, we’ve managed to get the first round of tests done just before I came up here. Everything we’ve found in water and air samples indicate this is a young planet.”
She paused as if still processing the information she had seen. “I’d say if we were on Earth, this would be about the time life was first starting to emerge from the sea and try to live on land. Perhaps on some of the larger land masses maybe dinosaurs, or deep in the sea, larger creatures, but I think it’s a bit early in this planets evolution for them to exist yet.
Some of the fish and other small sea creatures we caught should be edible. We’ll know for sure once the tests are finished. The strange thing is there seems to be little life within a good fifty feet of the surface that we could see with the naked eye.”
Alice smiled, “The seas are pristine and you can see down quite a ways, but everything leads me to think we won’t be facing advanced life forms….at least ones that evolved on this planet.”
Dan slid back into his chair and frowned, “Great! You all won’t run out of food, but I’ll starve.” He sighed, “I hate seafood!”
The small group laughed as Al replied, “We’ll then Dan as you’re the theory man, I’ll eat the seafood and save the Spam for you.”
Again everyone laughed and for the first time everyone started to feel they were beginning to come to grips with their situation.
“I’ll send out the aircraft at intervals to make a circle around the ship at ten miles, twenty miles, forty miles and at sixty miles. As we move forward on that heading we’ll know what’s in front of us and elsewhere.”
Al poured a glass of wine and grinned, “Now that we don’t have to worry about a more advanced race existing on this planet, we can…”
Dan sat upright, “Ah, Al? Don’t think you should deviate from your original plan and have the scout craft look outward rather than downward so they might see something on the horizon, rather than below them before it is too late.”
Al looked over to Dan and once again frowned, “I’m assuming you’ve popped some new scenario into your head?”
“Sorry Al, but Alice said she doesn’t believe there is any sentient life here, but remember some seriously advanced life forms have brought us here. They did so for a reason and until we know for sure I advise extreme caution. Just because some sort of advanced life form didn’t evolve here yet, doesn’t mean some couldn’t have landed here, maybe crashed landed?.”
Dan grinned, “Hell maybe they’ve crashed here and we’ve been sent to help them out because we were the closest advanced life form available.”
“Well then would it be good for them to see us?” Rick asked.
“Well not really Rick. Maybe we were sent to repel some invaders. Though I wonder what chance we’d have against some race that has intergalactic travel?” Dan mused. “Whatever or why, I remember what my dad used to say when he was still alive, ‘It’s better to see the pile of shit, before you find it the hard way!’ So you see if we see whatever it is first, we might actually get a chance to evaluate whatever it is we have to do before we make contact…. Assuming it’s in the form of sentient life.”
BJ looked over to Dan and smiled warmly, “Christ Dan, you do seem to look at things from every angle don’t you?” She laughed lightly, “And you wondered why you were brought along.”
Jack arose and looked around, then out the porthole of the room. “Well it appears it’s going to get dark about the same time as Earth and I have a lot of star systems to scan.” He laughed, “Good thing your Ensign has a really nice telescope. Seriously though, I really have to leave.” Jack nodded at Al, “Thanks for the nice dinner Al.”
Captain Harris arose as well and smiled at the rest of the group as Jack vanished out the door. “I have to go as well, BJ you can stay and visit. I’m heading to the bridge and I’m going to give the order to go dark. No lights, no one….or thing, can see us from the distance.” He started out the door, then turned to add, “I just hope if something with the ability to fly or move at speed on the water, doesn’t run into us!”
The group laughed nervously knowing he could be right. But at this point in time, the extra caution to avoid detection was prevalent… over being struck and possibly struck.
BJ looked at the remainder of the group and asked, “Does anyone have anything to add?”
Rick poured himself another glass of wine and stood. He slowly paced back and forth at the far end of the table. “Strange thing Bonnie, er, sorry, BJ. The mud and small rock samples we dragged up with one of the anchor lines we used for gathering samples tested pretty much normal. The weird thing was the seaweed and other floating debris we normally find floating on the surface all had signs of ionization. Levels far above normal.”
BJ leaned on the table toward Rick, “I know a lot of ionization can cause problems with communications and radar, but it shouldn’t hurt us, will it?”
“Naw, not at these levels, but I’ll bet there’ll be one hell of a light show every night.” He laughed, then teased, “We can all go out on deck as we have nothing to do and watch the Aurora Borealis tonight. Should be quite a show as heavy as this ionization is, it wouldn’t take a lot of solar particles to light the sky.”
BJ walked over to the portal and closed the blackout curtain and turned to the group. “It’s completely dark outside, why don’t we all go out to the observation deck and watch?”
“Great idea!” Alice chirped as she got up and headed toward the door and the rest followed. BJ stepped out and led the way through the corridors and to the hatch. She opened the hatch as the lights turned off automatically and red lights came on.
“Once the ship goes dark this happens automatically. The red light helps your eyes adjust to the dark and red can’t be seen at a distance.” BJ added as she ushered the party out the hatch and onto the observation deck.
Out on the deck below they could barely see Jack and Mark with the telescope. They looked at the night sky. Before them was a sky lit with stars three moons rising on the darkened horizon and two small planets could be seem as they reflected the sun that had set behind the planet they were on.
“Well I’ll be damned…” Rick sounded stunned. “There’s no Aurora! Nothing! With all the ionization there should be one hell of a display.”
Dan leaned on the rail of the small deck they were standing on. “Rick how high is the Aurora?”
“Usually particles or solar radiation hit the magnetic field of a planet high into the…..” Rick leaned on the rail next to Dan and looked at him.
“What?” Dan asked.
“I have no idea what or how, but the ionization could be low level. You know close to the surface and not in the outer atmosphere.”
Dan thought for a second, then mused, “What could cause that, at least in the levels you’re talking about?”
“Nothing natural I can think of that wouldn’t kill all of us.”
Dan looked at the rest of the small group that had joined him and Rick leaning on the cold steel railing. As he looked down the row of people looking back at him, he said what was on their minds…
“So nothing natural? Man made then?”
To which Rick replied what they really didn’t want to hear, “Man made? Maybe, or alien made….” His voice trailed off as his mind wondered at the possibilities.
They all stared out into the blackness that surrounded them.
Dan started summing up in his mind, but eventually became a louder muttering of thoughts. “Hmmm, on a planet not of our own. Good chance there is a race of aliens, maybe two. Something ionizing the planet’s atmosphere and another solar system is passing through this one.” Dan looked over to the small group, “That about sums it up eh?”
Down the row of people leaning on one of the conning towers many railings he saw nod after nod.
“Damn, that’s what I was afraid of!”
Morning came, the Captain made his corrections and the carrier headed off in the direction they had been on the day before when they first arrived on this still unknown world. Aircraft took off on their scouting missions and the civilians had their breakfast in the officers mess. The crew was uneasy, but still amazed the civilians as they went about their daily duties just as if they were still on Earth.
Little was said as fitful sleep and the stress of not knowing what might lie ahead had taken its toll on everyone at the table. They all finished and were ushered to the bridge to meet with Captain Harris and the XO BJ. Once on the bridge they were led outside to another small observation deck where the Captain and the XO, BJ were standing talking about current events that had befallen their ship. The Captain turned and grinned as the four civilians approached.
“Good morning. Nice to see you all finally got out of bed.” Al chuckled. “You’ll have to excuse BJ and myself, we keep somewhat different hours.”
Dan frowned, “Damn Al, don’t you two ever sleep? You were both on the bridge last night when I turned in and looks like you’ve both been here for quite some time this morning.”
BJ told their escort to bring coffee for their guests and patted Dan on the arm. “The Captain and myself have this thing called a ship to run Dan, that’s the first priority for either of us.”
“She is right Dan, ship’s safety, duty, then sleep.” Al laughed, “Sometimes there’s just not a lot of time for that sleep thing you mentioned during times like these.”
BJ rolled her eyes upward and shook her head in agreement. “We tend to take turns napping rather than sleeping in situations like this. Such is the life of sea farers.”
Dan looked at the two officers and smiled, “You’ve run into “times like these” as you said? I’m Sorry Al this is my first trip to another freakin’ world. I’m glad you two have had times like these before.”
BJ chuckled, “Sometimes the situations we’ve been in have felt like we were on another world Dan.”
The Captain smiled and added, “That’s for sure BJ.” Then Al looked to Jack, “Ok I saw you and the Major were up most of the night as well Jack, let’s hear it.”
Jack glanced around to see if they were alone and saw it was just the civilians and the two officers. He walked over and closed the door to the bridge. “Ok people, I spent most of the night trying to pin point our new planet’s location in the galaxy. I can’t narrow it down exactly, but….”
Jack was trying to find the right words but Dan made it a bit easier by saying, “I’m guessing by the long face we’re quite away from home? Go ahead and tell us Jack, because it doesn’t matter. Who or what ever brought us here, must have the ability to send us back.”
“Thanks Dan, Guys, I couldn’t find any star systems that looked familiar. Mark had an add on mirror to his telescope to look further out in space, so we put that on and the only nebula I found was the Crab Nebula…. And, well, it was backward.”
Dan leaned against the railing and sputtered in awe, “Jesus, what power!! What incredible power!!!”
BJ walked over to Dan, laid her hand gently on his shoulder and started to ask what he was talking about, but Jack ended all confusion.
“What Dan is so shocked about is…” Jack swallowed hard, “…If the nebula is backward, that would mean that we have been teleported from Earth about 6500 light years to the nebula and I’m guessing about 1200 light years beyond it. That’s why the damned thing is backwards. Earth is back on the other side of…..”
Everyone tried to grasp what was being said as Jack muttered, “Let me put it this way. We’d better find out what or why we’re here and do it…. Or there’ll be no going home! If we had a space ship that traveled at the speed of light and left today, it would take us about 7700 years to get back to Earth.”
Alice looked at Jack, “So if we could travel at ten times the speed of light, that would be 770 years to get home….” She looked at Dan, “Oh my God, Dan you must have been right about teleportation.”
Jack grinned as everyone looked at Dan in amazement. “Dan hit it on the head guys. Even a worm hole would have taken us a few years.” Jack playfully hit Dan on the arm and added, “And you wondered why you were brought along. Hell boy, without your theories, look how long it took me to figure out something you surmised yesterday.”
Al stepped up to snap everyone out of their daze, “Ok dammit! It’s like Dan said, someone brought us here, let’s get to finding out why.” With that statement he pulled the door open and entered the bridge.
Jack looked to BJ. “What if someone asks where this planet is? What do I tell them?”
BJ looked at the four civilians and smiled warmly, “Nothing, now. The Captain is going to address the ship within the hour.” She chuckled, “We decided that this crew is well enough trained to take the truth and we’re not holding anything back. Hopefully this way there’ll be no stunned crew when whatever happens, happens and hopefully squash any rumors.”
Rick muttered, “Yeah, great the crew won’t be shocked, but you all will excuse me if I soil myself. I’m a damned geologist, not a space explorer.”
They all laughed nervously and went back to their quarters and sure enough within a short time, the Captain made his announcement and told the ship’s crew everything he knew or they suspected.
For the next few days Dan was stunned at how this well trained crew had accepted the facts. As he walked around he overheard them joking about fighting aliens, cracks about bringing ET home and references to renaming the U.S.S. Clinton to Enterprise.
Three day of sailing brought the ship just out of sight of a small island. After several flyovers and the film was developed from the scout aircraft, it was decided to send a small party to the deserted island.
Due to the size of the small fast boat, only Alice, Rick and three security crewmen went. Dan stood with his guard on the flight deck watching the small boat vanish into the distance. He whispered “Good luck guys, come back safe.”
“Amen.” The Marine muttered.
Dan turned and smiled at his guard, “Man I wish I was going.”
The Marine chuckled, “Right up to the point some huge sea creature eats your face off.”
“Hmmm…. You have me there Sergeant.” He chuckled, then sighed. Dan knew even fraught with danger, he really did wish he could have gone. He looked up at the sun remembering Jack had said a day on this planet was an hour shorter than on Earth.
BJ walked up next to the two men. “They’ll be fine Dan. I wish we could have moved the ship closer to the island as well, but we have aircraft ready at the first call for help. We’ll have them there within ten minutes.”
“Ten minutes?” Dan sighed once again knowing a lot could take place in ten minutes.
Time passed slowly for Dan and his guard. BJ had gone back to do her duties, but Dan couldn’t bring himself to leave until he knew the landing party had returned.
From the bridge Al and BJ occasionally looked down to see Dan either pacing or sitting watching out in the direction the small boat had gone.
After pacing the deck for several hours, the boat returned to the ship much to everyone’s relief. Dan met the returning party and took a deep breath when he saw all were ok. Over the PA system the Captain announced for all of the civilians to report to the conference room for debriefing.
The group consisting of the four civilians, the Captain and XO, who were now being called the ‘gang’ by the crew had started meeting regularly in the Captain’s conference room. All sat except Alice.
Alice looked at the faces of the gang and sighed, “Jack and I were right Al. This planet is in the early development stages. Some large sea life was washed up on the shore, but it was all mostly jellyfish and the like, no vertebrates. Plant life is primitive, I sincerely doubt if anything with a brain larger than a microbe has evolved here yet. To be honest though, there could be some much larger creatures elsewhere, we just don’t know. This island is just one small area of this planet. Also what may lie in the deep waters, we just don’t know Captain.”
“Understood.” Al replied.
Alice sat slowly back into her chair.
Rick stood and he too sighed, “I took a few samples, but earliest results are showing what I said all along. The surface soil shows signs of some sort of ionization, but six inches down, everything is normal. It’s almost like the entire planet is being bombarded by solar, or some kind of other particles, yet there is no indication of abnormal solar activity….I’m stumped! If anyone has an idea I’m ready to hear it.”
All eyes turned to Dan.
“What!” Dan tossed up his hands and frowned.
BJ smiled and laid her hand upon his, “Dan you’re the one that’s been coming up with all the logical theories. If you don’t have any ideas, then just try tossing something out there and maybe one of us can take it and run with it.”
Dan smiled at Bonnie as she realized she still had her hand on his and quickly pulled it back. He shook his head slowly, then a puzzled look crossed his face and he rose from his chair only to start pacing.
BJ started to say something, but Captain Harris put his finger to his lips and whispered, “Shhhh….”
After a few seconds, Dan stopped and turned to face his friends. “Damn, couldn’t be that simple could it? Crap!.... I should have thought of this sooner as much as it kept appearing in our conversations.”
“Dammit! Dan!” Al frowned, “You get thinking and block everything out, now how about letting us in on….”
“Al, guys, I think the ‘why we’re here’ has been in front of us all the time. The one thing that is as far out of place as we are, is this damned ionization that none of our smarter members can seem to explain. You know the old adage, if you eliminate the possible, then…..”
Al leaned back in his chair, “…Then that leaves the impossible! Go on Dan. You seem to start doing these scenarios and things start making sense.”
“Yeah right!” Dan thought for a second, then began what he always thought as ramblings and never put much stock in his ability to think things out. However it was finally sinking in, no one was making fun of his musings, no one was laughing at him behind his back, he was being taken seriously. He sat back into his chair nervously until he noticed BJ smiling warmly at him. Dan relaxed a bit and began to speak what was on his mind.
“Guys, I hate to say this, but I’m thinking that something brought us here to deal with this ionization thing. My theory of beings composed of pure energy might be the reason they couldn’t deal with whatever is causing it. If the aliens had spaceships, they could land here, they’d have physical means to handle whatever problems caused them to bring us here.”
Jack leaned on the table and eyed Dan. “Sure, damn Dan, it makes a lot of sense. Plus we still don’t know what this ionization is, or coming from. If it isn’t solar, it could be disastrous to other forms of energy…. Including living energy. If the levels got higher, it could eventually kill us as well.”
He grinned, “Don’t worry, much higher levels are needed to cause harm. First we’d see radio and radar fried, then no electricity of any kind as polarities changed or even stopped, then eventually we’d die as the atmosphere became so charged it would…..”
Dan took up on Jack’s summary and added, “So these energy beings brought us here to find this source and stop it before it ruins this planet, I’d guess. It makes sense.” He laughed, “Before Jack’s dooms day comes to fruition.”
Dan then looked at Al, “I’m guessing as this isn’t natural, who or whatever is making this ionization happen is much further advanced in technology that we and most likely hostile as they are trying to ruin this planet or terra farm it. I advise extreme caution Captain.”
“Well Dan you can relax on that worry. BJ and I have taken every security precaution we can think of. We’ll just have to proceed slowly and hope we see whatever before it sees us.”
The meeting adjourned and everyone left to go about their business. Within an hour Captain Harris made another announcement telling the crew to go to full alert and to be ready to go to battle stations. He explained why, what had been discussed and what the general plan was. Dan was amazed that the Captain managed to tell the crew they might be facing aliens of superior abilities and fire power without sounding alarmed.
As he walked through the ship, the crew seemed ready. It was a well trained crew and he knew now why Captain Harris and BJ were so proud of them. Dan caught his reflection in a mirror as he passed a wash station in the hanger deck.
He stopped and looked at the image in the mirror and wondered if when the time came, he could be as prepared as the rest. Then he grinned at the image and quietly murmured, “Aw, you’re probably wrong about everything…. Stop worrying.”
As he started to turn he saw the image look back at him with a worried look on its face as he heard himself mumble softly, “Haven’t been wrong yet jerk.”
As he walked along the side of the conning tower on the flight deck aircraft were being brought up from below. Other jets were being pulled along to ready areas on the deck. There were crew loading rockets and bombs onto the jet’s wings and loading shells into the plane’s machine guns. The entire flight deck was abuzz with motion and Dan watched as another set of reconnaissance planes were launched and flew off out of sight.
One of the flight officers walked by and Dan snagged his arm. “What the hell is going on?”
“Just preparing for the worse sir. Wouldn’t do for us to get caught with our pants down, so the Captain put us on standby battle alert.”
“I see.” Dan nodded wisely knowing full well he had but the slightest idea what was going on. Dan walked back inside and toward his quarters. “Christ! I only wanted to go get a damned burger and now…..”
Dan’s thoughts were interrupted by a loud alarm and Bonnie’s voice shouting over the intercom, “ALL HANDS TO BATTLE STATIONS!”
Dan ran up the many flights of stairs toward the bridge. As he cleared the second to the last flight Dan nearly ran into Jack and Alice on the way. The last flight of stairs, they ran into Rick literally as they all nearly tumbled to the deck.
Rick held tightly onto Alice to keep her from falling as he looked at the others. “We must be getting attacked!”
Jack still somewhat shaken replied, “There hasn’t been any explosions. Maybe….”
Over the speakers they heard Captain Harris calmly speaking, “Civilian advisors to the conference room.”
The ‘gang’ headed down the hall and into the conference room to find Al and BJ waiting. On the table in front of Al were several photos. The gang quickly sat as Al tossed the photos to Dan and Jack and they slid across the table.
Dan sputtered almost out of breath, “Good God Al, photos? We heard battle stations and thought we were under attack.”
Al shook his head as Bonnie, “BJ”, Jones grinned and replied, “Just precaution guys, it’s SOP.”
“SOP?” Alice asked.
“Standard operating procedure Alice.” Bonnie replied, “We went on alert until we figure out what’s in these photos.”
“Does anyone have any idea as to what the hell I see on these pictures that the farthest scout plane took? The pilot here said he didn’t dare go any closer until I gave him orders. I told him to get back here once he tried to describe what he saw.” Al paused, “Brought back all the scouts and went on full alert too, as you know doubt heard.”
Jack looked at the photos and passed them to Dan, he looked at them and passed them to the others.
“Towers?” Jack asked.
Al slid a magnifying glass across the table and Jack scanned the photos again. “Definitely towers alright.”
Al nodded to BJ and she opened another door and a crewman in a flight suit entered.
“Report Lt Howe.” Al ordered, “Just like you told me and the XO. If you remembered anything else, spit it out as well.”
Lt. Howe stood at the head of the table still looking a bit puzzled and started speaking as if he was still trying to absorb what he had seen.
“Well I was at 20,000 feet when I noticed sort of glittering lights flying straight into the air. They seemed to be just out of my range of sight, so I asked for orders. Captain Harris told me to drop down to 9,000 feet and cautiously move in close enough to take some good pictures.”
LT. Howe, looked puzzled, “Sirs, ma’am, I was close enough to barely see what I was taking photos of, but the camera should have snapped much better pictures, but I see they are blurry. I just don’t understand it….Well that is…”
“Speak up Lieutenant.” Al ordered.
“Well those towers sirs, they didn’t show up on radar, not even a ghost. They’re completely invisible to electronic detection and visually at a distance they look like looking down a road on a hot day, all kind of wavy.”
Jack scanned the photos again, then looked at the LT. “Well I’m guessing this tower was causing the blurring LT. It must be giving off some sort of heat, perhaps infra red. The heat waves would explain the blurring effect.”
Dan slowly looked up from the photos as it hit him, “Wait a minute Jack. The pilot said towers?”
“Towers sir, not tower.” The pilot replied.
Jack looked over at Dan, then back to the LT. “Towers? Like in two?”
The Lt looked uneasily at Jack, then Dan. “Two? No sir I saw three for sure and it looked like more in the distance. They reached about three hundred feet into the air. From the distance they looked black with polished chrome looking rings that circled the round towers at about fifty foot intervals.”
Lt. Howe looked over to the Captain, “Captain everyone of the towers were shooting those strange twinkling lights straight up into the sky. I didn’t dare to fly closer sir so I hightailed it right back once you gave the orders.”
Al thanked the Lt. and dismissed him. Once he had left Al looked at the group of civilians as he leaned forward and asked, “Now someone please tell me what these things are?”
Then as an afterthought added, “Then tell me what we’re going to do about them.”
Jack said without looking up from the photo he was staring at, “I’m guessing the LT, was right about the height. The rings appear to be spaced about fifty feet apart, but I can’t see how they’re attached to the round tower. The tower appears to be about thirty feet at the base and tapers upward 300 feet to about five feet at the top.”
Jack tossed the photo and magnifier to Dan, then continued, “AL, I’ll bet the LT. just found the source of our mysterious ionization.”
“Damn tower seems to be sitting on a small reef or something, I can just barely see it, but it’s there, there are waves breaking on it.” Dan mused aloud.
“So what do we do about these towers? Blow them up, go find whoever built them? What?”
Jack looked at Al and grinned, “Christ Al don’t ask me, I’m just the Astrophysics guy, not a strategist.”
All of a sudden all eyes were on Dan. He looked at everyone starring at him, frowned and shouted, “What?”
BJ grinned and sat on the table next to Dan’s chair, “Well Dan, you’ve been right once again and so far the only one that’s been consistently correct about everything. Let’s hear what you’re thinking.”
Dan looked at Bonnie blankly, “What give you the idea….” Dan’s eye brows raised and a strange look crossed his face. He arose and started pacing. “Hmmm…”
Al smiled and looked at BJ, then the others, “This is good, Dan’s pacing.”
The group started grinning as Dan paused, looked at them and said, “Huh?”
“Nothing Dan, just keep thinking.” BJ chimed.
Dan started pacing and mumbling to himself. Just as the Captain was about to ask him to speak up, Dan stopped, turned and blurted out. “I have nothing!”
He looked over at Al and asked, “Do you have some way to get a better look at these things? You know like maybe some S.E.A.L.S. that can get close by a smaller boat and swim underwater the rest of the way?”
“Yeah we do have SEALs onboard Dan and yes they most likely could do that. Mind if I ask why?” Al grinned at Dan. “You tend to be somewhat vague when you’re thinking like this.”
“Sorry Al, BJ. Guess it’s just the idea of putting someone in harm’s way. To be honest with you, I’m not sure what to do next. But more info wouldn’t be a bad idea. We need to check them out as we at some point may need to pass between them, over them or maybe even destroy them.” Dan paused and scratched his head, “Might be a good idea to see if they can be destroyed before we try and find out they can’t.”
The Captain nodded at BJ and off she went to get together the SEALs and set up some sort of plan of action to investigate the towers.
Al added as she paused at the door, “Tell the bridge to head for the closest tower and hold off about five or six miles from it. We’ll send the SEALs from there in an inflatable. Put some armed fighters on deck in case we have to fight our way out of that area.”
BJ left and Al looked at Dan, “Once we get there, they can check the towers, maybe we can blow the reef it sits on if we can’t blow the towers.”
Now it was Ricks turn to shine. He laughed, “Well guess it’s a good thing some of us Geologists are experienced scuba divers. I can go with them and check out the reef. I can then determine just how much explosives it would take to blow up the reef, just in case you’re right and the towers can’t be blown or toppled.”
“Great!” Al laughed, “At least we can get something started while we’re waiting on Dan to come up with one of his brainstorms.”
All eyes looked at Dan once again as he noticed and asked, “WHAT!”
Al grinned, “Dan we could use a few of your theories to give us something to think on until we get more info from Rick and the team.”
Dan frowned, “Christ I’m no prophet Al. My suggestion is do what you’ve been doing be prepared and plan for the worse.” Dan chuckled, “If I plan for the worse, no matter how bad things get, they’re never as bad as I thought, so I’m happy!”
Al smiled as he walked past Dan as he was leaving the conference room, “You know what scares me the most Dan? I actually understood what you just said.”
The rest of the gang laughed aloud as Dan grinned and added, “Hell I always know what I’m talking about.”
The carrier sailed into the area where Al had ordered it to cruise. Rick and the SEALs got into the inflatable boat and headed off in the direction of the closest tower as the rest of the group stood on the bridge’s outside deck and watched them vanish in the distance.
Dan had a strange look on his face and BJ noticed it.
“Dan are you ok?” She asked.
“Yeah, I dive a little. I wish there was more room. I think better if I can see things, rather than hear about them.”
BJ leaned next to Dan who was leaning on the railing. Her arm touched his as she reached over with her other hand and gave his arm a gentle squeeze. “You can’t do everything Dan, you’ll learn that after a while. Officers always wish we could be there, but know we can’t and have to depend on our men and women’s training. Our people are smart and can handle most anything that comes up.”
“Even aliens?”
Bonnie stopped smiling and slowly replied, “I sure hope so if it comes to that.”
Dan smiled and patted Bonnie’s hand, “Thanks BJ, but thinking on ones feet and not being there, is hard to do. Remember these aren’t normal circumstances.” Dan grinned sheepishly, “Not that I always make good choices.”
“So far you’ve made all the right choices.”
Dan looked into BJ’s green eyes and smiled warmly at her attempts to make him feel better. He chuckled, “Not all the choices have worked out, I went on that damned burger run!”
Bonnie laughed warmly and without thinking she placed her hand on Dan’s, who’s hand was still laying on her forearm. “I have a hunch you’d been sent here no matter where you were Dan.”
He sighed, “Yeah, most likely.”
She made no attempt to remove her hand from laying on his, “Besides, if you never got here, all of us would have never had the pleasure of meeting you.”
Dan bumped BJ gently with his shoulder and laughed quietly, “I would have preferred meeting all of you under different circumstances.”
She looked down at their hands laying atop one another, then back up into Dan’s eyes. “Me too Dan.”
“AHEM!” They looked down the railing and saw Al, Alice and Jack all looking at the two of them grinning. Again Al cleared his throat as Dan and BJ’s hands quickly moved back to the railing and they tried not to blush.
“Just worried about Dan… er, his… feeling bad about not going.” BJ chimed awkwardly.
“Yeah, your XO made me feel better Al.” Dan couldn’t look any of them in the eye. “I mean she explained….”
Al looked at the two and smiled, “Yeah I noticed how she was comforting you.” Captain Harris smiled, then sighed, “But I know how you feel Dan, I wish I could have gone with them as well.”
Alice smiled at Bonnie, “Well I don’t know about anyone else, but I didn’t eat breakfast, so I’m off for some chow!”
Jack grinned, “Now you mentioned it….” He made for the hatch and opened it for Alice, then followed her through it.
Captain Harris, looked back toward the direction the small boat had gone and sighed, “Good luck guys! Dan you coming in to the bridge?”
“Naw…” Dan sighed, “…think I’ll stay out here for a while.” His gaze turned to the horizon. “Somehow starring at nothing seems to help.”
“Captain if you don’t need me right now and if you don’t mind, I’d like to keep a look out for the boat as well…. Just in case there is trouble.”
Al chuckled softly as he went through the hatch, “Heh, heh, like you two would see anything other than what’s on this observation deck.
But neither of the two heard and for the first time since all of this occurred, they actually forgot about the danger and just stood there talking for the next few hours. Bonnie told Dan all about her life at sea and he about his life up to his burger run.
Along toward dark there was a shout and the small boat could be seen heading toward the carrier. Crewmen and officers ran toward the gangway that had been lowered and the away party clambered up to the lower deck of the ship. By the time BJ, the Captain and Dan got there Rick had already vanished toward his temporary lab and the inflatable boat was being hoisted aboard.
The SEAL officer told the group Rick had to check something and would meet them at the lab. The Gang, as they were known, headed to the lab along with the SEAL commander that had led the party.
“Damn! I was right guys!” He grinned at the SEAL commander, “So were you Mark!”
Mark Johnston had been in the Navy for almost twenty years and a SEAL for nearly ten of those twenty years. This was all new to him, as it was to everyone else, yet he had shown to have extreme clearness of thought during the expedition to the towers and Rick made sure the gang knew.
“Mark here seems to be the navel version of Dan guys.”
They all looked at Dan and chuckled.
“First, what I found….” Rick grinned and sat on his lab stool.
“Aw, come on Rick spill it!” Alice chimed in.
“Ok first it is just a big coral reef. The entire area is full of them. There are more towers at least five we could see with those high powered binoculars Mark brought along. The towers are about ten miles apart. And at least one of them has its base in the water, but I’m guessing they all are sitting on reefs even if the reef is under water.”
Dan grinned and asked, “I’ll bet you can guess the number of towers by the distance and…”
Rick laughed, “Didn’t have to Dan. While I was scraping a sample off the tower and getting reef debris to check, Mark there did it for us. Tell them Mark.”
The SEAL commander hesitated and Captain Harris put him to ease. “Commander just tell it like it is and don’t hold back you didn’t get those maple leafs by being shy.”
Mark grinned and shrugged his shoulders, “Ok, it’s like this. The towers we could see were ten miles apart and the angle we could see, if I surrounded something, say an island with towers. Then use the towers we could see, then distance apart and the angles they were at in reference to each other, I calculated they make an oval approximately fifteen miles wide and twenty miles long.”
Dan grinned at Al, “And you thought my way of thinking was strange?”
“Damn.” Al muttered, “That’s a lot of those towers.”
“Wait sir, there’s more.” The Major replied, “While the rest took samples I took one man and sailed past the tower just far enough to keep the landing party in sight. I looked around with the glasses and…” He paused, “Sir, there is a large landmass in what I’m guessing to be the center of the towers. It looks to be about five miles across from where I was.”
“An island!” Dan muttered, “See that’s one thing I didn’t see coming.”
Major Johnston sighed, “One more thing. Seems as the boat neared the area between the towers, then the engine cut out and couldn’t be restarted. We paddled through and found once we got about one hundred yards past the towers, the motor could be restarted without any problems.”
Captain Harris ordered the rest of the lab techs out of the lab. They closed the door and Al turned to the rest of the gang and asked, “Ok….Ideas…Anyone.”
All eyes turned to Dan as he plopped down on another stool and sighed, “Me?...Again? Seriously?”
BJ walked over to him and put her hand on his shoulder and smiled warmly. “Aw Dan, you know how we love to hear your rampantly wild theories.”
Everyone chuckled as Dan sat there shaking his head. Al was about to say something, when Dan got to his feet and started pacing. The room fell silent, which confused Mark who started to ask what was going on. Alice placed a finger to Mark’s lips and whispered, “Shhh… Dan’s pacing.”
The rest grinned as Mark whispered back, “And that’s good?”
The rest of the gang all nodded as Mark leaned against the lab’s wall, crossed his arms and waited along with the rest.
Soon the pacing slowed, then Dan stopped. He turned and faced everyone there in the small lab.
“Guys, sorry, but I’m going to have to think out loud, so I might seem a bit irrational.”
BJ grinned and teased as the gang laughed, “You always sound irrational Daniel Adams, but you seem to be the sanest one in this asylum.”
Dan smiled at the ribbing, sighed, then started speaking, “Ok don’t say I didn’t warn you. So far we know the towers are there. It’s a matter of what we do about them. Rick? Can the towers be destroyed if we have to?”
Rick looked over his notes. “The reefs, without a doubt. They’re just like Earth reefs as far as the towers, I believe so. They’re not set deep into the reef its self. Mark thinks the towers have some sort of gyroscope built into them and their own power supply as there was no wires or attachments of any kind going to or from them. They kind of keep themselves steadied because they don’t appear to be deeply anchored into the reefs.”
Mark added, “We could walk right up to them and when I touched it, it seemed to vibrate. I looked up and the tower seems completely rigid and didn’t sway in the least. With no guide wires to support it, it has to balance somehow to keep from falling, maybe an internal gyroscope?”
Rick stepped back in and added, “The tower scrapings showed a strong crystalline substance imbedded into some unknown alloy. The alloy does have the same characteristics as steel but far lighter and stronger. Sort of an aluminum, steel type of alloy.”
Al looked at Mark, “Sounds like some hard stuff.”
“Not really sir, one of the team found a piece of the tower material, probably left over from the construction. Captain, it snapped after hitting it many times with the rock hammer Rick brought along.”
“He’s right Al, I use a lot of explosives in my line of work.” Rick laughed, “A lot! I’m guessing the towers could be brought down with about thirty pounds of C-4 attached to one side or at least at the reef base of the towers.”
This time it was Mark that staggered a bit. “Christ Rick we carry about two hundred pounds. If I’m right about the number of towers, that’s not nearly enough.”
Rick laughed aloud. “I’m also a chemist guys. I’ll whip up some stuff that’ll make C-4 look like sparklers. Between that and the C-4, we can take those towers down if we have to.”
Now it was everyone else’s turn to smile. Things were looking up.
Al turned to Dan, “Ok, now that part is settled, I have my own ideas of what to do next, but Dan? Anyone?”
Everyone shook their heads…. Except Dan who started pacing again. Again the lab fell silent.
“Al, we still don’t know what we’re facing. We can’t really do anything until we do. It could be we were brought here to save these towers, rather than destroy them. I just don’t know!”
Dan stopped his pacing and looked at each person in the room. He looked defeated, “Look guys, I know with my warped way of looking at things I’ve been of use. But there could be some serious shit coming down the road in our direction. If we make the wrong choice, we could get ourselves killed. Hell, maybe even stuck here for the rest of our lives.”
Dan looked at the floor obviously concerned about making the wrong observations, of speaking of something that might be wrong causing everything to go bad. His mind swirled with confusion, when he felt a warm hand on his arm, he looked next to him and there stood Bonnie.
“Dan, so far you’ve been our best chance of figuring things out. Your thoughts and ideas have given us hope and a starting point to achieve everything we’ve done so far. Don’t give up now. You aren’t to blame if things go wrong.”
“BJ’s right Dan.” Captain Harris smiled at Dan, “Remember I have to make the final decision and if I don’t BJ will.”
Bonnie put her arm through Dan’s and gave it a gently hug, “I know it’s a lot of pressure to be right all the time, but Dan, you’ve been giving us the ideas to make those right decisions. What happens if you clam up? Will we still have your input to make those good decisions or will we start making bad ones because you’re afraid of being wrong?”
BJ leaned her head on his shoulder and looked up at Dan and Dan could see she was right. They had become a team over these last few days. A team that so far had made choices together based on what he had always thought of as ramblings. And so far their team had made the right choices.
Without thinking Dan leaned over and kissed Bonnie on the head and smiled at the rest of the group. “Ok, ok, BJ’s right. We are a team and I can’t let you all down by being a weak link.”
BJ stopped and wondered why everyone was grinning at her and Dan, then as if someone had slapped her in the face, her face turned a bright red as she remembered she still had her arm locked into Dan’s and her head was still on his shoulder. She jumped away from Dan and looked at him completely mortified.
“Oh my God, Dan. I’m so sorry…I…I mean I didn’t…”
Dan smiled and put his arm back around her. “I know you were just trying to put me at ease Bonnie…So does everyone else. So don’t be embarrassed.” Dan laughed, “I didn’t take it the wrong way. No one here thought for a minute you meant anything else other than to calm old Dan down.”
Every was nodding their agreement with Dan and BJ relaxed. She smiled at Dan and walked back over to the rest of the gang.
“So your suggestion Dan?” Al asked, “We need to do something don’t we?”
Dan thought for a second, frowned, then replied, “As we don’t know what we’re up against or suppose to do. Maybe we should prepare?”
Captain Harris nodded, “I’ll bet we’re thinking the same thing Dan. We can rig up some explosives, put them around the towers out of sight just in case whoever put them up comes and checks them out.”
Dan smiled, “That’s more or less what I was thinking Al. If we keep your ship just out of view from the towers, send in the boat, plant the bombs with remote timers?” Dan looked at Mark.
Mark replied to the unasked question, “Yeah I can rig up remote detonators not just so we can fire them off from a distance, but with each having their own remote transmitters. This way if we signal one charge to blow, before it does it will send a signal to the charges on each tower on either side of it to blow as well and so forth, all the way around the entire island. This way if one signal fails, it will get another from its neighbor on the other side.”
Dan smiled, “Great! This way Captain as we sail around out of sight of the towers Mark and his guys can do like they did today and scout in a way to get a better idea of the size of the island. Once all the charges are set, we have a few choices the way I see it.”
Captain Harris stepped a pace toward Dan, “I can guess one of the choices. See if we can get a recon plane closer to that island now we know for sure we can pass between the towers. I guess if we can pass between, we should be able to fly over.”
It was now Jack that spoke up. “Al those towers are ten miles apart, make sure your pilots fly between at about five miles. I wouldn’t advise flying directly over for two reasons.” He paused, “First if a jet flew through, it might be ionized enough to crash. The second being, even if it didn’t crash, interrupting the ion flow might trigger some alarm and bring something to see why the flow was interrupted.”
Dan grinned and added, “That would be a bad thing, especially for the pilot.”
Al nodded, “Yeah fly between the towers…. five miles between towers, got it. Anything else Dan, Jack? Anyone?”
Dan looked at the floor as BJ noticed, “Captain? I think Dan has something else.”
“Dan?” Al replied.
Dan swallowed hard and looked sort of strange. “We still don’t know the what or why. I’m working on something that may allow us to figure out why we’re here and what we have to do to get back home.”
That comment stopped everyone in their tracks and all heads turned to Dan. But before anyone could ask his plan, Dan muttered, “Sorry guys, I’m working on it and….well I don’t think it’s going to be a popular plan.”
Captain Harris walked over to Dan, looked him straight into his eyes and firmly spoke, “Well Dan, you come up with the plan and I’ll make the decision as to we do it or not. That ought to take the pressure off of you.”
Dan weakly smiled at the Captain and quietly replied, “Thanks Al, but this plan the only life at risk is mine and truthfully I don’t care for the odds.”
BJ gasped and covered her mouth with her hand as color drained from her face.
“I can’t say yet what it is Al, but I may have to talk to some of your crew to see if it’s even feasible.” He chuckled, “After all it is my life I’m talking about.”
“I’ll give orders to the crew tonight during my address for them to give you any information or assistance you need. Just don’t’ do anything stupid.”
Dan laughed, “Me?....Naw!” He headed toward the door.
The rest of those in the lab followed Dan out leaving Bonnie alone. Everyone was so busy no one had noticed the tears in her eyes.
The next two weeks the Clinton sailed around the perimeter of the towers, just out of sight. It would stop every third tower and send a boat and SEAL team to plant explosives. After they returned the carrier would sail to its next target area and continued to do so until all towers had been set with the explosives.
Each stop Mark would take the boat in past the towers until he could barely see the island in the center of the towers and scan it with his binoculars. Most of the time he could just barely glimpse the island due to orders not to go too close. But by his scouting Captain Harris had a fairly good idea of the size and shape of the island.
All the time Dan kept to himself and at the meetings never mentioned his plan. Al and BJ asked the crew what he’d been asking, but the only answers they got was that Dan was asking about the different aircraft and their specifications. How high they’d fly, how fast, how different things on them worked. Al just got more and more curious, BJ got more worried and Dan just kept silent even when asked.
There was a knock on Dan’s door and Dan was surprised to find Captain Harris standing there.
“Hey Al I was just about to hit the sack. What’s up?”
“Dan I’m on my way to the conference room, you’d better get your shirt back on and come on along.”
Dan grabbed his shirt and hurriedly put it on as he ran down the hall after the Captain. Into the conference room they burst to find the gang was all there. The SEAL commander had become part of the gang now and Dan noticed Mark didn’t look very happy. Dan sat in his usual place as Al began to speak.
“Ok gang, we’re in deep shit! Contrary to orders one of my pilots tried to overfly between two of the towers. He lost full power three miles from the tower line. Luckily he had enough airspeed to swing the jet around and back toward the ship and way from the towers before he had to bail out. The rescue chopper picked him up and he’s fine.” Al paused, “At least until I decide what the hell to do with him.”
“Do?” Alice asked.
Al looked at her, then the rest. “Guys, he disobeyed an order and even these unusual circumstances, orders must be obeyed.” Al paced a bit, then added, “But that son of a bitch took some initiative when he noticed something odd and flew closer to investigate. It seems he saw a hole in the clouds and flew to check it out. Before he got close the jet lost power, but, well Mark…. Tell them!”
As the Captain sat down Mark stood, “Guys, after the pilot had that full power failure, I ran some checks on the receivers. I can’t get a signal to any of them, nor are they communicating between each other like they should have been.” Mark shook his head slowly, “We no longer have the ability to remotely detonate the charges.”
Mark paused again, “We also lost a man today. He was attacked by one of those dinosaurs Alice couldn’t find.”
“Dinosau…” Dan was interrupted.
“Remember Alice said she thought this planet was further along evolutionary wise? Well she was right. All the larger critters have been driven deeper into the ocean. That thing killed one of my men while the team was trying to get more rock samples for Rick. It came after Rick, but when the team swam up to around the twenty foot level it acted like it was in pain and swam back down.”
Rick tried to smile, but failed, “Good thing too, it would have gotten us before we got to the surface, but the damned thing hit the ionized area and was repelled, got sick or something.”
Alice took over, “Guys what life I found, or the remains of, has been so close to Earth standards, there should have been no way ionized water should have repelled it.”
Mark added, “I told Captain Harris and he ordered more water samples taken and nothing has changed.”
As Mark sat Jack looked over to Dan and sighed, “I guess I was wrong Dan, we both were. The towers are still putting out the exact same radiation and ionization as they were before, I have no idea what’s changed.”
Jack slammed his fist down on the table, startling everyone, “Christ all mighty I know we were right about the towers, I just can’t find anything… nothing as to what has changed, nothing!”
Dan looked around the table and saw only worry. Slowly he got up and started pacing. After a minute or so he looked over at the gang and saw them all grinning. Dan looked down at his pants, up to his shirt and seeing nothing wrong, looked back at the gathering, “WHAT!”
Bonnie chuckled, “You’re fine Dan, it’s just that when you think, you pace. When you pace, you usually come up with some scenario or idea. Your ideas have been what has given us our entire plan of actions since we arrived on this forsaken planet.” She grinned, “Dan you’ve given us hope and God knows we sure as hell knows we need all the hope we can get now.”
Dan grinned, “Well it’s nice to know you all get a chuckle out of me and expect so damned much.”
No one in the room could tell if Dan was serious or kidding, then he smiled.
“However this time I actually think I can live up to your expectations of me.” He looked over to Jack who was still pouring over the latest data and report, “ Jack?”
Jack turned and looked up from his papers and looked at Dan.
“Jack, I think we’re still right. It’s the towers, I’m guessing where we went wrong was assuming it was the towers electrical discharge causing the ionization. What if it’s some sort of unknown radiation, yet in ways similar to what the sun put out. You know like the particles that cause the Aurora when they hit the magnetic field of this planet, but unknown to our science.”
Jack mused at Dan’s theory for a few seconds as his mind raced. “Of course! Dan you’re a genius!”
Dan smiled, “I wouldn’t go that far, but…”
“It’s so simple I missed it.” Jack leapt to his feet and grinned at Dan. “I’d kiss ya if you weren’t so damned ugly.”
As the gang laughed, Jack brought them back to a more serious state of mind. “Guys! Look assuming Dan’s right, this might be the answer. Maybe the towers are bombarding this planet’s atmosphere with unknown particles or radiation. Particles almost like the ones this planets sun puts out, except slightly different. These slight differences could make these changes, slight changed to be sure, but just enough to change the evolutionally status of this planet eventually.”
Now Dan grinned and added, “With the basic instruments Jack had at his disposal, they wouldn’t be detected. After all this ship’s instrumentation is designed to detect dangers to this ship and crew.”
Jack turned to Dan, “Ok so why? I can’t think of any reason why. There would be no scientific reason..”
Dan smiled, “No reason to us why such a slight variance would make a difference, yet, if…” Dan started pacing, but this time no one smiled. For several minutes he paced as the gang watched. He stopped.
“The dinosaur or whatever stopped at this layers edge. Alice, what would happen to a planets evolution if a sun changed say from a red giant to a slightly smaller sun, or even larger sun?”
“Well, let’s see.” Alice snapped upright, “Good God!”
Al looked over to her and asked, “What Alice?”
“Whatever life was on it would change or die out. It would depend upon how much of a change occurred,…. and radiation levels….”
Jack looked strangely at the group, “By God, they’re terra forming this planet!”
“Who.” BJ asked.
Dan grinned, “Who or whatever is on that island surrounded by those towers I would suspect. Let’s face it gang, whoever or whatever is on that island is protected by the towers. Hell we can’t get any aircraft past the towers or it crashes. ”
Mark grinned, “But I have gotten the boat by the towers several times. Once past motors can be restarted.”
Al looked at the Major, “That’s right who or what is on that island doesn’t know we’re here and that we can get past the towers.”
“Assuming that we are suppose to go to the island Al.” Dan shook his head, “We still don’t have a real clue what we’re suppose to do. Up to this point everything has been based on guesses.”
Al shook his head. “Ok then, we still don’t know what we’re suppose to do about it, or them, or shit….” The Captain’s frustration was evident.
Dan didn’t have to pace this time, he had known the answer for weeks. It was time to reveal his plan. Over the last few weeks he and Bonnie had become a strange couple. She would talk and smile, but then turn cool. Dan thought at times he could fall for someone like her, then she’d change and he’d think he misread her actions. Yet it was she that worried him the most. Dan wondered what her reaction might be to his plan. She was his friend at least and he hoped she would at least understand his idea.
Bonnie thought more like him that he had ever dreamed possible. Bonnie even seemed to understand his most idiotic theories in general and wasn’t afraid to tell him if she thought his ideas were too crazy. Now it was Dan’s time to level with everyone.
“A few weeks ago, no matter what direction my ideas went, they all ended with the same point.”
He paused and started pacing once again. This time he spoke while he paced, “Guys, it always comes back to we don’t have a clue as to what we’re suppose to do. Why were here.”
Al chuckled, “That hasn’t stopped us so far Dan. We’ve made a lot of progress.”
Dan stopped and turned to Al, “Have we now? It seems like we don’t know what the hell to do. We planted charges on the damned towers that we can’t detonate. How the hell do we think we have advanced in the least since coming here.”
Dan started pacing again. “We’ve been sent here, what hundreds, thousands of light years and we have to figure out why and not make the wrong decision.”
He turned to the group and snapped, “Ok you all think I’m such a thinker and like my ideas so much, I’ll tell you exactly what we have to do next and you aren’t going to like it one bit. But it is the only way I can think of to get answers!”
Al leaned forward on the table, “Spit it out man!”
Dan pointed to the ceiling, “We go up there! We take a jet with JATO bottles attached to it and go beyond the atmosphere. High enough so I can communicate to who or whatever sent us here. You see guys what I never mentioned was I kept thinking I felt a presence. Maybe the ones that brought us here, I don’t know, but lately that presence had been getting weaker.”
BJ stood and looked at Dan. “You said ‘I go up there’, what did you mean you go?” There were tears in Bonnie’s eyes and her voice trembled as she spoke.
Dan slowly sat in his chair as he looked around the table. “Look guys, I’m guessing that may be the purpose of my being here. Sure, ok, I can think on my feet and come up with these off the wall ideas. But it may be that fact that might allow me to communicate with these beings, assuming beings of energy can communicate with such primitive life forms such as ourselves.”
Again Bonnie interrupted, “How do you know it’s aliens up there and not on the island. Maybe they crashed and they’ve been trying to contact us through you to come rescue them.”
Dan got up and walked around the table to BJ and put his hand on her shoulder and gave her a gently squeeze. “I can’t explain it guys, but somehow I know I have to reach space or at least the very outer atmosphere of this planet.”
“Dan’s right people,” Jack stood and looked down at Dan. “The science community had long speculated about other life forms, including those extremely advanced or those that might use telepathy to communicate. We’ve always surmised it would take someone with a different brain wave or function to talk to beings like these.
Dan, that may well be the reason you’re here, The ship has its purpose. All three of us are specialists in some field, it’s only you that was not an expert in some field of science. It could be because there is something different about your brain.”
BJ snorted, “Yeah like trying to go into space with a freaking jet!”
Jack laughed, “Bonnie we all know Dan thinks a bit faster than we do. I’m guessing he’s wired a bit differently and the aliens have been trying to contact him. Whatever is changing this planet, is effecting that ability as well. Probably has been all along. Now he can’t sense them anymore has to be because of this unknown radiation blocking this weird mind of his.”
Dan grinned and snorted, “That’s what I’ve been trying to tell all of you! I’m weird!”
There were several uneasy snickers as Dan walked around the table. “Look gang, I’ve done what I could to get us to this point, just like everyone else has. Now it’s time for me to do what I feel I was brought here to do.”
Captain Harris asked quietly, “What is your plan Dan?”
“I talked to your chief and he’s come up with a way to attach JATO bottles to that new jet you all were suppose to be testing. Three on each side.
The plan is to go as high as I can into the atmosphere until the engines starve for air. I’ll fire the first set of bottles and according to the Chief, should get about fifteen to seventeen seconds of boost, at that time I fire the second set. When they run out, the third set. Hopefully that will be high enough.
If all goes to plan I should be well out of this ionized, radiation field these beings that brought us here can’t seem to enter.”
BJ stood again and almost shouted at Dan, “That’s the dumbest thing I’ve ever heard of! It would be suicide! We don’t know how high you’d have to go! We don’t know if there is anyone up there! We don’t…”
Al put his hand on BJ’s arm and gently pulled her back into her chair. “Dan’s right BJ.” Al looked at the tears streaming from her eyes and patted her hand. “We have to do this. I see no other options. We can’t just keep sailing around this area forever. Jack said eventually the planet will become charged so badly none of our stuff will operate, remember the jet today? That’ll be us in a few months no matter where we go on this planet.”
Alice looked at BJ, “Within a year, we’ll be like the other life on this planet hiding inside the inner areas of this ship to keep alive, a year and a half, everyone will be dead. If Dan’s plan works, at least we have a fighting chance.”
BJ looked at the people sitting around the table, her voice trembled as tears rolled down her cheeks, “Well mister I have all the solutions, you’ve come up with the perfect way to kill yourself! I hope you’re happy!” She leapt to her feet ran from the room.
There was nothing but silence as her words sunk in. Sunk in to all but Dan who looked around at everyone and asked, “What’s gotten into her? If I don’t make it back in one piece, then it will be up to you all to figure out the next step.” Dan sat back down in his chair.
Alice reach over behind Jack and punched Dan on the arm.
“Hey what was that for?” Dan asked.
Alice frowned at Dan, “After this meeting you and I are going to have a little talk.”
“Why” Dan asked again.
Again he got punched as Alice snorted, “MEN!”
Although Dan who was completely confused continued on with his plan and other ideas he had no clue as to why Alice was acting the way she was. Granted BJ had let Alice share her quarters, but Alice acting the way she was confused him. Every time he would look at Alice she glared back at him.
Finally Dan finished and Al left to make plans to implement everything that needed to be done to put Dan’s plan into action. One by one everyone left the room until Dan was the only one left. He slowly arose from his chair and passed through the door only to see Alice leaning against the wall.
“Hey if you intend to hit me again, I’m going back into the conference room.” Dan sputtered out dreading her reaction.
“I ought to. Hell I ought to kick you in the ass, you idiot!”
“Idiot?” Dan asked.
“Yes, you idiot!” Alice nearly shouted, “Christ Dan can’t you see Bonnie is in love with you?”
“Nawww…”
Alice stepped so she was right in Dan’s face. He could see she was infuriated. “You goddamned idiot. Everyone on board sees how she acts around you. How she looks at you.” Alice’s tone got more severe. “I swore I wouldn’t say anything, but you’re so damned dense, I’m forced to.”
Dan shook his head and squeezed by Alice in the narrow corridor. “Alice you’ve been reading too many of those romance novels Bonnie said she reads. Christ, BJ has no feelings for me other than friendship. Don’t you know the crew called her “Lady Ice” because she’s shot down so many officers and pilots that have tried to ask her out.”
Dan chuckled, “She’s told everyone her career comes first and has no time for romance, or dating, or…”
Alice moved her face within inches of Dan’s face and glared at him. She made a growling sound and shouted “MEN!” She spun around and stomped down the corridor toward her quarters.
Dan looked strangely in the direction she went. He started to walk toward his room, stopped and thought for a second, “Naw!”
He looked down the corridor toward BJ’s quarters, again he shook his head, “Bonnie told me she had no interest in getting involved again a while back….”
He mumbled aloud as he tried to remember, “I told her that a pilot kept smiling at her and she said she wasn’t interested in dating…. Right, I remember now.”
As Dan started off to his room and a good night’s sleep, he paused and looked down the corridor where Alice and BJ’s room was. “Naw! No way she’d go for a guy like a dumbass like me….”
He started, then stopped again, shrugged. “Women!”
On the bridge Captain Harris sat after making sure all departments knew what they were suppose to do to assure Dan would have every chance of surviving his hair brained but logical scheme. The Chief, Dan had been working with had just left the bridge when Al heard a soft voice speaking from behind.
“Captain could I speak with you in private?”
Al turned to see BJ standing there. Her eyes red, her cheeks wet from tears. He led her to the bridge’s observation deck and closed the hatch.
BJ stood in front of the Captain, gathered herself and began to speak in a soft unsteady voice. “Captain Harris, I must apologize for my actions earlier. I don’t know what….came..over..” Bonnie burst into tears.
Al gently hugged her as she protested, “Sir if any of the crew…”
“It’s ok Bonnie, I think we can make an exception this time.” He chuckled warmly, “But don’t think you can do this every time you get some crisis going.”
She sniffed and started to laugh at her actions. “Captain, I don’t know what’s gotten into me lately, I… That’s a lie sir. I’m sorry.”
“BJ you’re one of the finest officers I’ve ever had and the best XO a Captain could hope for. But there are times when we all need to let go and get things off our chests. Now this is your time.”
“Captain, I know I’ve been called Lady Ice, I’ve had a ton of boyfriends, been engaged twice and the only thing I ever wanted was to be XO of the Clinton, maybe someday when you retire even the Captain.”
“I know BJ. Hell I even know you turned down a Captaincy to stay XO here, just like I turned down being an Admiral to remain Captain here. This ship and my wife are only the two things on this planet…er I mean, Earth, that I ever wanted.
We both got what we were after.” Al gently pushed Bonnie back to arms length and smiled, “And now you’ve found something that means more to you than staying on this ship. Assuming we ever get back to Earth.”
BJ smiled and lowered her head and spoke so softly it surprised the Captain. “I love him Captain, at least I think I do. I’ve never felt this way about anyone else ever before,” She grinned, “ not even the men I almost married. The second I walked in on that conference and saw Dan, my heart fluttered and I felt weak in the knees.” She looked at Al, “Me! Lady Ice! Me the career Navel Officer.”
“So what’s wrong with falling in love Bonnie? I’ve been married for 32 years and haven’t regretted one moment and my wife said the same.”
Bonnie looked strangely at her Captain and asked, “How did you know sir? That your wife was the right one?”
Al laughed, “How’d you know you’d give up being a Captain of a missile cruiser to stay on here?”
“I…Well, I…Sir, I just sort of knew I’d turn it down if offered, I love it here, the ship, you, the crew.”
Al smirked, “So you knew, just like you know about your feelings toward Dan?”
BJ staggered back until she leaned with her back to the deck’s railing. “How could I have been so blind? I’ve known all along and fought being in love so hard I’ve never admitted it….” She looked at Al, “…does that make any sense?”
Al moved over to her and cupped her face in his hands and asked, “Bonnie do you love Dan or not?”
“Yes sir, with all my heart.”
“Would you be willing to give up this ship and go with him if he asked?”
Tears filled her eyes and she sniffled a bit and answered, “Yes.”
“Then why for God’s sake haven’t you told him?”
“Well at times Dan seemed interested in me, then other times he didn’t.”
Al laughed and replied, “His hesitance couldn’t have been because you were sending mixed signals because of your indecisiveness could it?”
Bonnie’s color drained from her face as the tears flowed. “Captain? I’ve made a complete mess of this haven’t I?”
Captain Harris grinned, “Yep! Now what the hell are you going to do about it?
BJ thought for a second, then in a flash she turned and headed for the door. Stopped, turned and ran to hug Al one last time. She stepped back, smiled and said, “Your wife’s a lucky lady sir.”
Al just laughed as BJ headed toward the hatch, “Yeah that’s what I keep telling her!”
But Bonnie never heard. It was now her time to think and plan. She admitted to herself things might have been better. For the first time in years, she felt uncertain, even a bit frightened. She always held her emotions back, even somewhat with her ex-fiancés. If she held back this time she knew she would lose Dan for good.
Then it hit her what had been bothering her, even if she came out and told him, she might lose him anyway. The plan he came up with could well kill him.
She leaned against the bulkhead and felt like she was going to start crying again. Then it hit her like a missile. “Not this time damn it!, Not this time!”
She straightened up right and wiped her eyes. She turned and walked down the corridor toward her room. She threw open the door and saw Alice standing there.
BJ smiled and said, “You’re not in bed?”
“No. That damned Dan made me so mad.”
“Mad? Why Alice?”
“I know how you feel about Dan and he can’t seem to grasp that you love him, well, that just pisses me off!”
“You knew? I mean how I really felt about…”
“BJ, The way you talked about him when we were alone, you’ve got to be kidding. Knew? Hell BJ everyone knows…Well everyone but that thick headed son of a bit….”
Bonnie interrupted Alice and looked at her seriously, “That’s all about to change.”
“Ohh?” Alice questioned in an almost teasing voice.
BJ walked across the room and started removing her uniform’s blouse. She slipped out of her slacks and stood there in her bra and panties looking in the mirror. “Alice do you think I’m pretty?’
“Of course you are Bonnie, very much so. I wish I had a figure like yours.
“How about sexy?”
Alice chuckled, “Well there might be some room for improvement there. You have a terrific body as the guys would say, you’re drop dead gorgeous….”
Bonnie turned and put her hand on her hips and glared at Alice. “Ok Alice, out with it.”
“Well BJ you have everything going for you, but the sexy thing. You never wear makeup, or show those great legs off.” Alice laughed, “Christ! Look at those undies, those are something my Grandma…”
BJ grinned and snapped back, “Are Navy issue!”
“Well girl, they just won’t do.”
Bonnie walked over to her locker and threw it open, pulled out a large box and slid off the lid to show Alice its contents.
Alice looked in the box, then at BJ, then back to the contents. “Why Bonnie Jones, you slut! And you keep these hidden in here?”
BJ smiled slyly, “Well until I found someone I could wear them for there wasn’t much use in wasting them under my uniform.” She paused for a few seconds, “Then there is tomorrow night, remember the dinner the Captain’s throwing for the Gang?”
“Oh yeah, Christ I’ve been so mad at Dan for ignoring you I almost forgot about our little shindig the Captain’s throwing.”
Bonnie turned her back to Alice and took off her bra and slipped on a gown. “Well I have tomorrow off so I have all day.”
“All day? For?”
Bonnie turned and struck a sexy pose for Alice, turned and wiggled across the room to her bed. “To set the hook!”
Alice started to undress as Bonnie seductively laid on her back and ran her hands slowly over her body, and added, “Not to mention, get the bait ready?”
Alice sat on her bed and grinned, “And baby with bait like that, I’ll bet you’ll get a bite in no time.”
BJ grinned over to Alice slyly, “Bite? A bite sounds kind of hot, if it’s the right guy doing the biting.”
Alice flopped down on her bed, then rolled over to stare at BJ, “Why BJ you little slu…”
The girls laughed, it had been so long since BJ had a girlfriend like Alice and she had become. But the giddiness quickly left as BJ turned on her side and looked across the room at her friend. “Do you really think Dan is interested in me?”
“Honey, I’ve seen the way he looks at you when you aren’t looking. Most men would be looking at your ass. Dan? Hell BJ he looks at you, all of you like that fanny of yours doesn’t exist.”
“That’s bad I want him to notice my….well you know what I mean.” BJ looked worried.
Alice raised up and switched off the rooms light, laid back and pulled up the covers. “Bonnie, honey, trust me. When a man looks at you in the eyes instead of down your cleavage, he’s in love.”
“I guess that’s good, I guess….” BJ yawned.
“Oh he looked at your cleavage too, but after he looks at your face.” Alice laughed, “After all he is a guy!”
Bonnie sighed, “That he is Alice, that he is and tomorrow I’ll find out….” She yawned, “…just wait, you’ll…..see…”
But Alice never heard, exhaustion overtook them both.
That night Bonnie dreamed wonderful things. For the first time in a long time she had found happiness. But her dreams turned to nightmares as she dreamed of her love trying to fly into space in a jet. She tossed and turned. “He can’t fly!” raced through her subconscious mind. Visions of the jet falling back to the surface raced in her thoughts. She could see his face as the jet plummeted back toward the ocean, then the explosion as it hit the water.
Bonnie sat up and screamed as Alice ran to her side and held her trembling body. Trying to sooth her as BJ sobbed wildly, By the faint red security light shining in the room Alice saw the fear in BJ’s tear soaked eyes. “He’s going to kill himself.” She sobbed. “That damned fool is going to kill himself trying to get all of us back home.
Alice stroked BJ’s hair, “It’ll be ok honey. Dan’s no dummy I’m sure he thought of everything.”
BJ looked at Alice sadly, “Not everything Alice, he can’t fly a plane! Al and I have talked to the Chief, the pilots and crew of the test bird. We can launch the jet by remote, even fly it that way. It can go up on auto pilot if remote fails and get to where Dan wants by computer. He can fire the JATO’s ok. The Chief assured Captain Harris and myself of that much, if all goes well, he has to come down with the plane and bail out.”
“So what? I’ll bet Dan can eject ok, he’s pretty much figured out everything else.” Alice tried to assure BJ.
“It’s not bailing out Alice. You see the jet will lose power once it gets into thin air. Dan will have to glide the jet back to an altitude he can bail out with all that new gear. One mistake and he’ll go into a flat spin.”
“Flat spin? That doesn’t sound too bad honey.”
Bonnie sobbed and gasped, “There’s been many well trained pilots that couldn’t bail out of a plane in a flat spin…I knew a few of them. One finally bailed out…the other….” She started crying softly as Alice held her.
But now it was Alice that began to worry, knowing Dan would do anything to make sure they all got home, even if he didn’t.
The evening was a warm one and the Captain’s party had been changed to the hanger deck because the crew that was off duty had also been invited. A huge buffet table spread along the wall and the ships band played. The huge hanger and elevator doors had been opened to the outside and the balmy evening breezes gently drifted throughout the huge hanger area.
Officers dressed in their dress whites, the crew dressed in their dress uniforms seemed surrealistic as Dan, Jack and Rick arrived late. That is until Jack came to a sudden stop as one of the Clinton’s female Chiefs walked in front of him wearing a bright blue spaghetti strapped dress that swirled just above her knees.
“Chief Davis? Is that you?” He stammered.
The Chief turned and warmly smiled at the three standing there awed by her beauty, “Hi Rick, Dan….Jack” She smiled as she twirled once, “Like the dress? Captain Harris told the crew that we could wear civilian clothes if they would be considered ‘Formal’ or ‘Black tie”
She laughed, “most of the guys don’t have ‘tuxes’, but you know us girls. We always have something for all occasions.” She spoke to all, but only looked at Jack.
The Chief grabbed Jack’s hand and let him off in the direction of the dance floor. Dan just grinned and headed on over to where most of the command officers were sitting or standing. He strolled over to where Captain Harris was and the small group with him.
“Hi Al, great party you throw! I’ll bet…” Dan saw Alice and the hot pink strapless gown she was wearing, “…Damn Alice you look terrific tonight.”
“Why thank you Dan, does that mean I don’t look terrific other nights?”
Dan reddened and sputtered, “Oh, no I …didn’t, I mean, …”
Alice laughed as well as the other members of the gang as Alice smiled and patted Dan’s arm. “I was just teasing you Dan, thank you for the compliment. By the way all of you men look really sexy in those Navy whites.”
Al grinned and added, “Yes you guys do look nice. Even without any rank or insignia you three look nice.” He laughed, “I knew you guys would feel out of place after Alice told me BJ let her borrow one of her dresses. Hell I’ve worked with BJ for six years and never knew she even owned a dress.”
The gang chuckled as Dan looked around the room. “Speaking of BJ, where is Bonnie? If she let you borrow her dress, then I take it she isn’t coming tonight?””
Alice smiled slyly, “She’ll be here and I’ll bet she’ll be along pretty soon now.”
“Now?” Dan asked. “Why now?”
Alice just smiled. “A girl likes to make an entrance for her…...never mind, you’ll see.”
Dan turned to head in the direction of the beverage table and bar that had been put up. He smiled at Alice once again, “Well I think I’m going to get a good stiff drink. “ He laughed, “Can allow myself only one with the big day tomorrow….and Alice?” Dan winked, “You’re the prettiest woman here.”
Dan turned, but before he took one step he heard Alice reply with a laugh, “Not any more I’m not. Dan turned to ask her why and saw all the guys in the gang and all the officers around him…. No, he noticed, it was everyone. Everyone was looking toward one of the forward hatches. The deck quieted down as heads turned.
Dan turned to see what all the staring was about. His jaw hit the deck!
Walking across the room was Bonnie. She was wearing one of the sexiest little black dresses he had ever seen. It fit her snuggly on top showing just enough cleavage to tease, yet not flash her firm breasts. The snug bodice tapered down to the waist, then flared out into a full frilly skirt that stopped about six inches above her knees.
She paused momentarily, looked around, then upon seeing the gang started a slow steady pace toward the gang. The hem of her dress flowed with her every step, Bonnie’s head slightly lowered, her gaze affixed on Dan. Now and then she’d turn, nod and smile as someone she knew would say something to her. Then just as quick her gaze affixed once more on Dan.
Dan was awe struck! He tried not to look her over, but the sexiness she oozed over came him. Her flaming red hair curled slightly above her shoulders gently swayed with each step, her makeup prefect, her green eyes sparkled. His eyes wandered down to her bust, then hips as they swung seductively. Each step her nylon clad legs tossed the short hem gently, her heels clicked on the deck. Dan was speechless and he noticed his mind couldn’t focus on anything but Bonnie.
As Bonnie got to within twenty feet or so, Dan swallowed hard and looked around at the rest of the guys to see if they noticed how much of a fool he was making of himself staring at Bonnie like that. What he saw was a room full of guys with their mouths open and eyes trying to take in what they were seeing. Dan looked at Al and saw him smiling like a proud dad watching his daughter going to her first prom.
Al for the first time felt BJ had allowed herself to become the woman he always knew was hidden deep inside. Now the woman screamed to be freed and the officer within, vanished this night.
Bonnie walked past the last group of party goers and into the crowd of officers. One brave pilot in his neat Navel uniform and shiny brass insignia stepped forward.
“Ma’am, would you care to dance?” He cautiously asked BJ.
She stopped, smiled sweetly and replied, “I’m sorry Colonel, but I’m afraid my evening is all taken up. But thank you for asking.”
The Lt. Colonel gulped, “Thank you for coming tonight Commander Jones, you look really … er, nice ma’am…” He nearly fell as he stumbled trying to step backward.
Once again Bonnie turned her gaze to Dan and slowly walked over to him and stopped. She looked into his eyes for a second, smiled and looked at smiling faces of the people she had been spending so much time with these last few weeks, then to Al.
“Captain Harris this is quite a lovely party you’ve put on sir.”
Al looked at BJ and grinned, “Commander you never cease to amaze me. Just when I think I know you, you…” He smiled warmly at BJ, “…BJ you look lovely this evening.”
Bonnie batted her eyelashes teasingly and replied, “Why Captain, you mean I don’t look lovely other evenings?”
The gang roared with laughter as Alice whispered in BJ’s ear as Bonnie chuckled and said, “You got Dan? Really the same thing?”
Alice laughed, Yep! And damned if he didn’t turn just about as red as the Captain.”
Both women laughed as Bonnie turned back to Dan. She slowly reached down with both her hands and gently grasped his. She stepped forward where she was merely inches from him and cooed softly, “I believe you were going to dance with me?”
Dan looked nervously at this vision of loveliness and quietly said, “I never had much use for dancing, I’m afraid.”
In her stiletto’s Bonnie’s eyes were almost even to Dan’s and she used that to her advantage. She leaned forward until her chest gently brushed his, her face inches from Dan’s face. Again she batted her eyelashes and seductively whispered in his ear, “Then I’ll teach you.”
Her perfume wafted his senses, her eyes weakened his knees, he was lost within her charms as she gently led him to the dance floor. She raised her arms to Dan’s neck and gently folded them around his head, leaned in and laid her cheek against his and they began to sway to the slow music on the vacant dance floor.
Smiles broke out among the partiers as one by one they joined Bonnie and Dan and began to dance. Lady Ice had melted and her reputation now no longer existed as the crew smiled as they danced slowly around the floor. Now and then someone would nod at Dan or BJ, but neither saw. They were swept up in something neither had felt for quite some time.
No one dared to interrupt their evening. The gang smiled warmly at the two dancing, gazing into each other’s eyes completely unaware of the others on the deck. All knew this could be Dan’s last. But for this night they had each other.
“I thought you said you couldn’t dance.” Bonnie cooed in his ear.
“I said I never had much use for dancing, not I couldn’t dance. My late wife and I used to, but an accident damaged her leg and she couldn’t dance anymore without a lot of pain.”
“I’m sorry Dan, I didn’t know.”
Dan leaned back and smiled at Bonnie, “It’s ok.” He chuckled, “She ran off with the son of a bitch that repaired her leg.”
“Oh God Dan, I’m so sorry I brought up dancing. I didn’t want to…”
Dan leaned forward and kissed her gently on her cheek. “It’s fine Bonnie, really. I got over it. She was happy and I guess I was too. We never had children as I told you a few days ago. Even without having to share children, we remained friends right up until she died in that accident.”
Bonnie looked into Dan’s eyes, “Dan….I’ve made a mess of this evening, I shouldn’t have caused you to bring up old memories. I’m sorr…”
Dan pulled her to him, took his hand and gently pulled her head back to his shoulder as they danced. He whispered in her ear, “You did nothing wrong BJ, nothing. Even if you had, holding you here this evening, like this, would have more than made up for any bad memories.”
She felt him chuckle softly, “How could anyone have bad memories on a night like this?”
Dan felt Bonnie sigh softly as she raised her head from the comfort of his shoulder. “Dan? Would you like to go for a walk? I could use some air, my head seems to be spinning a bit.”
“Sure! Go for a walk with the most beautiful woman on the ship? Anyone here would.”
She smiled warmly, “I didn’t ask anyone, I asked you.”
Time stood still for the two as they walked hand in hand up the flights of stairs and into the flight deck. The warm night breeze caressed them as they strolled along toward the rear of the carrier.
For the first time in years BJ was completely content as she snuggled against the man she had fallen for. Now and then she wondered if he felt as strongly about her as she did about him and her answer came as they reached the stern of the ship and watched the steady wake of the Clinton as it quietly slipped through the night covered seas of this unknown planet. Three golden moons shown down upon the two and cast a warm glow across the dark waters.
Dan stopped and slowly turned Bonne so she was facing him, In the moonlight of the three golden moons he looked deeply into her eyes. Without a word he leaned to her, their lips brushed. She felt his warm breath as she slowly parted her lips and met his. Time stood still once more as they kissed and held each other in their entwined embrace. She laid her head on Dan’s shoulder and sighed.
“Bonnie? What’s the matter, I heard you sigh.”
“Dan, I want to tell you I….” Her voice trembled, “…can’t. I might jinx you tomorrow.”
“Jinx me?” Dan gently moved Bonnie to arms length, “Jinx me? The only way you could jinx me, would be for the woman I’ve fallen in love with to worry about jinxing me.”
“Dan if I told you how I really feel, I’m afraid that…” She froze, Bonnie started to tremble, “…what did you just say?’
“You mean the woman I love part?”
This time there was no questioning feelings, no wonder, Bonnie knew. She knew like she did when she gave up a ship to stay with the Clinton. She knew the man she loved, loved her. Bonnie threw her arms around Dan’s neck and kissed him deeply. Her passion rose as they kissed and she pressed her warm body against his.
Bonnie pushed away from Dan, looked him in the eyes longingly, “We both know what could happen tomorrow. I’ll not waste tonight!” She kissed him again, but this time there was something more to her kisses. There was a passion that she had thought no longer existed. Bonnie could tell that Dan felt that passion as well as he responded and held her tightly.
Again she broke away from his embrace, grasped his hand and started pulling him along the flight deck toward the hatch.
“Whoa down girl. Where are we going so fast?” He laughed, “There’s no hurry, the dance is still going on and will be for quite some time and….”
Bonnie stopped and smiled that sexy smile Dan loved, “Who the hell said anything about going back to the dance?”
“Then why the hurry, and if not the dance…”
Bonnie turned and kissed Dan like he had never been kissed before, looked at him and began pulling him along the corridors of the ship as she cooed, “Now you know where… don’t you” She laughed and said, “Men!”
Dan heard her giggles as she tugged on his hand and stopped at his door. She kissed him again deeply and pulled him through the door, then slammed it quickly shut and locked it.
“You really didn’t know where I was leading you?” She teased.
“Well, actually I didn’t want…I mean tomorrow might…”
Bonnie reached behind her and Dan heard her zipper. She stepped forward and kissed him warmly and cooed in his ear, “Tomorrow can wait, my love…. We have tonight!”
Dan awoke at six in the morning to find Bonnie had slipped away during the early morning hours being very careful she didn’t awake him. There just was a brief note that read, “Have early shift, didn’t want to awaken you, see you when you get up. I’ll remember this night forever. I love you! BJ.”
Dan got ready for the big day and grabbed a quick breakfast in the officers mess. He thought it strange no one talked to him, then realized that by now everyone had been told of his extremely risky scheme. Everyone smiled and nodded, but it was if they were afraid that if they spoke to him, they would jinx him. At first he thought he’d tell them it was ok, but decided against saying anything. Everyone wanted to go home. So Dan sat alone and quietly tried his best to relax and enjoy what might be his last meal.
As he finished he heard the speaker calling, “Dan to the flight deck. Dan Adams to the flight deck!”
As he neared the hatch to the flight deck the ship’s Master Chief stopped him in the corridor. “Sir, through that hatch.”
“Chief, I was called to the…”
“Sir! We spent the last few days rigging up sort of a pressure suit and the Captain ordered you to put it on.”
Dan smiled and walked through the hatch. There stood Al and another guy already in a strange looking flight suit. Al stepped toward Dan and tossed him a neatly wrapped black package. “Put this on Dan.”
Without questioning the Captain, Dan started donning the flight suit. Al sat next to him and said, “Dan, this was the flight suit the pilots of the new test plane were using. It was fine for up to sixty thousand feet. Also let me introduce this pilot to you Dan, he’ll take you all of the way up. We decided it would be better this way and improve your chances.”Captain Harris stopped and smiled, “Er, guess I should say our chances. If you succeed, then maybe we all can go home a little faster.” Al stood and motioned the pilot join them. “Will Harris, this is Dan.”
“Please to meet ya Will..” Dan paused, “Harris? Any rela…”
Al and Will laughed as Will looked at the Captain, “You said he was quick dad, guess you weren’t kidding.”
“Meet my son Dan. He’s going with you.”
“Whoa, Al, I can’t let your son risk…” Dan started to jump to his feet in protest, but Al gently pushed Dan back down.
“Dammit Dan, hear me out before you start shouting. Will came to me a few days ago and suggested he fly you….” Al pointed toward the ceiling, “….up there. It makes sense Dan. We all know, and Jack confirmed it, that although the Scorpion is designed to be flown by remote as well by pilot….”
Al sighed and sadly looked at Dan, “…that damned ionization could cause us to lose touch with the Scorpion, then either you’d have to fly it, bail out or crash. Any of the three, our chances to get back to Earth would be pretty much in the crapper.”
Dan grinned at Will, then Al, “Damn Al you sure have a way with words.”
Al interrupted once more, “I know you like doing things your way. You don’t like to have others risk their lives when you can do it, but Will is the main test pilot for the Scorpion and there’s no better man for the job. If anyone can get you into this planet’s lower space it would be Will.”
Al stopped his speech and looked at Dan grinning. “Ok what’s so damned funny Mr. Adams?”
“You Al. Christ the ionization has been worrying me all along. Hell I’d be more than happy to have a chauffeur. That is as long as he knows the extreme risks involved and as he’s your son, I’d be willing to guess, you’ve made sure he knows.”
Will grinned at Dan, “Oh yeah he made sure of that. A dad is always a dad.”
He laughed, “ Look Dan I know what little training you’ve had wasn’t on the Scorpion due to it being top secret and all, but now we’re almost on our way let me give you a quick heads up.”
“I take it, it’s a bit different?” Dan teased.
“Oh yeah! First of all there are two pilot pods. We each get in one and if we have to eject, each pod ejects separately.”
“Gotcha!”
“That’s not all Dan. If something goes wrong taking off, we can eject even at deck level, so if I yell eject, don’t ask when….Just eject!”
“Ok, will do.”
Will frowned, “When you eject the pod, it will shoot you up about six hundred feet and parachute you safely down. If once the pod ejects, and you feel you aren’t high enough, grasp the two arm rests and squeeze the buttons at the bottoms of the rests. The pod blow the canopy and the ejection seat will shoot you up another two hundred feet.”
“Sounds a bit high for…”
Will looked at Dan rather seriously, “Dan, this is classified. The Scorpion uses a brand new liquid fuel. Trust me, if we have to eject, we’ll need all the altitude we can get. The fuel makes quite a fireball and we really don’t want to be anywhere around it if we crash. Remember this is classified.”
Dan laughed, “Classified? Don’t think there are many spies around on this planet.”
Will rolled his eyes and laughed, “Sorry Dan, I’ve been in this top secret program so long, I say it automatically.”
Dan zipped the last zipper on his suit. “Done! Let’s get started.”
Al added, “Once we get you to the aircraft Dan, there’s a full helmet that attaches to the metal locking ring on your suit. These suits have been stuffed with insulation to give us a bit more protection from the cold up there. They’re pressurized, heated and have a small oxygen reserve that should last you if you have to bail out where there’s no air....for a while that is.”
Dan looked at Al, then Will. “Look we all know all this safety talk is because we all think this isn’t going to end nicely. So let’s get going and find out for sure.”
Will nodded and smiled and was out the door in a flash. Al patted Dan on the back. “I always liked your style Dan. Look at everything from all angles, then do it.” He laughed, “Or just do it because it has to be done.”
Dan grinned as Al opened the door to the corridor and they both walked through it. Dan stopped so fast Al almost ran into him. Captain Harris started to ask why he stopped, then he looked just beyond Dan. It was BJ.
Al patted Dan on the back once again and chuckled, “Not too long Dan. Remember you have a plane to catch.” Al looked at Commander Jones and smiled as he passed her, “Don’t worry about protocol BJ. I think we can make an exception this once.”
Bonnie threw her arms around Dan’s neck and kissed him hard and long. Slowly she parted her lips from his and slowly stepped back. “You come back to me Daniel Adams! You come back to me and in one piece.”
Dan raised his hand and gently stroked Bonnie’s cheek as she tried her best not to cry. She stepped to the side and Dan left through the hatch and onto the flight deck. Bonnie leaned against the steel wall and the tears began to flow.
Dan walked out onto the deck as many of the flight deck crew applauded, word of his mission had gotten around. He looked past the fight crew to see the flat black Scorpion sitting on the flight deck’s catapult.
It was a beautiful aircraft. Slung lower than most jets it’s pointed nose facing toward the bow. Dan slowly looked along the body and noticed the jet had three engines. He almost laughed as he noticed the rows of jet assist bottles bolted to the sides and wings of the aircraft. As he passed the Chief, Dan grinned, “Well Chief, looks like you sure drilled a few holes in that multi-billion dollar aircraft.”
The Chief laughed back, “Hell Dan if I thought it would help, I would have strapped another set of wings on it, cost be damned.”
Dan grinned as he looked back at the Scorpion. As he neared he noticed Will was already in the Scorpion and was putting on his helmet. He was helped up the ladder to his pod and belted in by the crew. His helmet was locked into place and ran through the radio check.
Over the radio Bonnie’s soft worried voice could be heard, “Will bring Dan back to me….promise?”
Will smiled and replied, “Scorpion one, roger XO, will do.” He chuckled, “I promise.”
The flight crew scrambled to safety, except for one man on the flight deck. He held up one finger and Will stared the first engine with a blast and a roar. At the second finger, Will fired the second engine, then the third and after a quick preflight check, Will was given the signal it was clear to go to full power. The Scorpion’s engines screamed and the crewman, dropped to one knee and motioned Will to take off.
The carriers new electromagnetic catapult fired and the Scorpion shot toward the bow of the Clinton. Dan felt his head slam back onto the head rest, he had a hard time catching his breath as the catapult shot the aircraft forward and into the air. Will yelled for Dan to hold on as he hit the afterburners and the Scorpion shot skyward. For what seemed to be hours to the gasping Dan, actually were only minutes and the jet leveled off slightly and the ‘G’ forces lessened.
Dan gasped! He gasped again, “Christ! That was fast! I couldn’t breathe.”
Will chuckled back over the radio, “Takes some getting used to. Hold on, I’m heading for altitude.” No sooner than he finished speaking the aircraft nosed upward and Will hit the afterburners once again and Dan felt that nauseated feeling again as he tried to catch his breath.
Dan teased, “Damn Will you’re losing your touch. I could actually breathe this time.”
“Yeah, not so steep this time and less thrust. We can only fire the afterburners for ten seconds at a time with this new fuel or the ass end of this bird would melt.”
Dan chuckled and looked to his left to see how high they were, but only saw clouds. “Wow, in the clouds so soon?”
“Told ya this bird was fast.” Once again Will fired the afterburners and the Scorpion broke through the clouds. Higher and higher the aircraft soared until almost as an afterthought Dan looked at the altimeter.
“Fifty-nine thousand feet? Will, how high will this plane go?”
“Don’t know for sure Dan, the company says eighty max, but they usually give the max limits a bit of wiggling room. I’m guessing maybe eighty five, but that’s a guess.” Will laughed, “They never let me fly it higher than sixty. Thing is Dan, on this planet we don’t know what the altitude the atmosphere stops and space begins. If we use everything we have for altitude and don’t get where we need to be, then it’s going to be a long dangerous trip down for nothing.”
“And if we get high enough?”
Dan heard Will sigh over the radio, “Well if we get where you can talk to these supposed aliens we’re fine, but too far and there is a chance we could wind up floating forever in space.”
Dan sighed, “Will eighty five be high enough? I mean so we don’t go into space.”
“Don’t know Dan. We’ll see.” Will shouted, “Shit!!!”
“Oh people don’t like to hear the pilot say shit, Will….”
The aircraft shook a bit, then continued upward as Will calmly replied over the radio to Dan, “Well, if the Scorpion would have been flying remotely, that bump you felt? Well that would have meant you’d be flying this now, we lost all signals to the carrier.”
“Me flying? Now that’s a scary thought.” Dan replied. He looked at the altimeter as the needle passed eighty thousand. Minutes passed and the pointer crept toward eighty-eight thousand… The plane shook violently.
Will shouted over the radio, “That’s it for atmosphere on this planet Dan, the engines are about to cut out!”
Dan heard Will cussing some understandable obscenities over the comm, then there was a loud ‘Whoosh’ then a blast as Will shouted, “Dan, I had to fire the first set of those special JATO rockets. Dan looked out the pod’s window and saw the wings cutting through the ionized atmosphere, they cast off a glowing, golden slipstream.
The pointer started to move faster as they gained altitude, then another Whoosh as the second set was fired and Will shouted, “Dan we aren’t going up fast enough! Hold on We’re going for broke.”
Will fired the last set of rockets and they shot upward, the sky darkened as they approached space. The second set cut out, then the last. There was only dead silence.
“Will? Did we get out of the ionization?”
There was a slight pause and Dan felt the Scorpion start to fall. There was a quiet whisper that replied, “No, sorry Dan, we didn’t.”
The nose of the Scorpion started to dip downward. Will cussed again and quietly spoke over the comm, “I’m sorry Dan we’re going down. Do you feel the presence of the aliens?”
“No, not yet.”
“Well I guess we gave it our best shot Dan. Hang on it’s going to be a rough one going down and there’s a good chance I won’t be able to restart the engines. So when I yell “Punch out” hit the eject…”
Dan took a deep breath, then another as he interrupted Will. “You know what I have to do Will.”
The cockpit alarms started to go off as Dan activated the eject sequence. Will shouted over his radio, “Yeah it’s your only hope. Your plan, your call. Good luck Dan.”
“Thanks, Will, you too. Just don’t get into that flat spin Bonnie talk about.” There was a loud crack, then the sound of rockets firing as Dan’s pod cast its self toward the heavens.
Upward Dan was pushed by the escape rockets, then silence. The pod tried to float, then Dan felt the gravity. “NO!”He shouted over the radio.
There was a week signal and Will’s voice asking what the matter was.
“I didn’t get high enough yet, am ejecting.” Dan replied.
“No don’t Dan! These suits wouldn’t last long enough up this high.”
Dan’s reply made sense, yet it made Will’s blood run cold. “Then it won’t matter, will it Will? We both know I can’t parachute from this altitude….Tell Bonnie….Well, tell her….”
Will’s quiet voice replied, “I will Dan… I will.”
There was static, then silence from both radios.
Thousands of feet below Will fought the controls of the Scorpion to keep it out of a flat spin. After several attempts to start the engines and failing every time, Will figured he could glide the aircraft low enough to eject safely.
Several times he got the nose of the Scorpion up only to lose control again. Now it looked as if he might lose control once again. Something dark shot by his right side as he snapped his head around in time to see Dan’s smoldering empty pod tumbling by. Will veered the plane sharply to the left only to see Dan’s empty ejection seat tumble by in front of him. It too was smoldering from the friction of the atmosphere….there was no sign of Dan. Will felt his heart climb up into his throat as he fought back tears.
“Noooo!” Will screamed as the fight left him. Tumbling by him was their last chance at getting home. He scanned the sky over him only to find there was no parachute, no Dan, no hope.
Will’s head slumped imaging Dan’s body floating there in the cold outer reaches of space just before what little gravity would bring him back to this planet one last time. He knew eventually Dan’s body would come tumbling back somewhere on the other side of the planet.
“I’m sorry we failed.” Will mumbled sadly. His sorrow lasted only seconds before it let him lose concentration and the Scorpion started to go into a flat spin. Will knew he had seconds to get control or bail out after that the centrifugal force would pin him inside. Will punched out!
With a roar his pod left the Scorpion and after shooting upward, the pod’s chute deployed. Through the clouds he dropped as he scanned for signs of the Clinton. His radio popped and sprang to life.
“Scorpion, we saw your chute and the aircraft splash down. We only see one chute. What happened? Over.”
Before Will could reply an alarm sounded. Will scanned the pods instruments. “Christ coming down too fast. Maybe the air’s too thin.”
He looked up only to see rips along some of the seams of the chute. “Clinton, Have to eject, chute’s torn, out!”
Will slammed his arms to the rests and pressed both buttons at the same time. There was a loud snap as the pod’s chute was jettisoned and another crack as the pod’s canopy shot off to the side. One loud blast and then horrible G-force told Will his seat had ejected. There was silence as the seat fell away and his chute deployed. Will felt the snap and sighed a sigh of relief as he looked up and saw his billowing chute. He looked down as his pod smashed into the ocean below.
The ocean rushed up to greet him and one last time Will looked toward the heavens, the mostly clear sky showed no other parachute as Will sighed, “Well maybe it’s for the best, his chute would never had worked at that height.”
He cursed all the new experimental gear as he plunged feet first into the water. He had to blame something for failing, for Dan’s death! “If it wasn’t for all this new…” But never finished as the sea covered him and he struggled to get away from his chute before it dragged him under.
Will gasped for air as his head broke through the water. He hit the release for this parachute and looked around. He was amazed that only about a mile away flew one of the ship’s rescue helicopters. Will waved his arms as the copter headed straight for him. He had come back down to almost where he and Dan had left. Then it hit him again….Dan was gone! How could he tell BJ, he had promised her, he had lied!
His head spun as he saw the rescue diver jump into the water and swim toward him. Will shook his head to clear his mind as the diver reached him and started to attach a harness to lift him to the copter. He felt faint but by the time the copter landed on the deck but his head had cleared enough so he could personally give Bonnie the bad news and Dan’s message..
Slowly Will crawled out of the copter’s door and he slowly walked over to the awaiting crowd. Through the line of men and women on the deck burst BJ. She stopped and froze in her tracks as she saw it was Will, not Dan walking toward her.
She threw both hands to her mouth to cover the sob she tried to choke down, but even over the sound of the of the copter’s rotors, everyone heard her sorrowful gasp. Slowly Will walked past his dad and over to BJ. He looked sadly at her as she stood there with her hands covering her mouth and tears streaming down her cheeks.
Will reached out and pulled BJ into his embrace and she buried her head into his chest and cried without shame. Will stroked her hair gently. “His last message was to tell you how much he loved you Bonnie.”
“Was it quick?”
“I don’t know Bonnie. He risked everything by ejecting the pod to get higher, then he used the ejection seat to get higher yet. I lost sight of him….but I think he got into lower space….there is no gravity there and….”
“We saw one of the pods fall into the ocean, then the seat….” BJ sobbed, “We, I, didn’t know which had fallen. I…” BJ let out a loud sob as Will hugged her tightly.
“I wish it would have been Dan here Bonnie, if only….”
BJ raised her head and put one of her fingers to Will’s lips. “Don’t say that Will. Don’t blame yourself. It was Dan’s plan….” She sobbed, “….We had last night!” She started to cry harder, “We did have last night!”
She pulled herself from Will’s embrace and ran toward the hatch, tears streaming from her eyes. “We… did… have one night!”
Al hugged his son as they both looked with broken hearts at the woman who found, then lost her love on a planet far away from home.
“Dad? Will she be ok?”
“After a while son, after a while. She’s a strong woman and a fine officer Will, she’ll be ok eventually.” Al looked up to the sky sadly, “She’ll survive, if for nothing else, in memory of Dan.”
Will looked at his dad solemnly, “Now I can’t help but wonder what we can do next dad. Dan seemed to have all the good ideas.” He stopped and looked at his dad, “What will we do now? What will our next step be?”
Captain Harris looked at his son, then out over the clear ocean and sighed, “I wish I knew son, I wish I knew.”
If Bonnie could have seen the faces of those on the flight deck, she would have know they all felt for her and her loss. She ran inside the hatch and leaned against the wall sobbing heavily, her love was gone before they had any real time together. She beat her hands on the cold steel wall, then laid her head on them. Her body wracked with tremors of grief.
BJ turned and slowly slid to the floor, raised her knees and wrapped her arms around them. She laid her head in her arms and whispered, “I’ll miss you Dan…and I’ll love you forever….” Again she wept as she sat on the cold steel floor.
A soft voice whispered to BJ, “Will you be ok Bonnie?”
BJ looked up and through her tear filled eyes saw Alice standing there. Alice sat sown next to BJ and put her arm around her as Bonnie laid her head on her shoulder she said softly, “All right Alice? Not so much, but I’ll hang in here only because Dan sacrificed himself so we all might have a chance to go home.”
Alice smiled and gave BJ a gently hug, “That a girl BJ. You know Dan wouldn’t want to see you like this.”
“I know Alice, but…..”
“ALL HANDS CLEAR THE FLIGHT DECK!”
The emergency alarm sounded as the Navel officer in Bonnie sprang to action as she leapt to her feet nearly knocking Alice sideways. She reached down and pulled Alice to her feet and sprinted through the hatch and onto the flight deck with Alice stumbling close behind.
The flight crew scattered toward the safe areas and battle stations as alarms echoed across the deck. All ran except those known as the gang and Will. They were frozen in place and staring toward the bow of the carrier. BJ stopped and looked toward the bow so fast that Alice ran into her.
“Bonnie, I’m sorr…” Alice looked at BJ, and saw her staring and turned her head…and she too froze.
Fifty feet from the end of the flight deck was a faint glowing ball of light. It flashed irregularly almost as if it was sputtering, It would get bright, then fade to almost invisible. It glowed again, then suddenly it narrowed, got taller flashed a few times, then burst into twice its size and vanished. A strange smell wafted across the carriers deck.
“Is that ozone I smell?” Will asked Jack.
“Sure as hell smells like it.”
Captain Harris looked to the gang, back to the area the light had been and muttered, “Someone please tell me what just happened?”
Rick shrugged, looked sadly at BJ, then added, “Now Dan’s gone the aliens are trying to contact us?”
“Well it looks like they failed if they did.” Will added.
Jack stepped toward the bow a few feet, turned and looked at the group. He shook his head. “Don’t know Al maybe a portal of some kind?” Jack looked sadly over the gang, “This is one of those times when I wish Dan would have been here. I’ll bet he would have at least had a reasonable theory.”
Bonnie smiled warmly thinking of Dan. “I bet he would have.” Although she was smiling a tear trickled down her cheek. “If anyone coul….”
“LOOK!” One of the crew shouted.
The shout came from another one of the crewmen. “A CHUTE, ELEVEN O CLOCK!”
Off to the side of the ship, still several thousand feet in the air, was a parachute the same as the one that Will had landed with.
“Dan?” Bonnie asked with baited breath. “DAN?”
Will reached out and grasped BJ’s arm, “Steady BJ, Dan couldn’t have survived up there, especially this long. His emergency oxygen would have run out and hour ago.”
Bonnie looked at Will, “But his chute?”
“It opened automatically at 2,000 feet Bonnie. It’s a safety protocol, that’s all. His body has fallen back from near space and when it hit 2,000 feet the chute opened, so you….”
Captain Harris laid his hand on his son’s shoulder. “Will, I know you’re the test pilot and know a lot more about flying than I. But, if Dan’s body fell from that high and the chute opened like you said…” Al though carefully, “…wouldn’t the speed his body was falling have ripped that chute apart.”
Will sadly watched the chute as he mumbled, “Not really dad, a regular chute would…. Christ!”
Bonnie looked at Will, “What!”
“We weren’t using regular chutes BJ. The Scorpion pods have ejection seats that the back of the seat is actually the chute in a housing. The housing’s backing is hard plastic and designed to open at 2,000 feet. But only if downward speed is much less than a normal parachutist would have.”
Al smiled at BJ, “You see Bonnie, that way if the pilot is still in the pod as it is landing by its own parachute, the one in the seat won’t go off accidentally.”
“Grrrr! Will someone tell me what the hell you all are ranting about!!!” Bonnie screamed.
Will grinned nervously, “Bonnie the chute would have to been opened manually!”
Her intermittent sobs stopped, the color came back into her face, “Dan is alive? He’s really..”
Al patted her arm, “Easy BJ, let’s wait and see.” Al watched the chute as it came lower and lower, “Scramble the rescue teams, get the choppers in the air.” He shouted orders as the rescue crews scrambled about.
Will grasped his dad’s arm and looked at the Ensign his dad had just given the orders to. “Belay the orders for the chopper, just get the medics up here.” The Ensign ran off carry Will’s amended order as Will pointed to the chute. “Look dad, the wind changed and someone is steering that damned chute…. LOOK!” Again the chute made a sharp turn and aligned up with the slowly moving carrier.
“You mean Dan is steering that chute don’t you Will?” BJ asked cautiously.
Will patted her arm and chuckled, “Ok for now I’ll assume Dan’s in the chute.”
As the chute got closer Al put the binoculars to his eyes and mumbled, “I’ll be damned.”
It seemed like everyone there said at the same time, “What!”
“The helmet is off, but still can’t see who…”
Will broke in, “Makes sense. Dan’s oxygen ran out a long time ago. Once he got back into below nine thousand he would have ripped the helmet off so he could breathe. He might have gasped a bit in this planet’s lesser air, but he could have survived to whenever he deployed his chute. But how he got that low without burning up I’ll never know.”
Al still looking through the binoculars muttered, “I’ll be damned!”
Again, everyone shouted in unison, “WHAT!”
Al lowered the binoculars turned toward the group and grinned, “It is Dan and he appears to be quite alive.”
The flight deck came alive with cheering and shouts, some applauded while others wept with relief. The Captain grabbed one Ensign and ordered the carrier to some to “dead slow” as Al shouted for everyone to be quiet.
The crew was ordered back to their stations and the deck to be cleared. Bonnie looked at her Captain and shakily asked, “Is Dan going to make the deck?”
“Oh he’s going to make it ok BJ, I’m just not sure where. He’ll have to come in high and land hard. Remember Dan never used a chute before.”
Closer and closer Dan came toward the ship, still high the chute spilled air and began to drop rapidly. Somehow to every ones amazement the chute did another full turn and approached to land along the length of the flight deck.
Will gently elbowed Bonnie, “He’s doing ok for his first time.”
“Will isn’t he coming in a bit fast?” She asked.
Will looked back toward the bow of the ship to see Dan’s legs about twenty feet above the deck and going way too fast. Along the deck he sailed, closer and closer to the group standing on the deck. His feet still a good ten feet off the deck he flashed by the onlookers as they scattered and headed straight for one of the aircraft parked on deck.
As Dan sped by all they heard was….” OHHHHhhhh….Shhiiiii” There was a loud ‘Smack’ and ‘Clunk’ as Dan slammed into the side of the parked jet and came to a sudden halt while his chute sailed over the jet and fell to the other side. Slowly his body lowered to the deck as the chute slid backward over the jet. The chute snagged and Dan landed in a sitting position, his head down.
Al and the rest of the gang beat the medics to Dan. He wasn’t moving!
Slowly Bonnie knelt beside his limp body afraid to touch him, she pulled her hand back. Carefully she leaned in to kiss him gently on the cheek. Her soft lips kissed his cheek. Dan mumbled something. Al and Will along with the rest of the gang knelt and motioned for everyone to be silent. They all leaned carefully….
A soft stunned voice left Dan’s lips as a quiet whisper slipped through his lips. Bonnie gasped, then burst into uncontrollable laugher.
“What?” They all asked.
Her body trembled with laughter and relief as she slid down next to Dan and put her arm around him. “Dan said, he hates parachutes!”
The flight deck roared with laughter. They had their old Dan back! BJ moved away so the medics could check Dan out. “Captain? This man needs to get to sick bay, now!”
The laughter stopped, the deck became quiet.
“What’s the problem?”
“Looks like he might have a mild concussion and it appears he was oxygen starved at some point.” The medics picked Dan up and laid him on a stretcher. Bonnie grasped his hand and ran alongside as they headed toward one of the hatches. Carefully the medics slid the stretcher through the narrow hatch, then once again haste became the pace as the small group of people ran closely behind.
Dan reached his hand back over the end of the stretcher as Bonnie once again grasped it and down the corridors they went. Once Dan coughed and the medical team stopped to check his airway. Once they were sure Dan was doing well enough, off they hurried. Finally the team reached the medical bay and Bonnie had to let go of Dan’s hand. The group stopped at the hatch as the medics went through and the doctor inside waved for Dan’s friends to stay out of the small room. Closely as she had followed as they sped through the corridors to sick bay, Bonnie stood outside waiting patiently.
The gang had been running closely behind BJ. They too all stopped at the door to sick bay as the doctor slowly closed the door.
“Dan will be ok Bonnie.” Jack said.
Bonnie smiled at everyone, “I know he will guys, all the time I held on to his hand above… He squeezed my hand.” She looked back at the closed door and sighed.
Alice tried to smile at Bonnie, but her tone said it all, she was worried, “That’s not a definite sign he’s ok BJ, it could….”
Bonnie placed a hand on Alice’s arm and smiled sweetly, “He squeezed my hand using Morse code Alice.”
Al asked, “Did he say anything important BJ?”
Bonnie looked at Al and beamed as tears of joy flowed,
“He said, I love you.”
Several days passed as Dan was allowed to recover. His damages were light, but many. He’d cracked a few ribs and received a few lacerations upon contact with the jet. After being on oxygen for a day his color fully returned. But the strangest thing was he actually slept soundly for most of those two days and no one, not even the doctor would awaken him. Rest was what he needed most, yet it was almost as if he were in some kind of a light comma.
Patiently sitting next to his bed sat Bonnie. She had been given the time off by her friend and Captain, Al Harris. Now and then one of the gang would drop in and check on Dan only to receive the “He’s still asleep” message from the ever vigilant BJ.
Dan would roll over and Bonnie would move quickly to make sure he was doing ok. Other times she would nod off with her head laying on Dan’s arm.
Al stopped in as much as the others and wasn’t shocked that every time he did, there was his XO sitting next to Dan’s bed. This time however BJ was pacing the floor with a somewhat strange look about her.
“BJ? Something wrong?” The Captain asked.
“Actually no Captain. The Doc said that Dan seems to be healing at an incredible rate while he’s in this kind of comma.”
“Well that’s good isn’t it?”
She shook her head slowly, “I wish I knew for sure sir. Doc said his ribs are just about healed and you can see most of the abrasions are gone. The cut on his leg has completely healed, it’s almost like his worse injuries healed first and now the lesser ones are healing.”
Al looked at Bonnie, “But?”
“Well, no one knows after all these days being unconscious had harmed his brain.”
Al patted her on the arm and smiled, “Doc is a smart man BJ, but you have to believe Dan will be alright. He didn’t come back all this way to not be.”
Bonnie smiled warmly. Once again her friend and mentor had put her feelings at ease and she slowly stopped her pacing and sat back down.
“BJ….Bonnie, have you eaten?” There was concern in his voice.
She reached up and gently squeezed Al’s hand and with a chuckle replied, “Far too much Captain. Everyone keeps bringing me food from the mess.” She laughed aloud, “Christ, all I do is eat while I’m sitting here. I’ve eaten so much these last few days I hope Dan won’t notice I’ve probably gained two hundred pounds.”
Al chuckled as he left the room, “BJ, somehow I doubt if that would make any difference with Dan. You could weigh three hundred and it wouldn’t make any diff…”
“Three hundred….Captain Harris do I look…”
“Relax BJ, you look fine, I was just saying it makes no difference to Dan. He’d love you no matter how you looked.” Al replied as he passed through the med bay door.
Although Bonnie knew Al couldn’t hear her, she grinned and looked at Dan. “Well then I guess you won’t mind the bags under my eyes will you my love.” She laid her head on Dan’s bed and drifted off to much needed sleep.
It was mid morning on the third day, sleep over took her once again as her head slowly lowered to lay upon Dan’s arm. She slept soundly for an hour until she felt a hand stroking her hair ever so gently. Bonnie slowly raised her head to see Dan looking down at her.
“Hi.” He softly said, his voice slightly raspy.
She stood and moved to him and kissed him gently, “Hi, back at you Crash Gordon.”
Dan chuckled, and winced as his healing ribs reminded him about that thing called pain, “Honey? Did you see that damned jet jump up and hit me?”
Bonnie now laughing with relief barely got out a reply. “Darling, do you remember what you said to me on deck?”
“I remember. Can you blame me?”
“Well you could have said, “I’m alright, or I’m fine, anything to ease my worry, instead of I hate parachutes.”
Dan pulled her head down so he could kiss her gently, then smiled, “But that would have been lying to you…remember I’d just hit the side of a jet going a good twenty miles an hour and I didn’t have enough air in me to say I also hated the sides of jets.”
Bonnie chuckled and laid her head softly on Dan’s stomach, “I do love you so very much Dan.”
Dan stroked her hair softly, “Bonnie, honey, the saddest thing I felt when I thought I was going to die, was the thought of never seeing you again.” Bonnie raised her head and started to speak, but Dan continued.
“I want to spend so much time with you…..” His voice trailed off.
“But?”
Dan looked into her eyes and this time Bonnie saw there was a serious look about him. The joking, the warmth had been put on the back burner. All BJ now saw in Dan was that he had decided it was time to get down to business and by his look, it was dire.
“Bonnie, get the Captain and the rest of the gang, Will too.” Dan took a deep breath, “I have to tell everyone what happened and boy do I have a story to tell you!”
Dan smiled as Bonnie stood, looked at him and nodded she would. As she turned Dan playfully slapped her on her fanny and chuckled, “That’s another thing I missed about you.”
Without turning BJ shot back over her shoulder, “Sexist!” Then she teasingly wiggled her fanny and left the room as once again the grin vanished and he sighed.
Within the hour the gang that had faced so much with him, now stood next to his bed in the larger sick bay he had been moved to. Dan had dressed and was laying on the bed. “Well guys the Doc said other then a few scrapes and bruises… and these couple of cracked ribs, I’m fine.”
Al started to say something, but Dan smiled and stopped him with a wave of his hand. “Al, perhaps I could make a suggestion?”
Al nodded affirmative as Dan continued, “Could we go down to that broadcast room Bonnie showed us on that tour of the ship she gave a while back? I know that’s where you’ve been keeping the crew up to date almost every day and being honest with them.”
Dan grinned, “Well what I have to say everyone might as well hear it and as you broadcast and tape everything, I’ll only have to say everything once.”
“Good idea Dan. If the Doctor will let you out.” Al smiled back at Dan, “Not every day someone dents the side of our jets.”
Bonnie snickered, “That was just Dan’s hard head sir. Think the Navy will make him pay for the damage?”
The gang laughed as Dan stuck out his tongue at Bonnie and laughed, “Not going to live that down am I? Besides doc already gave me the green light. I’m just not going to be jogging with these ribs, but I can get around just fine.”
The gang started to leave as BJ nudged Jack with her elbow and said loud enough for all to hear, “I haven’t seen him jog one step since he was dropped on this carrier.”
“Seems to me he damned near hit one of our jets with his truck that day too, didn’t he?” Al teased.
Everyone roared with laughter, except Dan who shot back over his shoulder “Smart asses!”
Down the narrow corridors they went. Deeper into the ship to the ship’s video studio located. They all walked in and the Captain quietly gave orders to the crew that ran the studio.
Before long the monitors flickered to life in the room and throughout the ship the sound of speakers blaring could be heard. One of the crewman closed the door and the room fell silent as the Captain spoke into the mike. Dan looked over at the monitor as Al said one last time. “Attention! This is Captain Harris. Unless you are on duty proceed to the nearest monitor for an important broadcast. Those on duty will just have to listen or watch the repeats after you are off your shift. You have five minutes. That is all.”
After five minutes, the cameras came back on and Al sat at a table in front of them. The Captain looked directly into the cameras and began.
“Crew of the Clinton, please remain quiet at all times so everyone can hear this broadcast. First let me tell you that Dan Adams is awake…” Al glanced at Dan and grinned, “…finally! Next, let me say he’s going to be fine. Now that’s out of the way, Dan has something to tell us all and I’ve agreed. What he’s going to tell you, I have no idea, but I have come to trust him, his judgment as well as the judgment of the rest of our civilian guests. All of the people that you all have dubbed as “the gang” are here and are free to ask questions.”
Al looked to Dan, “Dan come up and have a seat.”
Dan walked over to the table, ducked under the boom microphone and sat next to Captain Harris. He noticed several cameras scattered about that he’d never noticed and they were focused on the rest of the gang. He looked around the room, then Al.
Slowly he turned to look directly into the main camera. “Good afternoon to all of you. I’ve been trying to figure out where to start, but as I’m guessing everyone by now knows Will took me into the very upper reaches of this planet’s atmosphere….” Dan took a deep breath, “…So I’ll start from there.
We tried to make contact with whoever brought us here, but we didn’t get high enough and the plane started to fall back down toward the planet. I ejected the pod in an attempt to gain more altitude. When that failed I used the ejection seat as an attempt to get even higher.”
Dan nodded at Jack, “Jack has told us this planet is smaller than Earth, so we figured we could reach perhaps the lower most reaches of space and to that extent I guess I did….”
Dan grinned into the camera, “….sort of. You see I did float up there for a short time, but then felt myself starting to fall. As a last resort I remembered Will running through the emergency ditching procedures. I reached for my leg and got the Magnesium flares and smoke markers pilots carry, hell I was freezing and had little oxygen left, I figured why not go for broke?”
Dan sheepishly grinned, “Well with the thick gloves I lost the first flare, got the second and fired it, then the last. I managed to hang on to the smoke and fired that off as I felt myself falling. To be honest I figured I was toast.”
The room laughed and Dan smiled. “To be honest I don’t remember what I thought next, but after I started picking up speed, I stopped. I looked around and saw the black space and stars appeared to shimmer, like looking down a hot asphalt road on a very hot day.”
Dan wiggled in his chair as Al noticed his discomfort and spoke to the camera. “Dan likes to pace the floor when he thinks he explained to their audience.” He looked over to Dan, “The cameras can follow you if you prefer to pace Dan.”
“Thanks Captain, I’ll sit. Damned ribs hurt a bit too much when I walk.” He laughed, “Not much better when I talk.”
Dan once again looked at the camera and sighed, “I just floated there, then I realized my oxygen had run out. My head spun and was about to pass out when my helmet twisted with a click and it came off and floated there in front of me about chest high. I gasped for air and strangely found it. Not the somewhat thinner air we found on this planet, but air like back on Earth.”
“I don’t follow Dan, I’m sorry. Air in space?” Jack asked.
“I was in a sort of containment or force field Jack. It had air and I was breathing normally. I looked around and saw no one. Yet my helmet came off, it had been taken off so I could breathe.”
Dan grinned, “Yeah I was puzzled as well. Anyhow my head started to feel strange and I heard voices, sort of. For some strange reason I was calm and felt really safe. I figured these beings had to communicate by telepathy and soon I found I had been right, these beings had to slow everything down. Sort of one of us trying to communicate with an ant.”
“They spoke to you?” Bonnie asked as the cameras turned to her. “You heard them?”
Dan smiled, “That they did! It was as if I had logged onto a network with my computer. Although their minds, their thoughts, moved so fast, I still managed to grab snatches of memories, images, things like that. Things I don’t believe they intended me to see, but never stopped me from looking. Some of these beings which I’ll just refer to as “The old ones”, pushed slowed down thoughts into my primitive mind.”
Dan leaned back into his chair, “They told me the name of their race, but we can’t pronounce it using our vocal cords.” He chuckled, “Hence “the old ones” reference.”
Alice amazed at all the life forms she had studied now became interested from her professional point of view, “Dan? Could you see them at any point?”
“No Alice, you see these old ones have evolved beyond the need of physical bodies. They became that way a half million years before we on Earth, ever walked upright. They travel by pure thought and have the ability to create matter from energy.”
“I’d say that was impossible.” Jack sputtered out, “If you hadn’t been the one to say it.”
“Don’t feel bad Jack, I could hear what they were telling me, I was absorbing information and if I hadn’t seen their abilities from their memories, I wouldn’t have believed it myself.” Dan looked away from Jack and back to the camera. “So I guess they figured to give me the background stuff first.”
Dan couldn’t contain his need for movement as he got up and walked around to the front of the table and sat on it. “Then one of them told me what I wanted to hear, how and why we’re here. Once they had become beings of pure energy, the old ones could communicate over long distances, light years, just by thinking. They found two things the hard way. Black holes could absorb them and the radiation around these black holes could have interfered with their abilities.”
Jack asked, “Like the ionization we detected here?”
“You had it pretty close Jack. It wasn’t the ionization, it is some unknown radiated particles we haven’t found a way to detect yet with our technology. The ionization is merely a byproduct of it. It completely blocks their abilities and will kill them, if kill is the correct word. They cease to exist within a very short time within this field of particles, die as we understand death. Although they had attained this evolutionary change, the majority of them remained on their home world as those exploring were of a common mind, yet separate.”
Al smiled at Dan as he sat next to him on the front of the table. “So we know what they are, how about the why?”
Dan chuckled, “Ok Captain Harris, but it’s a long story as well. You see after centuries, perhaps eons, they got bored. I’m not sure of the time as it’s so much different than the way we measure it. Anyhow, they decided to try to help other races that had already made contact with beings on other planets. To help them advance faster.”
“That was nice of them.” Bonnie added, “Getting involved when they could have just watched.”
“Well Bonnie, that’s the why we’re here. You see, the old ones found a race that was well enough advanced and had trade with several other races within their galaxy. The old ones were impressed and gave them unlimited information. Once they did, they left to find other such races, hoping to form all this galaxy into some sort of wonderful place to exist. Sadly there were few other races developed enough to share this unbounded information with.
It was a few centuries later they went back to find this first race they had given all this technology to. They had rapidly advanced, far beyond the old ones expectations.”
Dan paused and looked around the room sadly, “This race called the Te’tal had become power mad. They had invaded every one of their once friendly trading partners and enslaved them. Enraged, the old ones took back every planet and freed them from the Te’tal. They drove the Te’tal back to their own solar system. Some of the old ones remained in that galaxy to make sure the Te’tal never again became a threat to those other planets and star systems.”
“Then why us?” Al asked.
“Well I guess the Te’tal were pissed Captain Harris.” The room laughed at Dan’s simple, yet detailed way of putting things.
“The old ones allowed them to keep to themselves as long as they stayed within their solar system. All went well for a few more centuries, when the old ones that were guarding that part of the galaxy got a flash of something I perceived as danger and fear. It was just a flash, but somehow the old ones knew it was their home world. From all over the many galaxies they had traveled to, most all jumped back home.”
Dan looked sadly at the cameras, “Luckily eons before they had come up with this idea that not all would travel to any given place at once. After not receiving any communications, some of them jumped or traveled, whatever you want to call it, close to their system, but not into it. Seeing the black hole instead of their home solar system they began to investigate why it happened to a stable star.”
“Their sun was stable?” The astrophysicist in Jack had to ask. “Then why?” Realizing he had interrupted he grinned at Dan and sat back down.
“It didn’t take long Jack, before the old ones found the answer. A trail of particles from some sort of weapon that caused the old ones sun to collapse inward…. Instantly. It took every planet in their solar system within seconds. I guess too fast for even a super race to grasp what was happening. The old ones traced that trail of particles to a worm hole. A worm hole that led to just outside of the Te’tal’s solar system.”
Bonnie gasped, “They killed all those old ones because they were mad at them?”
“Sadly yes Bonnie…. and destroyed their home world as well. The old ones didn’t believe in killing and I guess the Te’tal figured that out when the old ones destroyed all their invasion fleets and bases, yet teleported them back to the Te’tal home world safe and sound.”
Rick who had been quiet all this time grinned and shouted out, “Bet that changed the old ones attitude!”
“Actually no it didn’t Rick. The old ones stuck to their guns. They went to the Te’tal home world to remove every trace of information and technology they had given them, but instead, found they had flooded their world with these unknown particles we found here. There were bases and ships scattered throughout the Te’tal solar system that had been producing the same thing on a larger scale.
The old ones eventually got through to the Te’tal home world, but were faced with a problem, just sit and watch them, sort of create a blockade, or as they couldn’t go into their atmosphere, they would have to destroy them by slamming meteors into them. They just couldn’t bring themselves to do that. So they just pushed every ship that tried to leave back into the upper atmosphere, essentially creating a field of force around their home world. They did the same with the colonies of the Te’tal other systems planets. The Te’tal colonies eventually died out without supply ships. That the old ones allowed to happen although it really went against their beliefs, even after all the death the Te’tal had caused.”
Al was enthralled with the story, but he had to know the why so he asked once again.
Dan looked a bit worried, “Well Captain, sometime after the blockade, the old ones saw a ship heading toward the shield, just as it reached the outer boundaries of their atmosphere there was a flash, and it vanished. They realized it had jumped into some sort of special anomaly the ship it’s self had created. They knew this because the Te’tal ship left a trail of destruction on their own world that destroyed their own planet.”
Will stood in shock, “What kind of idiots destroy their own planet? That’s moronic!”
“At first that’s what the old ones thought, then it dawned on them. One would only do something like that if they were insane, or if they thought there was a way to come out ahead.”
“Ahead? By toasting your own world, your own race?” Rick argued.
“That’s what gave the old ones a clue where to look.” Dan frowned, “The ship, the Te’tal had built was founded on the old ones information on how to time travel and figured out a way to do so.”
Now it was Jack’s turn to be stunned, “Dan that would take huge… no make that, vast amounts of power.”
Dan looked at the floor, then shook his head in agreement, “It did Jack, a lot of power, a ship full using the old ones information on power, formulas, then as a kicker and final push, the blast energy of their own exploding planet. The old ones think the ship had very little room for passengers, it was all full of power units.”
Al was shocked, “Good God! All to escape to the future? To this planet?”
“No Al, not to the future…. To the past.”
Captain Harris thought for a few seconds, then spoke, “So they jumped to their planet in the past and figured that with the information of the old ones, they could advance more quickly and have the edge in the future?”
“Real close Captain, but this isn’t the Te’tal home world of millions of years in the their past, it’s the home world of the old ones. The one that is destroyed in the future.”
“Future?” Al asked.
Dan paused, then let the other shoe drop, “Not are we only on a planet far from home.” He grinned, “We’re millions of years in the past from our time.”
Everyone in the room gasped, then fell silent as Dan stunned everyone including Jack who, up to this point had thought he was pretty good at following Dan. The room fell silent as all tried to grasp they had actually time traveled.
Dan continued, “The Te’tal came here, planning to terra form the old ones home world knowing that at some point the old ones would never be able to evolve as it would become poisonous to them, as well as the Te’tal that came here. While the Te’tal’s own race eventually would evolve on their home world.
The old ones are guessing, but it looks like if the Te’tal can fix their ship, they may try to return to their own world and leave all the information to be found once their own race evolves. Like I said they’re doomed, but all this could happen before they die.”
Al shook his head, “And then they’d rule the galaxy.” He looked at Dan. “Is this our galaxy?”
Dan sadly nodded, “It isn’t Captain, well, but with the additional info the Te’tal would eventually would gain intergalactic travel. At this point in time our own Earth hasn’t even developed colonies of one celled creatures and primordial ooze. Basically we’re not even a kind of plankton at this point. Earth is no more than planet of hot water.”
There was some nervous laughter scattered around the room.
“The old ones figured out about the time travel, but even with their superior intelligence, it took them time to find the Te’tal ship, here in this time.” Dan sadly added, “By that time it was too late, the Te’tal had already poisoned the atmosphere just enough to keep them out. If the old ones decided to go back on their “no kill” policy, the only way they could take out the ship would be using something from space to destroy the Te’tal ship.” Dan looked sadly, “And most likely their own planet would vaporize in doing so.”
Jack looked at Dan, “Those towers, the power needed to run them and the ship…Christ tossing a meteor at it would cause this planet to vaporize all right, no doubt about it. There has to be a vast power source.” Then it hit him, “The old ones would never come to be and in our future there would be nothing to stop the Te’tal.”
Dan nodded and added, “The old ones planned to go against their no kill way of life. They were going to destroy this planet and the Te’tal home world back in this time, that way neither would come to exist. It was the only way they felt they could undo all the damage they had done.”
It was time for Dan to start pacing and he did, though no one was smiling this time. “Then one of the old ones remembered this race they had been watching off and on for centuries….”
“Us?” Bonnie asked.
“Yep! Us! It seems we had a knack for evolving faster than most races the old ones had encountered so they became curious and they watched, but we weren’t advanced enough for them to contact, so they left to find other worlds, civilizations. When the Te’tal thing happened, they came back here and were about to destroy their own planet, when one of the old ones remembered us” Dan laughed, “But we were far to primitive to fit into their plans.”
Jack leapt to his feet! “Damn! They… the old ones came forward through time and fed us knowledge bit by bit didn’t they?”
Dan beamed, “Jack you hit it right on the head. They had to feed us enough information to allow us to develop on our own, yet advance us faster than we were going normally. So they fed us things like information on the stars, simple mathematics, better way to build things. Things like that. It was easy at first, all they had to do was manifest some sort of form and pretend to be Gods and spoon feed our primitive ancestors information. But some of our earlier civilizations took the God thing to far and started human sacrifices, so the old ones would move on to another developing civilization or just let time pass.”
Dan chuckled, “You’re going to love this Jack. Over the centuries, they found some minds they actually could communicate with. Not like they do to me, but enough to plant an idea or two.”
Captain Harris grinned, “I suppose that next you’re going to tell us, guys like Franklin, Tesla, Marconi all were given….”
Dan laughed, “You forgot Einstein, Bell and many more.”
The room fell silent again as Bonnie muttered, “Then we aren’t so smart after all?” She sighed.
“Hon, give our race some credit, you see these men all had the ideas, they were just given the answers sooner than they would have come to the conclusions on their own. This way they had time to develop other ideas sooner.”
Jack grinned, Well that sure as hell explains the jumps in technology in our planet’s past.”
“Sadly even in science there are limits and time is running out for all of us. That island in the center of the towers is where the Te’tal ship crash landed. It may never fly again, but then I’m guessing it wasn’t designed to. I mean once you’ve crossed time to this planet, erect those towers, you’d be safe or so the Te’tal figured. The old ones did manage to see it looked like they were trying to make a new ship out of the old one or refit the one they have, but they had to leave or die, so they never got a chance to figure it out.”
Al laid his arm on Dan who sat back down on the table, “Please tell me the old ones told us how to destroy them?”
“Actually no they didn’t Captain. You see they basically don’t know how to fight or even win a war at our level. Remember the only destruction the old ones have encountered is on a planetary scale at least. They have no idea how to use what weapons or devices we have.”
“Christ up against a race that advanced without any idea how…”
Dan interrupted Rick, “We have information already Rick. You and Mark figured out how to blow the towers or the reefs they sit on. We know about what’s happening, some of what to look out for and I’m still processing information that the old ones put into my mind, or what I just absorbed being linked to them.” Dan grinned, “Sadly our kind is violent and deadly, but we’re also resourceful and determined. We’ll figure something out.”
BJ teasingly added, “Just get Dan to start pacing and I’ll bet he’ll come up with a plan.”
The gang broke into laughter as Al asked Dan to continue.
“That’s pretty much what I have other than I know if we can get to the Te’tal ship and cut the computers that control how the towers use their power supplies, the towers power supplies will shut down. The towers shut down there will be no radio interference and Mark can blow the charges and we’ll make sure those towers can’t be used again.”
“With all that aside Dan…”Mark stood, “What’s to stop the Te’tal from just rebuilding new towers.”
Dan walked back to his chair and leaned back. “Because Mark, before the Te’tal can rebuild the first tower, the atmosphere will clear of this strange new radiation and the old ones can reclaim their home world. This radiation, only lasts for a few weeks without being renewed. The ionization will stop almost instantly once the towers shut down. If we fail, by keeping the towers at full power the Te’tal can make it worse and they intend to build more towers I’m guessing. So before that happens we will have to figure out how to get to the mother ship and those computers that control the towers.”
Dan got out of the chair again and looked at the Captain still sitting on the table. “Captain, that’s about it for now. Everyone has the basics, we have something to work with and lastly we have a lot of bright minds on this ship. I have no doubt we’ll come up with something soon.”
Al looked at the camera and smiled for those watching and said, “There you have it people. I’ll keep you all informed. Captain Harris out.” He made the motion for the cameras to be cut and they were. The studio crew left the studio and Al looked at Dan. “No doubt we’ll come up with something soon? Really?”
Dan looked to Al and nodded, “We have to Al, our time is running out as well.”
That got the attention of everyone.
“Conference room now!” Al shouted with a kind of half grin. “Seriously we need to talk Dan. One of us will have to figure out a way to get through to that damned Te’tal ship.”
“Only if you want me to pass out Al.”
“Why? What…”
Bonnie touched Al’s arm lightly, “Sir, Dan has been in bed and out cold since all this happened, can’t you hear his stomach growling.”
She laughed and added, “During his talk I though some of our machinery was getting ready to break he was growling so loud.”
The gang laughed as Rick added, “You know I haven’t eaten either today as you called us here so fast.”
Al raised his hands in surrender, “Ok, ok, you all win, food first, then talk.” He looked around at the gang, “Fair enough?”
Dan shouted, “Last one to the officers mess is a rotten egg!”
The gang burst through the door and headed toward the mess, while Dan and Bonnie barely made the door.
Al looked back at them and was going to tease them, then, “OH Christ Dan, I’m sorry. I forgot about your ribs. Maybe you should rest, we can do this much later.”
Dan smiled, “I’m fine Al. Just need food.”
Al winked at Dan and Bonnie who was gently holding Dan’s arm for support.
“Having a soft shoulder to lean on doesn’t hurt either does it Dan?”
Dan looked at Bonnie and smiled, “Hurt Captain?....Only when I laugh.” Dan laughed, which was immediately followed by a wince in pain.
Al and Bonnie laughed and the three headed toward the mess and some well deserved food. Once they got there they found only the rest of the gang there eating. They all got their food and joined the others. Captain Harris ordered the mess crewmen out and had them guard the three entrances to the mess hall. Al chuckled, “Guess we can eat and talk.”
Dan solemnly looked up from his plate, “Might be a good idea to eat first Al. I didn’t tell everything while I was on camera.”
Though somewhat worried the gang just took it all in stride. They had done well to this point and now had enough confidence they eventually could figure out something.
Now and then someone would bring the conversation back around to the present and Dan would squash it instantly. “Come on guys, let’s just once eat and talk without bringing up the present.”
Jack looked up from his now empty plate and asked, “So Dan we know you were in your truck when you were brought here. I remember hearing you were on some kind of mission?”
Bonnie, started choking and quickly took a gulp of water. She roared with laughter while Dan grinned from ear to ear. Bonnie managed to stop laughing long enough to blurt out, “Mission?” She choked down the urge to laugh again, “His ‘mission’ was a burger run to the nearest fast food place!”
Alice snickered, “A burger run? My God Dan you got into this because you wanted a burger?”
Dan looked sheepishly at the gang and grinned, “Never did get my damned burger.”
The gang roared with laughter and just as they managed to quiet down a bit, good old Dan added, “Hey it’s not funny, I like a burger now and then. If I ever get back to Earth, the next time though, I think I’ll call and see if they deliver.”
That did it, laughter rang throughout the mess. Much needed laughter, lungs gasped for air, tears rolled down cheeks and for those brief minutes that fearful present was forgotten and spirits soared.
After the plain old chatter all felt better and lunch went smoothly. The gang thought Dan would never stop eating. Ever anxious to hear what Dan had omitted, they had gulped down their food, but Dan made up for the days he slept. Finally after some teasing and coaxing, he swallowed his last bite and washed it down with the last sip of coffee. He got up and walked over to the huge coffee maker, poured a fresh cup and turned to the rest.
“Well guys, guess it’s time to let you all in on the rest of the details. What I didn’t tell you earlier, was more about the Te’tal ship and island it sits on.”
Mark grinned, “Yeah I’m ahead of ya there Dan. Can’t fly over the towers anymore, doubt if we could sail the Clinton between.” He laughed, “Not that the Captain would risk doing that. I’m guessing we take our small inflatable boats through as far as we can, until the motor cuts out, paddle through until we clear the effect of the towers, then start it back up and go the rest of the way. It’s fast, quiet and two of them should carry enough of us to do whatever needs to be done.”
Dan stood there listening to Mark grinning all the time. When Mark finished, Dan touched his finger to his nose and chuckled, “That was right on the nose Mark, almost”
“Well I guess we plant some delayed charges and blow up the computers and that power source you mentioned.”
Dan sat down, leaned on the table and looked at Mark. “That’s exactly what you can’t do! Blowing the engines or the power source is out of the question. The Te’tal use a compressed rod of anti-matter as power source which is part of the time portal engines. Destroy one or the other and this entire planet goes… and us along with it.”
Mark leaned back into his chair. “Oh, shit! That wouldn’t be good then would it?”
Alice grinned at Mark, “From a temporary life form of this planet’s point of view Mark, not really.”
Al looked the gang over. “Yeah, ok. Ha, ha. So what do we have to do?”
The kidding around stopped once everyone looked at Dan. There was no laughter or smiles on his face. “First let me set the stage guys. The Te’tal ship is a big one. It’s wedged shape and a little over a mile long, about a half mile wide and slightly over one hundred feet high.”
“Damn, that’s big!” Will mumbled, “Flying that in this thin atmosphere must have been a bitch!”
Dan grinned, “That it was Mark. The crash landing is what probably gave the old ones enough time to put their defense together.
“That would be us I’m guessing?” Bonnie added.
“That’s us alright. Once their plan was formed, most of them had to jump forward in time and feed our various civilizations information little by little to get us to evolve faster than we already were. Right up until they started to run out of time.”
Dan shook his head, “Apparently there are some constraints to time travel that I just couldn’t grasp with this puny little mind of mine. Anyhow, time’s running short and now it’s our time to act.”
“By act, you mean something along the lines of what I said?”
“Right Mark, we’ll have to go to that island and I mean sneak in. Get to the ships computers and set just enough charges to destroy the computers without damaging the power source or engines anti matter containment fields. There is a possibility I might be able to remove the anti-matter rod if I can find the containment canister, then your guys can blow the engines as well.”
Mark grinned “My men can do that.”
“I’ll bet they can Mark, assuming we can get in there.”
Bonnie who was sitting next to her new love, turned and looked at him in horror. “Just what the hell do you mean by ‘We’ Dan Adams?”
Dan sighed, “The old ones got a mental glimpse of the Te’tal ship just before it jumped back in time. It didn’t take them too long to figure out what it was, how it worked and so forth. It just took time to figure out the where and when part of it.”
Bonnie put her hand on Dan’s and quietly asked, “Get to the ‘we’ part of it damn it!”
“Well honey, there are a lot of computers on board that ship. Some run the towers, some the ship’s drive, some other operations. The computers we have to destroy are in three areas and two of those areas are in the rear third of the ship.”
“So” She said in a trembling voice, “Mark and his guys are the experts. You aren’t a SEAL or combat trained. You…”
Dan put his finger to her lips, “Maps won’t work baby, I have to be there. Mark’s guys can destroy the other computers outside of the engine areas, but I know which ones in the engine area to destroy.”
Dan saw the fear in BJ’s eyes as he tried to explain a bit better, “The engine and power rooms are the entire rear third of the Te’tal ship. From the images they pushed into my head, the damned engine room is at least ninety feet high and as wide as the ship is and like I said covers the rear third of the spacecraft.”
Mark gasped, “The rear third?” He started figuring aloud, “Let’s see one third of a mile, add a half mile wide, and one hundred feet high.” He looked at Dan, “We don’t have enough explosives. Not to mention we used just about every bomb and chemical we have on board making the charges for the towers we can’t blow now. We can’t use the tower charged because you said we’d have to blow the towers once we got to the computers. We’re screwed!”
Dan grinned, “Naw, just pressured a bit Mark. You said you still have five pounds of plastic explosive left?”
“About Dan, about five. Remember I said… “it’s a good thing we laid the last tower charge Dan, I have only about five pounds of plastic left over” .… Remember?”
“Ok, that’s enough. I remember your little class on explosives, before your guys started on the towers. A half pound for the two computers inside of the engine area and you can split the rest for the other larger computers outside in their main computer room.”
Dan paused and smiled at BJ, “That’s why I have to go baby, the engine room is a maze. I’ll show one of Mark’s guys where to place the charges on the one computer, but the last Te’tal computer one long one, that is almost fifty feet long and sits directly over one of the anti-matter containment unit. I’ll have to show Mark where along that fifty feet to set the charge, and he’ll have to figure out how much….”
Dan sighed and looked at Mark, “…without blowing all of us and this planet up into the next galaxy.”
Mark threw his head backward and clasped his face with his hands like he had just been shot in the face. From beneath his hands he mumbled, “Bet I have to tap dance while I do all this?”
The gang chuckled nervously as Mark held that position. After a few seconds he leaned forward, slapped his hands on the table and shouted, “We can do this! Dammit, let’s do this!” Mark paused and a puzzled look crossed his face, “Wait a minute. We have two of the boats we SEALs use for covert operations on board and two teams of five SEALs per boat. I’m pretty sure we can get to the island. Damn how the hell are we suppose to get inside that huge spaceship? We sure as hell can’t storm it with ten guys.”
“The old ones pushed images into my head about when they first found this space craft and watched from space. The towers had already been built and protected the Te’tal from attack, but they noticed something else. The ship had crashed!
They believe the Te’tal couldn’t steer the ship in their thinner atmosphere and came down hard on the water, skipped across the shallow waters near the island, slid across a small sand bar and came to a stop on the beach with the aft still in the water.” Dan laughed, “Kind of the way we’d skip a rock over water back on Earth, this ship did the same, but on a much larger scale.”
“So?” Mark asked.
“Well their ship skipped right onto a sandy reef Mark, and ripped out a lot of the bottom in doing so. It’s momentum carried it onto the island, but a lot of it is still in the shallow water.”
“Ah, ha! So we might be able to access the Te’tal craft from under water. Great! But what if we can’t surely there are guards, maybe even some sort of air cover.”
“The old ones have been watching the Te’tal and have seen only two small shuttles Mark and no regular patrols. “Dan smiled, “Guess they feel pretty safe. The old ones also mentioned, the Te’tal have been dissembling their ship. They think it may be to start erecting more towers.”
“How can the old ones watch if they can’t enter the atmosphere Dan?” BJ asked.
Dan looked sadly at his girl, “Baby, every few months one of them sacrificed its self by entering the atmosphere, before it died, the others saw what it did. Sadly they just don’t last long enough to do anything. One will just port in over the island and within less than .0001 of a second it dies, but as the others see what it does, they all know.”
Dan paused, “Before you ask, the old ones can’t do anything now, the atmosphere is now so bad they cannot even teleport anymore.”
“Well then let’s get going before those Te’tal do something to speed up this radiation. I’ll assembly my men and we can be off within a hour….”
“Not so fast Mark.” Dan grinned, “I’ll have to sketch a crude map of the island the old ones showed me from their view from just this side of space back when they could get closer to this planet.”
“The old ones? That reminds me, could they give us any help?” Captain Harris asked.
“They tried AL. Back after they talked to me near space, several of them tried to come down to the carrier deck and teleport me there. They died.”
Bonnie gasped, “We saw it, the light, just before we saw your chute.” Her voice trembled, “Some of those beings that have lived for eons, died right before our eyes? My God!”
Dan looked sadly at her, “More died at about 20,000 feet. It took my little force field they had made for me and protected me down that far before it too died in a burst of light. The field vanished and I free fell to about 9,000 before I could open the parachute. I did pass out from lack of oxygen.” Dan laughed, “I held my breath as long as I could. To be honest my altimeter was so blurry, I just pulled the rip cord by my best guess, then passed out, don’t know how long I was, but next thing I knew I looked down and saw this little dot that was the Clinton and tried to steer toward it.
Dan grinned and added, “Sorry Will, your quick lesson in skydiving paid off, but damned if I could remember what altitude it was safe to open my chute at without suffocating. Heh, but as it turned out it didn’t matter, because I did pass out.”
Will grinned, but before he could reply Al spoke, “Enough talk. Ok Major Johnston, you and Dan get busy and come up with a plan. The rest of us will…. Hmmmm, will leave you alone.” Al scratched his head and had a sheepish look about him.” Guess there really isn’t much we can do at present is there.”
“Dan I have plenty of paper in the SEAL Ops room.”
“Ok Mark lead the way.” Dan stopped, turned to Al and the rest of the gang. “Guys seriously, if Mark is half the guy I think he is, this will get done. I think we can get in and out just fine.”
Al looked to BJ. “You go with them BJ and if they need anything make sure they get it.”
Mark added, “Maybe Jack and Rick should come along as well. I might need Jack’s math skills and Rick’s knowledge about geology.”
Al nodded his approval and left as Bonnie said bye to Alice.
Dan turned, “Alice you too! Damned if I want to go out on that ocean without any idea of what the hell might eat me!”
The gang laughed and headed toward the Ops room. Rick laughed and tried to sound like some television announcer and started speaking in a deep exaggerated voice. “The small group of humans walked toward their destiny, Plans had to be made, lives saved and the fate of many worlds hung in the balance.”
The entire gang stopped, turned and looked at Rick. And as if they had rehearsed it for weeks, they all shouted at once….
“SHUT UP RICK!”
After a short time Dan had sketched out a large map of the island and Te’tal spaceship’s position. The gang and Mark’s SEALs had joined them.
“That’s quite detailed Dan, but how accurate is it?” Mark asked.
“Mark, damned if I know. It seems the old ones pushed this into my head along with all the other information, it’s almost like they gave me a picture and I can see it just like I was there.”
One of the SEALs leaned forward on the table the map was on and looked at Dan, “Sir, you show the enemy ship still sitting with the stern of it in the water. Can we get inside through the damaged areas that lie beneath the water?”
Mark nodded at the Sergeant that asked the question and informed Dan, “This is Sgt. Reed Dan, he’s on loan from the Rangers. The Sergeant is an expert on shaped charges. He’s along just in case the Scorpion crashed into the water and the pilots had to be rescued in case of pod failure.”
Dan nodded to the Sergeant. “Sarge, I hate to keep saying this, but I have no idea. I just got this map shoved into my head. I hope we can enter that way. Seems like it would be less chance of being seen, but it’ll have to wait until we get there.”
Mark looked over the map, then spoke, “Look people, we will approach from the east side of the island. That’s where the spacecraft’s rear is sitting in the water. The island is high on either side except where that space ship crashed through the sandstone cliff. There’s so much debris, it should provide plenty of cover until we find a way in.”
He pointed at the map, “See here about a half mile off the rear of the Te’tal ship, there’s a small reef just beyond the other reefs that form the barrier on that side of the island. We’ll take the boats through the towers until our motors quit, paddle past the towers until we can power them back up and head directly for the barrier reefs.”
Mark looked around the table, then pointed to a spot on the map, “Guys, this one reef along the barrier reefs according to Dan’s info, is shallow enough to carry our rubber boats over. We can go to the big reef behind the spacecraft and hide our boats there and scuba in the rest of the way. It will be our assembly point after we’re done.”
Sgt. Reed grinned at Dan and asked, “Sir? You know there are none of us here afraid to do this mission, but it sure would be nice if we had some idea as to what kind of creatures the Te’tal are. Just so we have an idea in case we wind up in a fire fight with them.”
Dan laughed, “Sarge, I was saving the best for last. From what information the old ones gave me, the Te’tal range from about six foot to six foot seven, average weight is about three hundred to three fifty.”
Sgt. Reed chuckled and mumbled, “Big suckers aren’t they?”
Dan laughed along with the rest and continued, “They’re purple guys, different shades of purple. The darker the purple, the more important they are. The Te’tal have a caste system of rank, so if you get into a fire fight, take out the dark purple ones first. Especially the dark purple ones that have lighter purple stripes on them.”
“Stripes?” Mark looked at Dan.
“Yeah, stripes! The striped ones are bred for command and leadership. Take those bastards out first! The rest will be less organized.” Dan chuckled, “But not helpless, so watch your backs. They supposedly don’t have any fear of dying and are ferocious fighters.”
“Great!” One of the SEALs muttered.
Another of the SEALs chuckled, “Can we kill them normally or do we have to use armored piercing ammo?”
Dan looked down and mumbled loud enough for all to hear, “Wish I knew for sure guys. All the old ones gave me was they are of flesh and blood.”
Another of the SEALs commented then asked, “Seems these old ones don’t know a lot about fighting these things sir.”
Dan looked over the group gathered around the table and in the room. He sighed, then softly spoke. “The old ones…, well, in their entire history, never had a war or conflict. The last act of violence against another of their kind occurred about a half million years before our kind started walking upright.” Dan shook his head sadly, “They literally had no idea of violence or betrayal until they met the Te’tal. Even after several encounters they had with them, the old ones still don’t have the whole picture.”
“So these old ones don’t even know how to defend themselves or kill? And they called themselves advanced?” One SEAL teased.
Several of the SEALs chuckled as Dan replied, “As far as the advanced part, perhaps we shouldn’t make light of someone that doesn’t know how to kill. Take us for instant, we kill and our race is damned good at it. Here’s a race that has lived in peace for a few million years, has advanced as far as it’s believed any race can, yet had no concept of the more evil of things like treachery. No sailor, don’t make fun of them, feel bad for them perhaps. How did you feel when you found out once arriving here, that things in the universe, aren’t at all what you thought them to be?”
The SEAL, looked at Dan, “Yes sir, finding out everything we’ve gone through so far has been rough and confusing to say the least.”
Dan smiled at the young SEAL, “Now knowing all that and what we have to do. Now imagine what it would be like doing our mission without knowing how to kill, having the beliefs never to kill or destroy, and not having the weapons or knowledge how to destroy things.” Dan laughed, “No doubt we’d figure things out some way, but no doubt we’d also make a ton of mistakes doing it….That’s pretty much what the old ones are going through. That’s why we’re here. They just figured it would be better for them to get someone to take care of this that was better equipped. And it seems that we being the more primitive race is better at killing and destroying than they are.”
Bonnie was leaning on the wall not far from the table. Her arms folded, she muttered, “Not saying much for our side is it.”
Sgt. Reed grinned, “Guess that would be why we’re here ma’am, if we can’t do something, we send in the grunts to do it.” He laughed, “Guess the old ones couldn’t do it, so that would make us their grunts.”
Everyone laughed as Dan motioned all to quiet down. “I found when I was connected to the old ones collective mind, they would have destroyed their own planet to stop the Te’tal plan, but in doing so, they would never existed and the Te’tal would still evolve on their own home world. Eventually they would have started invading the other worlds and systems as they did in the future, with or without the old ones help. The old ones aren’t afraid to perish, they’re afraid of what might happen hundreds of millions of years from now if they don’t evolve to stop them.”
One of the SEALs spoke softly, “So we’re it?”
Mark nodded, “Afraid so Chief….and we don’t want to think about what happens if we fail.”
Al, who had been silent all this time spoke gently, yet firmly, “Then failure is not an option.”
Mark grinned, “Never is Captain.”
Everyone nodded in agreement as Sgt. Reed asked Dan, “Sir, could you explain this time thing to us?”
Dan smiled, “Best I can understand it Sarge. “It’s like this, The old ones and the Te’tal meet in the future about a few centuries from what was our present year the first time that is. A few more centuries later the old ones come back and find the Te’tal have become slavers and conquerors. Another century or two the Te’tal jumped back in time about a seven hundred million years, to destroy the old ones home planet. The one we’re on now.
The old ones remembered coming across our planet during their travels and they studied us for several centuries. So they jump forward from this time to an earlier time in our development to help us advance enough to help them. Then when they run out of time, they teleport us back in time to where we are now.”
“So you’re saying that in the year 2010, let’s say, we didn’t have jets, air craft carriers and things like that?” Rick asked.
“Not from what I gathered Rick. Dan frowned, “I’m not exactly sure, but in our year of 2010 we have jets, carriers, atomic power and the like. But, the first time the old one visited us, in that 2010 we didn’t. We only had sailing ships and were fighting for our independence from the British. After they jumped back in time and slowly feed us info, little by little we advanced faster and now we have all the things we have in this present. So you see they advanced us about two to three hundred years from where we would have been.”
Mark huffed, “So essentially they made us what we are today, so we could fight their battles.”
Captain Harris stepped forward. “Major, if it wasn’t for the old ones, we wouldn’t have all the good things we have today either.”
Dan grinned, “Yep! Not to mention at some time in the far future the Te’tal might wind up enslaving us like all the other worlds they did. So the old ones brought us back to this time to fight for their survival and eventually ours.”
Mark laughed and shook his head, “Well guess we’d better go and blow those bastards up then. Huh?”
Dan grinned and nodded, “Yup, let’s go get this over with. It’ll be noon soon and Mark you said you wanted the shadows to be behind us. Captain Harris has informed us the Clinton is where we need it to be to launch when he came in….Soooo…”
Mark interrupted, “Guys? We ready to kick some Te’tal ass?”
There was a loud resounding from the group followed by cheers and other enthusiastic comments. Dan, Mark, BJ and the Captain all glanced nervously at one another as the room cleared. This wasn’t going to be as easy as it sounded.
Bonnie smiled at Dan. “This time jumping stuff confuses the hell out of me.”
“Yeah, I know it confuses me as well honey.” Dan laughed, “All I do is relay what was pushed into my mind. I don’t fully understand it, just accept it.”
Al slapped Dan on the back. “Enough! Christ you make my head hurt with all the time stuff. Now get your ass suited up if you’re going with the SEALs.”
BJ gave Dan a quick kiss and he vanished through the door and down the corridor. BJ and Al just looked at each other sadly. The time had come. It was now time to succeed or die.
The long stairs were lowered and the SEALs carried their equipment down and loaded the two small rubber boats that had been lowered earlier. Rick shook Al’s hand and hugged, BJ, turned and walked down the long set of stairs toward the boats on the gently rolling ocean.
Al smiled at Dan, “Great day for sailing.”
Dan grinned back as he shook Al’s hand. “Kind of wish we had some fog, rain or something.”
“Maybe a night attack might have been better?” Al asked.
“I had to agree with Mark, there’s no guarantee the Te’tal can’t see just as well in the dark. Anyhow we need to be able to see as much and as clearly as we can, so day it is and Mark wants us to go in where the sun is high so we won’t cast long shadows making us easier to spot coming in behind the Te’tal spaceship.” Dan grinned, “We might actually get away with this if we can at least get inside the ship without being seen.”
“Well good luck Dan.” Al slapped Dan on the arm and walked away so he and BJ could be alone.
Bonnie stepped up and buried her head into Dan’s chest just next to his chin. She wrapped her arms around him. “You be careful Dan Adams. You and all those other guys come back safe.” She looked up, “Especially you. It took all these years and a trip to another planet to find someone to love. You’d better come back or I’ll kill you myself!” She lowered her arms and squeezed him around his chest as she turned her head away from Dan and hugged him for what may have been her last time.
Dan smiled at her attempt at humor, hugged her and softly kissed her on the top of her head, knowing she didn’t want him to see the tears in her eyes. “Bonnie, my love, do you think for one second, I’m going to let a bunch of purple guys keep me from coming back to you?”
Dan chuckled trying his best to reassure her of his safe return, but both knew this was going to be dangerous. “So, what say you stop trying to squeeze the air out of me so I can get this over with and come back in time for dinner.”
Dan barely got finished with his sentence, when Bonnie threw her arms back around his neck, kissed him passionately, turned and dashed back from the hanger deck where they had been. She ran through the hatch past Captain Harris. Al looked at BJ, then back to Dan.
Dan shouted to Al, “Hey, if I don’t come back….”
Al smiled and nodded. He knew Dan was asking him to make sure Bonnie got through it. Dan trotted down the stairs and into the last rubber boat.
Mark, gave the hand signal and both boats sprang to life.
“Wow! Mark these things are quiet for having two big outboards like these.” Dan grinned.
“Don’t do for the enemy to hear us coming a mile away. That’s why Uncle Sam coughed up the big bucks for all the muffling systems.”
A quick check at his compass and Mark motioned in which direction the boats should go. With a quick turn the one boat swung in behind the other and off in the direction between the two towers they went. Dan never saw Bonnie standing alone on the flight deck watching him leave, weeping she softly smiled and with trembling voice whispered, “May God be with you my love.”
One final adjustment to their course and in between the towers they headed. About a mile from the tower line, the boat engines died and the SEALs began to paddle. Past the towers a mile or so the SEAL running the boat tried starting the engine. He nodded a “No go” and they began to paddle once again.
The two boats paddled next to each other as Dan yelled over to Rick, “Rick! Almost two miles past and we have no power yet. The damn fields are expanding.”
“Yeah!” Rick yelled back, “Sgt. Reed just checked the night vision goggles in case we have to be here after dark. The atmosphere’s so bad they don’t work and that was before we neared the towers.”
Dan paused, “Hold on, Mark’s going to try to start the motors again.” It was about two miles beyond the tower line the engines finally turned over and began to hum as both of the rubber boats rushed toward the area they knew the first reef to be in.
Mark looked over at Dan and shook his head slowly, “Man I sure wish we had some idea of what we’re getting into or what we have to do exactly.” He grinned, “Granted, SEALs are trained to improvise as needed, but I wish…..” His voice trailed off as he turned his head and began to look for the island.
Mark had told the second boat to drop back and they checked the throat mikes distance. He shook his head and looked at Dan as the second boat fell in a few feet behind the first, “Christ! We can’t get beyond about one hundred yards or these radios are going to be useless.”
He didn’t have to say more. Dan knew what Mark had meant. The old ones had given him so much information, but Dan knew his primitive mind couldn’t contain everything they had told him, or of what he had garnered when attached to their consciences.
So much to do and so little time and now the radios were so limited in range. Things were getting worse and now it was going on one o’clock in the afternoon, before long they would begin to cast longer shadows and they would be easier to spot on the water.
Dan sighed and mumbled, “Hope they don’t like to look at the ocean.”
“Huh?” Mark asked.
“Oh, nothing Mark, just thinking aloud.” They both looked toward the island as it grew larger in the distance.
What seemed like hours the island finally loomed large ahead of them and the Te’tal spacecraft could be seen with the naked eye. After a shorter distance Dan could see things more distinguishable now and then as the boats slowed as to not make a wake. If they could see better, then they could be spotted easier as well.
Dan pointed ahead, “That’s the reef.”
Mark nodded, “Good, then that’s where we’ll hide the boats.” He lowered his binoculars and looked at Dan, “Pretty much like you sketched out Dan. A sandy covered reef and more than enough scrub brush to hide the boats. Looks like the spacecraft pushed the sand in piles as it skipped along…” Mark laughed, “Their crash will provide us better cover than I thought.”
Dan sighed a huge sigh. Maybe he had retained enough information to see them safely through this mission. Now if the rest of the things he remembered were as accurate.
Dan was snapped out of his thoughts and to the job at hand as the boat hit the sand and came to a sudden stop. The SEALs had jumped out of the first boat, crossed the narrow reef and were hiding in the waist high brush of the reef, while the others cut some brush and covered the boat. Now everyone in Dan’s boat scurried toward the brush and laid down within its protective covering while two members covered their boat and soon the rest of the SEALs joined.
Mark pulled the microphone to his mouth and ordered for all to don their scuba gear. “Ok guys, it’s silent and no chatter once in the water. Keep in formation and keep it tight. Anyone gets lost, you’re on your own to find us.”
Mark looked at Dan and grinned, “Everyone but Dan. He’s the guy to protect at all costs. He’s the man to tell us what or what not to blow. If only one man makes it to the spacecraft, it has to be Dan…. Oh and Dan remember sound travels under water. Do not hit anything with your tanks in or around the ship.”
Dan nodded and down the line everyone gave a thumbs up affirming they got the message. One after another the teams of two slipped from the brush and into the water until all were safely in. One last check of the gear and they slipped beneath the surface.
This was a new world to Dan as he’d never done any serious diving in his life. If it wasn’t for the seriousness of their mission, he might have been dazzled by the sights that lay beneath him. The ocean here was barely fifty feet deep and the water was so clear he could see the sandy bottom, the scattered seaweed and coral. The coral was breath taking in the clear blue waters and the sun nearly overhead. Light danced over the various shades and colors of coral. Dan became entranced…. Now and then there would be a piece of the Te’tal ship that had come off in the crash, but in these surroundings, they seemed to fit in. Dan smiled as he took in the sights completely losing himself in the dreamscape like surroundings.
“Christ!” Dan startled and nearly choked as he passed over a large clump of seaweed and saw the remains of some large sea creature that laid rotting on the sea floor. Mark swam alongside Dan and grasped his arm in concern. Dan pointed.
Mark winked through his divers mask, “With all those teeth, be glad it’s dead.” Dan nodded and gave a nervous smile. He flashed a thumbs up and they continued toward the rear of the spacecraft.
Slowly Mark and Dan surfaced a few yards from what appeared to be the engines at the rear of the ship. Down they went and Mark signaled Rick to join them.
Mark keyed his throat mike. “Ok Rick, See if you can find a way we can get through these rocky formations as there doesn’t seem to be any damage to the ship big enough for us to get in.”
Rick grinned and pointed, “See that gap in the islands base? Well those rocks are hard and should have ripped apart the ships outer shell during the crash. Ones similar to those on Earth have shredded four inch steel hulls with ease, I’ll bet if we squirm through the lighter colored formations, we’ll find a hole or two.”
Mark looked questionably at Rick, “So…”
“We need to move that pile real quietly….” He grinned at Dan, “…I’ll bet we find they have ripped the bottom out of this spacecraft.”
Mark gave the order and the SEALs began to slowly and quietly remove the rocks and gently pry the boulders away from the craft. Before long he cut off his light and everyone did the same. Slowly Mark made his way through the small opening they had made.
Minutes dragged by, then Mark’s head appeared from the opening. He pointed at several of his men and they swam through. He pointed at Rick and Dan and the three of then swam through knowing the rest of the SEALs would follow.
Through the rocky debris they swam and into a gaping hole of the craft they moved. Slowly pulled their way through the jagged metal like plates of the craft and into what appeared to be some sort of storage area. Slowly they surfaced as Mark looked at Rick, “Man I’m glad you’re along Rick. Don’t think I’d thought of moving the rocks and would have tried going in on the surface… Thanks Rick you may have saved us a fight.”
One by one they removed their masks and air tanks. There was the sound of water and a heavy drone of machinery. Now and then a loud whine of some sort of generator starting up could be heard.
They laid their gear on the sand that had rushed in during the crash and used their lights to look around the huge storage bay and the bent and broken things that lay within.
“Looks like this is where they threw all the damaged equipment, so everyone be careful it could be unstable.” Mark whispered, “Team two proceed through the opening ahead and see if you can make it to an area forward, scout and report.”
The five man SEAL team and Rick moved off toward the front of the ship. As Mark added, “I took a quick look through that broken bulkhead before I came back. It looked to go through to another trashed storage bay and another broken bulkhead was beyond. We need to get to the engine room you told us about Dan.”
Dan nodded as Mark’s team spread out and began looking for a way up and out. Before long a light flashed on the other side of the huge bay. The others hurried over as Sgt Reed scampered down a pile of junk. “Sir, Dan, there’s a small grate on the other side of that pile of junk. I can see light and hear sounds like machines.”
“Ok team, we try that first.” Mark looked at another SEAL and added, “Bob, you go to the breech and wait for the others, fill them in. We’ll see what we can do from this grate. If we’re not back in one hour. Tell the Lt. he’s in charge and to finish the mission.”
“Yes sir!” and the SEAL was gone toward the bulkhead breech.
Mark turned and jokingly winced, “Well Dan I got you here…. you’re in charge now. You want to lead or do you want me to go first.”
Dan grinned, “I’d love to have you go first Mark, but it looks narrow in there.” Dan sighed, “So as I know what to look for, guess that makes me first.” Dan started into the ducts opening, stopped and looked back at Mark and his team, “Look guys, if one of those big purple things grab me, you’d all better come running with guns blazing or BJ will kill you when you get back.”
Mark grinned, “Dan if one of those big purple things grabs you… Do you honestly think we’ll be able to get through all that brown stuff you’ll leave in the duct?”
Dan and the SEALs all laughed as the Major quieted them down as he motioned for Dan to proceed. Dan grinned and vanished into the dark duct as Mark and his team followed. Slowly Dan felt his way in the extremely dim light. Then after a few turns the light got steadily brighter. The duct became light enough where all could see fairly well as the duct ended into a long straight area. At the top was a long run of straight grating about 6 inches high and along what appeared to be the main floor of a vastly huge engine room. The team all lined along the grating and looked into the engine room.
“Christ that is one huge engine.” One of the SEALs muttered, “Check that…That’s one hell of a big room with engines in it.”
Dan grinned, “Well looks to be the entire width of the ship. That would make it about a half mile across and almost one hundred feet high. Six engines stacked three across and two high. Yup! Those are big damned engines alright!”
He pointed upward to a walkway a good fifty feet up and over the first set of engines and not quite to the second set of engines. “That level is where the first set of computers are at.”
He looked at Mark, “What about fifty to sixty feet?”
“Yeah, that sounds about right,” Mark pointed to the side of one of the huge engines. “There, stairs…Man look at the size of those stair risers.”
“Got to remember Mark, some of these things are almost seven feet tall, they must have some stride, eh?”
One of the team whispered, “Here at the end, there’s a removable panel.” The whine of power and the occasional sounds of huge relays transferring power nearly drowned out their whispers, yet they dared not raise their voices.
“Great!” Dan whispered back, “Now we can get up there.” He motioned everyone to gather around the best they could in the narrow duct work. “Whatever you do don’t set off any bigger blast….hell don’t even fire your weapons in the direction of the engines. Somewhere up around that level of the walkway, is a rod of pure anti-matter that the Te’tal use to power the jump drives on this ship when in space. It could be still there and one shot, one explosion could rupture the containment unit and we all vaporize along with this entire planet.”
Sgt. Reed looked at Dan, then up toward the walkway. “That wouldn’t be good.” He laughed softly, “I’ve blown things for fifteen years and never dreamed of anything that powerful.”
Dan nodded, “The old ones told me the Te’tal got anti-matter from all over the galaxy they controlled and compressed it into a solid rod the size of a six inch drinking straw. Contrary to what our science told us, there is one solid material that has some of the properties of both anti and normal matter and this stuff can touch anti-matter without resulting in an explosion. That’s what it’s stored in…or near…” Dan looked at the team seriously, “…look guys, just don’t mess with anything that might look like a shiny cigar case.”
There were a few nervous chuckles and Dan lifted the grated floor panel and slid out. The rest of the team followed and they made their way toward the stairs up as one man stayed behind and closed the grate back, then hid among the machinery along the wall. He pulled out one of the biggest knives Dan had ever seen.
Mark smiled and nodded toward the man staying behind. “He’ll try to silence whatever might sneak up on us.”
Dan whispered back to Mark, “They’re pretty big.”
Mark smiled, “So is Bill.” Mark watched as the six foot six Bill slid between two stacks of supplies and vanished into the shadows. “He can use that K-bar too.”
“K-bar?” Dan quizzed.
Mark grinned, “That long jagged knife he had strapped to his leg.”
Dan stopped and glanced at Mark, “How come I didn’t get one?”
Mark nudged Dan with his elbow, “Because I wanted you here in one piece.” He chuckled and moved toward the stairs as Dan frowned, then quickly followed.
Up the stairs the team crept until finally reaching the walkway fifty feet above the engine room floor. What greeted them was one long row of computers a good quarter of a mile long. Mark looked at Dan, “Man I sure hope you….”
Dan never heard Mark’s concern. He crept along the walkway with Mark’s team close behind. He stopped, “This one.”
Without hesitation one SEAL placed a small packet of explosives on the back side of the computer and tightly against the half wall the computers sat in front of. He looked at Dan, then Mark.
Mark checked a meter he had pulled from his pack. “We’re good, we have radio signals in here so we can detonate by remote.” He paused, then added, “Put five hours on the timer, just in case.”
The SEAL grinned and tripped the timer on the charge behind the computer Dan had designated as the rest of the team tripped the rest of the timers. Mark commented something to the effect they had better be rid of the charged by the time the timers counted down and off to find the they next computer they moved. The second charge was placed by one of the SEALs when Mark appeared between two large machines and went “Pssst!”
Dan walked over to him as the other team members covered their position. Mark pointed to a small transparent door about five feet in between the two huge machines. In the center was the tip of a small diameter shiny object. Mark looked at Dan and asked, “Is that the …”
Dan nodded, “Yeah, that’s the image the old ones showed me. That’s the anti-matter containment unit. The rod is fed out of that containment tube when they use their jump drives.”
“It’s so small and it can destroy this planet?”
Dan shook his head, “Yup and then some.”
Mark shook his head, raised his hand in front of him and slowly backed away, he then turned to rejoin his team. Dan sighed as he looked at the shiny containment tube. and grinned, “Damn is right!” He turned, stopped and looked back at the tube behind the clear paneled hatch. “Crap!” Dan sighed.
There was a sudden loud “CLANK!” As if someone had slammed a hatch against something metallic. The team quickly and silently dropped to their knees. There were heavy footsteps below them clanking on the metal grating of the floor. Then the sound of clanking as if someone or thing was making some sort of repairs.
Slowly, and silently the team moved one by one in the direction Dan was leading them toward the third computer all the time listening to make sure the alien was still banging on his work and not hunting them.
The third and last charge for this area was set and the small team quietly scurried back the way they had become. They froze as the clanking stopped. After a few seconds there was the sound of a hatch closing. The team scurried down the stairs and across the engine room floor back to the rear guard. He wasn’t there!
The team ducked back into the floor grate as Mark and Dan looked around for Bill. There was a soft whisper, “Here.” They turned to see Bill dragging a huge purplish body. They hurried out and helped drag it to the grating and rolled it in as the rest of the team jumped out of the way. Bill looked around and nodded, “Ok all clear, I got everything. That purple guy looked up, just as you were on your way back. I think it saw you, so…” Bill patted his silenced pistol as he added, “…and they die just like a human when ya put one round in their head.”
“Silenced pistol?” Dan looked at Bill, “What about using that big damned knife of yours? What about all this silent commando crap with the slitting of the throat?”
Bill looked over at Dan and laughed, “Did you see the size of that bastard? I would have had to find a ladder to stand on to slit his throat.” Bill vanished into the duct grating and down the duct. Dan slid into the duct as Mark followed. Mark nudged Dan with his elbow and chuckled, “Slit throat? Commando moves? Christ you watch too many movies Dan.”
Dan frowned and headed down into the darkness of the duct. Slowly Mark lowered the floor grate back into place as the team vanished further into the darkness of the duct. Mark heard a few chuckles as Bill mumbled,
“Geez guys, they even bleed purple.”
Once back into the vast bay they had started from they saw the signal from the other team from the opposite end near the forward part where they had the damaged bulk head. Mark told Dan it was the teams signal and it was clear to cross through the bay.
The teams assembled at the breech in the bulkhead as Mark told his number two in command about setting all the timers to five hours. All charges were matched to the same time, now four hours and forty-five minutes. “This way if for some reason we can’t send a signal, or are killed before we do. BOOM!” Mark joked, but all knew it wasn’t a laughing matter. It was just the Major’s way to remind them of the deadly consequences.
They all quietly chuckled as Dan reminded them, “Three down and two to go guys, let’s not celebrate too much.”
Mark’s number two grinned and patted Dan on the arm, “I see the number of computers is growing Dan. No matter, we have it covered Dan.”
“Sorry I confused you all. The Major and I know the right amount and even have a few extra charges.” Dan paused, “Mark, decided it was best that only the two of us knew in case some of us got captured and were made to talk.”
Mark added, “The areas are right, but the amount of computers in each only we knew. Guys, look, we don’t know what kind of technology these aliens have and maybe they could have made us talk just by reading out minds or something.”
Dan looked over the dim faces in the dark bay. “Mark and I decided that if either or both were about to be taken, we’d eat a bullet for the team as we know the entire plan.” He smiled in the glow of his light, “Enough of the negative, sounds like your team found the other area?”
Rick nodded, “That we did Dan. Man the other side of this room there are some stairs that must go up a good seventy five feet to a hatch. There’s a short hall and a door that leads right into a huge computer room that has row after row of computers that look like they’re made of glass. Big old arcs of electricity and beams of laser like light.” Rick laughed, “Christ o mighty, I was afraid to go in and look any more with all that arcing.”
Dan smiled, “Damn you guys are good, that sounds like the room I saw from the images the old ones gave me. Lead the way!”
The teams vanished into the bulkhead breech. Along the narrow damaged rips in the inner hull they quietly crept always careful not to allow any of their equipment to bang against the side of the hull. Now and then they would freeze in their tracks as a sound of someone or something was created a noise. Once sure it was clear they moved ever forward to the high flight of stairs in the last bay. Mark opened the hatch and carefully checked in all directions.
After a few seconds Mark reappeared in the hatch and gave the all clear as the twelve men scampered across the hall and into the room Rick’s team had found.
“Man this is a lot of computers Dan, sure you can fine the last two?” Mark asked as he motioned for his men to disburse. “Find any other openings guys and make sure we’re not interrupted.”
Off the SEALs scattered as Dan searched for the computers. “Here!” Dan shouted above the loud electrical sounds in the vast computer room.
Mark placed the charge and like the others set the timer. “Four hours, three minutes left before the bang.” He grinned as he hid the C-4 explosives into and behind some translucent cables that laid under the computer. “Dan this seems like a lot of computers for…” Mark looked down a long row of glowing computers.
“Guess it would take a lot of calculating to move through time Mark. Remember the Te’tal aren’t as smart as the old ones. They have to use something to calculate what the old ones could just by thinking of it.”
“Just think it’s a bit odd this room is almost the width of the ship and a good one hundred feet forward.” He looked up, “Christ the computers or whatever they are go all the way to the ceiling and that’s a good fifty feet high. We must be in the part of the spacecraft that’s tapering toward the front.”
“Don’t know Mark, don’t know. Even the old ones didn’t get a complete look at this ship as it jumped. We’re kind of on our own now as to guessing what things do. Maybe some of these are a kind of relay to the towers.”
“Or something else.” Mark added.
“Yeah Mark, or something else. It’s the something else that bothers me.”
Mark sighed, “That’s for sure it’s those something else’s that always jump up and grab ya.”
Up and down the rows of massive computers Mark and Dan walked, stunned at their immenseness. Rick went off the check on the rest of the teams while Dan looked up. There on the third level he saw the enormous flashing giant he was looking for. He and Mark hurried up the flights of stairs to the third level.
“My God that thing is huge.” Mark stood staring at the transparent giant computer. Huge arcs of energy flashed throughout its interior. Loud cracks rang out as a floor above, huge bolts of electricity arced to other units around that level.
Dan snapped Mark from his trance with a gently nudge. “See the space between those two glowing boxes? Shove the charge under there. Then that one extra charge should have to go behind it somewhere. This is the major one we have to make damned sure we get.” Dan looked at Mark, “This computer is ‘old one’ technology built with Te’tal materials and it controls every other computer and power source in this ship.” He grinned, “Hopefully the towers as well.”
Mark vanished behind the giant device, then reappeared. “Ok there is enough C-4 to launch this thing into space.” He teased. “Hope it won’t get back to that anti-mater thing.”
“Don’t worry about that Mark. Now let’s get the fuc…”
Rick ran up to the two panting and gasping after running up three flights of stairs. “Guys… You…gotta….” He went to one knee and gasped a few deep breaths, “….Reed, found….Shit!, he…” Rick struggled to get up as Mark held out a hand and pulled him to his feet. Still panting Rick started pulling Mark toward the stairs, but Mark stopped him.
“We’re going down I take it?” Mark asked the still panting Rick.
“Yeah!” Rick gasped.
Mark grinned. “Guys, while I was behind that thing over there, I found what seems to be some sort of elevator.”
Mark led the trio behind the crackling giant computer to a tall ceiling high glowing pole two feet in diameter. On the pole were half round platforms spaced about ten feet apart. “I’m guessing if we step on the platform it will go up or down. The one behind it most likely is the opposite. So if this goes up, the other should go down.”
Dan scratched his head, “Sounds logical, but perhaps we….”
Mark didn’t wait for Dan to worry and stepped on the platform that was level to the floor they were on. It started to rise and Mark jumped off as the platform slowly raised up and out of sight. Within a few seconds another platform appeared from below and stopped as it leveled its self to the floor. Mark walked over to the next pole and stepped on its platform slowly it began to lower toward the next floor. Mark grinned as his head vanished through the floor, “Dan jump on the next one, Rick the one after.” And he was gone.
Another platform lowered and stopped at floor level as Dan and Rick looked at one another. “I’ll be damned. “ Rick chuckled, “I ran right by these on the way to the stairs.”
Dan got on the next step and Rick followed on the one after. One level after the other they slowly dropped until Rick stepped off on the main floor and joined the other two. “Man that sure beats walking down all those damned stairs.”
Dan smiled, then added, “Ok Rick, what the heck was all the panting about?”
“Christ! I almost forgot. Follow me and Mark you’d better call the rest of your guys we may need them.”
Mark pulled down his head set and called all teams to assemble at his location by another door Sgt. Reed had found. When all were assembled Rick looked at the Sergeant. “Ok Reed, you’d better tell them.”
Sgt. Reed looked at the group and took a deep breath. “Major you told us to guard all entrances and we did. This one as I checked out the hatch leads to only one other area of the ship. It appeared to be the crew quarters. Beyond that was the door to the rest of the ship, which of course I didn’t go any farther.”
“Ok so ya found the crew quarters, so what? I’m guessing they were empty as you made it through to the door on the other side.”
“Major the crew quarters had only about fifty bunks and lots of space. There was a kind of divider and a dozen larger open compartments that looked like officer bunks.”
“For a ship this big? Can’t be. Maybe there are other quarters elsewhere.” Mark mumbled.
Dan started pacing a bit, then turned, “Could be guys. Look all you’d need is a crew to run this craft and then assemble the towers. All the machinery we’ve seen looks like they could easily assemble those towers in sections. So assuming the Te’tal had everything planned down to the last detail, then it makes sense. All the towers….How would you assemble all those huge towers so fast? Remember they did it within a year.”
Mark thought for a second, then quipped, “Well if I was, I’d bring all the towers with me. But Dan this ship might have held one or two fully assembled, but..”
“Guys, you minimize the crew, preassemble the towers in sections and stow them in every little space you can like those huge bays we came through. Bring the two small craft the old ones said they saw to move the parts to the assembly area…”
Rick nodded, “And use the small crew that flew the ship to assemble the towers.”
Mark grinned, “Great now you smart guys figured this out, let’s get the hell outta here and blow this thing.” He started toward the other door they entered through, but Dan grasped his arm and stopped him.
Mark looked at Dan and sighed, “We aren’t done yet are we? There’s more?”
Dan nodded, “I can’t be sure Mark, but we have to move past the crew quarters.” Dan checked his watch, “We have three hours and fifty minutes left…if I’m right…” Dan swore under his breath, “…if I’m right.” He opened the door and peeked out, then motioned for the rest to follow.
“He’s been right almost every time so far Mark.” Rick grinned and followed Dan as the rest of the teams left the computer room.
Sgt. Reed stopped, grinned at Mark, “He’s right Major, Dan has been right so far.”
Mark gave Reed a half smile and mumbled, “Yeah….That’s what I’m afraid of!” The last two slipped out the door as it slowly closed.
The teams quietly slipped through the crew quarters and out into the ship. They passed through a heavily armored bulkhead and before them was an area that almost startled them. A vast compartment lay before them. From one side of the craft to the other they could see and all the way up to the opened top of the craft and for what must have been a good third of a mile was nothing but walls and floor.
Mark whispered to Dan, “Storage I take it?”
“I guess, we’ll have to be careful and stay to the sides where there is at least a little cover.” Dan replied.
Mark send half his men to the other side which cost them valuable time. Then they proceeded toward the only visible doors at the front of the vast compartment.
They froze half way across as one of the small transport ships buzzed over the open panels on the top of the craft. It vanished from sight and after a few seconds and all took a sigh of relief. Onward they moved until reaching one of the three doors on the front bulkhead. Slowly Mark opened the one closest to them, then closed it.
“Looks like it goes all the way to the front of the ship. Just one long corridor.” He signaled the team on the far side to check their door. Shortly the call came back and Mark told Dan, “Reed said the door leads to a hall, but the hall is all crushed in probably during the crash landing.”
Dan snickered, “Well Mark, I’ll take door number three please.”
Mark half grinned, half frowned and motioned for the two teams to meet at the middle door. When they got to the center door they found it was a very thick hatch. Slowly Mark opened it and inched it open. He stuck his head in and looked around. “All clear, just a double bulkhead, lots of reinforcement, but no one around.”
The teams entered the five foot by fifty foot area and quietly closed the other hatch behind them. Mark slowly turned the crank as the second heavy hatch inched its way open. Mark stuck his head into the hatch, then back out. He looked at Dan, “Hell if I know what I just saw, but I’ll bet this is what you’re looking for.” Mark turned the crank until the door opened enough to allow easy access for the still wet suited party and what gear they had taken with them.
Before them lay row after row, tier after tier and level after level of what seemed to be endless encased and Sealed glass like vials. Dan walked among the rows glancing here and there as the SEALs moved all around him and spread out for protection.
The entire room glowed with purplish light bathing everyone in its eerie light.
Dan stopped mid room, “There has to be thousands of square yards here. Just this row, We’ve passed about two dozen rows, and have about thirty or forty more rows to go.”
Mark looked around, then to Dan, “I’m guessing you know what this is?”
It was Rick that spoke up first, “Mark, all this looks like samples of some sort.”
“More that that guys.” Dan looked at the two. “Remember the Te’tal planned to terra form this planet? Well I’m guessing this is a bank of seeds to be strewn about this planet once the atmosphere is changed. The smaller vials I’d guess is the first generation of Te’tal to be born, hatched or whatever.”
Mark leaned back against one of the huge support columns, “My God there must be hundreds of thousands, maybe millions.”
“Easily Mark.” Rick added as he looked over to Dan questionably, “And, this concerns us why?”
“I don’t know guys, but if this compartment blows, some of that genetic material might just scatter and change the entire time line of the old ones.” Dan started pacing and that worried Rick and Mark. “We’re going to have to make sure these purple bastards don’t have some sort of last chance device set to blow up and disperse this shit, if they are attacked.”
Mark nodded, “Unfortunately I agree Dan. Our explosives won’t breech this area due to those two armored bulkheads we passed through. Once the towers go down the Te’tal could have some sort of dooms day device to blast this entire compartment to bits and scatter everything in here to the four winds.”
Rick nodded and sighed, “Well guess we’ve come this far, we can’t let that happen.”
“Look guys, “ Dan slowly uttered, “I could be wrong. It’s totally possible I’m wrong about any or all of this.”
Mark grinned, “We aren’t taking a vote Dan. We check this out completely, no mistakes to come back to bite us later. My guys will look around and see if we can see anything that looks like explosives.”
“Agreed!” Dan ceded, “We finish this completely, or until time runs out on the timers.”
Mark looked at Dan, “You know that reminds me, you think this ship will explode? Maybe some…”
“No! The Te’tal built this ship to take a lot of stress. Look at it. I wouldn’t want to be in the engine compartment or that computer room, but this side of the bulkheads should be ok.”
“What about the anti-matter rod? It was right near the computer we’re blowing.” Mark asked.
Dan looked at Mark, “Guess we’ll have to see Mark. The old ones wouldn’t have told us to blow the computer near the rod if it wasn’t well enough protected.”
Sgt. Reed who had just walked up to the trio and overheard the chat frowned and asked, “Suppose the old ones weren’t sure or erred in some way?”
Dan sighed, “Well guys guess we trust in what we were told and blind luck.”
Mark grinned and muttered, “Yeah, it’s that blind luck part that worries me.”
Once through the genetic containment room the teams got into the main corridors of the spacecraft. Many were damaged during the crash and it looked like the nose of the ship took the most damage. Through broken corridors and collapsed ceilings they cautiously moved. All around wires of some new kind of material burst forth various energy arcs of many colors.
“They haven’t even bothered to fix any of this damage?” Rick questioned, “Doesn’t make any sense.”
“They probably only fixed what had to be fixed, Rick. I’m guessing they figured it wouldn’t be too long before the old ones found them and wanted to make sure the planet’s atmosphere was changed enough to keep them out.”
“But you said the planet would return to normal within a few days if the towers went down.”
Dan grinned, “Yeah, but remember the Te’tal were only worried about the old ones not letting them get to them or their towers. Once the old ones were kept off their planet, then they could worry about changing the entire atmosphere. I’m guessing this ionization is a byproduct of the radiation that we haven’t been able to detect. So the towers producing radiation, the Te’tal figured they were safe enough to start making more towers. I’m guessing the numbers of towers we saw were what was needed to produce enough crap to keep the old ones away and those are what were prefabricated and stored in those bays.”
Rick looked at Dan, “I get it, they prefabbed the towers they needed to secure the planet and now the planets secure, they’re what? Creating more towers out of their ship?”
“Why not Rick, it makes sense to me. The more towers, the faster the planet is changed and they can release all that Te’tal genetic material and start incubating those embryo’s in stasis.”
Mark nudged Rick with his elbow, “The Te’tal never figured on us. If you stop to think about it, the old ones plan from a military point of view is ingenious.”
Sgt. Reed who was peeking out a hole in the hull, pulled his head back in and looked at Mark. “How do you figure that Major?”
“Well Sarge, let’s assume you’re the Te’tal. You’re an advanced race plotting against another advanced race. You figure you out smarted them and have them at bay. The last thing you’d expect is your opponent, who is more advanced that you, to enlist the aid of a race so much less advanced than either of you.”
Sgt. Reed grinned, “That makes sense Major.” He moved aside from the small gap in the hull he had just glanced through, his face ashen, his voice full of dread. “Christ all mighty! Take a look through here Major.”
Mark looked, then motioned Dan to look. Mark leaned next to Dan. “Dan, is that what I think it is?”
“Yep! Another God dammed, tower guys.” However Dan took a second look. “Hey, just a minute. This tower is different. It’s only about one hundred feet high and the top is different.”
“How so?” Mark asked.
Dan turned and leaned against the inner hull and looked at the guys who had gathered around him in the small area they were in. “The other towers were taller and the tops had those huge chrome looking rings with the three prongs that all pointed skyward. This tower looks the same but the top has many of those prongs pointed horizontally and I can see faint arcs emanating to nowhere from them now and then.” Dan looked puzzled, “It kind of reminds me of something that Tesla had conceived decades ago….power through the air instead of wires.”
Mark looked again, “Damned if you’re right.” He looked back to Dan, “Why?”
“I have a nasty hunch that’s some sort of emergency backup power should any of the towers main power fail. Did you notice that behind the tower there is some sort of a building Mark? I’m going to go out on a limb and guess that would be to house some sort of power unit. Could be that one area we found that looked like something was missing held a big power unit.”
Mark looked at his watch, then back to Dan. “We have used too much time exploring Dan. Only forty seven minutes left and I’ll bet you’re going to tell me that tower has to come down some way.”
“Not the tower Mark, just the power unit in the building needs to be damaged or destroyed so when the Te’tal computers blow, we can send a signal for the towers to be destroyed. If that building is still feeding the towers, we can’t send the signal.”
Mark looked into his pack and pulled out two small charges. “This will have to do it Dan. That’s all we have left.”
Dan cussed under his breath as Mark looked back out. “You know we have to be somewhere in the front of this craft. If we can find a breech large enough for us to get out of. We could crawl to that ridge of sand and brush about one hundred feet from that tower. The ridge looks like it goes from the side of this ship along to the….” He ducked back quickly, “Another one of those damned shuttles or whatever they are just flew by. We’ll have to keep a look out for those things as well guys.”
Bill shouted, “Hey Major, is that what you’re looking for?” Mark looked back the way they had come to where Bill was pointing at a large hole in the hull about thirty feet up. The group scurried to the hull and several lifted Sgt. Reed up to some crushed and bent beams. From there he climbed up the debris to the hole. He tried to use his radio, but couldn’t so he shouted as quietly as he could so they could hear.
“Major, we can get through here and it’s only about a six foot drop onto that ridge you were mentioning, this damned spacecraft cut right into the ridge when it crashed.”
The Sarge looked out the hole once more, looked back at the rest and smiled, “And looks like plenty of cover if we keep low. Oh and Major, it must be the ship’s hull blocking out the tower emissions. I can’t use my radio up here near the bigger hole and the detonator is reading “No signal.”
“Go on out and cover us Sarge. Ok men let’s get out of here. The timers will blow in…” He glanced at his watch, “…forty one minutes.”
The Sarge dropped down a rope before vanishing out the breech in the hull as one by one the men climbed up the rope and out the hole. They scurried toward the brush, then down the backside of the sandy brush covered ridge. Once well hidden within the chest high brush the teams lay prone as Mark laid out his plan.
“This ridge moves away from the ship to the north, then straightens out and goes all the way toward the building and tower. We’ll move along the bottom here staying within the brush line and move in pairs. Once we get to the point on the ridge one hundred feet from the tower. Remember hand signals and whispers, we don’t have radio’s out here. Dan will have the rest of the plan by the time we reach the area near the building.”
The guys quietly chuckled as Dan frowned and muttered, “Thanks Mark.”
Mark pointed to two men and motioned for them to proceed, then two more until he and Dan moved out and the last two men brought up the rear. As they moved along Dan looked over to Mark, and panted, “I’m getting way too old for this sh…”
Mark chuckled and whispered without even breathing hard, “Not too old Dan, out of shape.”
Onward they ran along the bottom of the ridge. Now and then Dan saw one of the SEALs dart up to the top of the ten foot high ridge and crawl to the top. Just as quickly he would run back down and off they’d go again. Over and over until the scout slid down the sand and waved. As each pair reached that spot they moved into the brush and laid on their stomachs until all were laying together. Mark crawled toward top of the ridge, then back down to the middle of the group and began to lay out his plan.
“Ok the ridge ends about twenty yards past the building. But there is a higher ridge about a mile west. It runs north to south and will be a perfect vantage point. That ridge looks rockier than this one and more brush, should be great cover.”
Mark looked at his SEALs, “Team two, you go first. Once there will provide cover for the rest of us. Keep a sharp eye out for those flying whatevers, they may even have some kind of armament on them. Sgt. Reed it’s your team that’ll have one man keep an eye out to the rear. Once we see you taking cover, all but Dan, Bill and Myself will join you.”
Dan grinned, “Let me guess… Bill covers us while we go into the building and see what kind of damage we can do.”
Mark winked and nodded, “Ok get going!”
The second team scampered from the brush and sprinted toward the higher ridge a mile away. Once they got there the rest followed as per Marks plan. Once they were safely to the ridge Mark signaled for Bill to take a spot that provided them with cover and overlooked the building and the surroundings below and around.
Bill signaled once he was set and Mark motioned for the duo to get started. They slowly crawled to the top as Bill signaled to go slow and low. Mark crawled to the top and motioned for Dan to slowly move up to him. Dan crawled next to Mark and slowly moved the brush and beach grass apart…. He gasped!
Dan looked over to Mark , then back to the scene that lay before him. Fifty yards to the south of the tower were several small buildings. In front another twenty yards were what appeared to be the entire Te’tal crew along with several tower sections that they were assembling. One of the smaller craft Mark had named shuttles was raising one section atop another. The rest of the crew was doing various chores on other sections.
“Maybe they’ll be too busy to notice us.” Mark whispered.
“Well the building entrance is hidden by the tower. Can’t see any purple aliens around.” Dan replied.
Mark slipped back as Dan followed suit. Mark used hand signals to let Bill know they were going down to the building. Slowly they crept along the back side of the ridge until the tower covered them from the alien crew. One final check and Mark slid over the top of the ridge and down the front side. He crouched and ran until he was next to the building and signaled Dan to join him.
Over the ridge Dan slid and almost fell to the bottom. He quickly got up, brushed himself off and ran over to Mark. Mark looked at Dan and softly snickered, “I take it gracefulness isn’t one of your strong points?”
Dan frowned, “Told you I’m too old for this crap! It’s ok if I was twenty something, instead of late thirty something.”
Mark grinned and quickly peeked around the corner of the building. He ducked back, then peeked out again and took a longer look. Mark started to move around the corner as he motioned for Dan to follow. Dan took one last glance up at where Bill was and saw the barrel of Bill’s sniper rifle poking out of the grass above and sighed knowing someone was looking over them as he turned and ducked around the corner. As he rounded the corner, he saw Mark holding open the door and dashed in as Mark closed it back behind him.
Dan looked around the room and saw only the locomotive sized power unit. It glowed, and arced. Strange loud hums and electrical crackles drowned out any sound. Mark made a loop of the one roomed building and motioned for Dan to come to him. Dan started to move, stopped, picked up a long piece of steel looking material and wedged it against the top of the door. Mark grinned and gave Dan the thumbs up as he quickly moved along side of the huge power unit.
Dan got to Mark and grinned, “Bet you never thought of bracing the door like that eh?”
Mark grinned, “I did, then I realized the door opens outward.”
Dan frowned, then laughed, “Well maybe if someone comes in, that beam will knock them out.”
Mark’s jaw dropped as he looked over at the massive power unit. “Christ Dan these charges were meant to blow a door or hatch lock, not something that big.
Dan walked around the front part of the unit. “Well this must be the control panel, we blow that it might shut the unit down.” He looked to the side of the unit and added, “This huge transparent casing must house the actual electronics that makes the power before it goes through to the power amplifier there.”
Dan pointed at a disk shaped transparent housing. Within there were three huge spinning disks that spun in opposite directions and blasted almost blinding arcs of electricity between them. The rear of the disk narrowed into a transparent tube about three feet in diameter and a blue form of power shot through it to the large body of the unit.
“Hmmm… maybe we could blast this narrow neck.”
Mark walked up next to Dan. In his hand he held the last two small charges and timers. He looked at his watch. “We have twenty nine minutes Dan. Neck or panel?”
“Don’t have any idea Mark. You’re the SEAL, you make the call. I have no idea how strong this stuff is. Hell I don’t even know if it’ll even damage it.”
Mark looked at the panel, then the narrow neck of the unit. “Ok! We do one on the panel and one on the neck!”
“Ah, Mark? If you aren’t sure, wouldn’t two on one spot be best?”
Mark grinned sheepishly, “Yeah, if I knew what I was doing. The way I see it, if I waste both charges on one spot and it fails, then we’re in deep shit! At least this way we have two shots of breaking something.”
Dan smiled as Mark set the charges. “Makes sense.”
The first charge was set inside the control panel which easily opened. The second was placed on the underside of the neck of the unit. Mark shook his head. “If those aliens come in here and even glance at the neck, they’ll see this charge.”
Dan started for the door, “Well maybe they won’t find the other charge. Let’s get the hell out of here. I’d rather some purple guy, finds one of the charges here rather than us.”
Mark grinned and shouted, “I’m with ya!”
Mark cracked the building’s door and looked at Bill. Through the brush a hand appeared with a thumbs up and Mark signaled Dan to leave and round the side of the building and Mark followed. Once safe from being spotted by the alien work crew, Mark looked up and signaled for Bill to head for the ridge. Bill slid down the backside of the ridge and ran along until in the distance Dan saw Bill appear at the end of the ridge he was a good seventy feet away and at a good angle not to be seen by a roaming alien.
“Guess we can leave now.” Mark said quietly, “ Bill’s in the clear. Remember we’re out in the open so use those boulders and reef out croppings as you run to that other ridge, don’t stay out in the open too long. Stick to the side of this building until it runs out, then cut over.”
“Gotcha Mark.” Dan started toward the end of the building with Mark close behind. Dan sped to the corner and was just about to sprint to the ridge, but instead smacked into a huge seven foot, three hundred and fifty pound alien that just walked around from behind the power building! Dan stumbled backward and Mark crashed into Dan as they tumbled to the sand. Dan tried to roll off Mark so Mark could reach his silenced pistol.
Dan looked up and the alien had already pulled some sort of device and was aiming directly at the both of them. Dan looked the alien directly in its red eyes as it lowered the device at them.
“Damn!” Was all Dan could manage. Mark tried to raise his pistol but knew it was too late.
The purple alien’s chest erupted with a burst of purplish flesh and blood. It looked down at the gaping hole in its chest and fell to its knees, then to its side in a crumpled heap a few seconds later there was a faint ‘pop’. Dan looked back at Mark, puzzled.
Mark grinned as he wiped alien goo from his body, “Forgot to mention Sgt. Reed is also one of the best snipers in the Rangers.”
Dan was too busy trying to find some way to start breathing again, while Mark pulled the body next to the building and started pushing sand over it. Dan got hold of himself and followed suit. Before long there was a large pile of sand and all traces of alien blood was covered. The pair wiped themselves with sand to remove the blood the best they could. Dan didn’t want to chance any blood born diseases or bacteria.
Dan muttered as he looked down at his alien blood splattered wetsuit, “Man this day just keeps getting better and better doesn’t it?”
Mark chuckled and pointed toward the far ridge. “Ok Dan, you first.”
“Wait here.” Dan made sure he was covered from the aliens view and scampered up the ridge near where they had slid down and within a few seconds reappeared, slid down the sandy ridge and started sprinting toward the first set of boulders on his way to their new location a half mile away. Quickly Mark caught up and as they ran for the brush a good fifty yards ahead Mark asked, “What the hell was that about?”
Dan panted, “…Later….Mark… I…” Dan stumbled, but kept his feet as Mark reached out and steadied him. From one bit of cover to the next they sprinted, ever vigil all the time keeping an eye to the sky for the other alien craft.
At the last brush before the long run to the ridge Dan collapsed wildly panting, gasping for breath he asked, “Mark…..How….long… befo….”
Mark looked at his watch, “Plenty of time for you to catch your breath Dan. Christ you are out of shape aren’t ya?”
Dan looked up at Mark from his laying position still gasping for air, he tried to reply, but it was useless he needed air more. Instead Dan weakly raised his hand and gave Mark the one finger salute. Mark chuckled and sat next to Dan.
He looked at his watch again, “Eight minutes Dan. We need to be on the ridge.” Dan nodded and took a few deep breaths and began to run. Mark smiled at his determination and after one last glance around, sprinted after him. They rounded the ridge and soon got to the point Mark’s men had assembled.
Dan fell at Reed’s feet. The Sarge looked at Mark and grinned, “He’s out of shape huh?”
Mark looked at Dan, then at the Sarge and chuckled, “Naw, he’s just too old to be doing this.”
Dan panted, “That’s….what….I’ve…been trying….to …tell you.”
They all laughed as he laid and rested for a while, then Mark checked the time. “Three minutes guys.”
He pointed toward another ridge behind the ridge they were on. It was about fifteen yards away. “Team two, cover our six from that ridge. Team one with me and be prepared to repel an attack if it comes. Remember we’re a good two miles from the beach and another half from our rafts. If we can hold out until dark and they don’t find the rafts on that reef…”
Dan looked at Mark and saw in his eyes he knew better. They crawled through the brush to the top of the ridge and looked back the way they had come. Back to the tower and the building and beyond back to the monstrous spacecraft and the huge crew working in between and to the south. They all knew once the explosions occurred, there were going to be a lot of pissed off purple aliens and they would be looking for the cause…..
The Te’tal would be looking for them.
The minutes ticked by as if they were hours as Mark repeatedly checked his watch.
“I wonder how much will actually blo…”
Mark interrupted Dan, “Three…..two…..one…” Mark ducked his head down so his chin was in the sand, yet he couldn’t look away from the ship. Neither could the rest atop the ridge. Dangerous or not, they had to see. They had to make sure their time on this planet had not been wasted. That their mission would succeed, that perhaps they might have a chance to go home.
Dan couldn’t look away, yet he too kept as low as possible to avoid being seen. He stared at the Te’tal spacecraft that was over a mile and a half away…. Nothing! He turned to Mark and started to ask what happened, but he saw Mark pointing back to the ship. Smoke rolled from the many ruptures and breeches in the huge hull. At first it was whitish gray, then the smoke turned black and dense and began to billow out of every crack to the rear of the genetic double bulkhead.
Mark grinned at Dan, “See we didn’t blow up the ship and the planet is here so, I guess the anti-matter didn’t rupture. Looks like the genetic area stayed intact so that crap won’t be scattered all over and ruin that time stream you mentioned. From the amount of smoke, I’d say everything behind the bulkheads is burning to some degree or another. Job well done I’d say.”
“Looks like the ship is burning…” Dan paused and pointed to the sandy areas near the ship, “…looks like the Te’tal think something caught fire on its own. That’s good!” Dan looked at Mark, “I was afraid if they suspected something other than natural causes caused that fire, they might blow the genetic chambers and scatter all that…”
Mark laughed, “By the way they’re running around looks like they don’t suspect a thing.”
“Ahh, Mark?”
“Yeah Dan.”
“Why hasn’t the power unit building blown up?”
“Small charges remember Dan? The one in the panel should just disable it for a few days to a week. The one on the units neck probably will just cause a power leakage if the panel doesn’t blow.” Mark grinned, “Doubt if…..”
There was a huge explosion and the power unit building blasted into the air sending wall panels and shrapnel in every direction as it was engulfed in a vast blue ball of electrical energy that expanded outward and shook the entire area. The huge tower next to the building toppled in the direction of the Te’tal ship killing several of the purple aliens whose misfortune was to be in the wrong place at the wrong time as they ran toward their ship to see what was burning.
An expanding shockwave could be seen speeding toward the group and they ducked for the rear side of the ridge. The ground shook and the blast shot by them sending sand and brush flying.
“You were about to say we wouldn’t feel what?” A sand covered Dan muttered to the equally sand covered Mark.
Without hesitation Mark pulled out his detonator. “Ok so I misread the energy blast effect, who cares, the detonator shows we have signals from all the towers now!”
Dan shouted over the echoing rumbles as the shockwave moved further away from them, “Well then blow them!”
But Mark didn’t have to be prodded. He flipped up the safety, pushed the ready button and as soon as it glowed green, he pushed the “Fire” button. “Shows we sent a signal.” Mark tried to listen but the remaining rumbles from the building explosion blocked out everything else. Soon just like rolling thunder, the rumbles from the power unit explosion slowly dissipated.
“Well?” Dan asked.
“Damned if I know Dan. Can’t see the towers from this distance.” Mark replied as the group slowly crawled back up to the top of the ridge to survey the damage.
The tower had collapsed and several of the aliens could be seen covered in debris from the unit’s structure. Others were slowly picking themselves off the sand and looking around to see the damage.
Mark who had pulled out his binoculars, lowered them and looked at Dan. “Think we’re in deep shit now Dan. They might have thought the ship was an accident, but the tower was almost a half mile away. They’re pointing in all directions….” He looked through the binoculars again, “…Yup and they’re grabbing what looks like weapons and starting to move into cover. CRAP! Some are heading this way!” Mark slid down and shouted, “Scratch that! They’re all headed this way!”
All the men got as low as possible. Dan started to ask Mark about moving, but he was interrupted by the sand erupting five feet beneath them. A flash of light shot over their heads as the SEALs began to return fire.
“One of their striped leaders is using some sort of device Dan. Looks like it detected us right away.” Mark pushed Dan down as one of the many flashes shot inches over his head.
“Lasers?” Dan muttered.
Mark grinned, “More like a laser particle beam combo. The U.S. is working on something like that.” He ducked as he fired and slid back down for cover. “’cept the one we are trying to use is the size of a short train. These are much better.”
Dan frowned, “Well Mark I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself.”
A long MP-7 barrel slipped through the brush and squeezed off a few rounds one of the purple striped alien leaders fell. Mark looked over to Sgt. Reed who had moved back to their ridge and shouted, “Hey nice shot Sarge!”
Mark looked back to Dan. “Looks like we’d better think of retreating back to that other ridge. Looks like only the large caliber sniper rifles are doing any actual damage now. Those bastards have some sort of energy armor on and with only two .50 cal sniper rifles, we’ll be over run if they charge us.”
Mark no sooner got that out when a flash of light shot ten feet to the left of Dan. Bill and his sniper rifle vaporized. Mark shouted orders to prepare to fall back, “Everyone with grenades fire them now and pull back to the secondary position!”
Mark then motioned to team two they were falling back and cover them from behind the second ridge.
Another SEAL screamed and quickly vaporized as he was felled by an alien blast. There was no doubt if hit in the body, they would die horribly.
“Keep low!” Mark screamed as he shot off another short burst. “Move now!”
The remainder of team one scrambled the short distance to the second ridge and everyone dove for cover. Dan peeked over the top of the ridge to see back in the direction they came.
Rick crawled over to Mark and Dan and laid between them. “I hate to be a spoil sport and all guys, but did either of you look in the direction we’re planning to go?”
Both men turned and looked over the island they were going to try to evade the Te’tal in. Their hearts sunk! All they saw was mile after mile of sand….Flat sand, few bushes!
Dan flopped back on his back. “Christ! No cover.”
Mark sighed, then shouted, “Custer’s last stand here! Dig in! Pass it along, we fight here.” He handed Dan a 9mm pistol and grinned, “Who knows at close range, it might sting them a bit.” Mark glanced sadly at Dan, “Or save the last one for yourself.”
Dan smiled, “Naw, if worse comes to worse, I’ll beat them to death with it.”
Mark grinned, “Now you’re starting to sound like a SEAL.” He fired off a few more rounds.
As one of the Te’tal topped the first ridge, one of the SEALs cut it down and it fell backward oozing purple blood. He screamed, “They can be killed at close range guys!” All the SEALs began to fire and for once the purplish aliens stopped their advance and laid on the ridge fifteen yards away firing at the SEALs and the SEALs were doing the same from their ridge.
“Looks like they decided they can’t afford to lose any more of their kind.” Rick yelled over the bursts of gun fire and exploding sand. He raised up slightly, and added, “Their hunkering down like we…” There was a flash of light and Dan saw Rick fly backward and tumble down the sandy ridge. His Kevlar helmet still sailing in the air, then rolling down the slope and stopped next to the limp body of Rick.
Dan rolled down the ridge next to Rick and grasped him by the shirt collar and dragged him back into the cover at the bottom of the ridge. He looked Rick over and moved his face to Rick’s. Rick’s eyes fluttered, then slowly opened. “I’m dead aren’t I?”
Dan reached over and picked up Rick’s helmet. He turned it so Rick could see the side of it. Or the lack of the side to it. Rick looked at the burnt, shredded side of the helmet, then slowly reached up and felt the side of his head.
Dan grinned, “It’s all there, Geez Rick! You scared the crap out of me.”
“You! Try being on the other end of….” Rick’s eyes widened and he sat up, grabbed Dan and rolled back deeper into the cover of the brush as sand erupted all around them. These weren’t the large sand bursts that the Te’tal hand weapons made, these were much larger. Dan tried to look around to the ridge, but noticed Rick pointing upward.
No sooner did Dan look in the direction Rick pointed, then one of the black alien craft shot by flying so low and with such speed it blew sand all around. Dan started to yell a warning, but he saw half of the SEALs shooting skyward.
The first shuttle swung upward and rolled back in the direction it came from. Sgt. Reed shouted, “It’s coming back for another strafing run, take cover!”
They all watched as it rolled back in their direction lined up so it could strafe the ridge length wise, when one of the SEALs shouted, “Look another one!”
In the distance a second dark shape rolled in formation behind the first.
Mark sank into the sand trying to make himself as small of a target as he could. “Look behind those two guys.”
Behind the two attacking dark shapes, were a good dozen or more dark shapes as Dan laid next to Mark and Rick. They looked at one another as the first dark shape zeroed in on their position. Dan reached over and shook Mark’s hand, then Rick’s. “Hey guys, it’s been a pleasure.”
Mark smiled, “Yeah, we’ll have to do this again sometime.”
Rick started to say something, but had to duck as the first ship began its strafing run. It passed and the second began to fire, then guys ducked as the line of blasts headed right for them. There was a huge explosion as Mark yelled, “They’re bombing…..” He stopped as he looked up.
Over head was a huge ball of fire and smoke trail as the second ship tumbled toward the island and crashed a good half mile away. Everyone looked at the second ship as it rolled back toward them and before it could level back out, burst into a big fireball.”
Debris from the shuttle fell close, but not anywhere in their defensive position. The guys sat up to look at the oncoming shapes, but never got the chance as four F-16’s blasted past shaking the very sand they were on. Two more flew past, leveled out and a steady loud hum of their Gatling guns strafed the ridge the aliens were on.
In sets of two’s the fighters roared overhead ripping up the sand of the alien ridge, while others tore up the areas in and around the still burning tower and building. The fighters strafed the assembly area and it seemed everywhere else they could. Rockets blasted where the bullets couldn’t. Te’tal bodies flew in all directions, some, not even whole. Others fell as the 20mm Gatling’s ripped through their bodies. Only a few made it to the burning ship.
Mark yelled over his radio, “Don’t hit the alien spaceship!”
“We’ve been briefed Major. Good to hear your voice!” The flight leader replied.
“Man are we glad to see you! We need to clean up the rest of the aliens.”
The radio crackled back. “The Captain was way ahead of you Major. Look to the south behind us.”
The teams looked north and saw two choppers coming in low. They dropped to the sand and sixteen Marines leapt out and took cover. Another twin bladed chopper slowly came in once the landing area had been cleared. The rear door opened and two dozen more Marines ran out and all headed toward the large spacecraft.
The radio crackled, “Helo one to Major Johnston, sir, can you get your people to us?”
“Can do, Helo one.” Mark grinned at Dan and shouted to his men, “Let’s go home guys…Well done!” As the SEALs arose they were greeted by a squad of Marines standing atop the ridge the aliens had held. Mark looked back at Dan who was nowhere to be seen. Suddenly Dan stood at the bottom of the ridge. He raised up through the brush and sheepishly grinned, he said he had to get something.
“What was it this time?” Mark asked as Dan neared, but there was no answer as Dan tossed Rick his shredded helmet.
“Thought you might want a souvenir.”
Rick laughed as he tossed it back on the sand, “I have my head, that’s enough!” They all laughed as Rick paused, bent down and picked it back up. “You know, this might make a good conversation piece.”
The squad of Marines escorted them back to the big chopper. Now and then shots could be heard as the marines mopped up the remainder of the Te’tal. A Marine Lieutenant walked up to Mark and saluted, “Sir the troops are at the rear of the craft and are making a sweep back to double check for alien survivors.”
Dan nudged Mark, “Mark? You know we can’t chance even one of them surviving.”
Mark looked at Dan and nodded, “Lt, if any surrender, take them, other than that, no survivors. I don’t care how many sweeps it takes, if you have to dissemble the whole damned ship, you find every last one of them!”
The Lt. saluted and hurried off to join his men. The first two choppers had returned with more armed men as Mark shouted over the chopper sounds, “Search every inch of this island!”
The surviving SEALs and Rick had already gone into the big twin engine chopper as Mark turned to enter he looked back to Dan who was just standing there looking.
Mark slapped Dan on the back and grinned, “Why so sad Dan. Hey the good guys won.”
“Yeah…” Dan shook his head sadly, “…We won. Just a shame.”
“What’s that Dan?”
“Well we’ve encountered two alien races and exterminated one of the two. Don’t say much for us does it.”
Marked looked over the scene. Armed marines and sailors scurrying about and sighed, “Well I guess it’s better we are better at killing than they were.”
Dan looked at Mark, “Were we Mark? Or were we just luckier?”
“Lucky, better, who the hell knows Dan. All that matters is the old ones will soon be able to get their planet back and maybe we can go home.”
Mark shook his head slowly, “You know they had us and if the towers hadn’t blown…..”
Dan smiled weakly, “Yeah…I know.”
“But they did blow and we sure the hell got them. I guess it’s no different than back home Dan, we fight, we die, we win. The victors walk away, the losers don’t, sadly it’s the way war is.”
Dan muttered once again, “Yeah, …I know.”
The two looked back out over the scenes of carnage, then each other and slowly walked up into the chopper as the rear door closed behind them.
The motors roared as the chopper lifted off and headed back in the direction of the Clinton
Everyone glanced at each other, then stared off into the distance. The teams were dead tired, exhausted. There were some wounds from flying debris. Some sighed, others just stared at the floor or ceiling. Dan looked around the chopper’s cabin at the worn and bloodied fighters with tears in his eyes. How brave they were, how great they had responded this day. He remembered their losses. Dan laid his head back against the compartment wall.
No more words were said, there was nothing to be said.
We had won.
Off in the distance the crew aboard the Clinton could see the shapes of the returning choppers. The deck was awash with crew and two civilians. Jack and Alice were anxiously waiting to hear the day’s events. Commander Bonnie Jones just wanted to see her love once more.
The helicopter slowly touched down and the rear gate opened as one by one the battered and bone weary SEALs disembarked to the cheers of the crewmen on deck. Rick stepped out and headed toward the Captain and the rest of the gang. Before he got there, Alice burst into tears and ran to Rick. She threw her arms around him and kissed him long and passionately. Hand in hand they walked back to the others.
Alice and Rick stopped and looked at Jack, Al and BJ who were all grinning. Alice frowned, “What! Bonnie you think you’re the only one that can fall for someone?”
Bonnie smiled warmly at the pair, but her eyes were affixed on the ramp of the chopper. The last two to step off were Mark and Dan. Dan’s foot had no sooner hit the deck and Bonnie was off and running into Dan’s arms. She threw her arms around Dan’s neck and kissed him passionately.
Mark leaned toward the pair and chuckled, “Nice to see you again too, Commander.”
Bonnie turned enough to look at Mark as she released Dan and threw her arms around Mark and gently kissed him on the cheek. “I know this isn’t protocol Major, but thanks for bringing Dan back to me, and in one piece.”
As BJ let go of the Major and fell into the embrace of Dan once again, Mark gave her a salute and smiled, “Thanks Dan, you had as much to do with bringing us all back as anyone else.”
“Not everyone came back.” Dan said sadly, “We did lose…”
Mark grasped Dan’s arm and smiled, “I know it’s tough the first time you lose people on a mission Dan. It happens and we all know it’s a chance we take every time we do what we do. It never gets any easier, but, somehow we all learn to live with it. I guess, because it’s a chance we all take together as a unit.” Mark started to walk away, then stopped and without turning he said over his shoulder, “By the way…. Dan, I’d be proud to have you on my team any time and I know my men feel the same way.”
BJ hugged her love and still holding one another they walked back over to the rest of the gang.
Al looked at Mark, then Rick and Dan. There was pride in his face. “Well done guys.”
Dan grinned, “Thanks Captain, but we would have been toast if you hadn’t sent those fighters.”
Captain Harris laughed, “Just common sense Dan. I knew you couldn’t see the towers from the island, so I sailed to where we could. I ordered the aircraft armed and ready to fly once the towers went down.” He laughed again. “Damn when those towers went, I don’t think I could have kept the pilots on deck if I tried. Guess we all figured you might need some help.”
Mark still looked worried, “Captain? Dan and I found that anti-matter container and I’d sure like Jack and a few others to go with me to see if we can get it. That crap can still take out this entire planet if someone….”
“Way ahead of you Major, I have a hazmat team getting ready as we speak.”
Dan looked at the Captain, then Mark. “Well guys I was worried about that as well. My fear was not so much the explosion would damage it, but more the resulting fire. The Te’tal alloys aren’t that much different than ours. So a lot of fire over a long time might have breached the containment compartment, then it would have only been a matter of minutes before the canister the anti-matter was in would melt.”
Dan grinned, “That damned canister could contain the most dangerous stuff in the universe, but the old ones told me it melted at about the same temperature as brass.”
Mark looked at the Captain and Al looked back at Mark as they both said simultaneously, “Christ!”
Mark asked, “Any word on if the spacecraft fire is still raging?”
Al nodded slowly, “Yes it’s still going. The ground troops have fallen back out of the ship. Seems there is a bulkhead that separates the ship and the last report was it was starting to glow from the fire on the other side.”
Rick looked at Alice, “Babe?... We found tons of genetic material and it’s on the other side of that bulkhead. Can… I mean would…”
Alice smiled and gently squeezed Rick’s arm. “Any fire hot enough to melt steel or something close to steel, will be more than hot enough to destroy and living matter, genetic or otherwise.” She smiled at him and added, “Relax the fire will finish the job.”
Al sighed, “Well that’s a relief!” A puzzled look crossed his face. “If that fire is burning so hot, then why hasn’t the anti-mater vaporized this planet?”
“Well it could be…..” Dan started to speak, but was interrupted by Jack.
Jack was puzzled as well. “Rick you said that building exploded when it’s power unit was breeched. Maybe it’s possible the explosions in the engine room also blew out the fire and it was the fire in that computer room that’s doing all the damage.”
Al got a startled look, “If that’s the case, we’d better get that hazmat crew over there. Pronto!”
Dan replied, “Well guys it also could be.….”
Mark broke in, “If that fire in the computer room is the main fire, it has to be into the engine room already.” He looked at Dan and Rick, “Remember all the breaches we found between the engine room and the bulkhead?”
Dan smiled, Yeah, but…”
The geologist in Rick had to add, “Look guys once in the engine room, I know those materials and alloys won’t take long before they melt or burn.”
“Guys…” Dan was interrupted again.
Al was trying to think of something he could do or come up with and once again Dan was interrupted. “Is there any chance a SEAR team could get into the spacecraft engine room and put out that damned fire?”
Dan started to speak, but decided everyone didn’t want to hear his comments, so he smiled at Bonnie and leaned back against the conning tower wall, crossed his arms and sighed.
BJ looked at Dan, then the others, “Captain, guys, I think Dan has….”
Mark interrupted Bonnie, “It’s possible we could blast our way in through the side of the engine room.”
BJ sighed and leaned back against the wall with her love as he put his arm around her shoulder. She laid her head back on his arm and turned her head to look at him. “I tried.”
“Commander!” Captain Harris shouted, “BJ, I realize it’s nice to have your boyfriend back safe and sound, but we need both of your combined intelligence over here.”
Bonnie stepped away from the wall, looked at Dan, then Al. “Captain, Dan’s been trying to say something but everyone keeps cutting him off. Perhaps we might think about hearing what he has to say? After all, if I remember correctly it’s been his wild theories that have gotten us this far.”
Al smiled at Bonnie. “Easy BJ. You’re one hundred percent correct. We owe Dan everything.” He looked at Dan, “I’m sorry Dan it’s just I feel we have so little time….”
Dan knew better than to interrupt as someone would just think of something new and interrupt him again. Dan stepped away from the wall and unfolded his arms. He slowly bent down and unzipped the pocket on his diving suit leg. From this pocket he produced a small cylindrical shiny object and held it up for all to see.
Mark stepped forward and looked at the object, then Dan. “Good God! Dan is that what I think it is?”
Al looked at Mark, “What the hell is going on?”
“Captain, Dan has the anti-matter containment capsule.” Mark thought for a second, then grinned, “I’ll be damned those couple of times you ran back to get something…”
“I buried it each time we went somewhere I feared I might not come back from. I knew if I…we died and if the old ones ever got back, they’d be able to sense the anti-matter almost instantly. And buried, the Te’tal couldn’t.” Dan smiled and added, As we had no idea of the Te’tal interrogation tactics, I couldn’t chance letting any of you all know.”
Mark looked at Dan, “And if they got hold of you?” He chuckled slyly.
Dan reached down and grabbed the big blade strapped on his other leg. “Slashing both jugglers would have killed me within seconds and the anti-matter would have been lost.”
BJ shivered at the thought her love would have slashed his own throat. “And you didn’t think the Te’tal might have had some sort of detector?”
Dan’s color drained from his face, “Shit! I never thought about that!”
Bonnie hugged him as she looked at the knife in one of Dan’s hands and the shiny object in the other, “Well I’m glad you didn’t have to….” She gasped, “Look!”
All looked at the anti-matter container. It was becoming transparent! Dan watched as the container became faint to the point he could see his hand through it. Within a few seconds it was gone and he slowly opened his fingers. “That was strange.”
Dan looked at Jack. “Is anti-matter suppose to do that?”
Jack’s gaze slowly left Dan’s empty hand and moved to his eyes. Dan could see the puzzlement in Jack’s face as he searched for words. “Dan, I…. I didn’t think so….but…”
There were shouts from the crew on deck as others ran from the bow area, others ran from the stern and all ran directly toward the conning tower area where the gang stood.
Al reached out and grabbed one of the crewman as he tried to run through the hatch to the safety of the inside of the ship. “What the hell is going on?”
The ashen faced sailor looked at the Captain, “Sir, I don’t know about the stern, but a chopper and two jets just appeared out of nowhere on the bow.” The crewman looked toward the bow, “Look sir two more appeared we’re just trying to get out of the way.” Al released the sailor and he dashed through the hatch and out of sight.
As the deck cleared the gang looked to both the bow and stern as one by one jets slowly started appearing. The gang looked at each other, then back to the flight deck as Al managed to get out, “That’s the entire number of aircraft I launched…and look! The pilots are still in them.”
In unison the gang all muttered, “The old ones?”
No sooner had they spoken, shapes started appearing closer to them. Slowly they took form as Mark shouted, “Look it’s the entire landing force!”
Every one of the personnel that appeared, stood there dumbfounded as they looked at one another. Captain Harris, being the leader he was, started shouting out orders for the flight deck crew to get the aircraft below deck. Mark and a few other officers headed the bewildered landing party below deck for debriefings.
The flight deck became a fury of motion as the crew scurried about towing the aircraft to the elevators or lining them neatly at the stern. Soon the flight deck was once again looking like a flight deck should. Captain Harris and the rest of the gang walked toward the center of the deck as if looking for some idea as to how everyone got there.
Jack scratched his head and grinned, “Has to be teleportation, you know, like how we got this planet. But the how they do it, is way beyond me.”
There was a shout and the few remaining crewmen all pointed to the very bow of the Clinton. All eyes strained to see in the hot noon day sun.
Al smiled, “It’s the heat off the deck causing the waving….” He stopped in mid sentence, then muttered, “….scratch that heat does not make glowing circles.”
Near the bow there were several glowing multi-colored circles. Their intensity grew as the colors changed and flashed. There was a loud crackling sound, then a whoosh! On the deck stood three non-descript humanoids. They started to slowly walk toward the gang who were standing fifty yards away. Several of the Clinton’s security Marines dashed forward and leveled their M-16’s at the humanoids.
Al put his hand on the closest Marines rifle and pushed it downward. “As you were men. Stand down.” Then he chuckled, “Somehow I don’t think weapons would be of much use.”
The three humanoids stopped when they were several yards away and the gang looked them over. They looked to be Earth like humans. They wore navel uniforms, they were of average height and weight. They had eyes, nose and mouth, yet they were featureless. There were no pores, wrinkles, nor hair, they looked like store front mannequins.
Like the true Captain Al was, he stepped forward and in a friendly voice announced, “Welcome aboard the U.S.S. Clinton. I am Captain Harris and this is my ship. I assume that you three are….”
The humanoid in the middle stepped forward and began to speak. At first he more or less whispered and stumbled over strange sounds. After several puzzled looks from the gang, the humanoid managed to speak and surprisingly to all, quite natural in sound, but sounding somewhat like the voice was amplified with too much bass.
“Please excuse our awkwardness it has been several millennia since we have used solid forms. I hope our appearance is suitable to your kind. We find contact with other species to have been easier on them when we used similar forms to their own. We must use these manufactured form to be able to speak to you using sound.
We are still in space as the atmosphere hasn’t cleared enough for us to come planet side, but we control these forms as you would remote control you aircraft you sent up. The atmospheric interference has cleared enough to control these forms you see.
The rest of your kind doesn’t have the mental abilities the one called Dan does so we chose to use the forms you see so all of you may communicate with us.”
Everyone looked over to Dan who was grinning back at them, “See told ya I had a bigger, better brain.”
Bonnie nudged Dan in the ribs and teased, “Almost as big as your ego!”
The others laughed, then realized the old ones were not, then as the one that appeared to be the leader spoke. “We know what this thing you call humor is, yet understanding it is totally different.”
Al just grinned, “That’s ok sir, Dan isn’t that funny.” More chuckles ensued. Al looked back to the old one. “Did we accomplish all you needed from us?”
The old one did not answer as it almost looked through Al and directly at Dan. It slowly walked over to him. “You have done well, all of your kind. There is no way we ever thought we would be so helpless with all the knowledge we have at our disposal.” The old one was actually trying to smile.
Dan smiled back warmly, “I’m glad we could help, but in the future it might be a good idea to keep this in mind.” He paused, then added, “I know humanoid vocal cords cannot pronounce your races name, nor your individual names, do you have something…”
The old one interrupted Dan, “You may address me as One, then others are here just to observe. Their presence is inconsequential. We are invisible to your eyes as you know Dan. We operate these forms like your kind would your machines. We are still in what your race calls space.”
Jack stepped forward, “That reminds me One, if you don’t mind, Dan said it would be weeks before your kind would be able to function on this planet. I am sorry about your planet…. you know, due to the ionization.”
One turned and looked at Jack. “That would have been true, but we found once you had destroyed the towers the ionization as you call it started dissipating. We believe it is due to the other solar system that is in the process of passing through ours. We’ll have to investigate this phenomenon later.
You see we knew in our past that this event occurred, but our kind had chosen to leave out the past and not venture back in time to clarify things we did not know. This way there was less chance of changing our present.”
“Makes sense.” Dan agreed, “I remember feeling that it would have stayed that way if it wasn’t for the Te’tal.”
“Yes.” One paused as if confused, “There are things that still remain a puzzle to us and most likely will stay that way. We have removed the Te’tal craft and all signs of them ever being on our home world. All is as it should be. Teleportation of you, your vessel and your people will take a few more days. Moving an object between worlds and through time, we have to wait for this atmosphere to clear a bit more.”
Al asked, “One? Will you be able to teleport us back to the time we left?”
One looked at Al with what he thought to be compassion, “No we’re sorry, time travel has its limitations. One of them being whatever amount of time passed while you were on our world will have passed on yours, with a slight addition for the actual travel time. We estimate you will arrive two of your months and two weeks from the day we brought you here. We are sorry that you were forced to interrupt your lives to accommodate us.”
“We’ll get over it.” Al said as the rest nodded. The old ones looked past the gang at the gathering crowd as Al chuckled, “Guess they’re all interested in what you have to say.”
One looked back to Dan. “It was of sound mind when you removed the anti-mater from the containment in the engine compartment. It would have destroyed this planet once the fire breeched the matter converter and it did. We were prepared to destroy this planet and the Te’tal home world just to prevent them from destroying our development and dominating the galaxy. Then when you succeeded in bringing down their towers we thought we were saved, then we detected the fires and all hope was lost. Now to find you had the capsule all along….”
Dan smiled again, “I told the crew of the sacrifice your race was willing to do for peace.”
“We would have done whatever we had to. We gave the Te’tal our knowledge. We created the problem and it was our responsibility to do what must be done to correct the problem. There was no choice. At least not like the one you had, to make. Whether or not to help us.”
“Choice?” Bonnie asked, “We didn’t have a choice.”
One looked at the pretty Commander and spoke sadly, “We tried to instill the thought that once you got here you could choose to help us or not. If you refused, then some of us would have sacrificed ourselves to come down and send you back. It wasn’t until Dan got to us up here that we realized his mind had not absorbed that option. He did not receive any of the thoughts we tried to push into his mind.”
One looked at Dan, “All you did figure out was strictly on your own. It is impressive for someone with such limited mental capacity.”
The gang and crew that were close enough to hear, all laughed as Dan frowned. BJ slid her arm through his and teased, “That’s ok, my love. I still love you even if your mental capacity is limited.”
Again there were laughs.
Dan smiled then snickered a reply, “Don’t say much for your taste in men does it my love.”
Before anyone could squeeze out another laugh One spoke again, “Thank you and to your people. Our plan to destroy our own planet did not come to pass.”
“What about the Te’tal home world One?” BJ asked.
There was a pause from One. For the first time since he had started speaking, there was a thoughtful pause. “We still do not believe in taking life…. Or interfering now that all that has happened, did happen.”
Dan started pacing back and forth, he had completely blocked out everything around. BJ nudged the Captain and chuckled as he began to chuckle along with the rest of the gang.
One appeared to be confused, “I see this thing you call humor, but have no idea….”
Bonnie smiled at One and softly said, “Every time Dan paces like that One, he has come up with some idea that was so logical, we followed it. Strangely enough he always was correct.”
“When he was in our presence up here in space, where we are now, we all felt he had great emotion for you.” One replied. “You have brought him great comfort.”
Bonnie smiled at One, “And he, too I as well.”
Al nudged Bonnie, Dan had stopped pacing and was walking back to the group.
Dan looked at One. “What of the Te’tal home world now in this time?”
“It is but a watery world with poisonous atmosphere. Their world is cooled almost enough for life to begin.” One replied.
“What about that anti-matter you took from my hand?”
“It is up here with us just beyond our planet’s atmosphere.” One replied.
“Could you send it to the Te’tal home world?”
“Yes, but we will not kill.” Was One’s reply.
Dan walked up to the three old ones and looked them over. “What is the future for the Te’tal?”
For the first time a second old one spoke. “Their future is undetermined as we have changed our past to some extent. Time is extremely exact, even a slightest change can have vast change in the future. Then there are what we’ve found as fixed limitations that cannot be changed.”
The third old one spoke, “That’s is why we try never to travel in time. That is why it took us so long to help your world evolve. You see we had to plan so long just what information to give your race. We cannot return and try again if something goes wrong, that is one of the limitations. So we had to be careful as to what and how much information we gave your race.”
Two spoke, “We gave some data to one side of the world, then waited centuries before giving another part of your world more data. This way as each of your civilizations came in contact with each other they learned from one another. Like the travelers gained the knowledge of gunpowder from China.”
One added, “One civilization would be taught to build better ships, another given better ways of keeping time…”
Three added, “Better way of counting, mathematics.
Two interrupted, “Better alloys, steam power, nuclear understanding.”
Al interrupted, “You gave the Nazi’s nuclear power?”
One looked puzzled, “No, they had developed that one their own, we merely pushed more advanced theories into the minds of those working on the thing your people called the Manhattan project. We could not let the Nazi’s gain the upper hand or they might have sided with the Te’tal.”
Three added, “Remember all this we gave to you early. At some point in time you would have achieved all these things on your own. We merely had to move you along quicker so you could help us from causing our own extinction. We found Dan when we first found your world, so we knew there would be at least one human we might be able to communicate with.
“So we did have to break our tenant not to interfere with the development of another world.” One said thoughtfully.
Dan grinned as he looked at the old ones. “That’s what I wanted you to say!”
One turned from the gang and looked at Dan. “I…. we, do not understand.”
“You said you don’t like to interfere, yet you were forced to, to help us along. You do not believe in killing, yet you were ready to destroy your race and the Te’tal race if we failed.”
Two stepped forward and stared at Dan. “But we didn’t kill, we just interfered and for that we are sorry but we might be able to go back and devolve your race back to the way it would have been.”
“That’s fine, we’re good where we are presently. You see we humans have the ability to cope. To adjust to situations as they occur. Just as you did to the threat you caused when your race decided to get involved with the Te’tal.”
Dan stopped speaking as Three raised his hand. “And you see where deciding to get involved help a race, instead of just watching, got us, almost to extinction.”
Dan grinned, “You helped us and we’re doing fine, so you see it isn’t always the case. True we war upon ourselves and kill our own kind. But with our present technology, we cure the sick, strive to explore and are learning that we can live with this primitive nature of ours and use it for good.” He laughed, “We kind of saved your race as well.”
One looked thoughtfully, “We still do not see your point.”
“Look One, it appears your race at some point in your evolution has confused or suppressed your emotions, maybe because beings need solid bodies to feel the full range of emotions, I don’t know. Your kind has to realize, everything you wanted our race to do for your race…”
Dan smiled, “…you already had it within your selves. You don’t want to kill, yet you were willing to do so, but only for good. You didn’t want to interfere with another race, but the two times you did, you did to help them for one reason of another. I think you wanted to help the Te’tal advance was for good reasons, you couldn’t have known they would abuse the knowledge you gave them.”
Two looked around, then to Dan, “This is true. You have what we all see here on this ship because we interfered in your past and you killed for….” Two stopped as reality hit him. Even this manufactured being he was using showed horror on its face.
Dan nodded sadly, “Now you’re beginning to see. By advancing us, bringing us here to kill the Te’tal, it is as if you had killed them. Granted you were too late to come down here and do it, but you were still ready to destroy this planet with them on it by smashing asteroids down upon it.”
Dan paused, “You were ready to kill. You were ready to destroy their planet knowing your race would not evolve to stop them in the future, again you were ready to kill.”
“This human has taught us to look beyond our eons of complacency. We still have within our abilities to change.” One turned for the first time to his other two companions and really talked to them, “All along we’ve had it in our power to….. stop this from happening….to kill.”
Three looked at the rest, “We knew the Te’tal once we teleported them back to their home world would never settle for staying there. That at some point they would wage war on us, just like they had the rest of their part of the galaxy….”
And Two finished the thought, “…We could have ended it there.”
One added, “Yet we couldn’t see it in ourselves….”
Dan walked up to One and patted his arm as One felt a physical touch for the first time in many millennia. “One my friend, finding out you have the ability to kill isn’t an easy one. But in this case you won’t have to. At least not in a direct way.”
“I don’t understand Dan.” Two was just as puzzled by Dan as the rest. “You said we must kill, yet still not?”
Dan grinned, “Two? Let me ask you this. Where did that anti-matter come from?”
“You took it from the Te’tal spacecraft.”
“Correct! And I got it from the Te’tal. Now you all have it up there correct?”
One still completely puzzled answered, “That’s correct.”
Dan leaned up against one of the jets still on deck and folded his arms and chuckled, “Well if the anti-matter belongs to the Te’tal, why don’t you remove it from that containment alloy and return it to their home world.”
Two still getting used to the fact of killing gasped with lungs that to this point had only been used to speak. “That would destroy their entire world…..that would be killing….”
Dan shook his head, “Not directly. You said the Te’tal world has not yet developed life. You also said that the Te’tal future was no longer certain because this time line had changed things. One my friend, sadly this would be just one more thing in the past that would never occur in the future. They wouldn’t exist and perhaps the rest of that part of the galaxy will never have that intergalactic war.”
The old ones were stunned. Dan still leaning on the jet looked over to the gang. Both parties were standing there in awkward silence.
One looked at Three. Three started to glow brighter and brighter and in a second vanished. One looked to the sky, then back to the gang sadly, “It is done. The Te’tal will never exist.”
Rick looked at One and sighed, “It’s over that fast?”
One turned to face Rick and sadly looked at him. “Yes….That fast.”
Bonnie slowly walked over to Dan who put his arm around her shoulder. While One turned and walked over to Dan and looked him directly in the eyes.
“Your logic was….flawless.” One tried to find the words.
Bonnie hugged her love and smiled at One, “One that makes two of us that are glad you brought Dan along for the ride.” She nestled her head into Dan’s chest and he wrapped his arms tightly around her.
Al stepped over to them and patted Dan on the shoulder. “I guess we all are. It’s been Dan and his pacing that always pointed us in the right direction.”
He looked at One and added, “And as you said he never got any of the information you tried to push into him during the transportation to this planet. Hell Dan that’s pretty damned impressive that you noticed so much and came up with so many theories.”
The rest of the gang moved over to the jet. Jack laughed and said, “I guess what we all are trying to say Dan….. We’re glad you’re on our side!”
The gang laughed, as well as many of the nearby crew that had been taking this historical moment in.
One actually smiled, “Not to mention your kind has taught us that perhaps leaving all emotion behind, was not best for our race. Perhaps in the future we may once again learn to feel emotions and learn to live with them.”
Dan smiled back, “Now that part…. is the trick One, learning to live with them.”
Everyone laughed as One and Two started to glow. Before they vanished everyone heard, “We will contact you in a few days once the atmosphere clears enough. At that time we will send you back to your world. We can barely function in our atmosphere at present, we will return.”
There was a flash and the sound of rushing air and in an instant the old ones were gone.
In an instant the deck echoed with cheers. Soon they would be going home! Dan and BJ started to walk off the flight deck. Dan looked at the Captain and smiled. “Al you might want to check your anchor chains to make sure they’re secure.” Dan paused then added, “Awww, never mind.”
“What?” Al half grinned as Dan winked and he and Bonnie left the deck for some well deserved time together. The Captain looked at Jack as he just shrugged and headed below for some lunch. Al looked at BJ and Dan vanishing through the hatch toward the officers quarters.
“I give up trying to figure him out!” Captain Harris muttered as he too headed toward the hatch.
There were celebrations that night and well into the morning. The crew partied and as each shift came off duty, they too joined in the merriment. The entire planet was theirs, only storm watches were set while the rest of the Earth men and women got a short vacation. Short shifts were used to perform maintenance and to prepare the ship for the return trip home and since first landing upon this planet spirits were through the roof!
In their quarters BJ left the warmth of Dan’s arms and his bed to take her shift and for the first time in weeks Dan slept…. And slept! Dreams of his new love danced through his mind and then the nightmares of the recent battle. But just before the sudden awakening that all nightmares bring, there would be his Bonnie holding him, comforting him and the nightmare would end. It was well into the afternoon when Dan was awoken by a huge noise and it reverberated throughout the entire ship. It almost felt like the entire carrier tried to rock. He sat up in the bed and looked around trying to get his thoughts in order. Calm passed over him, then a smile. He laid back down and grinned as he pulled the covers over his head. From under the covers a muffled chuckle could be heard, “I warned him.”
And for Dan another few minutes of sleep slid by.
The phone in Dan’s quarters rang loudly as he sprang from bed. He stumbled across the room and grabbed the receiver and put it to his ear. “Hmmm?… I mean Dan here, what is it?”
“Hi Honey this is BJ.”
“Really didn’t think anyone else would be calling me Honey.” Dan chuckled. “What’s up?”
Before BJ could speak again he heard Al in the background shouting across the bridge. “Tell Honey to get his ass up here to the bridge.”
“Dan, Captain Harris…”
Dan laughed, “I heard babe, I’ll jump in the shower and….”
Again Al could be heard in the background, “Tell him now! I want to talk to that boyfriend of yours!”
Without giving Bonnie a chance to speak, Dan grinned, “Yeah, I heard that too. Tell Al I’ll be right up. Bye Hon.” Dan gently hung up and grinned from ear to ear. He started dressing and headed out the door.
Out through the corridors he quickly walked grinning all the time until he finally stood before the door to the bridge. Dan took a deep breath and walked through the door. The bridge fell silent.
Bonnie looked at her love and slowly shook her head and sat in the XO’s chair.
Captain Harris turned when he heard the regular bridge chatter come to a lull. He stood there at stared at Dan. His hands on his hips and that cross between anger and frustration he got was frozen on his face. “What the hell was it you said yesterday?”
Dan started to speak, but Al never gave him a chance. “Oh yeah, Careful you might lose an anchor or chain or something to that effect?” Al started walking toward Dan. “Might lose an anchor? How the hell…. Why didn’t you tell…”
Dan could hear the frustration and puzzlement in Al’s voice and held up his hands like to defend himself. Dan grinned. “Whoa Captain. Easy Al.” Dan turned and winked at Bonnie who wasn’t smiling.
“Looks guys while I was in space and connected to the old ones conscience mind, I somehow caught glimpses of things that I guess might have been relevant to the situation I was in. Things connected to what I needed to know. Sort of pulling all kinds of bits of information, I could see but not control what I saw. Kind of like window shopping, you see what’s there.”
He glanced over to Bonnie and smiled, then back to Al. “Someday I’ll tell you more, but the thing is, one of the things that sort of jumped into my head was an anchor, a damned big one, and it had U….Cli... on it. Apparently the old ones will search their planet for ancient artifacts about nine million years from now and find it buried in two hundred feet of nearly frozen mud.”
Al looked more puzzled than before. “Why the hell didn’t you tell me? Or at least BJ? I could have…”
“Al, look. Millennia from now the anchor was found. Maybe it spurred the entire plan to advance us to help them out. Things might have been different, but it was found, and things did go well, so I didn’t want to upset the apple cart so to speak.”
Bonnie now looked puzzled, “Honey….er, I mean Dan, if the old ones had found our anchor and forgotten about it, would that mean we had gone through all of this before? And if we did, wouldn’t that mean we failed and had to be brought here again?”
Al turned and stared at BJ. “Good God! Commander, you’re starting to sound like your boyfriend.” He glanced over at Dan just in time to see him try to hide a smile.
Dan, still trying not to smile spoke slowly as if coming up with the reasoning as he spoke, “Guys, it’s like this. At least how I see it. Everything that had happened to this point in time has happened. Remember the old ones are from their future, so whatever happened here during our time on this planet, is in their past. So I knew you were going to lose the anchor before you did because I saw it in their past.”
Dan paused, then smiled, “So Captain you see as it was in the old ones memories of the past, it was going to happen, because it had not occurred yet in what is our present, but would occur before we left this planet.”
Al threw up his hands, “Christ Dan, stop!” He looked at him and shook his head.
“Captain….” BJ tried to speak on Dan’s behalf, but Captain Harris tossed up his hands again and added, “Uh! You too BJ….not a word…either of you. Christ you two could drive a man insane.”
Bonnie stood there and smiled as she was about to add more, but Al added, “Not a word Commander! The two of you get off my bridge. BJ take the rest of the day off.”
Then a smile broke out on Al’s face, “You two deserve each other…go somewhere and drive each other nuts.”
The bridge crew broke out in laughter as the two lovers vanished from the bridge. The laughter subsided and Al turned to look out towards the bow. As he turned he muttered, “I’m glad someone understands what the hell is happening around here, I’m just the friggin’ Captain, why should I know!”
More snickers from the bridge crew as Al just stared out over the ocean and shook his head.
The next week passed quickly for most of the people aboard the Clinton. All except for Bonnie who was really in love for the first time in her life, yet she wished things were moving slower. Things raced through her mind as she stood on the bridge’s observation deck. She stared over the deep blue-green ocean as Captain Harris walked up beside her and leaned on the railing.
Looking straight ahead, Al muttered softly, “Weird isn’t it BJ?”
“What’s that sir?”
“We’ve been here for about two months, we’ve had casualties, fought a small war for the safety of part of the galaxy and we don’t even know the name of this damned planet.”
Bonnie smiled, “Dan told me we wouldn’t be able to pronounce the name. We can’t even come close in making the sounds. Since One came back and told Dan it would be longer before they could safely send us back……I’ve had too much time to think, I fear.”
Both had been starring out over the waters, but now Al turned and leaned sideways on the rail and looked directly at Bonnie.
“BJ? Care to let an old friend know what’s been troubling you lately?”
Bonnie turned and looked sadly at AL. “Captain, you’ve been like a father to me. You like myself love this ship. You turned down being an Admiral to keep this command. You could have retired five years ago, but stayed because of this ship.”
Bonnie turned back to gazing out over the water as the sun began to sink into the horizon casting a reddish glow on the two officers. “Captain,…. Al, I know next year when you have decided to finally retire, you’ve recommended me to take your command of the Clinton.”
“I thought that’s what you wanted Bonnie.”
Bonnie turned back to Al, “Oh Al, it was everything I had ever hoped for. To be the Captain of this ship….”
“But now you’ve met the love of your life and now you’re confused which love to choose between.”
BJ looked sadly down to the flight deck below, “There’s no choosing Captain. I want you to recommend someone else to take over sir. I’d gladly give up everything I have to be with Dan….Everything!”
“Maybe Dan might see…”
BJ gently reached out and laid her hand on Al’s, “I want to spend time with Dan, Captain. Maybe I’ve been alone too many years. You’ve always had your loving wife to return to, but I’ve had no one.” She sighed, “A few relationships, a couple of broken engagements, but never someone to love like I do Dan, nor someone who loves me like he does.”
Al patted her hand and smiled, “Well it’s your choice Bonnie and like a father, I’ll just tell you, I’m proud of you and I’m sure you’ll handle your life with Dan just fine. You’ve always made the right decisions BJ, you’ll do what’s right for you….” He smiled warmly, “…and Dan.”
Bonnie couldn’t resist hugging Al as she threw her arms around him. She whispered, “Thank you….for everything.”
Al heard her sniff, then take a deep sigh. When she stood away from him, there was little sign she had almost cried. The only thing that betrayed her was the single tear that trickled down her cheek, that she quickly wiped away.
“You know it isn’t a shame to let someone see you cry.”
Bonnie smiled at her Captain and friend. “Cry sir? Why something must have blown into my eye.”
Al smiled back and softly said, “That had to be it Commander.” He started to turn, but stopped, “Just remember I’ll always be there for you if anything else blows into your eye.”
Bonnie leaned forward and kissed Al on the cheek. “Thanks for being the father I never had.”
Together they walked back to the bridge as Bonnie relieved the Captain for the night watch. She watched Al head for his quarters and smiled warmly. She sighed at the thought of the long night ahead, then thought of Dan awaiting her return in the morning. She stared out into the darkening ocean as the second sun slipped beneath the horizon. A tear ran down her cheek.
“You know that second sun is from the solar system that passed through this system. But it is beautiful isn’t it?”
BJ spun around to see Dan standing there. “It’s passing through so fast, that within a few years it will just be a dot in the sky along with the other stars.”
She sniffed and pretended that she knew he was there all along. “Oh I knew that already. Remember Jack mentioned it quite a while ago.”
Dan moved next to her, “Well did you know the one system moved through this one at a ninety degree angle? Almost as if you cut a plate in half, then glued it to another plate, half on top of the plate and half on the bottom.”
Bonnie managed a smile, “So mister know it all, this is suppose to impress me in some way?” Her eyes followed him as he moved next to her and looked out the window toward the bow of the ship. His shoulder touched hers as she slowly leaned slightly more into him.
She turned and looked out into the darkness, their arms touching, but as the bridge crew was still there, they kept the touch almost formal. “You know you aren’t suppose to be on the bridge unless you have some business to attend to.”
Without Dan looking away from the window and facing her, she could barely see Dan’s smile, “I have business here, keeping you company.”
“Not reason enough mister, ‘I’ve been in the minds of aliens’.”
Dan started to speak when the second helmsman walked up to the two of them and handed her a slip of paper. “From Captain Harris Ma’am.” He walked away.
Bonnie looked at the paper, then Dan. “Al…er, the Captain has given you the temporary position of advisor to the bridge?” She looked at Dan and frowned, “There’s no such thing!”
Dan grinned, “There is now Commander and if you read further, if I’m not mistaken, it says that as long as it doesn’t go against navel regulations or safety, I’m to be listened to and my advice to be paid attention to.”
“This is ridiculous, Why the hell…”
Dan reached over and gently touched Bonnie’s arm, “Because Commander this afternoon when I ran into him in the corridor and mentioned that I’ve changed my hours to match yours, he said something to the effect that, ‘Good, then we’ll have to find something for you to do.’ Guess this is something to keep me occupied.”
“I’ll have to speak to the Captain in the morning.” Bonnie snorted. “I don’t need a baby sitter.”
“Ok, my love, then I’ll leave.”
Bonnie’s hand shot out and grasped Dan’s arm, “Don’t you dare!”
The helmsman who was only a few yards away smiled and added, “Ma’am, maybe the Captain figured an extra set of eyes on the bridge at night would be useful due to the fact we’re on some unknown planet, in the middle of unknown waters?”
Bonnie turned red as she realized the entire bridge crew could hear what they had been talking about. She looked over at Dan and he too was blushing. They looked at each other, then around the bridge as the crew looked everywhere but at them.
Dan stammered, “Ah, Commander Jones, perhaps we should discuss this out on the observation deck?”
“Oh my God Dan they all know about us, you don’t have to pretend.” She smiled at the crew, “And yes, perhaps going outside might be advisable to finish this conversation.” She motioned for Dan to go out as she headed out behind him she added, “I’m out of the observation deck, yell if something comes up.” She looked at Dan, “The bridge door will be open!”
“Yes Ma’am.” Was the reply.
Dan walked out on the deck and out of sight and BJ followed. Dan leaned with his back against the railing.
Bonnie walked over and faced him. “Advisor to the Bridge? Christ! What am to do with you?”
Dan shrugged and grinned sheepishly. As Bonnie leaned toward him and looked him in the eyes, “Guess I’ll have to find something for you to do then damn it!”
“What? I don’t know much about navel stuff. But I guess I could learn, if you…”
She placed a finger on his lips to silence him and whispered, “You can start by getting in good with the XO.” She kissed him gently.
“Hmmm…Thought I was in good with the XO. Seems like lately I’ve been in a lot with the XO.”
“Smart ass!” Bonnie kissed him deeply and Dan returned her kisses. BJ knew the Captain knew there was little danger and the old ones were above watching over the ship. This way they both would have something to do. Keep each other company, these boring nights would go much easier now they could spend watches together.
Bonnie smiled at Dan as she wiped off her light shade of lipstick from Dan’s lips. “You know it’s all your fault for this lipstick. I never wore it until you showed up.” She grinned, then added, “Just remember this necking on duty is now over. From now on, it’s by the book!”
Dan smiled back and asked, “And when we’re off duty?”
Bonnie reached out and gently touched Dan’s cheek, slid her hand down to his chin, the up to his lips. She gently cradled his chin in her hand leaned close and whispered in a deep sexy voice, “Then we go by MY book!” She licked her lips and winked. She turned and walked back toward the hatch over exaggerating her walk so her rear end swung seductively.
Dan stood there and all that he could manage to say was, “WHEW!” He grinned and followed her in like a little puppy. He heard her giggle, just before she opened the hatch and vanished out of his sight.
Half crews were set for the ship and for most of the crew the Captain had made it like a semi vacation. Stress levels dropped and morale improved greatly. Even Bonnie seemed to perk up during her shifts. Captain Harris never once jeopardized the ship or its efficiency, but the crew had earned a well deserved rest.
The next few weeks garnered two more visits from the old ones for Dan as the crew on the now empty flight deck would watch as Dan stood alone on the bow with one or more shimmering creatures that had become known as the old ones.
Dan never spoke, but would just stand there. Finally one day Dan returned from the bow as the sunbathing crew, relaxing on deck watched. They watched as Bonnie walked up to him and he spoke to her. She spun around and pumped her fist several times in the air, then covered her mouth with both hands and wept. Dan put his arm around her and they slowly walked back to the area where the crew had been allowed to use as a recreational area. All eyes were on Dan.
Captain Harris stepped through the hatch and paused half way to Dan as he noticed Bonnie’s tears. Before he could ask, Dan shouted loud enough for all to clearly hear.
“We’re going home!” Dan shouted.
The crew cheered loudly and Bonnie hugged her love and buried her head into his chest. Al beamed from ear to ear and grasped Dan’s hand and shook it wildly.
BJ looked at her Captain and smiled, “Why Captain, in all these years, this is the first time I’ve seen you show so much emotion.”
Al looked at the two standing there and with tears welling up in his eyes he smiled and replied, “This is the first time I’ve had a chance to relax since coming here BJ and now I know my ship and crew are safe and going home for sure…..” Al turned and walked back into the conning tower of the Clinton.
Dan watched the crew as they jumped around and cheered, Dan said softly to his love, “Bonnie, we’re going home!”
Bonnie gently kissed him on his cheek and laid her head upon his shoulder as she looked out over the sunny ocean of this world they had been taken too. A warm gentle breeze washed over the two as she sighed. Bonnie had a decision to make, then it came to her as she buried her head deeper into his shoulder and whispered, “Yes my love we are going home, our home.”
Dan thought for a second, then just puzzled at the statement, not realizing that BJ had decided to give up the sea to be with him.
The rest of that day and the next was spent stowing things into lockers and lashing things down. Everyone remembered the mess and the damaged equipment that had occurred during the last teleportation.
This time the old ones wouldn’t have to drop them so unceremoniously into the ocean back home as they had been forced to do upon their arrival here. Spirits soared as the crew and officers went about their chores. The U.S.S. Clinton never looked so clean as the crew made ready for their arrival home.
One of the strangest things the crew noticed was that something had changed.
Dan’s truck he had skidded to a stop on the flight deck that very first day had always been sort of Dan’s fortress of solitude. Al had had it parked in a corner of the hangar deck below, out of the way of daily operations in an obscure nook that if the rear of the ship’s doors were open they could look out over the ocean at the stern. The crew would see Dan sitting in it alone, thinking, playing his CD’s or sometimes he would just go crawl in and take a nap. To him it was a place to get away from it all.
Later after he had met Bonnie it was the two of them that would spend time together sitting in his four by four Chevy, in each other’s arms listening to music. It was their place to be alone together. The crew these last few days found not just the two lovers sitting there, but the entire gang, even Captain Harris for an occasional visit. Dan’s truck for them had become a place they could go for that little piece of home.
They all sat in the truck’s bed with Dan’s CD playing softly in the background, Dan and BJ sitting on the roof. All starring out over the ocean.
Jack looked at Rick and Alice and grinned, “Well looks like you two have become quite an item yourselves.”
Alice snuggled into Rick’s chest and softly replied, “Rick’s asked me to marry him guys, we’re getting married as soon as we get back to Earth.” Which was followed by congratulations from everyone. All eyes slowly moved over to Dan and Bonnie sitting on the roof. Bonnie chuckled, “Look guys, we’ve talked about it, but nothing is set, ok?”
Rick sighed, “Man it’s going to be great to get back home.” Which was followed by nods of agreement.
Al looked back at Dan. “You know Dan, you’ve sure spent a lot of time with One.”
“Isn’t One Al.” He laughed, “One is back in the time that was their present. This old one I speak to I call Four as half the old ones left. Including Two and Three.”
“Left? Why?” Bonnie asked as she leaned on Dan’s shoulder.
“They went back to make sure all was in order. That they…er we, haven’t changed things for the worse. It takes a little over sixty of them to have enough combined power to move through time, so half of the old ones that came back here, went back to their present and sent over eighty back. Four is the one in charge, so to speak. They need all they have to port us back to Earth because if you remember, not only did we teleport through time, but thousands of light years through space.”
Jack stared out over the churning wake of the Clinton and muttered, “Anything interesting? Maybe when we get to leave?”
“Four said tomorrow Jack. They want the ionization to completely clear. Seems it makes teleporting this ship smoother.”
“I like smoother.” Mark grinned, “Personally I’ve had enough bumps and bangs since arriving here.” The gang chuckled, then one by one looked back over the ocean.
Dan sighed and mumbled, “Never did get that damned burger.”
Al shot a glance back to Dan and teased, “You still want a burger after all the times I had the cooks grill you up some?”
“Not the same Al, nothing like some good old Earth junk food now and then.” Again there were quiet chuckles…. Then sighs. They all were homesick.
Al slid off the truck and excused himself as he headed back up to the bridge. The rest of the gang, got off the truck and slowly walked back to the opening at the rear of the ship and stood by the railing starring off watching the wake slowly vanish back into the vast blue-green ocean it had been churned from.
Jack sounding a bit jealous asked, “Dan you’ve spent hours standing there looking at those wavy ripples the old ones don’t even use humanoid shapes anymore.”
“I don’t need them to talk to me Jack, remember? It seems as I’ve continued mentally speaking to them, both sides have found it easier. I’ve also found it easier to tap into their collective minds as well, it seems like the more I communicate with them, the easier it becomes.”
Mark grinned at Dan, “Sure as hell hope you haven’t found any more missions they want to send us on?” The gang laughed as Dan shook his head negatively.
Dan paused, then sighed. Bonnie caught it and asked what was bothering him, “Dan I’ve heard that sigh before. Something is confusing you, right?”
He gave her a gentle squeeze and smiled, “You’re getting to know me aren’t you?”
She smiled and replied, “Ok baby, fess up!”
Dan turned and looked at the gang. “Well I looked into the old ones collective minds up in space for a brief time and got all kinds of info pushed into my head. Now Four and a few others have been talking to me and I’ve tapped into something new.”
“New?” Rick asked.
“Yeah!” Dan paused and started pacing as the others looked at one another and started grinning. “Yeah, I just can’t figure it out completely.”
“Ok as your girlfriend said, fess up!” Jack teased.
“Really nothing to confess guys, just….” Dan looked puzzled, “…well I saw this new thing that wasn’t there before when I connected to Four.”
“What new thing dammit!” Bonnie nudged Dan as he paced by.
“Well the Te’tal trashed this planet’s atmosphere which is clearing ok. But some damage had been done.” Dan looked at Alice, “Right Alice? To the ocean, to their evolution processes.”
Alice nodded, “Sure Dan, a lot of the sea life had been destroyed and will take much to get back to the stage of development it was at. Perhaps millions of years. The life that managed to survive will take time to develop from new forms of bacteria which is essential in all life as we know it.”
Dan nodded, “I thought it was strange that when One returned to the future, or his present, the old ones that returned, found the old ones were still as advanced as they were when they traveled back in time.”
“Impossible.” Alice blurted out. “The Te’tal set this world back at least a million years in evolution.”
Dan grinned, “Not so Alice, they had barely changed. They were practically the same.”
“Wait a minute Dan, you said practically.”
“Alice you’re the biologist, you know the old ones couldn’t have evolved as fast as they had originally….” Dan looked her straight in the eyes.
Alice picked up on Dan’s thought, “…unless something kick started their evolution…..” Alice froze in her thought.
Dan laughed, “Well I started comparing what I had found the first time I saw into their collective minds, their library of knowledge so to speak. Some of that knowledge they hadn’t used in eons, but it was still there tucked away like reference books. Then I looked into Four’s mind, the reference books and something had changed. I didn’t tell them, maybe someday they’ll figure it out themselves.”
Alice nodded sheepishly.
The scientist in Jack got frustrated and it showed in his voice, “What the hell are you two…”
Alice was the first to speak, “I think what Dan is trying to say is the new thing he found in the old ones….was human DNA.”
Everyone looked back at Dan as Jack muttered, “How?”
Dan grinned and looked at Alice as all heads snapped back to look at her. She grinned, “Well remember back when we first got here and Dan suggested why we civilians were sent here?”
All nodded.
“Well Jack was star gazing at nights trying to figure out where we were. Rick was checking samples of mud and stuff from the anchor so we could figure out if there was anything present that might be of danger to us.”
Dan snickered, “And what was Alice doing? Alice.”
Alice looked at Dan, “All that pacing you did on deck, you figured it out didn’t you?”
Dan grinned, “Yup!”
The entire gang all shouted “WHAT!”
Dan looked at Alice, “I think Alice had a little boo-boo.”
All heads turned to Alice once again as Jack muttered, “Christ I feel like I’m at a tennis match! Will someone tell us what the hell you two are talking about!”
She sighed, “Dan’s right! It was my bad….You see while all of the rest were doing their tests, I too did my testing as you all know. I checked the water and air for micro organisms and other things that might be harmful to humans. Remember back then we didn’t know…”
“Get to it Alice.” Jack protested her beating around the bush.
Alice took a deep breath, “I dropped a Petri-dish containing human cells overboard. I had been using our human cells and human bacterium to use for testing adverse reactions on. I took several out to check water samples on as I couldn’t find anything in the water and just wanted to make sure no damage on the cellular level would….” Alice paused and looked as if she couldn’t decide if she wanted to cry or not, then added softly, “….I had laid the Petri dishes on the deck while I used the long line and a container to dip water out of the ocean. As I was pulling up a water sample, the line I had laid on deck moved and the Petri dishes all fell into the water.”
Rick asked, “Wouldn’t the ionization of the radiation from the Te’tal have killed it?”
“No Rick not this soon. Remember we aren’t affected by it, or at least it would have taken longer, the same goes for our Earth born cells and bacteria. Oh, geez guys I feel so bad about…”
“It’s ok Alice.” Dan smiled and hugged the worrying micro biologist. “If it wasn’t for your accident, we may not have been able to return home. Maybe things would have changed drastically, who knows.”
“But I…”
“Alice, I’ve always had the feeling that somehow, some way nature seems to work things out. Just like One and the others that went back couldn’t return to this time if they tried, just one of the safe guards that seems to occur in nature.”
Alice started to smile, “Like evolution, some species make it, others don’t. Christ Dan are you telling me my mistake was nature’s way of correcting something?”
Dan laughed aloud, “How the hell would I know Alice? All I know nature takes care of its mistakes either by adapting or destroying. All I’m saying is something happened to correct things back near to the way they were….” Dan looked at everyone and smiled, “…Accident or plan, who cares, we’re going home tomorrow.”
The truth hit Alice like someone had slapped her, “My God! Dan you’re right! All this ocean had been cleaned of the old one’s primordial ooze. Earth bacteria would have thrived in this mineral rich…..” Her head was swimming with theories, “…Eventually the currents would mix it with this worlds life near the bottom…. My God what have I done?”
Dan smiled warmly at Alice, “Probably saved us all Alice. If not for your accident, the old ones would have developed a million or two years later. The Te’tal would have no doubt invaded our part of the galaxy. Generations in the future may have been at war with the Te’tal and the old ones seeing hostilities would have moved on and not interfered. You see gang, it all works out in the end.”
Dan put his arm around Bonnie and walked back toward the truck.
Alice looked at Jack. “Jack you’re the physicist. How the hell does Dan’s mind work the way it does? How the hell can he figure out things he himself says he knows little about?”
“Strange isn’t it. “Jack replied as he laughed, “Just be glad it works as it does.”
Mark grinned, “Think what he figured out now was strange, you should have seen him on the island.”
Rick chuckled, “If I thought as much as he does, my head would hurt all the time.” The gang laughed and went about looking at the ocean for what would be for the last time. Soon the oceans of Earth would be seen and they’d be home once again.
They all sighed thoughtfully as memories of the last few months ran through their heads. All the stresses waned as slight smiles broke out as thoughts of home abounded.
Almost to the truck Bonnie looked at her love. “There’s so much running through my head, so much to do.” She stopped and looked at Dan, “Baby, I love you so much, but you know there’s a chance the old ones might drop you right back down where you were when they took you.”
Dan smiled, “And you’ll be off the coast of India heading toward Hawaii. But you can bet I’ll be waiting for you when you dock at Pearl.”
Tears welled up in her eyes, “You’d come all the way to Hawaii for me?”
Dan hugged his love tightly, “Silly! Of course I will. After all, I do have to get to the woman I intend to marry, don’t I? Even when we get married, I figure we’ll have to move there…. or where ever you’re stationed.”
“Oh baby, I’ve decided to resign before becoming you wife, you know do the housewife thing.”
Dan looked puzzled, then a stern look crossed his face. “And you’re giving all this up?”
She smiled warmly, “Because I love you!”
“The hell you will Commander Jones, Al told me he’s retiring the end of this year and you’re a shoe in for the Captaincy, you honestly think I’d let you walk away from all this….” Dan smiled, “…Besides this crew needs you as much as I do.”
Tears welled up in her eyes as Bonnie kissed Dan passionately, then slid her head down to his chest. She would get to keep both of her loves and for the first time BJ could remember, her happiness was total and complete.
Dan felt Bonnie sigh a huge sigh of contentment, leaned down and kissed her gently on her forehead, then gently chuckled, “Besides, while I’m waiting for you to get to Hawaii…”
Dan whispered in her ear and the gang heard Bonnie laugh loudly as they got into Dan’s truck. The gang looked at one another, never knowing that Dan had whispered in Bonnie’s ear.
“…that’ll give me time to finish that damned burger run!”
The End.
By
Robert A. J. Turnbull Jr.
The small midtown hospital was in the middle of a really slow night as Dr. Arthur Robbins walked through the halls. Dropping in now and then on the few patients they had, to visit and cheer them up. Art smiled and for once felt the lack of every day pressure. These few patients were all minor injuries and surgeries and most likely would be discharged in a few days.
Dr. Robbins had been the head of an emergency room in a major city, but the strain of it all took its toll after almost ten years. So when he was offered his position in a small city he jumped at the chance. The only gunshot he saw in the year he had been here at New Hope General, had been a hunter that had shot himself in the foot while climbing a fence. It was sometimes on slow nights like these, he wished for a bit more action, then he’d smile and remember his past job and the thought would quickly fade.
“Art! Damn wait up.”
Art heard panting and spun around to see his best friend Dr. Lou Homes running down the hall after him. Lou was a first year staff doctor after serving three years residency at Hope General and the two of them had become fast friends after seeing each other work so efficiently in the many surgeries they had performed together.
“Art, wait up. Damn man, you’d think you’re in a race, you walk so fast.”
“Lou? Geez guy you are out of shape.” Art teased, “Christ the way you’re panting, you’d think….”
“Man, we tried paging you, but…”
Art pulled out his pager and frowned, “Damned battery is dead again! Sorry Lou, guess I need a new one, this is the third battery I’ve put in this week, I…”
“Damn it Art, we need you in the emergency room STAT! We just got some guy that was in a car accident. The Sherriff told us the other guy that ran into him flipped his car off the road and died on the scene. The guy they brought in has a massive head trauma.”
Both doctors ran toward the ER causing the few on duty staff to step to the side as they sprinted past. Soon they burst through the doors and over to treatment room one. The EMT’s were just leaving as the doctors ran past. A third doctor looked over and sighed.
Dr. Genie Warren smiled, “My God Art am I glad to see you. The patient had a major closed head injury. Lou sent him to the CT and it came back showing a huge clot where we can’t operate.”
Art smiled back, “Then Genie, it’s a simple matter of calling a chopper and sending him to….”
Lou butted in after a quick glance of the CAT scans, “Art he can’t be moved.” He paused, “I’m almost afraid to move him to the ICU he’s so touch and go.” Lou pointed to the monitor the CAT scan was on, “Christ, look at the size of that clot and it’s exactly where I figured it might be.”
Art looked away from the monitor and read over the patients stats on the chart. “You started his heart twice already, and put a shunt in his head….” Dr. Robbins paused thoughtfully, “Hell Lou you’ve done everything I would have….” A strange look passed over Art’s face, then he sprinted out of the room, shouting back over his shoulder, “Hang on I’ll be back in a few.”
Lou and Genie looked at each other, then the door, shrugged and went back to making sure their patient was stable. For a good ten minutes the two doctors recheck the charts and monitors and agreed there was nothing else that could be done. Genie was in her third year as a resident and both Art and Lou knew she would become a fine doctor and trusted her opinions without reservations.
Lou shook his head, “Doesn’t look good Genie, his blood pressure is starting to go down again. Christ! Where did Art….”
The ER one door burst open and Dr. Robbins appeared. He moved over to the patient’s side and pulled out a syringe filled with what looked like a silvery Mercury like substance. Art felt the neck, inserted the syringe and slowly injected the silvery substance into the patient.
“My God Art, that isn’t…” Genie gasped.
Art shook his head, “Yep it’s P-811.”
Genie gasped, “Oh Art, you’ve just ended your career. You know that Dr. Burnes is the only one that has permission to use P-811. Being head of this hospital he’s the only one trained to use it and even then, the trails aren’t to begin for another two weeks.”
“Well I’m not going to let him die!” Art shot back, “You two saw his chart. We can’t fix him, we can’t move him. With this we might be able to safely move him to a room and use that as the ICU. Genie, you and Nurse Bell, go get the equipment and set up room six for intensive care. Maybe we can stabilize him there enough to transport. We’ll use six as a new intensive care, one of us will monitor this patient at all times….” Art looked up at the other two doctors and grinned, “….even if it means a lot of overtime. We’ll have Burnes his damned data and hopefully save this man while doing so.”
Lou glanced over to his friend and added, “Man Art you’ve done it this time. Best doctor in the state or not, Burnes is going to pull your license and report you to the state board.”
“Yeah, Lou, I know.”
Lou laughed, “Not to mention we have only a limited supply of P-811 and you and I know that P-811 costs over two grand a vial.”
“Like I care! There’s a man’s life at stake here Lou and I’m not letting protocols stop me from using everything I have at my disposal to save him.” Art looked over to Lou and added, “Including losing my license.”
“Damn you Art! And just when I was enjoying your company and having a friend and now you’re going to wind up in jail.”
“Could be prison if this stuff kills him instead of curing him.” Art frowned, “Although it is stupid to have this crap and not being able to use it. Dammit, Lou, P-811 is suppose to be the next miracle drug for brain injuries and comas, so we start using it now instead of later in a damned test.”
“Art, what the hell am I going to do without you around here to…..” Lou stopped complaining and looked over to the patient’s monitor, “Holy….shit!”
Art swung around and looked at the monitor. All the patients vital statistics were almost to normal.
“My God Art, that stuff really works!” Lou leaned over the patient and began to check for signs of coming around. “He’s still in a coma Art.”
“Don’t expect miracles Lou, remember his CAT scans, this guy is in bad shape. We need to get him to room six ASAP and get him on monitors.” Art pulled out another vial of the experimental drug, “There is a small refrigerator in room six. I can keep this in there just in case we need it.”
“Aw, man. Burnes is going to have your ass for this Art.”
With a sly grin Art shrugged, “Hell Lou, what’s Burnes going to do…. Fire me twice? Now let’s get pushing this guy to six.”
With a nod, Lou grasped one end of the gurney and Art the other and gently moved the patient down the hall to the new room. Once there they hooked him up to the monitors.
Art finished the last wire on his chest heart monitor when the man’s eyes popped open.
“HOLY SHI….” With a start Lou jumped back.
The ever calm Dr. Robbins just leaned down close to the patient and smiled. “I’m Dr. Robbins and that’s Dr. Holmes. You’ve been in a bad auto accident, but you’ll be ok if you just stay calm and do what you’re told.” Art smiled to assure the man.
The patient firmly grabbed Art’s arm with so much force that he pulled Art closer. The patient tried to raise himself, but fell back. Frantically grasping around he found Art’s lapel and pulled him close. After several attempts to speak he managed to speak in a dry raspy voice, “I’m Namevac….you must…keep…me alive….”
Art smiled, “We will Mr. Namevac, we will.”
“No…you don’t under…stand…. all will end…if…”
Lou leaned down and smiled, “Don’t you worry sir, Dr. Robbins is the best in the state, your life won’t end here if he can help….”
Namevac looked over to Lou and again tried to speak, which was becoming more and more difficult, “You…. don’t understand….. if I die…..all will ….end….toooo.” The patient’s head slipped back onto his pillow as he once again slipped into a coma.
“Art maybe we should isolate him? All of us will die? Christ what if he has some serious disease like Ebola or Typhoid?”
“Relax Lou, let’s do another blood work on him and see if we can figure out what the hell he’s talking about. You know it could just be delirium from the head trauma. But to be sure we’ll run a full workup on him.”
Lou retrieved a syringe and a vial, drew blood and dashed out of the room. Art just grinned. Lou was a new doctor and still had the tendency to get a bit over excited. True, this guy could have some disease, but more than likely not.
Art ripped open the patient’s belongings envelope and opened his billfold. “Let’s see, drivers license….Andy Thal Namevac. Out of town address….Hmmmm, no help there.”
Searching a bit more produced a small laminated card. Dr. Robbins mumbled;
“To whom it may concern.
If I am found unconscious ALL means are to be made to keep me alive.
Even if I am to kept alive on machines! Use every means at your disposal and contact my trust at 555 055 0001. I must not be disconnected for any reason or death will ensue. I am rich and can afford any services you may provide.”
Art shook his head and in a sad whisper said, “Geezzz, this guy is sure afraid of death.” He looked over at the unconscious patient and smiled, “Don’t worry buddy, I’ll do everything in my power to keep you alive.”
Then thinking about what the Chief of staff would say to him when he came in at midnight Art added softly, “Hah, as a matter of fact I already have.”
Then as a second thought added, “Assuming I’m still working here in the morning.”
A few hours passed and Genie came into room six, “Art?”
“Hmmm? Oh sorry, Genie, I was just letting my mind wander a bit. What’s up?”
“The patient’s labs just came back. No sign of anything abnormal like diseases or poisons….”
“Well Lou will be glad to hear that Genie.” Art looked at his coworker, “What?”
“Art I talked to the lab guy and he mentioned something kind of weird.”
“Weird? Like?”
“Well the lab said Mr. Namevac there had some really strange looking blood.”
“Christ Genie! Will you spit it out!”
“Art…. His blood has immunities for just about every disease known to man.” Genie passed the paperwork over to Art and he began to look it over.”
“Jesus Christ, this has to be a mistake, the lab….”
“Checked it three times Art. They couldn’t believe it either, it’s correct.”
Art sat down in the chair next to the patient’s bed, “Well I guess this shouldn’t surprise me in the least…. Genie, look at the brain monitor.”
Genie turned and looked at the monitor and gasped, “My God! Art his brain activity should be barely reading anything, but…”
Art smiled weakly, “But it’s so far off the charts all the monitor shows is brain waves that go right off the scale.”
“P-811, it has to be P-811.”
“Nope, I’ve seen the test lab charts and records on P-811 Genie that isn’t the way it works.” Before Genie could reply Art added, “Not to mention I’ve changed the monitor, the leads and everything else that could be causing a funny reading like that.”
“Then his brain is actually that far off the….”
Art searched for answers, but all he could say was, “Yup!”
Genie sat next to Art and looked at him strangely, “Ok, you’re the big city, five years in med school, ten in the city and two years as an instructor, experienced everything guy….What could cause something like that?”
Dr. Robbins smiled, “I’ve been sitting here for hours trying to figure that out Genie, nothing like this in the national data base. It’s almost like he has some brain waves that we don’t have the ability to detect that are overflowing into the ones we can detect.”
“Oh now if you’re going to tell me he’s some sort of alien, forget it. I saw his X-rays, his C.A.T. scan, even the lab guy showed me the slides with his blood on them. Mr. Namevac there is as normal as you or I, Art.” Genie frowned, “Well as least if we ignore his blood work.”
“Normal as we are?” Art flipped his finger in the direction of the monitor, “That’s normal?”
“Well the blood work sure shows that your patient is not exactly normal Art. I know I have no idea what all this means…” Genie grinned at Art, “…I’m just glad you’re the one that has to figure all this out and not me. Maybe, just maybe Burnes will give you a pass on this and allow your patient here in the studies.”
“HA! I wouldn’t bet my life on it Genie. Not Burnes. Hell he’s been after me for years now, ever since I figured out the problem with his patient when he couldn’t and gave up on her.”
Genie looked sadly at Dr. Robbins, “I know, damn Art the whole hospital knows. Burnes just plain wasn’t smart enough to correctly diagnose Mrs. Fredrick. Then on top of that went and told her family that there was no hope and tried to get them to donate her organs.” Genie laughed, “Then you noticed that tiny little hemorrhage on her CAT scan and rushed her to surgery.”
Art grinned, “Yeah I thought old Burnes was going to have a heart attack when he came rushing into the operating room and found out I’d stopped the bleeding and removed the clot.”
“Well Burnes will get his wish then. If he is truly looking for a reason to fire you like we all believe he is, treating this patient with his precious P-811 just gave him the perfect reason to can ya.”
Genie turned and headed toward the door, she looked back over her shoulder and grinned, “Well I’m sure glad he’s your patient and not mine.” She stopped at the door and looked back once again, “Well there’s only a few hours until Dr. Burnes comes in, maybe if he sees this he’ll overlook your two doses that you…”
“Wouldn’t happen Genie.” Art laughed aloud, “In another hour, I’m going to give Mr. Namevac here another vial of P-811. That will send old Burnes into orbit.”
Genie’s faint smile dropped from her face, “Christ Art, that will end your career for sure. You know how nasty Burnes can be.” She paused, “And although he tries to hide it we all know he’s so jealous of you and your skills.”
“If I can save this guy here, it’ll be worth it.” Art leaned back into the chair and Genie could see he would not be dissuaded, nor would he give up on the patient.
Genie just shook her head in dismay as she left the room. She really cared for Art. He was her teacher, her mentor, her friend and the finest doctor she had ever seen. Now she worried for Art. For his career, his future. Genie walked down the hall slowly, feeling the strain that her boss was feeling.
Back in room six there were other worries going on. There was one thing that kept bothering Art Robbins, the way Mr. Namevac phrased his words. “He didn’t say all would die”….” He said all will end.”
Dr. Robbins waited as long as he dared and gave his patient another shot of P-811 and once again the patient’s vitals moved back to normal. Art hoped that Mr. Namevac would come around to normal and stay that way before Dr. Burnes ended his treatment and Art’s career. Art looked at his watch and realized his time was growing short….right along with his career.
“Damn! Only two more hours before I become unemployed. Mr. Namevac, you better come around soon. For at least your sake.” Art managed a slight smile. At least if he were to be fired, saving a life would make it worthwhile.
“Doctor?....How..bad…”
Art nearly jumped out of his skin. He turned and saw his patient’s eyes were open. “I won’t kid you sir, you’re badly injured and would have died. I’ve used an experimental drug on you because it was the only way to keep you alive. If you survive, you can sue me later….” Art grinned, “…or the hospital as I doubt if I’ll be around after tonight.”
“I don’t understand Doc, drug?”
“It’s a new drug that is suppose to prevent brain swelling and stop clots. Testing wasn’t suppose to start yet, but if anyone needed it, it was you…..sooo.”
The patient smiled weakly, “That’s a relief…. I was so afraid of dying.” The patient managed a weak smile once again, “By the way Doc, you can call me Andy.”
“That’s ok sir, I mean Andy, I guess we’re all afraid of dying.” Art grinned, “I know I don’t cherish the thought.”
The patient rolled his head over and looked at the doctor. “I didn’t mean for me. I fear for all of….” The man hesitated, “Well never mind. I seem to be doing ok now.”
Doctor Robbins sat back in the chair next to bed, “I’m sorry sir if I gave you the wrong impression. You are by no means out of the woods. The drug wears off after a few hours and the last time your vitals started dropping again hence this last injection I just gave you.”
“Look Doc, whatever you have to do to keep me alive, do it! That means putting on life support, do it! Whatever it takes. In my wallet there’s a card to give to the hospital administrator or registrar. You see Doc I’m a very wealthy man and I can afford whatever you do for me, just keep my brain alive.”
Art got a puzzled look, “Even if you are in a permanent coma?”
“Even if! I must not be allowed to die for…..” Andy stopped and Dr. Robbins could see he was puzzled but he continued, “….I’m not sure how long, but you must keep my brain going as long as you can conceivably do so. For all your sakes.”
“I understand the keep me alive by whatever means possible, but you keep saying for all of us.” Art tried his best to understand his patient, but was failing miserably.
Andy smiled, “Doc you wouldn’t believe me if I told ya.” He tried to laugh, but the throbbing in his head quickly put an end to his mirth and he winced in pain.
“Well, well, Doctor Robbins, I see your patient is awake.” Lou walked into the room. “I’m Doctor Holmes. Doctor Robbins assistant.”
Lou reached over and laid his hand on Andy’s arm, then looked at Art. “That stuff really works Art.”
Andy smiled, “Actually I feel quite well and call me Andy. I was just telling the good doctor here to use every means available…”
Lou smiled, “I heard, I was in the door way on the other side of the curtain.”
Andy turned to look at Art again, “Doc I seemed to remember hearing something about you sticking your neck out to save me.”
“You heard?”
“I have many abilities Doc, I’m guessing even to remember things I hear while unconscious.”
“How…Nawww…” Lou tried grasping the idea. “We know comatose patients sometimes respond to sounds, even words now and then, but to fully remember…”
“Look Doc, I’ve never been totally unconscious before so this is all new to me. Hell, I’ve never been in a hospital or been sick….” A strange look crossed Andy’s face, then everything hit him at once, “Wait a minute, how did I get here?”
“Andy some guy hit your car broadside. You survived, but sadly the guy that ran the stop sign did not.”
“Strange I never saw him coming.”
Lou chuckled, “Well we can’t see everything Andy.”
Andy looked at Doctor Holmes seriously, “I can. I can see…..” A worried look crossed Andy’s face, “Oh crap! Unless it was him…. Please don’t let it be him. If I die and this was his time….We shouldn’t have come this close together….”
Lou looked at Art puzzled as Art just shrugged and looked back to Andy.
“Look Andy maybe it would be better if you told us what you’re talking about. Right now it sounds like your confused and….”
“Rambling?” Andy chuckled, then winced at the blinding pain. “Aw, dammit, I need an aspirin or two….or three.”
Sorry Andy not on this drug I have you on. Hopefully you won’t need another dose.”
“Doc? I really would like to tell someone. So very few have known all these….er… years.”
Lou grinned, “Well Andy, we’re both officially off duty as of ten minutes ago.” Lou paused and added, “Er, that reminds me Dr. Burnes arrived a bit early. Art, if you’re going to give Andy here another shot, it better be soon.”
“I can’t Lou, not for another hour and six minutes. P-811’s safety protocols state if administered with doses under two hours of each other severe brain bleeding and damage can occur. Two hours, six, that’s it.”
“Well then I hope Burnes doesn’t discover what’s going on before then.” Art looked at his watch, then Andy, “Now Andy, perhaps you should tell us what you’ve been talking about. It may come in handy in the near future.”
Andy laughed and winced in pain, but laughed again. “Doc you have no idea what the future holds if I die.”
Lou looked at Art, “What the hell is he talking about?”
Andy let out a deep sigh, looked at Lou and said, “Might as well pull up a chair Doc, this could take a while to explain.” Lou pulled a chair over from across the room and slowly sat. He looked at Andy, then Art.
Lou looked at Andy and smiled, then looked toward Art, “Well it would seem Andy here is looking better, he wants to tell us a story.”
“More than a story Dr. Holmes, it’s your future all of ours….”
Lou started to argue the point of wasting their time with Art, but Art smiled and motioned for Lou to drop it. “Perhaps it might do Andy here some good to talk a bit.” He looked at his patient, “Andy if you don’t mind, while you’re talking, we might take a note or two if we notice something in your speech. After all we are your doctors and your care comes first to listening to your tale.”
“That’s fine Doc…” Andy looked at Lou, “…take all the notes you want, but please, listen carefully.”
“Let us check your monitors one more time, then you can begin.” Lou nodded for Art to go over to the bank of monitors near the wall next to Andy’s bed. “Art,” Lou whispered, “Are you serious about this? Christ this guy’s stats have been all over the place tonight….”
Dr. Robbins gently grasped Lou’s arm and whispered back, “Let him talk a while Lou, let’s see if he slurs his words. We can check for incoherent sentences or….”
Lou interrupted, “….or delusional stories?” He grinned.
But there was no mirth in Art’s expression and Lou decided not to press this any further. He knew Art well enough to see that they would listen to Andy and what he had to say. Lou just smiled and shrugged as he turned away from the monitors. The two doctors walked back to where Andy could see them.
Andy’s mind picked up enough to grasp both men were tossed about his condition. Was he talking about something he believed or rambling due to his injuries. He sighed again and decided that perhaps he should tell them the truth. Whether or not they believed him mattered little if he died, even less if they laughed at him.
Now if he could decide how to tell them. If he was too serious, then would they think it was delirium? If he told his tale lightheartedly, would they think he was trying to fool them?
Art shifted in his chair, “Well Andy?”
“Ok damn it, don’t say I didn’t warn you that you won’t believe me.”
“To be honest with you two, I don’t even remember if I had a name or what it was if I did.” Andy smiled warmly as he let his mind and memories drift back. Slowly the mists of time parted as memories he hadn’t thought of in decades washed over him.
“First, look at my name. It is an anagram of sorts. I change my identity every so often. This time ….Well spell it backwards Doc.”
Lou beat Art to the punch, “Let’s see, ahh…Nam, would be man, evac, ca…..ve, so we have, Mr. Cavem….” Lou looked at Andy “You got to be shitting me! Caveman?”
“Think about it Doc, you saw my license. Andy, Thal Namevac.”
Art frowned, “And if you were a woman, your maiden name in old English.. Christ! Come on Andy, another name for maiden name is nee.”
“Now you got it Doc.” Andy beamed.
Lou looked at Andy, then Art. “Dammit all, I don’t get it! Nee Andy Thal Namevac.”
Art shook his head. “He’s playing us Lou. ‘Nee Andy Thal’…Neanderthal Caveman. Get it now?”
Lou looked at Andy and frowned, “Christ all mighty, not funny Andy.”
Andy weakly smiled, “I told you I made the name up. Over the centuries I seemed to have developed a somewhat dry sense of humor.”
“Centuries?” Art asked.
“Ok then Andy, why don’t you tell us the joke.” Lou muttered in a somewhat frustrated tone. He didn’t care what Andy had said he was still treating this like a big prank.
“Well, Doctors, I chose this name, because a caveman is what I was back when this all started.”
Lou got up to his feet and started to leave, but Andy grasped his arm, “Dr. Holmes, please, if nothing else you’ll have a great story to tell and joke about.”
“Aw, crap, I might as well, hell I’m off duty and the night has been a bit boring, except for your accident.” Lou sat, “Ok I’m sitting. Entertain us.” Lou plopped back down into the chair and frowned.
Andy smiled knowing full well what he was going to tell them and wondered how much they’d actually believe….if any.”
After one more hesitant sigh Andy began his fantastic tale.
“From the beginning gentlemen.” He managed a weak smile, “I was indeed a caveman, a Neanderthal to be exact. Back then I was much different mentally and physically. Nights were a dark and a fearsome time for me back then.
Strange beasts wandered about as we huddled in fear in our caves. It was only on the nights of the full moon’s cycle that we, I could see well enough to venture out in the darkness. I perhaps was a bit braver than my companions, because at each full moon I’d climb to the top of the mountain our cave was in and…. I guess you could say, worshiped the moon for giving the night sky light.”
Andy weakly smiled as Art looked up and checked his monitors.
“It was on one of these nights I climbed to my usual perch slightly above our cave to wonder at this light in the night sky, when I noticed that on this clear night, there were no points of light that usually were always there.”
Andy grinned, “Stars gentlemen, stars….. I vaguely remember feeling frightened and turned to the moon for comfort. It was then I noticed things were getting darker. I looked to the moon and I could see through it, as if it was made of glass. Of course back then I didn’t know what glass was, but hopefully you get the idea. The moon was fading!”
The two doctors could see he was embarrassed as he related the next part of his tale.
“Back then all my primitive mind could think of was to start wailing. I sat there rocking back and forth frightened that the moon was going away like the stars had. I buried my head in my hands and wailed as the moon had all but vanished.
Then a strange thing happened, the night winds stopped and the world I knew became deathly silent except for my moaning. I moved my hands and noticed the sky had one tiny dot of light that was rapidly growing and it continued to grow until the entire sky and the world around me became a bright white light.
I began to notice that in this light beam there were other smaller lights. Whiter than the surrounding beam and these smaller lights moved from the sky and down to the Earth and vanished almost like they were passing through the dirt and rocks. One passed what I now assume to be a glancing blow to this planet as it traveled through one mountain, vanished, then reappeared on the other side. There were no bursts or blasts, the smaller lights just passed through things”
Andy looked at both doctors, then continued, “It was then I suddenly noticed how bright my area had become and looked up just in time to see one of these extremely bright white lights was directly over head and coming for me. I slowly reached out my hand as it moved rapidly toward me…..”
Lou grinned and blurted out, “And the light killed you.”
Andy managed a weak laugh, “I almost wish it had my friend. I drifted in and out of consciousness for what seemed like days. I saw horrible images of great battles among strange men and even stranger things the men used. I saw things I never could fathom in my wildest imaginations. Things I now know have since come to pass.
I saw tall square mountains that glimmered in the sun that these men lived in. I saw strange gleaming birds that soared through the sky faster than anything I had seen. I saw too much for my puny mind to behold. I lapsed into a strange delirium and I really don’t know for how long. In the delirium I continued to see things. Man traveling to the moon, other planets and even beyond.”
Lou folded his arms and leaned back into his chair, “Hurrumph!...and beyond what? Our solar system?”
“Farther than that Dr. Holmes.” The unflappable Andy exclaimed.
Art grinned, “Ok I’ll bite. Let’s say you were a caveman, you’d be speaking about what? 200,000 years ago maybe a little less if it was toward the end of the Neanderthal period….give or take.”
Andy nodded.
“So back then you couldn’t have been out very long or something would have happened to you, maybe some animal would have eaten you or if I remember correctly, the society you had would have left you to die. So your delirium couldn’t have lasted very long.”
Andy laid there looking slightly pale as Lou checked his pulse. “Andy maybe you should get some rest and not strain….”
“NO!... Sorry, please no. I need to finish so you’ll understand. You misunderstood me Doc, I didn’t wander around in a delirium nor did I lay there. I was everywhere in all times. I saw glimpses of what was, would be throughout time its self. Whatever that light was…. changed me,…. my mind, everything. Somehow when it hit me it spread me through time its self. When I next became aware of anything, I had changed, I was now more or less what you would call a Cro-Magnon. It wasn’t until much later I realized as I was spread out through time I eventually became a focal point for all my other selves and I had awoken at least one hundred thousand years later. Sadly my puny mind cannot remember much of what I saw in the future.”
Lou laughed, “So you claim to be 200,000 years old?”
“Maybe more, maybe less Doc. I really don’t know for sure. I had changed physically and mentally. I really seemed to accept things. As for the amount of years, or centuries that passed, I have no idea. For a long time I’d fall into these gaps and awaken in a much later time….” Andy turned to Art who seemed to be at least trying to grasp what he was saying, even though he most likely thought Andy was just spinning a story. “…it was as if I was trying to catch up with something, but I never found out what, as I stopped moving rapidly through time about 75,000 years ago.”
Lou shook his head and glared at Art, “This just keeps getting better and better….”
Andy didn’t let Lou’s skepticism stop him, “Let me put it this way guys. I guess this is as good of a metaphor as any…. Let’s say I’m a deck of cards…”
He chuckled, “…a really big one. Now when the light hit me, it opened the deck and laid the cards end to end across…. Well let’s say the floor in the hallway. The hall of course being time its self. So you see I when I came to, I was the very first card, let’s say the ace of spades and all before me were my other selves spread through time. Now I was conscious again, I no longer could see what my other selves were seeing and the images stopped.”
“Ahh… so now you’re the ace of spades….Great!” Lou leaned back into his chair and frowned.
“Let Andy speak Lou, if nothing else it’s a good story.”
Andy grinned, “It gets better Doc, it gets better…..” He too frowned, “Or maybe worse depending.”
“Let me explain a bit more. So me being the ace moves through time as I enter each cards space, I or it syncs with me and we both live our separate lives, eventually the card dies but I hold things together as I move to the next card. All along each card is in its own time and is stabilizing existence for that time slot it is in. All cards hold time together until I arrive, they sync with me and as I pass through second by second, time ends behind me, the past so to speak.”
“Wow, now that’s…..” Lou searched for the right word.
Andy grinned, “Egotistical?”
Lou laughed. “That’s the word I was searching for!”
Art slowly shook his head in disbelief, “Lou come on it’s just a story and not a bad on either. Ok so you travel through time and sync and the world exists because of you?”
Andy smiled, “Not just the world Doc, all existence!”
“The stars and the planets? Everything? Christ!” Lou frowned, “Next you’ll tell us you’re God.”
“I guess it would depend on how you define God, doctor. I didn’t create anything, but it would seem I got stuck with tending creation.”
“You know Andy, I’m sorry, this is getting a bit too much for me to even swallow as a science fiction story.” Lou got up and headed for the door. “Christ he thinks he’s…. uh, …Christ!”
Lou looked back to Art and grinned, “I’ll meet ya in the cafeteria when you’re done listening to Andy’s story.”
As Lou left the room all he said was, “We have God in room six!..... Good grief!”
Andy and Art both laughed, but Dr. Robbins noticed Andy was becoming more pale. He checked the monitor.
“How am I doing Doc?”
“Not too bad Andy considering. Blood pressure is a bit low, but seems to be stabilizing. This small hospital has only three Electro Encephalographs and one is broken the other two are being used and I’d prefer to see how your brain is functioning. Before we go on.”
Andy once again smiled with that contagious grin of his. “Doc, please I have to go on, so at least you might understand.”
“Well I guess it’s ok, I’m here to keep an eye on the monitors and I’m sure as hell not going anywhere until I get the EEG on you.”
“Thanks Doc. Let’s see….Oh yeah…So I finally realized that I seemed to be the focal point and that all my others synced with me as I entered their time slots. I also discovered there were periods of time where I felt weak and faint. Sometimes it lasted for years, other times it was only an hour or two.
I finally came to the conclusion it must have been because I was in the proximity of my other self in that particular time slot. Centuries later the theory of two objects from different times couldn’t exist in the same place without destroying one another. In my case we wouldn’t just destroy each other, we destroy everything.”
Art was having a bit of a difficult time digesting this last part of the story. “This part I just don’t get. Assuming all this is going on with you and your counterparts, how could you know that part about two of you coming together?”
Andy got a faraway look as his mind traveled back to grab fleeting memories. “Doc, I first encountered my theory back when I was a Tribune of Rome….”
“Rome? Ahhh…”
“Seriously, Rome. I was in the midst of a battle and noticed on the plains below my position, was a Roman soldier ready to charge. The soldier was me!”
Andy laughed, “Now before you say anything….This was the first time I had ever seen myself.
I had felt weak for days and worse all that particular day and kept feeling worse. I came to the conclusion it was because I was so close in proximity to my other self. “
Andy looked sad, “I’m ashamed to say I fled the battlefield in fear that we might get closer to each other. Back then I feared more for my own safety, than everyone else’s. I felt weak for several days, then suddenly I got better. It was strange and I pondered the incident for years, but it finally explained these bouts of my ailments for the last few eons.” Andy chuckled.
Art smiled back. “So every time you feel these uh, spells coming on, you think another you is near?”
“Think? No Doc, I know he’s near. You see I encountered the same feeling during the War of the Roses, Gettysburg, WWI, WWII. It seemed everywhere man was assembled in mass…” Andy thoughtfully paused, “…I saw myself briefly two other times and both times I felt so faint I felt I would pass out. Each time I’d run and each time I felt better. Granted it took various times from weeks to years to improve, so I’m guessing my counterpart in that time must have been moving in the same general direction I was.
As new lands were found and mankind became safer, these bouts or spells seemed to become less frequent.”
Andy laughed, “I’m guessing it’s because I got to put more and more distance between me and whatever counterpart existed at the time.”
“And you never followed one of these others just to see what his life was like? Sort of to see if he was a scientist or a doctor, you know.”
“Good God no Doc! I feel like I’ll pass out if I get too close and if I lose conscious, I feel like things….existence, will start to unravel. Starting with the farthest reaches of space and then toward me things will start to just vanish, to wink out of existence. I never was sure, perhaps my other selves stabilized their own times and I stabilized them, whatever I just couldn’t chance experimenting with……”
“All existence Andy?” Art replied.
Andy nodded slowly, “Yes Doc, all of existence. Suppose I made a mistake it would destroy everything.”
“Well Andy I kind of like your story, but I’m afraid I can’t quite…”
Andy looked sadly at Art. “Yeah I know, I didn’t think you’d believe me. The few that I’ve told knew me for years, knew my trustworthiness, knew my ethics…” He chuckled, “…and it took time for them to swallow it.”
Sadness grew more prevalent in Andy’s voice, “One of my many wives tended me during one of my spells and kept watch for my other self, but he never came near that she knew of.”
“Wives? How many have you had?”
“Only seven Doc, it became too painful to watch them grow old and die, to fade with time, while I stayed as you see me now.”
“Then you have children?” Art asked.
“No Doc.” He said sadly, “I seem to be sterile. But then it wouldn’t do for me to have children that would be too painful as well. Just imagine how many I would have buried in the last 75,000 years.”
Art looked at the monitor one last time as he arose. He looked at this middle aged man laying in the bed looking back at him. He seemed so truthful Dr. Robbins believed Andy actually believed what he had told him.
He patted Andy on his arm and smiled, “Well Andy, you seem to be stable enough for me to go see what is holding up the EEG machine and to grab a bite to eat.” Art paused, “Sorry, but I’ll have to see what the EEG says before I can let you have anything to eat.”
Andy chuckled softly and pointed to his IV bottle, “Thanks Doc, but I’m full….but maybe you could send a sip of water in?”
“Sure a small drink would be fine. I’ll be back in about thirty minutes or so, now get some rest.”
Dr. Robbins quietly closed Andy’s door. As he turned to go down the hall he saw Dr. Warren. “Genie? Say if the EEG gets here before I get back from getting a bite, would you do the honors? I’d sure hate to have to wait if it’s needed somewhere else before I return.”
Genie smiled, “Sure Art, I’ll run your tests and you’ll owe me a dinner. I mean a really nice one, not just some hamburger joint.”
Art grinned, “Genie, you do this for me and I’ll take ya to the best place in town!” He started to turn, but stopped to add, “Do the test even if I don’t come back?”
“Not come back?”
“If I run into that bastard Burnes, he’ll probably have security escort me off the grounds.”
Genie laughed nervously, “And how would we get along without you? What would we do without you?”
Art shot back over his shoulder as he walked down the hall, “Just save my patient….”
Dr. Robbins laid his tray on the table and sat across from Lou. Lou looked up and grinned. “Had enough of that bullshit have you?”
“Aww, come on Lou he spins a good story. Andy’s probably a science fiction writer or something in real life, maybe he had a story he’s worked on mixed up with reality.”
Lou chuckled, “Yeah, or something.”
“Well whatever, Andy truly believes what he says is real and until he gets better, we humor him.” Art looked seriously at Lou, “I really mean it Lou, we humor him.”
“Ok boss you’re the head of the unit.” Lou gulped down the last drop of his coffee and arose. “Well you took so long I have to get back to work.”
“Work we’re off as of….”
Lou grinned, “Hey you’re the rich department head, I’m just a lowly intern, remember? They needed someone back down in Emergency, so I jumped at the overtime.” He quickly tossed the dishes on his tray and started to leave. “You take good care of Jesus now…. Mother Mary.”
Art held up his hands one covering the other so only Lou could see which finger he was holding in the air and grinned.
It had been a long evening and his dinner was looking pretty good, even if it was hospital cafeteria food. He grabbed his salad and before he could squeeze out the packet of dressing, the chair across from him scooted out and Dr. Warren sat down.
Genie tossed a folder on the table. “Open it, you aren’t going to believe this.”
Art shoved a forkful of salad into his mouth. He smiled, chewed and swallowed. “Haven’t eaten in about eleven hours Genie, that can wait.”
“Art, seriously you need to see the EEG results.”
Dr. Robbins dropped his fork and grabbed the folder, “You got it done already? Great Genie, great. Why I didn’t thin……” Art pulled the strip of graph paper out and almost choked on what remaining food he hadn’t already swallowed. He looked over to Dr. Warren in amazement.
“Art, I even ran it again. Thinking the machine was broken, I had the nurse track down another and damned if I didn’t get this same readings with that EEG as well.”
“Genie….” Art couldn’t take his eyes off the paper. “…Christ! The readings are off the chart.”
“Off the chart my ass Art, the paper is damn near solid ink. It’s like this patient’s brain is powered by a nuclear reactor….” Genie just couldn’t describe what she was thinking, “…like his head is full of giant computers all running at one hundred per cent.”
She looked over to Art, who was in the process of having the color run from his face. “Art?....Art what’s wrong?”
Slowly Dr. Robbins regained his thoughts as he slowly looked up from the paper. “Genie, you’re at the end of your shift right?”
“In about ten minutes I will.”
Art sighed and smiled, “Well my dear, I have a little story to tell you….and if you believe me, we both can head on up to the loony bin.”
For the next ten minutes or so Art told Genie his talks with his new patient Andy. There were times she’d start to chuckle, then remember the EEG. Other times she noticed, she was somewhat frightened as she saw the look in her mentor’s eyes.
“So you see Genie, until now I figured he was living some delusion and played along, even though he sounded so in control of himself.”
Genie reached across the small table and laid her hand on Art’s, “But even with the chart…. Nooo, it’s ridiculous. There has to be something else.”
Art patted her hand, “No doubt Genie, now it’s time we tried to find out.”
No sooner than Art had finished speaking Lou sat back down and tossed a much larger folder at Art.
“Not you too!” Art mumbled as Genie chuckled and passed the EEG results over to Lou. Lou picked it up and read it, then stared at Genie who held up two fingers and chuckled, “Ran it on two different machines with the same results.”
“Yeah then the two of you are going to love this.” Lou grabbed the folder and pulled out a series of films and held them up to the light so both doctors could see.”
Art ripped them from Lou’s hand and stared intently at them. “You’ve got to be kidding me!”
“Like Genie, we ran the CAT scan twice, same thing both times.” Lou glanced back to the EEG paper, “Not after seeing this EEG reading, the CAT doesn’t surprise me.”
“Art, Lou, what the hell are you talking about?” Genie reached over and Art handed her the film. “My God there’s nothing visible, just like….like…”
Lou added, “Like his head was made of lead. The CAT couldn’t penetrate it.”
Art thought, then mumbled, “Or some sort of high electrical interference.”
Lou thought his friend was kidding and chuckled, “Heh, his whole head is full of, what? Electricity?” Then he noticed Art was starting to look uneasy.
“Aww, come on! Surely you don’t believe the crap that Andy was feeding us.” Lou looked dismayed. He just could not bring himself to believe that someone with Art’s reputation could believe…. Lou’s thoughts were interrupted by Art.
“I’m not saying I believe Andy Lou, but there is something going on and it’s our duty as physicians to figure this puzzle out. Andy might have been exposed to something that makes him believe what he says.”
“Awww…Art please don’t go telling me someone has been experimenting on him. You know like mind control.”
Genie laughed, “Lou, you’re the one that just said it, not Art.” Then as if of the same mind both Lou and Genie turned to look at Art, who was just getting to his feet.
“Well guys, we sure the hell aren’t going to find answers here. Something sure as hell has changed this man in ways we can’t explain and I need to find out why!” Art headed toward the cafeteria’s exit with the two residents close behind, all the time fumbling the reports as they hurried to catch up.
As they hurried down the corridor Art slowed and chuckled. “Whoa, I’m letting Andy’s tale get to me. Look we know something is wrong or not normal, we just have to figure it out…without rushing.”
Lou smiled at Genie, “Finally the boss is making sense.”
Down the corridor they walked. This time at a more leisurely pace. They chatted about different possibilities, solutions and possible tests they could do.
Art smiled and then paused. “What’s up boss?” Lou asked.
“Guys, Andy’s story always seemed like there was something out of place….”
Art never finished as an orderly ran up to the trio. “Doctors, you need to come down to the morgue. It seems the guy in room six has a twin. We drew blood and typed it and it came back with the exact same as your patients. I mean the same!”
The three followed the orderly down to the morgue and starred as the orderly moved the sheet from the corpse. Genie gasped and Lou leaned against the wall behind him. “My God Art, It’s Andy.”
Dr. Robbins leaned down and verified their fear. “Yes it is. There is even a little scar that Andy said was caused by that beam that hit him 200,000 years ago…See right there.” But neither doctor wanted to move any closer.
“But Andy’s still in his room.” Lou added nervously. “We would have been notified instantly if he had died.”
Art looked at Genie and Lou, “Could this be one of Andy’s ‘cards’ he was using as a metaphor, remember?”
“I wasn’t there remember?” Genie replied.
“Remember I told you that Andy said he had been spread through time its self? Well he used a deck of cards as a metaphor, each card being another version of himself as it occupied a time slot. As he moved through time he said he had felt weak and drained and ran from the area so he wouldn’t come in contact with himself.”
Lou added, “Yeah he was afraid of what would happen. He said he had seen himself a few times after he was hit by one of those weak spells, but got better after a while the further away he got.”
“CHRIST!” Art shouted startling everyone. “That’s what didn’t ring true. The amount of time he said he felt weak.”
Art looked at Lou. “ Andy said he saw himself when he was in that battle near Rome and he fled his command, but still felt weak for quite some time after and figured his double must have been moving or running in the same area he was.”
Genie, who was trying her best to follow along, covered the double with the sheet and looked at Art, “So?”
“I think Andy got it wrong. I think his double was killed in the battle. All this time Andy thought he felt faint because a double was nearby. I think what Andy was feeling was the double’s death. At least the one in that particular time slot. He felt weak until he entered another double’s time, which could be minutes, hours, months, who knows.”
Lou looked at his boss puzzled, “But he saw himself while his double was alive remember?”
“Yeah, but he said he had already started feeling weak. I’ll bet his double had already been wounded perhaps even days before he saw it. Andy’s fear of destroying everything always made him flee, so he never really did get a chance to test his theory.”
Genie grabbed Art’s arm and smiled, “Art, aren’t you doing the same thing now? You know guessing?”
Dr. Robbins grinned, “Yeah I guess I am Genie. But it makes sense to me. That might explain the lapses in his consciousness. As Andy moves through time he is the focal point and draws some sort of energy from each double within that time as they are in sync. If the double dies, Andy feels weak, that would explain the times he said he had a spell. Either that double had died before the next double’s time zone would roll around….or he entered a time where there was no double to draw energy from.”
“Damn it Art, You’re confusing the hell out of me.” Lou frowned.
“Look Lou, using Andy’s card metaphor, if we laid all the cards out, perhaps there were gaps between the cards. It is these few gaps that Andy had a weakness spell.”
Lou grinned, “And if one of the doubles died, before the next card was reached, it would be like ripping the card in half and Andy would feel weak until he lived into the next cards slot.”
“Now you have it Lou. Right on the nose.”
Genie frowned and crossed her arms as she snorted, “Well I’m sure glad someone ‘got it’ because I sure as hell don’t have any idea what you two are talking about.”
“Doesn’t really matter Genie, it’s all speculation about something we don’t really believe.” Art and Lou grinned as Art put one arm around Genie’s shoulder and the other arm around Lou’s as he steered them out of the morgue and back up toward the elevator.
Lou glanced back at the sheet covered body and muttered, “I’m beginning to….Crap! Art I’m beginning to.”
The trio again began the trek up to check on Art’s patient Andy. Again they walked along mulling over Art’s new theory. They got out of the elevator on the main floor and headed toward room six. As they passed the lounge area Genie stopped as something caught her attention. She listened to the TV in the background and told the guys to be quiet as she grasped them both by the arms and pulled them to a halt.
Lou grinned and replied, “You’re shushing the head of Emergency Services?” He winked at Art.
“Shhhh… listen.”
“…and this of course has the scientific community completely stumped. No one we could get in contact with can explain why all the stars in the heavens seemed to have vanished. ACB news has called the new Mt. Hood observatory and they have confirmed they for some reason cannot see the stars, none of them. Puzzling yet was the fact that the atmosphere is clear not only here, but there as well. ”
Art looked at Genie and Lou as Lou shook his head slowly and muttered, “Nawww, it isn’t, can’t be.”
“We now have on the phone Dr. Lois Harding, the project leader for the Mt. Hood complex. Please go ahead doctor.”
There was some static, then a female voice could be heard. “Thank you John. As we can see the moon, we know it’s not atmospherics causing this phenomena. So earlier I trained the telescope on the planet Jupiter and it wasn’t where it was suppose to be. So now I’m training the telescope on Mars.”
“Doctor ,if Jupiter isn’t where it’s suppose to be, then what does that mean?”
“Well John, it may have changed its orbit, we just don’t know as of yet.”
“Doctor, could it be our Earth has shifted its orbit?”
“Oh that couldn’t be the problem John. Earth could fly out of orbit and go anywhere in the universe and we should still be able to see stars….why I just….don’t…know…What the….”
Doctor?”
In the background ever one could hear gasps and whispers.
“Doctor?....Doctor…”
“I’m sorry John…” There was a long pause, “..it’s just that we’re looking at the planet Mars….That is we were.”
“I don’t understand doctor…” Loud gasps could be heard on the other end of the phone line. In the background someone shouted loudly, “My God!!!”
“Doctor…”
“John….While we were looking at the planet Mars, it became transparent, then vanished.”
“Mars became transparent?”
“No John, Mars and all its moons have disappeared, vanished, no longer there. I’ll have to get back to you later…..” There were shouts in the background and someone was crying, then the line went dead.
The doctors stared at the TV as the news anchor tried to gain his composure, and failed miserably. He stuttered to find some words and failed that as well. Finally he managed to spit out in a rather panicky voice… “We’re going to a break, please stay tuned for further….”
The three doctors never heard the last of his statement as they sprinted down the hall. Around the corners they ran until they got to the elevator the door opened and they rushed inside.
Lou looked at the others, “Really? This guy? Man we’re all crazy.”
Art kept mumbling, “Need to get another dose of P-811.”
Genie managed a smile, “Relax Art, I knew what you did and how you stuck your neck out using P-811, so when Andy’s stats started to drop rapidly I ran and got him another dose. I ordered Nurse Anderson to give it to him at the time you had planned to and brought the EEG results to you.” She smiled at Dr. Robbins. “I guess they can fire the two of us. The nurse is safe as she didn’t know what was in the syringe.”
Art sighed a sigh of relief, then something akin to fear flashed across his face. “Well if she gave him the shot, why the hell is this happening?”
The elevator doors opened and the trio hurried out and towards Andy’s room. As they neared room six, out stepped Dr. Burnes. The three doctors skidded to a halt. Burnes looked at the three doctors and rage flared up on his face, his hands clinched and Lou thought Burnes would have a stroke right then and there.
With clenched teeth and his face as red as a stop light, Burnes growled and sputtered. “YOU!...YOU…you.” They could see he was trying to calm himself down, or at least they figured, so he could managed to fire them all.
Art shook his head as reality started to sink in. Lou and Genie looked at Dr. Robbins. “What is it Art?” She asked in a trembling voice.
“I don’t think Andy got the last injection….” He paused, “I believe Dr. Burnes has stopped the nurse from giving it to him.”
Lou glanced at Art with what one might consider a slightly panicked look. “But if Andy… I mean, won’t everything….”
“What the hell are you rambling on about Dr. Holmes?” Burnes asked.
Genie grabbed Lou and pulled him back along side of her and smiled at Burnes, “Nothing sir, he’s just tired.”
Art just shook his head, “You stopped the nurse didn’t you Burnes, she never got to give Andy the injection, did she?”
Burnes looked at Art and snarled, “You’re damned straight she didn’t! And let me add, she won’t!”
Genie shouted, “But that’s insane Dr. Burnes, P-811 can’t be put back into the vial, we can’t throw it away at the cost and we sure….”
Burnes looked at Dr. Warren, “That’s quite enough doctor.” He looked back to Art, “I put it back into the refrigerator and will use it when the trails start tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow? I thought…”
Burnes cut Art off, “That’s your problem Doctor Robbins, you think! That’s my job around here and I got the trials moved up.”
“Then we can start with Andy and…”
“Damn it, will you shut up Robbins! The test group has already been selected and no one can be added. Matter of fact, now you’ve wasted two doses, we’ll have to cut one test subject and this hospital is going to lose some of that test funding….and it’s all your fault!” Burnes started to turn and walk away, but stopped and sneered, “Besides this Namevac patient of yours can’t be verified as being able to pay for an aspirin let alone any of the treatments you gave him.”
“You bastard Burnes, that’s what this is all about.” Dr. Robbins was livid and rage filled him with such an anger, Art felt if he didn’t walk away, he’d kill his boss. He turned, but Burnes grabbed Art’s arm.
“I’ll see you in my office in one hour and then you can clean out your locker! I’ll not have loose cannons wasting money arou….”
Art let his rage fly and before either Genie or Lou could speak, Art smashed his fist into Burnes’s chin and sent him flailing across the hall. Burnes hit the wall and slowly slid to the floor. He wobbled a bit, then slid slowly sideways until he was laying on his side.
Lou and Genie looked at Burnes, then to Art. Lou went and felt Burnes’s pulse to make sure he was still alive. Genie started to speak, but Art just grinned, “Hell I was fired anyhow, might as well go out with a bang.”
“Not that any of us really care, but Burnes is breathing.” Lou added with a somewhat worried grin.
“Lou you don’t have to do this, but…”
“It’s ok Art. Burnes makes his assistant come in this early as well and she knows the combo to the locked cooler where I’ll wager it’s at now. I’ll get the P-811…” Lou chuckled, “Hell I was going to quit anyway if he fired you.”
“Thanks Lou, you are a true friend. I’ll go on in and see how bad Andy is.”
Lou got up and sprinted down the hall as Genie and Art hurried into Andy’s room. Quickly they began to scan the monitors.
“Art, his vitals are really low.” Genie almost sounded panicky.
“Damn!” Art muttered under his breath, “I’ll lay odds his clots have started bleeding and his brain is swelling again.”
No sooner had Art finished speaking, then Andy weakly grasped his arm. Art looked down to see Andy was trying to say something and leaned down so he could hear. “Doc…..you ….tried….thank y……” Andy went limp as the monitor alarms went off and over the hospitals speakers CODE BLUE, ROOM SIX! could be heard blaring over and over again but somehow the sounds sounded strangely hollow.
Art tried to do CPR on his patient, but he knew the brain damage was severe and without the P-811 there was no hope. He stopped the CPR and looked at Genie, “Don’t even think the P-811 will help him now Genie. It’s been too long. Too much time for his brain to hemorrhage.”
Genie looked at the monitors, then Art. There were tears in her eyes as she turned and looked out the window. Art pulled the sheet over Andy’s head and laid his hand on Andy’s arm and whispered, “I sure hope you were wrong Andy.”
Art heard Genie gasp and saw her spin and look away from the window. She held her face in her hands and sobbed. As Art started walking to her she blurted out, “My God Art, the moon just vanished!”
Art who was half way between Andy’s bed and her, looked out the window and saw not only a dark sky, but looking at the city spread out in the valley below, saw lights in the distance were vanishing. The blackness was moving toward the hospital from all directions.
“Come on Lou….”Art whispered, “…hurry up. Maybe there’s the slightest of chances.”
Down the hall running could be heard and Lou’s voice yelling I got it, Art, I got it.”
Dr. Robbins watched as Lou slid by the open door and reappeared holding the syringe up in the air. “I have the P-81……” Lou’s voice sounded strange, hollow like an echo in slow motion. Lou looked down, and could see right through himself, then sadly at Art and Genie…. “Sorry…I’m…” he said as his voice faded into oblivion.
Art turned to Genie, but she like the surrounding walls were becoming transparent. Art gasped and staggered back onto Andy’s bed.
“I know you don’t feel the same way Art, but I lov…..” And Genie was no longer.
Somehow there was light. A small island of light in the midst of darkness, Art looked down at Andy’s sheet covered body as it too became transparent and managed as Art managed weak smile. “Well Andy, I guess you weren’t telling us a stor….”
Blackness!
“Bill, am I ever glad you finally got back up here! Did you bring that data I asked for.”
“Right here Doctor Short, everything you asked for, but I found no problems with the data.” Bill replied.
“That’s really weird, Bill.”
“How so Doctor?”
“Well I got the Imperium plasma cloud to last almost twenty minutes. Then as expected it started to fade. It started collapsing from the outer most edges toward the center, so I fired that new subatomic particle beam at the center of the cloud and not only did it stabilize, but it also returned to its normal size.”
The Doctor of Physics paused and looked at his lab technician with such a puzzled look. Bill, the cloud lasted for another 1.2 seconds.”
“Incredible Doctor Short, that’s against all the laws of nature.” He grinned, or at least the ones we know of.”
“That’s not all Bill, while you were down in the hole watching the cyclotron magnetic fields and making sure they were stable….”
The Doctor walked over to a large console and flipped a couple of switches and pointed to a small TV monitor. “What do you make of this Bill?”
The TV flickered and suddenly images appeared on the screen. They were of extremely poor quality and the image was unstable. Bill strained to clearly see the images. “Are those men in uniforms Doc?”
“It appears to be. The sound is horrible, but….”
“There is sound?” Bill snapped his head around to look at Dr. Short, then back to the images. “Wait, look there are some sort of flags with strange crosses…..no they aren’t crosses, not sure what they are and…. That guy standing there with his arm out like he’s saluting, must be the leader.”
Bill turned as the images faded and the monitor became black. “Doc, I don’t understand, I’ve never seen images like that. Where did it come from?”
Doctor Short sat down and grinned at Bill, “From the cloud, about a third of the way into it.”
“Nawww…. It had to be some sort of leak, a glitch, a…”
“Bill you know better, with all the shielding you installed in that cyclotron, there is no way. Besides there is another thing that puzzled me.”
Bill sat in the chair next to Dr. Short who was head of the project he had been working on for the last three years that looked at the worlds of subatomic particles. They also shared the facilities with a team looking for new power sources. He pondered any possibility of interference and shook his head. “You’re right Doc, as lead tech here and only you and I can access this lab….” He knew there was no other interference, even from the others working there.
Dr. Short looked at the blank monitor and slowly muttered, “There was a fragment of sound you know or at least what I could get through the static and signal degradation.”
“….sound?” Bill looked puzzled, “From in there?”
The Doctor arose and started switching off the instruments and Bill started shutting down the power.
“You know Bill the sound said something about something called “Olympics” and some place called Germany.”
“Hmmm… Never heard of either Doc.” Bill pulled the last power shutoff and the cyclotron fell silent as the two men walked toward the exit.
The doctor muttered “We can start again tomorrow Bill….but first I need to figure out why the hell when the cloud collapsed this last time, instead of collapsing in on its self like it did the first time, the damned thing collapsed in on that spot where the particle beam stopped about a third of the way in….and where those strange radio waves came from.”
“Strange Doctor Short, but if anyone can figure it out, you can.”
“Heh, Bill thanks for the vote of confidence.” Dr. Short said as he opened the door and the two stepped outside into the brisk night air, “But somehow Bill, I have a nasty hunch is going to turn out to be more complicated than…..”
“Doc?”
“Thought it was going to be a clear night this evening, but not a star in the sky.”
Bill looked around, then froze as the doctor turned and saw where Bill was looking. The doctor froze as his co-worker had done. “My God Doc, I can see right through the moon, er, make that, I did see through the moon, before if vanished!”
“I saw it Bill.” The doc staggered and leaned against his car to steady himself. He tried to think what he had just witnessed. He looked at where the moon had been, then down at the city below. “OH MY GOD!!!” The Doc slid down the side of his car staring in horror as the lights on the hill on the other side of the valley vanished and the rolling blackout moved in their direction..
Bill looked at Doctor Short, then to where he was looking…. The city had vanished! Bill looked as it vanished from the farthest reaches and the darkness moved toward the cyclotron complex. He spun around and could see the city on the far side of the parking lot that was up on the hills above the complex…. It was vanishing as well and the blackness moved yet closer.
The Doc looked up at Bill as his lab tech stumbled in shock and sat down a few feet from him. “Bill the lights aren’t being turned off are they? I could see right through the hills.”
“It’s not a power failure Doc, I could see right through some of the buildings as well.”
Doctor Short rolled his head to the side and looked at the approaching darkness, then back at Bill who was shaking so hard he looked like he was sitting on ice.
“Bill…” Doc stopped and slowly shook his head. It occurred to him, what does one say to another when…..
There was blackness as the infinitive thought ended.
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Prelude:
Man reached out into the Milky Way and as the end of the 25th century neared, they reached the outer edge of his quadrant of the galaxy. Before him lay a wormhole like none had seen. Almost thirty miles in diameter, it pulsed deadly neutrinos for ten hours, then stopped for ten hours. Nothing survived in the deadly radiation.
During the ten hour lull in the radiation, an unmanned probe that was sent through the giant wormhole and it sent back information from the other side of the Milky Way. What stunned the scientific community was the fact that the probe only took eight of the ten hours to travel completely through the wormhole.
Humanity could now travel from one side of our galaxy to the other in only eight hours using this huge new wormhole. This surpassed the fastest spacecraft’s warp drives that were limited in range and speed. The short non-gate warping of man’s spacecrafts could beat the limitations of the warp gates he created. The gates had to be placed every five light years and took almost a full week to pass through. All previous natural wormholes merely went from a solar system to some anomaly outside of the that system that had created it. So human kind created the warp gates to make up the distance in between the end of these wormholes and their destination. Now this new giant wormhole opened vast new areas for man to explore….almost.
Forty years after its discovery, the deadly bursts of neutrino’s began to increase. They blasted through the hole every ten hours causing the Inter Galactic Fleet Agency to move its space station a full light year away. Only the most shielded military craft dared near the wormhole and none dared risking traveling through it. Eventually the station had to be moved even farther as the Neutrino’s increased. Humanity knew eventually the wormhole would become unusable.
Warp gate construction by humanity was begun a year later in an attempt to reach the colonies that had been established so far away on the other side of the Milky Way galaxy. The only problem? It would take mankind over 200 years building these gates from both ends to link up. Our galaxy was vast, our technology was not.
Deep within the I.G.F.A. plans were being looked at for other options. It wasn’t the distance that bothered mankind, it was the fact that the wormhole and the deadly radiation blasts coming from it every ten hours was aimed directly at Earth and two other planets. Science calculated the rate the radiation was increasing, it was estimating Earth would be a pile of ash within the next two centuries. There were no easy answers…..
Earth began to make plans to evacuate it’s population and the other two planets were considering it when two things fell into place. Teams at MIT and U of M Terra developed a new energy power unit they named the “Wells” generator.
The Wells, produced almost unlimited energy and was named after H.G. Wells, who’s submarine Nautilus in his novel 20,000 Leagues Under The Sea, was said to have unlimited power. This described the Wells generator to a Tee. The only limitation was its continued use of rare fuel.
The second was a little known IGFA scientist by the name of Maximus Long. Always teased by his parents misplaced sense of humor naming him as they did, he over achieved in everything he did. At 6”5’ the muscular scientist now excelled in practically every field related to space, including design. It was in design, using the Wells generator as a basis, he built a ship with a redesigned energy field that could protect it from the blasts of radiation emitting from the wormhole. He also created a new drive using the Wells energy as its source of power and a super computer he named Zee after the last letter of the alphabet. He called the ship the Cyclops. Max built it not to go from one end of the galaxy to the other, but to enter the ten period hour radiation period and find the cause of the deadly radiation, as none of the probes sent during that ten hour period ever returned of sent back data and it was Dr. Long that decided he was the one going. It was his ship!
Now the fleet Max’s Cyclops was in, passed the last station and neared the wormhole. Max was the only person that would attempt the passage. He had built his ship for only one person. The ship’s equipment and his ‘special’ computer that he had built himself, and a shielded escape capsule that also had a Wells generator in it. It was a smaller propulsion drive than the Cyclops but Max knew he could send it back through the hole by itself. He crammed so much into the Cyclops there was only his command chair, a narrow corridor the length of the ship with a fold down seat as a backup and a small bathroom with only a tiny fold down sink.
The fleet of heavily shielded military craft Commanded by Max’s long time friend, Commodore John West stopped at the safe range of 600 miles and Max moved his ship into docking position of John’s flagship the IGFA West, named after his great grandfather who was the hero of the Nortoeur defeat and resulting surrender. The IGFA West was almost six miles long and two and a half wide and had a crew of over 7200 and was Earth’s biggest ship.
They had days before said their farewells, knowing this could well be Max’s last trip, but both knew it had to be done and if anyone could do it, it would be the over-achieving Max.
Commodore West watched the view screen as Max pulled away from the IGFA Flagship West and speed toward the wormhole. The ten hour radiation cycle had just began and Max wasted no time as his ship grew smaller and smaller, until only sensors could detect Max.
The Commodore keyed the comm unit, “Max you watch yourself. I don’t want to have to risk my ship to recover a crispy critter I once called Max.”
The speaker crackled, “Nag, nag, nag. Christ John you sound like your wife… Max you be careful, Max keep in touch as long as you can, Max…”
“Ok Max, you made your point….” Commodore West sighed, “…just try to remember I am in command here and…..” He sighed again, “….show a little respect or at least pretend to.”
The bridge crew laughed respectfully at the banter, but they all knew it was in fun between the long time friends as well as all to ease the tension of Max’s impending journey.
With his viewer off he knew no one could see him as he grinned and shook his head. “Ok John, heading into the hole in….3,….2,…1.” Max slammed his fist on the large red button that read “Fire” and as the craft jumped into warp, he began to wonder if ‘fire’ had been a good choice for the buttons name. He sighed and whispered under his breath, “Maybe, lucky button might have been better.”
“What was that Max?”
Again Max sighed, “Nothing John, just wishing when you said…”Send someone else”…I would have listened.” There was no laughing this time….from anyone.
The Cyclops was buffeted around as it entered the wormhole, which was expected as it was common to all wormholes. Even this one was so much larger the turbulence was almost the same as the smaller ones. Max relaxed a bit and slowly reached over to his control panel and pressed the record button.
“John I know you can’t hear me, but this wormhole is a tame one. I’m moving so fast now, the damned computer can’t seem to keep up with all the data it’s getting. Hell, maybe it’s the radiation, not sure at this point, but the readings are coming in so fast the one hundred tera-crystal is almost a tenth full.” Max paused, then as he read the instruments he added, “Shields holding, Christ John, this hole during the non lethal phase is like going through a normal hole.”
Max grinned as he watched the walls of the massive wormhole flash by. Even at over thirty miles wide the walls seemed so close he could reach out and touch them. He laughed again as he muttered aloud and even he knew anything he said would now be recorded, he continued.
“Man I can’t believe scientists in the early days thought a ship could actually touch a wormhole wall.” He laughed, “Hey John wasn’t it your great granddaddy, that finally proved that wormholes kept ships centered? That once a wormhole punched time and space and a ship entered and even if one tried to crash a wall, it couldn’t be breached, let alone touched?
Well let me tell you old friend your grand pappy was right. Geez, John you should see all the twists this baby had at first, like it was the inside of a screw….” Max chuckled, “…like riding that roller coaster thing we went on when we were kids. Remember that old nostalgia theme park?”
Max’s thoughts slowed as the hours started to pass. He poured over the computers data constantly amazed at the readings, like he had never seen before, like no one had! Data and more data poured into the ship. Readings that went off the scale, then readings that were as if there was nothing there. Max was for the first time he could think of, was not only puzzled, but at a loss for a theory at what could give out such strange and varied readings…. The wormhole appeared to be in a constant state of flux. But if that was the case, then why the ten hour phases? Why not a constant quicker phase then the ten hour ones?
“John I’m not sure if the data and my comments are getting sent back to the receiver I built on your flagship, but I’ll keep it on anyhow, if nothing else we can go over the recordings when I get back….or the probe if I send it back.”
Max looked at the ships chronometer, “I’ve been traveling for almost three hours now and if Zee…” Max chuckled, “…if Zee is right we’re moving at least six times faster than the standard hole speed. That means this hole is taking me….. Damn! Six times? Hell John, its sixty times faster…..that’s impossible….”
Max paused and tried to do the math in his head, then his jaw dropped, “….Wow! John I can’t even do the math….it would have to be….uh… at least several lengths of the Milky Way. Christ all mighty John, I could be on my way to a completely brand new undiscovered……”
Max’s mind wandered for a second, then it hit him…
“Well, I guess this is just for the recorder from now on, at these speeds nothing is getting back to you. I realize this fact now.” Max cussed under his breath, “Damn I should have foreseen something like this. Ok Max, now dammit, think…. Natural wormholes are created when a super nova or a black hole near critical and warp time and space and they both occur at the same time. Always there has been some anomaly deep outside a system causing them to open and holding them open.”
Max slammed his fist on the armrest of his chair. “But that is only if they are in the same parsec of space or in adjoining galaxies within five light years.” His frustration mounted, “Too far, how can this one…this long of one exist.” Max looked at his clock, “Four hours, incredible, why I must….”
Max glanced at the radiation gauges and patted himself on the back for developing such strong force shields. “Christ John, I would have been fried by now the radiation is off the charts now.”
Something caught the corner of Max’s eye and he turned to look up toward the forward shielded window of his cockpit. There was a glow in the center of the hole. Max raised his command seat upward the eight feet so he could see out the window.
“John! There’s a light of some sort in the middle of the wormhole…. It’s…wait, it’s not in the middle.” Again Max cussed, “I’m moving so fast….John this light has to be massive, maybe it’s the end of this hole.”
The light came ever closer, but his ship never slowed as was normal for an object nearing the opposite end of a wormhole. Instead Zee reported the ship was actually increasing. Nearly pinned back into his seat by the increase of speed, Max managed to turn his head slightly as he blurted into the recorder, “My God John, speeds off the gauge, I’m going well over fifty times the speed of light, yeah I know it’s impossible…. I can see through the wall of the hole. I know that’s impossible as well, but, John I can see right through the wall like it was dirty glass.”
Stunned at what Max saw, he searched desperately for words, few came out. He tried desperately to describe what he saw…. The light was not a real light, but a brightly glowing mass. A mass strong enough to create a outward bulge in the largest wormhole mankind had ever found. And all this was impossible! Then it hit him.
“John! The bulge, the star,…..no it’s too big, this isn’t a nova star….My God John, I’m witnessing a galaxy collapsing in upon its self. The end of a galaxy… soon it will crush itself and matter will compress and compress until it becomes so dense that all matter right down to the sub-atomic level will stop, hell it might already have in the center. As it draws in more and more matter, its mass will become so dense it won’t be able to stay as it is and space and time will warp and somewhere else…. In another part of space a new galaxy will burst forth, a new ‘Big Bang?’…..”
Max paused, something didn’t make sense. “John, this super galactic compression….if it created this hole, this size and is putting out all this radiation…. Why the hell am I still traveling so fast? Why didn’t I pop out like a normal hole? What the hell was that damned vast transparent bulge I just finished passing? By rights I should be out of this hole, I’m still moving…..it’s as if I’m now being pushed.”
Max looked at his instruments again and sighed a sigh of relief, “At least I’m slowing down to the speed I was just before the bulge. Well John this sure has been a trip….assuming I ever get out of this damned hole. Well enough chat for now, the light is fading. I’ve passed it ok and the ship seems intact, except for a few slight..”
Max paused, “Damn John some unusual particles managed to get through. Something we haven’t discovered yet….er, well I’ve just discovered…More later John, I really need to check things out…”
Even thorough Max scanned every gauge and checked everything he could think of, he then did it again. Once sure his ship of the data contained within was safe he relaxed once again. He pondered the earlier events. The galaxy, the new radiation, the bulge. So much to grasp, then as quickly as Max had flown into seriousness, a huge grin popped out and he leaned back into his command chair.
“Zee, has any data been lost.”
Max smiled again as a sexy female voice he had programmed in replied, “No Max. All data is intact.”
“Time in hole Zee?”
“Nine hours and twenty-three minutes.” There was a pause, “Max? The heavy bursts of radiation occur every ten hours. We are thirty-seven minutes from that…”
“Zee, you nag me like a wife.”
“I don’t understand Max, you didn’t program me to….nag?”
Max laughed, “Never mind Zee. Don’t worry about more radiation, we’re in the wormhole among the radiation. It was the wormhole opening in our galaxy that made it appear to pulse, when it really was this wormhole jumping from the other end of our galaxy. Then ten hours later it would jump to wherever we’re going now and the radiation from that glowing galaxy would leak through into the Milky Way.”
“If you would have given me access to the main frame Max I would know all these things and you wouldn’t have to explain them to me.”
“Zee, then I wouldn’t have had anyone to talk to. You see part of conversations are taken up explaining things to….besides the extra shielding on the main frame would have been breached if you had access, by keeping you and the main separate, I protected….”
“Excuse me Max, I hate to be rude by interrupting, but if it was the wormhole entrance jumping between two destinations in our galaxy that gave the impression of increased radiation, then why would the long range sensors show massive radiation coming from the direction we have just come from?”
Max snapped upright! He turned to look at the sensors so fast the bones in his neck popped like pop corn. He winced, then froze.
“Zee, when did you….”
“Exactly sixteen point four seconds before I told you Max, I waited to make sure it wasn’t going to drop off, then I mentioned…”
“Full speed Zee!”
“Max, Don’t be silly, you know well a ship in a wormhole has its speed determined by the wormhole and can’t be increased or decreased. Silly…”
“Zee off, personality mode.”
“Affirmative Max.”
“Report”
“Max the radiation blast will strike up in approximately…”
“Not approximately Zee…Exactly.”
“As it is fluctuating, I would calculate that would be now Max. I fear…”
A sharp impact threw Max to the floor. All around instruments flashed, sparked or smoked. Zee’s sexy voice now droned slowly to a bass hum and stopped. The emergency lights flickered, then came on much to Max’s relief. The emergency systems came on and the auto damage control stopped the small fires and expelled the smoke from the small cabin as Max climbed back up into his command chair and raised his head up to look through the window of the cockpit.
“Zee, damage report!...And why the hell didn’t the seat fields kick in and hold me in place?” Max shouted.
There was some strange sounds that came from the speakers, then silence. Max shot a glance back and down towards Zee’s control panel….it was still smoking slightly and lightless. “Awww, Zee, I’m sorry you had such a short life.”
Max read the gauges and was relieved to see the main computer was still going strong and his ship was basically intact.
Once again Max’s attention was distracted by another alarm. More and higher radiation was coming from the direction he had come and this blast was going to be much more violent.
“Aww, John..” Max moaned into the recorder, “…this is going to suck big time. Don’t think the ship can take another blast. I’d have to manually adjust the shields. My fault if this mission goes bust….sorry. I should have seen or at least expected, but levels this high….”
Max was about to just give up. He knew he had plenty of shield power, but never had moved the third power core into the main shunt. Two should have been plenty….”
Max laughed aloud, “Should have been…”
No sooner had he spit out ‘been’ there was a blast of light and the ship jumped into auto drive!
“Wahooo!” Max Screamed, “I’m out of the hole!”
Desperately he scanned his long range sensors for some place to set down once he cleared the hole and the deadly radiation that would ensue. Long range sensors detected an Earth like solar system a few light years from the hole and automatically headed for it.
“At least it’s out of the range of radiation….hope I’m not going to be stuck on that planet very long……” Max raised his command seat higher so he could look out of the cockpit and gasped at the damage. The shields had held, but the force of the blasts had folded the shields in on themselves, thus crushing what they were pressed against.
“Oh, John if you could see this, you wouldn’t believe it. But damn it guy, I passed through this hole and survived like I told you I would. Ship’s damaged, but flyable in an atmosphere .….I think!”
Max looked in the direction of his ship’s heading and shook his head slowly, “I survived alright John, now if I just knew where I was…..”
Max looked all around at the approaching solar system and sighed again, “….or where I was going.”
The planets flashed by until his ship slowed. Max knew this was the Earth like planet where his ship was programmed to seek out so it could be repaired even though the main computer was damaged, as was Zee. Now Max wondered if he could repair the Cyclops without repair facilities. How much had actually been damaged and more so, if he could fix it….could he fix it enough to survive the trip back through the hole in the heavens? His over dramatic ponderings were abruptly interrupted as the Cyclops dropped as his ship dropped out of warp.
The Cyclops neared the blue planet and Max began the prep work needed to try to land. As he scanned the instruments, there was a strange garbled electronic sound then….
“Max? It seems I have been…”
“Zee? Man am I glad you’re back on line.”
“Only partially Max. I seem to have only the ability to monitor and no control at all. I read a lot of internal damage Max, mostly in the controls. The control computers are down and you’ll have to….then there are some functions that are intermittent…..”
There was a lot of shaking as Max fought the control stick as the Cyclops slipped into the planet’s atmosphere. He laughed at Zee’s understatement about control.
“I never built this ship to be flown in any atmosphere manually Zee. We’re three hours at warp from the wormhole and just entering the….”
“Max.”
“..planet’s inner atmosphere, we should be cooling down a bit, but I still can’t slow my speed.”
“Max?”
“Later Zee, Christ if I land in an ocean or hit the side of a mountain…. the shields will hold, but I’ll be trapped without any way to get out of the ship. We’re going to crash Zee one way or the other.”
MAX!”
“What is it Zee? Dammit can’t you see I’m a bit busy here?” Max shouted over the buffeting and rattles of the damaged ship. Things that had come loose were falling on to the ship’s narrow corridor and rolled past him toward the downward pointed nose of the craft.
“Max I detect two ships coming from behind. They are armed, but have not powered their weapons, nor show aggressive behavior.”
Max almost thought he could hear a bit of irony in Zee’s tone as she continued. “They must see how ineptly you are flying the Cyclops and can see you are undoubtedly in trouble.”
“Ha-ha Zee, but…”
“Max the ships are trying to grapple us with some sort of magnetic emanations.”
“Zee…”
“They have failed Max and look to be repositioning themselves to….”
“Zee!”
“They’ve failed again Max…”
“ZEE! Damn it! They can’t hook on while the shields are on.”
“I’m sorry Max. I cannot disarm the shields I have no control…”
There was a slight pause, then…. “Max I have just repaired control of the forward thrusters…. I’m sorry Max I only have full thrust control and cannot fire them while we’re in the air or we’d drop like a rock and crash into that large lake below.”
“That’s ok Zee, these beings may not be able to recover us if that lake is too deep….” Max took a second to glance up from the controls and out the window. “Wow, Zee, that lake is so beautiful. Like pictures I saw in school as a boy….back before we ruined the Earth with….” Max jerked back on the control stick and the Cyclops valiantly attempted to follow, but the ship shuttered and moaned as Max tried in vain to stall the ship.
“Seems all I have is lateral control.” Max jerked the stick back once again with the same results. “No way Zee, I can’t even stall it. I see land…. Christ I hope it’s not an island or I’ll overshoot it.”
Through the Cyclops’s cockpit windows Max could now see the land mass as his ship dropped below the sparsely scattered clouds. Blue lakes and streams scattered among lush green fields and forests. Over a small city he soared, he then looked over to one of the two ships that had pulled into formation, one at either side of the Cyclops.
“They must be quite advanced Zee, or they may have treated me as a threat. They must think …..”
“I am picking up some communications Max…. In English!”
“Zee?... English?”
“Yes Max. It seems we are making quite a show in the sky as we blaze across it. No panic though…or at least I detected none in their broadcasts.”
Max looked down toward the ground as he managed to bank the ship once more. “Shit! Zee fire the forward thrusters NOW!”
Being the ever faithful computer she was, Zee did so and the Cyclops dropped like an arrow that ran out of speed.
“Aww, Zee, this is going to hurt like a Bitc….”
“Engaging internal shields Max. I wouldn’t want your brain to be pushed through your nose on impact.”
“Zee is that an attempt at humor? If so it isn’t…..”
Max could no longer speak as the shields came on that protected the insides of his ship as well as himself. His brain tingled slightly as the shields filled every air space within his body. His heart and lungs were no longer in his control, but the computers. His vision fixed straight ahead, he watched as the nose of the Cyclops dropped and dig into the fertile soils of this planet. Dirt, rocks and lush grasses flew past his cockpit as the ship impacted the planet. Much to Max’s chagrin, the Cyclops bounded back into the air, then once again the nose angled toward the ground.
The ship hit, then once again launched into the air, only to hit the ground again….harder and longer. After several more bounces, the Cyclops slid along the ground blasting up huge plumes of dirt and debris as it cut a wide furrow into the planet’s terrain. Now and then a tree would fly up and past the windows as the ship finally began to slow. All the time the shield in front of the cockpit would flare a brilliant bluish flash.
“Max, we’re down to below the speed of sound…”
A few more bumps and groans, “Ground speed is 674 Max.”
“511….438….302…..”
The Cyclops veered slightly as it passes over a small hill and Max could see a small structure way in the distance.
“261….174… I can shut off the internal shields soon Max….101….74..53…21..”
There was a sudden jerk and Zee shut off the internal shields as Max slid forward on his seat, almost hitting his head on the window. He lowered his seat down to the floor position and stepped on the decking. His legs still were shaking, his body ached..
“I detect you seem to be somewhat out of normal limits Max, your heart is racing and your…”
“Can it Zee! I’m fine, I was just afraid we’d ram that building and kill anyone in it.”
“I understand Max. Without my external cameras I could only detect a… oh, a man made structure. We stopped exactly two hundred and seventy yards from the structure Max….it is safe….and I seem to have some external sensors working now.” There was a pause, “A little faster Max and we would have hit that structure.”
“Yeah, I know Zee. Remember I was sitting up there and watching us race right for it?”
“Max, I’m detecting the two ships have set down one thousand feet away from the Cyclops’s port side and several humanoids are disembarking. One of the humanoids seems to be sending all but a few back inside.”
“I thought you said your external cameras were down and I know your sensors can detect details like that….”
“Max, I’ve fixed my external cameras. Well some of them, camera six has just quit again.”
Max walked to the rear of the ship and grasped the shield controls.
“I would advise against shutting down the shields Max. Protocol thirty one, sub paragraph seven, states that shield should be kept on during initial landing and testing of a new planets…”
“Zee! Enough! We’re on a planet with beings that know we’re here and I need to get outside to complete any repairs. The damned ship is still filled with some smoke and I have no idea what the hell is going to happen…. But I do know one thing…. I have to go out there sooner or later and maybe these beings can help.”
Max pulled the shield control to the off position and the ship became eerily quiet. “Now do you have any other concerns Zee?”
“A few Max, but I see you’d ignore them as well…..so no I don’t.”
Max opened a small drawer and pulled out a tiny metal device and clipped it on his brown leather flight jacket his great, great, great granddaddy had worn during the Nebula 14 campaign. “Ok, Zee I have my monitor so you can record and track me. I have the backup recorder in case I get out of your range of five hundred miles.”
Max took a deep breath and walked over to the main door, grasped the handle, sighed again and gave it a yank…. A groan and the door jerked slightly, but remained closed and locked!
“Max the door seems to be broken.”
Max sighed again and sat on a console next to the unopened door, “You think?”
“Without all my sensors Max I cannot detect more details other than it won’t open.”
Max grinned realizing that his badly damaged computer was trying to cope as desperately as he was to the situation they were in. “That’s ok Zee, just give me what you can.”
“Yes Max.”
After several minutes of Max slamming his shoulder on the hatch, Max managed to move the ship’s hatch a tiny bit and the doorway where he sat was flooded with light shining downward through the tiny crack as the hatch opened from the top Max could look up and see the deep blue sky and the occasional cloud that drifted by. He managed to poke one of his fingers through the cracked hatch and felt around for any deformities in the hull and found none.
“Max I don’t believe sticking your finger out there would be a very good idea as you don’t know what lives out there. Perhaps some carnivorous bird might think it’s a worm or….”
“Point taken Zee.” Max quickly pulled his finger in. He leaned to look out the side portal to see a couple of humanoid figures walking up to his ship. Completely dressed in what appeared to be some sort of protective gear, they slowly approached the Cyclops.
“Oh hell Zee, I completely forgot, they can’t see me at all. All the portals and windows are anti-radiation and view one way only. I’ll bet they’re curious about….”
From outside Max heard one of the aliens speaking through his suit speakers. “Attention on board the alien ship. We saw you were in trouble and crashed. Are you alive? Do you need assistance? How many are you?”
“Zee you were right, perfect English. Damn what are the odds of that? Two worlds so far apart, maybe parallel worlds?.....”
Max paused as it hit him, “…Aliens?”
He grinned, “Aliens, I guess we are the aliens here Zee…..Zee?”
“Max I must shut down to conserve my remaining systems they seem to be getting worse. I detect the more I use them, the more they are deteriorating. I’m sorry Max, but I fear you’re on your own.”
There was the sound of power slowing, then quiet as Zee shut her systems down one at a time. Max slowly shook his head, “Poor Zee, so much damage, yet somehow she….just like…”
“We repeat, do you need assistance? We have more equipment on the way, more help is coming if you cannot respond.”
“Christ I forgot about them.” Max slid back to the cracked hatch and put his face to the top where the opening was the widest. “Thank you my friends, but I’m fine. I am alone, my ship is heavily damaged and it will take a while more to get my ship’s hatch open without damaging it. I look forward to meeting you once I get the hatch unjammed. I have to go slowly or I might not get it fixed enough to get back into space.”
“We understand….friend. We will be standing by.” The one speaking turned to walk away as Max watched out the portal next to the hatch, then he turned and spoke once again. “May we, er, I approach your ship and take an air sample and check a few other things for safety? We don’t want to contaminate you or have you…”
Max grinned and replied, “Sure, I understand completely. Thousands of years ago, in the early days of world exploration we accidently wiped out entire peoples by exposing them to germs they had no immunity to.”
“The same happened to our people centuries ago on our home world. Thank you for understanding.”
Max watched as a long rod approached the crack in his hatch. On the end seemed to be some sort of instrument. It hovered near the opening as Max shouted, “You may put your instrument into the hatch if you need.”
The reply came back, “Thank you but this will be good enough.” The instrument vanished and the man in the suit headed back to his ship.
Soon other ships landed further away. Max could see others walking back and forth among their ships, talking, reading instruments and what appeared to be a kind of broadcast going on. All the time Max worked at the jammed hatch. And all the time he worked, the anticipation of meeting a new race of beings was pulling at Max to work faster.
“Not just a new race of beings,” Max thought, “but an entire new….what Galaxy, universe? How many other worlds and civilizations would there be?”
Max sighed, the wormhole was a straight line to this planet almost as it was back in his universe. The only difference was this planet was much closer to the edge of this universe than Earth. Then he realized if they didn’t know about the upcoming blast of gamma and neutron radiation, he would have to tell them. Earth would have to be evacuated, and so would this planet.
Max put the panel back into place, pulled the hatch release lever and the hatch began to lower as it should have a couple of hours before. He watched as the hatch lowered and stairs appeared from the lowering hatch structure as it gently touched the ground.
Max now could meet the new race he had been so avid to meet, but then there was that nagging question in the back of his head.
Max sighed and stepped from his ship, walked down the stairs and awaited his new friends to make the next move. Slowly he took more readings manually with his hand held device and sighed a quiet sigh of relief when they confirmed this planet was as safe to him as Earth. He grinned slightly as the thought ran through his head… “Actually this planet is safer for me that the heavily polluted air back on Earth.” Max tossed the hand device back onto the Cyclops and awaited the strangely clad beings to make the next move.
He knew they eventually would send someone back over, when they did, he thought to himself, “How do you tell a new race you encounter, that their planet is doomed?”
Slowly a group of the planet’s denizens moved toward Max. Still hidden in their white hazard suits, they held scanners and other equipment, pointed them at Max but said nothing. Finally one of the group who had appeared to be in charge motioned for all to step back. Some moved back, while others turned and went back to their nearby ships.
“We may be startling this new comer.” Max barely heard through their leader’s head covering. “Everyone step back and let me talk to our visitor.”
Max smiled and shrugged, “I’m not frightened friend. Guess I’m rather excited knowing I’ve encountered an unknown race….not to mention seeing your beautiful planet.”
“Then perhaps we should meet more formally then.” The leader reached up and slowly removed the mirrored head covering as the shimmering material slowly raised from his shoulders Max was stunned at the humanoids appearance. His skin was a light green hue, with silvery, white colored hair he appeared to be about the same height and weight as Max. His eyes and lips were a striking dark green and features that looked like he had been made, they were flawless!
Max caught himself and shyly smiled, “Forgive me for staring, you’re the first new race I’ve encountered and the first new race my kind has met in over two hundred years. Do you require a blood or tissue sample to test further? I wouldn’t want to jeopardize your people.”
Smiling in return the striking alien took a step toward Max and extended his hand. “I am Datar Cortea. I am the commander of the planetary rescue and defense alliance.” He smiled at Max, “Thank you, no, we gathered all the data from our scans to assure neither race would contaminate the other.” Datar paused, then grinned, “I’m sure you have as many questions as we, but all in good time. I, …we await our Queen. She will answer everything and no doubt ask everything. Queen Altulua handles all things to do with delegates.”
He chuckled, “Actually she handles about everything on Ceturea.” He pointed to the ground, “Ceturea, this planet, that is our world’s name.”
“I see.” Max nodded, “I come from a planet called Earth and arrived to your world through the giant wormhole on the edge of this universe, or galaxy, whichever you prefer to call it.”
Max swore the color drained from Datar’s face. “The wormhole? Great Gods! Through all the radiation? How….” Datar took a deep breath and smiled, “I’m sorry, Altulua will want that information, so I can……” There was a blast of rushing air as a shockwave passed and the roar of another craft as it did a fast circle overhead, hovered momentarily, then slowly lowered to the ground.
Datar, turned his gaze from the craft and back to Max, “That would be our Queen now.” He turned back and faced the craft that had landed a good fifty yards away.
The door slid open and several men stepped out. At the bottom of the craft’s stairs they stopped. One of the men whom Max guessed were guards, signaled and from within the craft stepped a woman and the guards bowed slightly as she passed.
As she neared Max gasped for air, she took Max’s breath away even from a distance. This alien Queen was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. Her waist length silvery white hair shimmered as she walked. Her slightly green skin was darker than the others Max had seen and her loosely draped gown glistened in the sunlight.
She walked directly up to Max and smiled. Max’s heart melted, he was smitten by her beauty. Her eyes were violet as were her lips, her whitish silver eye lashes fluttered and her eyes sparkled as she held out her hand and awaited Max to…. It hit Max, “What was he to do with this beautiful slender hand? Kiss it? Shake it? What?”
The Queen smiled warmly, reached down and grasped Max’s hand and shook it gently. “This is how we greet one another on Ceturea. My name is Queen Altulua. I am the ruler of this world.” The Queen smiled warmly, but still was puzzled by Max’s strange behavior. He wasn’t speaking, yet she had been told he spoke her language. She thought for a second, then, “Al-tu-loo-a. My friends call me Lua….” She hesitated, then slowly said, “Loo-a.”
Commander Cortea grinned at Max, then whispered in the Queen’s ear, “He speaks our language your Majesty.”
“I know my aides informed me aboard my ship.
The Queen looked at Datar and sheepishly muttered, “What’s wrong with him?” She turned to Max and smiled, “Forgive me traveler, it’s unusual that someone would speak our language.”
Max’s mind raced as he managed to mutter, “Call me Max your Majesty.” In Max’s mind a voice screamed at him, “Call me Max!!! You idiot! This is the Queen of a planet and all you managed to say is Call me Max?” Max was lost in her violet eyes, her musical voice and…
Max blushed as he averted his gaze upward from her ample cleavage. The gown she wore barely covered her…. “Charms…Oh, I mean charmed.” Max blurted out, turned red realizing his mistake. Once again the dumbfounded look crossed Max’s face. He swallowed hard, then finally regained his composure. “I am so sorry your Majesty, I appear to be somewhat taken back by your appearance. Your people are so striking, I have never seen such perfection of features in a race of people.”
Again she smiled as she turned and stood next to Max. She waved her escorts off and they fell behind as Altulua slid her arm through Max’s. “You may accompany me to my ship being named Max. I’m sure we both have many questions to ask. Oh, and you don’t address me as your Majesty. I am the Queen, but the linage of Queens here on Ceturea and our home world of Turi are slightly more than figureheads. All Queens must earn our peoples trust….my fields are in diplomacy and science.”
“I apologize your majes…..er…”
Once again Altulua’s musical laugh rang out, “You may call me Altulua Max. Better yet, I prefer my friends call me Lua, it’s the name my parents called me when I was young.” She looked at Max as they walked, “I can tell we will become great friends Max.”
Max felt her arm tighten in his as they walked toward the Queen’s craft. He smiled back at her and chuckled in reply, “Altulua, er, Lua, you make it hard for someone not to like you. You are quite charming and I do believe that we will become friends. I come from the planet Earth from the other side of the wormhole on the edge of…”
“Yes Max I know. Datar had a communication device on so all could hear his conversation with you.” Lua smiled slyly, “After all I had to know something the person I was about to talk to…” Again that wonderful musical voice chuckled, “….it never hurts to know a little about someone before you meet them.”
Max grinned back at her, “Then Queen Altulua, it would seem it is I who is at a disadvantage as I know nothing about you or your world.”
Altulua laughed, “Then Max, we’ll have to change that.”
The two of them walked into Lua’s ship followed by her guards. They walked through the corridors to a fairly large room that was more like a plush living room. “This is where we’ll talk if this is suitable to you Max.”
“This is….wow! really nice…” Max stumbled over the right words, then just added, “…this would be just fine your Majesty. It will be nice to be able to sit in something less than the cramped quarters of the Cyclops….that’s the name of my ship.”
Max started turning in a slow circle as he scanned the room until he was once more looking at Altulua. She removed the outer cape she had worn and slowly sat upon what appeared to be giant purplish pillows, her gown was slit up the side revealed her shapely legs, yet remaining tastefully covered. The slit was held closed by a golden clasp just below her hips and again over her waist. There was a tiny golden chain that held her gown together just below the shoulder revealing a bit more than Max thought a monarch should be showing, yet this wasn’t his planet or civilization and he didn’t mind the view. She still remained tastefully covered in all the correct places and once Max realized this he began to relax himself.
Lua patted the pillow next to her and bade him to sit next to her. Still mesmerized by her beauty he did so.
Entranced he was, somewhere in the back of his mind he wondered if this wasn’t just some ruse to get him to lower his guard. He knew it was true he was at their mercy and if they wanted him dead….he would have been quite a while ago. Perhaps he thought, perhaps to get information from him. Max would remain wary, but friendly. There were so many questions, so many answers and if she were to be his inquisitor, well, he couldn’t think of any one so charming or beautiful.
Before they could get started Datar entered, whispered something into Lua’s ear and handed her a small electronic device. Lua looked at the screen of the device and made a few clicks, then she smiled.
Lua thanked Datar and turned to face Max who was sitting a few feet away from her.
“I’m sorry Max,” Lua said as she adjusted herself on her pillow and shyly pulled her gown closed about the legs. “We didn’t know for sure if you were telling the truth or not. We have had encounters with other races that had…ahh, more aggressive tendencies. We’ve finished our scans and it appears you are not only alone, but….”
Lua glanced once more at the device, “…you did come through the wormhole. The Parznec trail you left behind leads directly from the wormhole.”
Again she paused and she honestly looked shocked, “Great Gods, you did come through the wormhole, there is no way to fake these readings.”
She looked up from the device and at Max in awe, “The Gods claim my…. How?”
Max grinned, “Altulua,… sorry, Lua, now you know I’m telling the truth and you don’t feel like you have to seduce information out of me….”
“Oh Max I’m so sorry about the seduction thing, it’s just the last race we encountered had more than trade in mind and we had a war that lasted thirty years. Fortunately it wasn’t a destructive war, but it did cost lives and commerce. Sadly I’ve found that dressing seductively seems to loosen up the tongues of males and…Well I’m embarrassed that your first encounter with our race was deceptive and I used, uh…that it….”
Max reached over and patted Lua’s hand seeing that she seemed genuinely embarrassed. “That’s quite ok your Majesty, I fully understand.” Max smiled warmly, “Besides you do have quite lovely legs.”
Somewhat startled Max noticed Lua’s light green skin turned even darker, “Max, now you’ve made me blush. Please stop calling me “Your Majesty” I am but a member of my race, just another Ceturean doing my job the best I can. Seriously…” She smiled warmly at Max, “…Lua is fine. I like the way you say it, it’s different, your accent I think.”
It was then Max realized that even though they all spoke English, the Cetureans did enunciate slightly different. In his mind he mused, “I do have an accent.” He chuckled.
“Something amusing?”
“Sort of Lua, I just realized that our races are so much alike, while being so different. Your people speak like I do, yet we punctuate and enunciate some things different. Then there’s the fact that your race has such perfect features, while my race is so….hmmmm… imperfect.” Max laughed aloud, “Take me for example my face….”
“Is quite handsome…” Altulua gasped and clasped her hand over her mouth. “Oh…I mean uh…”
Max laughed again, “For a pale skinned alien?”
“Oh, no Max.” She placed her hand on his as it laid on the pillow. “Strangely I find you quite attractive….” She chuckled, “…. even for a pale skinned alien.” They both laughed.
“You see Max I told you we would become friends.”
“Yes you did Lua, yes you did. Now if you don’t mind I’d really like to change the subject if I can.”
“If you can? I don’t understand.”
“Lua, well, you are quite beautiful and the way you’re dressed keeps distracting me. When you move, well darn it, your low cut top, the slit down the side….” To be honest with you, now you know I’m not here to invade your planet, perhaps, you could put your cape back on?”
“Max, I understand.” Lua arose and walked toward a door at the other side of the room, “I’ll go put something on that is a bit less reveali… er distracting.” She bent down at the waist and picked up the device Datar had brought her. In doing so her top fell slightly open and Max saw Lua was showing more than cleavage and quickly looked away.
Lua straightened up and saw what she perceived Max blushing as his skin had become a bright red. She looked strangely at the red faced Max. The color drained from her beautiful green face, “Oh….OH!....” Now it was Lua that blushed a dark green as she spun and hurried from the room. She rushed through the door and it slid closed as Max heard what sounded like a thump. Then there was another muffled thump. There was another muffled sound…”Grrr..Lua you dolt! You meet a great looking guy from another world and fall completely apart…Ooohh!…. Get hold of yourself girl!” There was a pause, then…”Gods! So damned captivated by this man you show him things no man has seen….OH GODS! What would mother say!” Again there was something that sounded like cussing under her breath.
Max started to say he could hear her, then decided he had embarrassed her enough, and himself…. He slapped his forehead with his hand and whispered low enough where he knew Lua couldn’t hear, “Christ guy, meet the Queen of a planet and what the hell do you do?...look down her top…you freaking idiot! Great way to start things out.”
Max grinned as he thought, “But she is so damned beautiful and sexy. You’re going to have to behave yourself Max, she is beautiful alright and sexy, but, she is a Queen and not interested in anything other than making new friends, perhaps commerce.”
Max began to settle down, “You are a scientist, but now you’re also a diplomat….Start acting like one!”
Max smiled, then he could actually feel the smile leave his face, “Awww, shit Max! You still have to tell Lua about the radiation.”
For the first time Max genuinely felt like crying. Lua had been so nice and so were the few of her people he had met. He couldn’t bear to think of the look on her face once he told her she would have to evacuate their beautiful world. “Christ! This beautiful world! I land on a planet so clean, so beautiful and….”
All Max could manage was a slow sad nod. “I have to tell her….them. How? I can’t just blurt out “Your world is going to end.”
For the first time since landing, Max wasn’t enjoying himself.
Altulua came back out dressed more like a diplomat or at least what was common for her people. She wore a snug, but not too tight silver dress, her silvery white hair done up into a pony tail and a jacket covered the top of her dress. Max could see this version of Lua could be all business as she sat down beside him.
“Is this better? Less distracting?”
Max smiled back forcing himself from staring at her beautifully tapered legs and her somewhat short skirt. Then he looked into those eyes of hers and knew it didn’t matter what she wore, it was Lua herself that was distracting. Max swallowed and smiled warmly. “Yes, much less distracting, thank you.”
“Seriously Max, I have to apologize for the seductress deception. You see the race we have been at war with and an even uneasy peace with…” Lua hesitated, “…if you can call it a peace. Well, Max we thought you might have been some race that had aligned themselves with them and the safety of my people depends on….”
Max could see the Queen was strangely embarrassed. Why he wasn’t sure, but she had started blushing slightly again, so he tried to put her at ease. “That’s quite alright your majest….er Lua. I understand completely.”
She sat next to him and he gently patted her hand as she seemed to prefer the informal approach, then he smiled warmly, “Lua, my race has been in many wars and I understand sometimes we must do what we think is the best option. In your case it was get information and to see if I was who a claimed to be.”
“Oh Max…” Lua turned a dark green once again, “Please don’t think I would have…. I mean done…oh, I wouldn’t have gone any…”
“Oh no your Majesty, I didn’t mean you would have done anything more than flash a little leg to make me feel more at ease or distract me.” Max started blushing. His mind screamed at him for talking this way with this planet’s sovereign.
Lua was blushing because she was afraid what this man from another world would think of her. Strange thoughts raced through her head. So fast that Lua couldn’t even slow them down. “Strange feelings.” She thought as she knew something wasn’t right. She was blushing, something she never did. Then there was this incredible feeling of calm of security when she was near this being that sat next to her….Why? Granted there was this fascination she felt for this Max, but…. “I have been in love, sick, and injured and never had these things happen to me before.” Her mind raced, maybe he had exposed her to some unknown ailment. Strangely she didn’t feel bad, she felt…. Tranquil. “That is really strange.” She muttered forgetting completely about Max sitting next to her.
“What’s strange Queen Altulua?”
Startled Lua straightened in her seat and grinned at Max, “Ohhh…I was thinking aloud, I’m sorry.”
“I guess I am strange to your people.”
“No, not that your strange Max. By the Gods I just seem to be tripping all over myself and I don’t know why. You seem to have some strange physical effect on me.”
Max started to rise and move away from the Queen, but she reached out, grasped his arm and gently pulled him back to where he was sitting. “Max, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it is a bad reaction, just strange. My body is out of sorts, nothing serious, I’ll have the physicians check into it later.”
Max tried to move a bit farther away, but the Queen insisted he stay where he was. Max, well he just couldn’t seem to refuse Lua. She had a presence that overwhelmed him and he really didn’t mind.
“So Max. My visitor from another world….tell me all about yourself, about your world and about your civilization….”
Hours passed quickly as Max and Lua asked each other questions and in turned answered them. Lunch was brought, yet the exchange of information never lulled. On they went talking, asking, answering and even chatting about things that had no scientific value. They found that they actually enjoyed each other’s company. The flow of information that captivated both of them, but it was just the small talk in between that they enjoyed most.
Over the evening and a luxurious dinner the pair were joined by Datar and other members of various scientific departments. Talks ranged from personal stories to hard core science. The conversations always seemed strained when talks moved to the wormhole. Finally it was Altulua that stopped hedging and turned to Max.
“Max, that horrible wormhole you came through is going to destroy our world here…..” She looked pleadingly at Max, “…so if your people have created it, please you must….”
Max cut Lua off abruptly. “Good God! You think we created something that monstrous?”
“Oh Max, we don’t know for sure, your ship’s fields, the power source, we’ve never seen such technology. Your race knows so much more than ours….”
Max reached over and gently laid his hand on hers as it laid on the table. He looked her in the eye. “Altulua, we don’t have that kind of technology, no one we have heard of does. And just to clear things up a bit, that wormhole is going to destroy several of our worlds as well. Earth is much farther than your world from the hole, but the radiation will be just as deadly none the less.”
Max paused to let his statement sink in, then continued, “I built the Cyclops especially to venture into the hole and see if I could find the cause for its abnormal behavior.”
Datar leaned forward, “Max, please tell us you did.”
Max grinned, “I did that alright, but you’re not going to like it, nor will my people when and if I get the information back to them. You see the wormhole is locked to another wormhole in our universe. The opening alternates between that one and the one I came through every ten hours. Every ten hours the wormhole that comes here produces the radiation, then ten hours later the hole switches to send us to another part of our universe. It’s the first wormhole my people have ever found that has one opening and two destinations.”
Max paused again, then told them of the super universe that was compressing and his theories.
All the scientists at the table gasped. Max looked around the table, then to Lua. Lua sadly looked at Max. “How soon can you fix your ship Max?”
“Oh, I’m guessing with some luck maybe a month or two with your people’s help.”
“Max….I’m so sorry…The wormhole….”
Max was getting concerned, “What about the hole Lua?”
“The wormhole Max….it appears and disappears every ten years in the same spot within this universe….Oh Max I’m so sorry, the hole will close in….” Lua looked at Datar.
Datar looked sadly at Max, “Two and a half days Max, I’m sorry.”
The color vanished from Max’s face. “Aww…Shit, this just keeps getting better and better.” But the unflappable Max jumped to his feet. “Ok I may be trapped here on your world, but I can send the probe back through. It’s heavily shielded and I can send all my information and data, plus a message back to the fleet that’s waiting on the other side. My friend John, who’s the Commodore can throw all the scientific resources he has on the problem.”
“But Max how will that help you?” Datar asked, “Even if your people figure out a way to close the hole, you’ll be stuck here with….”
Max smiled warmly, “With some of the nicest people I’ve ever met my friends.”
Lua tried to grasp the different in the hole’s duration, “But Max, it’ll be ten years before you get a reply and ten hours on the other side. Won’t the super universe…..I don’t….”
Max grinned, “It’s like this my friends, granted it is ten years here on your side and ten hours on my side, but it only took me about nine hours to pass through to here. The probe will go through if I can get it going because if I’m right, the probe should reverse the time it takes to travel back to my side.”
It was one of Lua’s scientists that was puzzled, “We’ve surmised about time travel, but this is more than we had ever pondered, Dr. Long.”
Max smiled, “Please call me Max. Let me explain this better, I hope. It took me a little over nine hours to get here and the hole has closed on my end, yet is still active on this end. If I can get my probe into it before it closes, then the probe will traverse back through time the nine hours to just before it closed on my end. So you see, my people will see the probe appear just slightly after I left.”
The people around the table smiled at Max still not completely sure what Max was trying to explain as Lua laid her hand on Max’s shoulder, “Perhaps you can find a way back when the wormhole appears ten years from now. Wouldn’t that be just ten hours back in your universe?”
“Maybe, maybe I’ll stay if you all will have me. There is still so much to learn about you, your world and this galaxy you live in. But Lua to answer your question, yes it would be only ten hours later in my side, but as I spent ten years here, when I got back to my side I’d still be ten years older because I spent ten years out of the hole on you planet.” He laughed, “That is if your people don’t get tired of my questions.”
Lua leaned toward Max and added, “Max you will always be welcome here.”
“Thanks, Lua, everyone, but I have to go back to my ship and prepare the probe to go back. That has to be the top priority. Between our two races we might just have a chance to close the wormhole forever, but just in case I have to warn my people.”
“Of course Max.” Datar said, “I’ll take you back to your ship and you’ll have whatever you need at your disposal.” He looked at Altulua, “With your permission my Queen.” Lua nodded and Max was on his way back to the Cyclops. He glanced back over his shoulder as he neared the door and noticed Lua was watching him. There was a strange look about her. Not hostile, not like she was hiding something, just like she was fixated on him. Then he realized he must have appeared the same to her as well. Whatever it was something was affecting them both. Maybe he did bring some unknown thing….it hit him. “Maybe some unknown radiation from the hole!” He made a mental note to have Zee check into it.
Max and a handful of Cetureans worked feverishly for the next two days. Lua had come and joined them but stayed out of the way, only talking to Max during quick meals and breaks as they would usually sit alone and talk about things other than science.
Max finally loaded all his information and data Lua’s people provided into the probe. He stood on the stubby wing of the Cyclops and shouted. “Attention! I need everyone to step back to at least where Datar’s ship is. Unfortunately this probe has only one speed, full power and the launch blast will be huge for a small object. Please step over to Datar’s ship and cover your ears and watch out for flying debris.”
Max jumped down off the wing and stepped onto the short stairs leading into his ship. He felt something grab his arm and turned.
“Max, may I join you on your ship?” It was the beautiful Altulua and she was looking more lovely that he had ever seen her. “It would be interesting as you’ve never invited me aboard.”
“Crap! You’re right Lua, I’m so sorry, I’ve been so busy and…”
Lua smiled and moved her hand down to Max’s hand, “I know Max.”
“Ok then my lady, please come aboard and I’ll show you my ship.” He grinned, “That is once the probe is launched.”
The two entered the ship and slowly the door closed and sealed. The shields kicked on. “Well Lua we are fully protected now just on the off chance the probe explodes.” Max grinned, “Let’s just hope I can get the damned door open again. I haven’t had much time to work on repairing the ship.”
Lua laughed remembering what Datar told her about how long it took Max to open it the first time. She watched as Max went from panel to panel, flipping switches and pressing buttons. He pointed to the portal next to the door and Lua looked out at the probe attached to the end of the Cyclops’s wing. Before she could speak, the end of the probe glowed, the rear burst forth with a blue, white blast of energy and it shot forward, then quickly upward.
“Over here.” Max shouted as he gently grasped Lua’s arm and put her in his command seat. He pushed the up button and his command seat shot to the full up position so she could see out the cockpit windows. She squealed like a little girl as the seat shot up and just as quick stopped. She watched as only a vanishing vapor trail could be seen.
She looked down to Max, “It’s already out of our atmosphere?”
“Yeah one speed remember. Once it cleared the planet and no longer has atmosphere to contend with the warp kicks in and…..”
“Max, Datar is running this way.”
Max hit the down button and Lua squealed again. “Max you have to stop doing that, I’m embarrassing myself squealing like that.”
Max grinned and winked at Lua, “I think it’s kind of cute.”
Lua glared at Max and said, “Excuse me I know this isn’t very lady like, but…” She scrunched up her face and stuck her tongue out at Max to which they both laughed.
Max opened the hatch and Datar ran in. Panting he looked at his Queen and said, “By the Gods Altulua, our sensors show Max’s probe is…” He looked again at a device in his hand, “…I was going to say nearing the wormhole, but it has already entered and is off the sensors we have a half light year away from it.” He looked at Max, “By the Gods Max, you weren’t joking with us.”
“Look guys, that probe is built for two things, speed and shielding. The data recorder and memory banks are no larger than my fist, everything else is to protect that info and get it back no matter what! I really built it in case something happened to me it could return with all the information I had up to the time of my demise.”
“That’s a horrible thought Max.”
“But a scientist has to think that way. As smart as we all think we are, something always seems to go wrong.”
Datar grinned, “Nice to hear we aren’t the only ones that screw up.” They all laughed.
Lua looked at Max as she sat on one of the short consoles. “Max you told us of that dwarf universe that’s causing all these dangers and how you narrowly avoided disaster, how…”
Max smiled and sat beside her, “You remember I told you about Zee? Well although she can’t do a lot of things anymore, she still can compute the data she gathered from the hole. Don’t worry, that probe will get through.”
“Well as long as everything is ok, I’m leaving.” Datar smiled and left leaving Max and Lua alone.
“Now you said you were going to show me your ship.” Lua leaned against Max with her shoulder and looked past him to the right, then to the left.
“It seems I’ve just seen your ship. By the Gods Max where do you sleep? Where do you bathe or eat? This ship is so small inside and huge outside.”
Max laughed, “Lua it only took me several hours to pass through the wormhole. I had planned to be back to the fleet the same day. I had packed some energy bars to eat, sleeping and bathing was something I had hoped to do when I got back on board John’s flagship.”
Lua motioned toward the front of the ship and then to the rear. “Fifty feet or so long…. and what three feet wide” A few nooks and crannies between your consoles?”
Max roared, “Told you… all built to survive the wormhole Lua. The difference between the outside and in here is every square inch is packed with power units and field generators. Power and protection….” Max looked sadly at Lua, “…and I barely survived.” He sighed, “Not saying much for my planning does it.”
Lua laid her head on his shoulder, “But you are here Max, all that planning and your abilities got you here. You’ve given both our races hope. I’d say you did really….” She rolled her head so she could look at Max her lips accidently brushed his cheek and as he turned to look at her his lips brushed hers. They both paused then shocked they both sat upright and began to stammer….
“Oh Max, I’m sorry…..I…er..”
“I know I enjoy….ahh…I mean it’s ok…. Uh..”
“I was just a bit weary Max and I must have been starting to nod off and turned my head…”
Max calmed down, “Oh, ok. Sleepy, it was an accident and you didn’t mean to….”
“Yes an accident Max, that’s what it was…” Lua calmed down and stopped blushing.
Max smiled and winked, “Well my lady, perhaps an accident, but…..”
“Max? What.” Lua leaned toward him.
“Nothing Altulua, it was an accident…. So there is no more to be said is there?”
“Was it an accident Max?”
“It had to be Lau, you’re a Queen, I’m a nobody and we’re of two different races, it had to be an accident. You’re royalty, I’m not, so it would be impossible for you to feel anything for someone like me so I know you meant nothing.”
Max smiled, “It had to be because we’ve been working together these last few days, eating together and spending our spare time together. You’ve just become use to me and when you nodded off, perhaps forgot for a moment I wasn’t someone else….a boyfriend or whomever you’re romantically involved with.”
“Ahh, that had to be it Max, it seems you’re well versed in psychology as well.” A frown came over Lua’s face, “But I’ll have you remember just because there is little difference in our physical bodies, doesn’t mean our minds are different. Just to be clear, if I’m interested in someone, their standing…or difference would not make any difference.”
She paused, then in more of a teasing tone she added, “I have had many boyfriends, but for the moment, I do not have any one I’m romantically involved with and it’s none of your business anyhow.”
Max stood up, “I’m sorry my lady, I meant no harm….er, I was way out of line forgive me. I’m great for making a fool of myself a lot of times. This was just one of the bigger times.”
Max turned to go check on some instrument readings from the probe and as he turned Lua reached for his arm, then pulled her hand back. She watched him go about his business and as he knelt to adjust some settings, she reached her hand to her lips and gently touched them with her fingers. Lua whispered softly so Max couldn’t hear, “We are of different races….but then…” she touched her lips again and sighed.
The Ensign burst into the officer’s mess. “Commodore! There’s a probe coming through the wormhole, it must be from Doctor Long’s ship sir.”
Commodore John West dropped his fork as he and the Ensign left the officer’s mess and ran the short distance to the bridge. His command crew was scurrying around running from one panel to another until one shouted, “IT’S HERE, We’ve snagged it and it’s on its way to the containment area.” He turned and looked at the Commodore, “Sir it is from the Cyclops!”
“How? Max just left a few hours ago.”
An officer at the sensor panel shouted over to the Commodore, “Yes sir, but it’s the Cyclops’s Ident-signal… Christ!”
John walked over to the officer. “What is it?”
“Sir the probe…..the damned things full of data.”
John shouted out, “As soon as someone gets data from that probe let me know, the ten hours is about up….”
“Sir, the wormhole just switched back to sector 8-411. It’s be ten more hours before…”
“That’s fine Ensign, Max will be back in ten hours. Just get whatever data he sent back to me ASAP! I’m heading down to the main lab, relay everything down there.”
“Will do sir!” an Ensign shouted out as John left the bridge and headed on down to the labs. John was puzzled at the fast turnaround the probe had done and hoped it wasn’t because his friend Max had gotten himself into serious problems.
Within fifteen minutes the Commodore and his staff sat around the main lab watching the viewing screen. Max spoke and related his story of the wormhole, his encounters with the new world and his new found friends, the Cetureans.
As he spoke images of charts and pictures appeared on the screen. Data poured from the data banks and into the flagships computers and all were mesmerized by the report from Max.
Then he came to Datar and the Ceturean people. Images of them came on the screen and all were taken back at the stunning race of beings Max had stumbled upon.
“John I’ve shown you most of my new friends, now let me introduce you to their Queen Altulua.” On the screen appeared Lua and those in the lab were stunned by her beauty.
She had appeared dressed in a pale off white gossamer gown. It fit her form closely and was tastily low cut as was the slit up her legs. The gown seemed to flow as she passed through the door behind Max and walked toward the hovering recorder. She walked slowly toward where Max was standing and stopped beside him. Her silvery white hair glistened in the palace’s lighting, her deep violet eyes flashed as she smiled at the camera and in her musical voice she greeted Max’s friend John.
“I am pleased to be speaking to you John. Max speaks about you all the time, about your family and his fiends aboard your flagship. I would hope that someday we could all meet, but I know that this will be impossible because of the danger from within the wormhole itself. I assure you my people will work closely with Max to find a way to close this danger to both our worlds.”
Max smiled at Lua and she back at him as the images froze. John had paused the report and looked around the room at the handful of scientists and command staff. The Commodore grinned, “Did anyone notice?”
“Sir?”
“The way those two are looking at each other.” John chuckled, “I’ll bet Max hasn’t figured it out yet, but I’ll bet he’s found himself a girlfriend.”
The ship’s captain looked over to John. “Commodore, there have been marriages between our race and a few others over the centuries and I know you and Max are the best of friends, but sir…well, she is a Queen.”
“Look at them Elliot….at the way she’s looking at Max” John grinned, “What do you see.”
The Captain looked at the screen and chuckled, “Damned if you aren’t right Commodore. I wonder how long it’ll take them to figure it out.”
The room laughed as John reached for the button to start the report back up, “Good old Max he sure earned himself some ‘Max’ time….” John pressed the button, “…I just hope her rank won’t stand in their way.”
Max spoke, “John, by the time you see this, the wormhole will have closed in this universe and I will have ten years to work on the problem. Sadly on your side you’ll have only ten hours until the next one.”
Lua now spoke, “John, my scientists, along with the data Max brought, have determined there will be two more openings before the dwarf universe sends forth the deadly blast of radiation that will destroy not only our world, but several other planets in line with the wormhole. Much like on your side of the ‘hole’ as Max calls it.”
Max chimed in, “It’ll be the same in our…er, your universe John. I know Earth, Terra and Oceanna are in the process of evacuations and have been. My best estimate is Earth has about forty hours, while Lua’s people have forty years. Two more closed periods, and two more openings, then last opening or appearance of the hole will have the radiation as the dwarf goes supernova and creates another ‘big bang’ that will blast anything in a straight line of the wormhole’s opening.”
Lua looked away from Max and into the recorder, “Commodore, our estimates show everything within a half billion light years will be exposed to such high levels of radiation, no life will survive.” Lua looked back at Max.
“John, I know we can’t evac all those planets in time. Get this message out and try to get them to save as many as you can….” Max looked sadly at the camera, “…John, I know you all too well. I know you’re going to send the fleet to help evac Earth and you’ll stay behind to help here if you can.”
Lua laid her head on Max’s shoulder and looked sadly at the camera, “Commodore, you must move your ship at least a half of a light year to the side of the wormhole when it appears the second time to remain safe.”
Max put his arm around Lua to comfort her as a tear trickled down her cheek. “John if we can’t figure something out….it’s going to be a nasty one.” He leaned slightly toward the recorder, “Seriously, John be ready for hell itself if we can’t think of something.”
Max leaned his head gently toward Lua’s which was still on his shoulder. Both looked so sad and John knew it was for Max and his race. Lua’s race had forty years, John’s….forty hours.
Max reached to the recorder and the screen went blank.
Elliot looked over to his Commodore, “Well sir, we have three quarters of the three affected planets evacuated. Most have used this very wormhole to get to the other side of our universe and set up on the new uninhabited worlds we found there. It’s a damned good thing the Consul of Worlds took your advice and shot through the wormhole during its alternating cycle. The massive fleet can return the next cycle and take more escapees the following safe cycle”
The Captain sadly looked toward the floor, “But sir…. After that whoever is left on the three planets will…..”
“I know Elliot, be stuck in this quadrant living in domed cities until enough ships can be build to take us all to the new quadrant.”
“Even if the wormhole is destroyed sir, our civilizations will be split in two on opposites of the universe.”
“If we….well, if Max manages to destroy the wormhole, it will take generations to reach the new worlds. Perhaps someday those of us that remain on this side of the universe can reach the other side…” John chuckled, “…or at least our descendants will.”
John looked at one of his officers and told him to notify all other ships to depart to Earth at once and help with the evacuation. He looked at Elliot, “If we cram them into every little space along with whatever supplies they’ll need we can get them here by the next opening.”
“If Max succeeds your fleet will be lost on the other side of….”
“I know Elliot, but if Max fails, we can move and save another 100,000 or so, souls. Both of our other worlds that are in the safe areas cannot take any more people without destroying their domed environments. Guess we’ll have to rely on space stations as every ship in our federation will leave through the last hole.”
One of the scientists mumbled something about man managing to over populate and screw up every planet he lived on. To which both the command officers nodded their agreement and acknowledged the domed world civilizations would only allow the maximum amount of refugees in as they had no planet to ruin and their domes would fail quickly if too many were allowed in.
John smiled slightly, “Well at least the new planets have adopted the “environment first” policies. All six of them I’m happy to say.”
“Well if all the refugees can ever reach them there should be plenty of room.” Elliot replied, then he had to ask, “Commodore? Does Max really have a chance to find a solution? I know our scientists don’t have a hope in the forty hour limit, but Max…..forty years a lot can….”
John chuckled, “Elliot, if anyone can, it would be Max. Christ he helped develop the power unit we all use, or at least he improved it immensely. He created the drive for the Cyclops. He improved the force fields it uses and built Zee from some wild theory he had about cybertronics and by using and creating Gentronic cells that can think twice as fast as man or computers.”
“But can our friend Max find a way to close the largest wormhole mankind has ever found? Hell Commodore, science hasn’t even figured out a way to close a normal sized one.”
John got up and patted his second in command on his back, “That my friend we’ll have to see.”
Elliot chuckled, “And trust in Max?”
“And trust in Max! Remember Elliot, he has help and forty years to do it in.” John replied.
“Yeah, and we have forty hours left before all hell breaks loose.”
Back on Ceturea Max paced. He’d sit, then just as quick rise and start pacing once again. Datar could see the worry was really getting to Max so he walked over to him and gently grasped his arm. “Max stop worrying your probe had more than enough time to get through to your friends on the other side. You launched it in plenty of time according to your figures.”
Max looked at Datar and smiled, “Yeah I know, I’m just a worrier at heart. We have forty years to work on this puzzle, they only forty hours. The pressure on their end must be horrible.”
Lua gently reached out and laid her hand on Max’s other shoulder. “You have to try to stop carrying such a load Max. Like you told me a few days ago. We have to work at this as a problem to be solved and not a burden of worlds on our shoulders. And your not going to be any good to any of our peoples if you drop dead from a stroke.”
Max reached up and laid his hand on Lua’s. He turned and smiled at her. “Thanks Lua I guess sometimes I get caught up emotionally knowing my side has such a short time and how they must be feeling.” He composed himself, “Now let’s get back to work. It’s been days since the probe went through….” He grinned, “…back to work! Geezz guys, sometimes forty years just doesn’t seem long enough.”
The three joined the rows of scientists working on computers as Max went back to his ship to work trying to repair what was fixable of the remains of Zee. He knew he would need her abilities eventually. Sadly Max also knew there were going to be a lot of Zee that would never be fixed. He would need his labs back on Earth and unless they found a solution to the hole, there was never going to be time to reconstruct his labs here on Ceturea. Zee would have to make do with what he could fix with what he had.
Several years passed and some progress was made. Max got to visit Lua’s home world of Turi. Lua had told him she was not born on Turi, but it was the world of origin of her race. Lua’s mother and little sister were the monarch’s there and like Lua were more figureheads then rulers. Max found that on either world, the people loved their Queens. Lua loved Ceturea and had been born here while her mother was visiting.
Her deceased aunt had raised her here and here she wanted to stay. She grew up among her people as custom and even went to school with them and her people loved her!
It was Lua that mentioned to Max that the Queens had very little legal status, that when they married, their husbands were not given any rank or royal titles. The world consuls made the laws and voted on matters of government. But in the few instances of a tie vote a Queen would have the final say. The Royals as they were known did have the power to veto any law, yet rarely used that power. They let the people speak and perhaps that was why they were so loved. Yet it was because of this love of their people, if they wished something to become law, they were rarely refused.
Lua had her duties as ambassador to attend to, but every moment she wasn’t attending some head of state function, she was doing her job as a scientist and working alongside of Max. Both had been somewhat discouraged by the slow progress and frustrated along with the scientific community with the poor results. Yet side by side they labored, day after day, month after month, year after long year.
On the other hand everyone smiled at Max and Lua behind their backs. All could see the way they interacted, laughed and teased each other. They worked together, ate together and even the very few times they had the chance played a game called ‘Brockiny’ together. Like a couple of kids in love, yet both blind to all but the fact they always seemed to find a reason be near one another.
Max had been invited to stay in Lua’s house in the guest quarters, but evenings together were rare as Max was always at the lab working late. It was during one of the few times that Lua and Max actually got to be alone, Lua surprised Max.
They had strolled from the lab to Lua’s temporary palace, which was not much more than a really nice home. She insisted on no servants, nor help and spent hours each day at this beautiful but small house. This evening she had prepared a meal that surprised even Lua as to how well she prepared everything.
“This if great Lua, I’ve had this dish before, but never…” Max gulped down another bite, “…this tasty. You made this?”
Lua pouted her lips and made a phony sad face, “All the things I can do and you never thought I could cook a meal for my…..er,…. a man? I’m hurt Max”
“Aww, Lua I didn’t mean….” Max looked over at the sad Lua, who was now grinning from ear to ear. “….uhh, well it was all that tasty I guess.” Max laughed as Lua tossed the Ceturean version of a dinner roll at him. They both laughed.
Max helped Lua clean up the table after dinner and Max kept stopping and looking around. “Lua, I just can’t get over all the work you’ve done to this house. It’s absolutely beautifully done.” He chuckled, “But then I wouldn’t expect anything less from you. It would seem you can just about do anything. You know I almost destroyed this place the day I crashed. I managed to veer away, but stopped where the Cyclops is now.”
“That’s why we built the complex of labs not far from here Max. We knew you’d like to be near your ship and it’s computers.”
Max put the last dish up and looked over to Lua, “Your people have been great….you’ve been great.” Max repressed the urge to move closer to Lua as she was still a Queen. “And you make a really great Mislac pie.”
Lua laid the last pan into the sink and muttered quietly, “And found time to make someone take notice of me….sort of.”
“Did you say something Lua?”
Lua smiled at Max, “Nothing Max, just muttering nonsense to myself. I seem to get so little time with…. I mean we don’t seem to ever have any time for ourselves.”
Max smiled warmly, “At least we have our evenings now and then…..and that reminds me if we’re going to catch the sunset, we’d better get going.”
Lua took the last plates Max held and laid them unceremoniously on the sink and grabbed his hand playfully. “Then by all means, let’s get going.”
This evening for the first time Lua held Max’s hand not only to pull him through the rear door, but all of the way up the hill behind the house….and Max didn’t seem to mind one bit. Up the hill they scampered like a couple of children playing, laughing at nothing.
Max’s ship the Cyclops had crashed on public lands. The one small abandoned house near the crash site, was rebuilt into Lua’s official home. It was built partially into a high hill that overlooked the grassy plains below and from the top Max and Lua could look down on the Cyclops and the lab complex not far from this ship.
The reason Max and Lua would walk to the top of the hill each evening they had the chance, was the sunset! All but the cloudiest days, the sun would cast it’s rainbow of deep purples, oranges and reds across the evening sky. Lua and Max would lie upon the cool grass and talk about things that had nothing to do with science or the problems they faced every day.
This was their time, time they spent together casting off the pressures of their lives, this was their time to enjoy each other’s company and talk about things that had little importance. And that was the other reason they climbed the hill every clear evening, they could spend time together. Laying with their arms touching, they’d spend hours enjoying each other’s company never thinking of……
At the top this evening Max did something different. He reached his hand out to Lua and she grasped it as he gently pulled her the last few steps and they fell upon the grassy knoll laughing. For a second they paused and looked into each other’s eyes, their faces moved closer…BOOM! A sonic boom of the scientist’s ship leaving for home resounded throughout the valley below. They smiled and Max laid beside Lua like every other evening and side by side watching the sun slowly set in the western sky. The deep colors faded into night and one by one the stars could be seen.
“We seem to make so little progress lately Lua, I can’t…”
Lua rolled over onto her side as she propped her head on her hand and faced Max. She took her finger and placed it gently on his lips, “Shhhh, remember we bring no worries, no work, no burdens up here to our spot. This is our place of safety, of quiet.”
Max was laying on his back with his arms placed behind his head. He turned his head from looking at the stars to Lua. Her finger gently touching his lips, her hair shimmering in the moon light. Max smiled, “Our spot?”
“I’m assuming you haven’t brought anyone else up here.” Lua teased, then frowned, “Unless you’ve been bringing one of those lab girls up here when I’ve been away at meetings.”
“Me? HA! Who’d want to go out with a pale old Earthman like me?” Max grinned.
Lua moved closer so she could see Max better in the moon light. “I’ve seen the way Nighmi looks at you and then Cellian nearly pees herself every time you speak at her.” She teased and her musical laugh echoed among the valley.
“Why Queen Altulua, one would think you’re jealous.” Max laughed quietly as he looked into Lua’s sparkling eyes. “But that would be ridiculous a Queen being jealous when she could have any man she wanted.”
“Not every man apparently.” She sighed.
“I’m sorry Lua, that was tasteless of me, I know you haven’t had any time to yourself. I’m sure your dating or whatever Queens do to find mates, has suffered since I got here with all this bad news about the…..”
Again Lua’s finger gently stopped Max from speaking about problems. She sighed and laid back down on her back, then just as suddenly, she rolled back on her side. Max could hear in the tone of voice something was troubling her. “You’re right Max Long. Every since you arrived I haven’t had time to pursue a mate….nor if I found one, would I have had time to spend with him because he’s so….uh, what is the phrase ….oh yeah, SO DAMNED BUSY…. he never notices me.”
Max looked away from Lua and back to the sky, “I’m sorry Lua, I never realized I came between you and your love life. I had no right working you and the others so hard. You should have told me you found someone and….”
“Grrrr!!!...MAX!...” Lua put her fingers back on Max’s lips.
Lua had reached that point people get to when they are completely at a loss for words. She wanted to curse Max’s thick skull, she wanted to scream to the stars her frustration, but instead she looked at Max. She moved her finger from his lips and slid her hand along the side of his head and gently caressed it. She moved so she was hovering directly over Max’s face, then looked deeply into his eyes. Lua could feel tears starting to well up in her eyes. “You don’t have a clue do yo…..”
Max reached up and clasped his hand behind Lua’s head. Gently he raised his lips to meet hers. Lua sighed and for the slightest moment her body went completely limp. Max rolled her over on her back and kissed her deeply and she responded with passion that had built within her for the last several years.
Her arms wrapped tightly around Max and their pent up passion was freed of years of bondage. Time stood still for the first time, neither had been in real love before and now both had found each other. This night was theirs and problems be damned.
Slowly their lips parted and Lua gently stroked Max’s face, “I’ve loved you for so long Doctor Max Long and I thought you never….”
“Lua…I was a man in love with a Queen, the leader of not just a country, of a people, but a world. How could I presume to be so bold as to think that you….”
Again Lua pressed her lips to his, again they were overcome with passion and their love for each other. All too soon the kiss was over as Lua slowly turned her head away from Max, she whispered. “Max I know physically we can….well, you know.” She rolled her head back so Max could see her sadness, “Max….When it dawned on me years ago that I was falling in love with you. I had hoped that someday you might see me in the light I saw you…..” A sob snuck out as a tear rolled down her cheek.
“Lua? You said you love me. I love you and have for probably as long as you have loved me, but what now?” Max smiled warmly, “What more could two people in love want? Why so sad?”
“Max…” Lua sniffled again, “Max, I checked and double checked, your genetic makeup is close to ours, but….”
Lua broke out into sobs, “……my love I can never bear your children.”
She sobbed so hard she almost threw Max off of her.”
“Max reached down and turned her face toward his, “Lua, I love you. I don’t care if we can’t have children as long as I have your love. You’re all I want….”
Again Lua kissed Max deeply, but this time there was something else, something Max couldn’t put his finger on…. Then it hit him, Lua was feeling relief! She had carried this burden all these years. How she must have let it eat away at her and now Max had washed away all that worry with one loving sentence, one kiss, one caress.
Lua for the first time in years cried tears of joy. Max loved her even if she couldn’t bear his children, he loved her and she him.
She arched her back and pressed firmly into Max. She pulled him fully on top of her as she raised her knees to cradle him, her arms wrapped hard around his neck and his around hers. She moaned and writhed in his embrace. His breath felt hot upon her neck, she grasped his arm and pulled his hand around to her breast, she loudly moaned and panted rapidly in his ear, “Now my love, now!” Her body arched as his hand slowly slid downward…..”
“Queen Altulua! My Lady are you here?” Shouted a voice from down the hill. Then from the other side below Datar could be heard, “Altulua are you here? Max please answer!”
Both Lua and Max went limp, their bodies slumped in defeat. Max raised slightly and looked into Lua’s eyes. Lua shook her head and looked back at Max and whispered, “Four hundred years ago I could have had these two executed.”
Max started to chuckle and Lua followed as he rolled off and they laid next to one another Max decided it was best to stand and reached for Lua. She got to her feet and they stood there like they were watching the moon. Two dark figures soon appeared running up the hill, more could be heard in the distance.
Datar was the first to reach them and called for the others to return to the lab complex. He walked up to Lua, bowed slightly, then nodded and smiled nervously at Max.
“Altulua, Max… I’m sorry to interrupt your….uh, moon gazing?” The strain in Datar’s voice was obvious, “Lua, my Queen, the Volzian fleet has broken our treaty and entered our quadrant of space. We’ve lost contact with the base closest to the intrusion point.”
Even in the dark, with only the moon shining, Max could see the color drain from Lua’s face. She stammered and leaned against Max for support, he felt her knees almost give way, she trembled. “Datar….Base 21 Alpha?”
Datar nodded, “Your mother is safe. The royal party left about six hours before we lost contact and it was they, that reported the incursion. You mother and her fleet are under strong escort just in case they were the target. I’ve sent the Alpha fleet to reinforce the Queen’s armada.”
Max felt Lua relax in his arms as Datar continued, “The Vols seem to be headed to Antera 6 it’s mostly rocks, but there still are a few mining colonies numbering about one to two hundred people planet wide. I don’t think they are strong enough to attack 21 Alpha…at least not yet.”
“Thank you Datar, Max and I will come to the lab shortly, there’s nothing that can be done at the moment. Mother will send word what she wants to be done….” Lua paused, then, “Just to be safe…Datar, order all planetary defenses to full alert and get the fleet ready to leave at a moment’s notice.”
Datar grinned, “Already done my Queen.”
“And that’s why you are the commander of the defense forces.” Lua smiled at Datar.
Datar winked at the two, “I know, my Queen.”
All three laughed, then started down the hill when Datar stopped and turned to the love birds. “Perhaps the Queen and her….uh, escort might want to think about straightening their garments and removing the grass from their hair before returning to the labs?”
Max and Lua looked at each other and luckily the veil of night hid their blushing. Their hair was tussled and grass laden. Max’s shirt was pulled out and half unbuttoned and Lua’s gown barely covered the upper half of her body. The two stammered in embarrassment, but it was Datar that came to the rescue.
“Max…I consider you my friend…. my Queen, I am forever your loyal friend… May you two forgive my lack of protocol, but, it’s about damned time you two got together!”
Lua laid her hand on Datar’s shoulder, “Thank you Datar, but please don’t tell my mother when you see her. I know she likes Max immensely, but we….er, that is…”
“Altulua, the last time I was on Turi, it was your mother that asked me if her somewhat dense daughter had realized she was in love with Max.”
Datar laughed aloud, “I told her, no that you two hadn’t realized how you felt about one another. Altulua, she just sighed and asked me if I could speed things along, that she was so tired of hearing you gush about Max and not do anything about it.”
Datar turned and headed down the hill, he stopped and without turning chuckled, “Remember…clothes….hair?”
Lua and Max watched Datar vanish into the darkness. She turned and laid her arms around Max’s neck and kissed him gently, “Until later my love?”
Max kissed Lua gently in return, “Later….” Max leaned back and grinned at Lua, “…then my Queen I shall be at your command.” He winked.
Lua paused, “Assuming we get back alive, “Command?” No my love, how can I command the man that conquered a Queen?”
Max grinned teasingly, “Conquered? Not yet my lady. You’ll know when I’m conquering you.”
Lua tossed her head and her hair shimmered in the moonlight as it fell over her shoulders as she straightened her gown, she looked at Max in a way she had never done before and teasingly cooed, “Now that’s the kind of conquering I’ll not resist my love!”
Max grasped her hand and started down the hill. He stopped so fast Lua ran into him and they both struggled to stay on their feet.
Lua threw her arms back around Max’s neck and cooed, “Perhaps my love knows there will be a lot of time before we hear from mother and….”
But Max’s gaze wasn’t on Lua, but his ship the Cyclops as it lay on the well lit pad that had been built and now sat upon.
Lua pulled slightly back from Max. “Hmmm, I guess my charms aren’t working as well as up on the hill?”
“Max?” There was no reply, “MAX!”
Max looked over to Lua, “Hmmm…did you say….”
“Max my love, it’s obvious your mind isn’t on me any longer…”
“Ahh, sorry Queen Honey….” Max smiled slyly, “…..seems I might have an idea as to handling the Volzian problem.”
“Oh Max, if you have any idea as to…….” Lua stopped and looked at Max with a slight grin, “Queen Honey?”
Max just chuckled that little smirk like chuckle Lua loved when Max had an idea. She knew most of Max’s ideas always worked out and at this point….
She looked strangely at Max and a wide smile broke out, “Queen Honey…” She stood on her tip toes and gently kissed Max, “….I kind of like, Queen Honey.”
Max chuckled, Me too!” and tugged on her hand and pulled her down the hill in the direction of the Cyclops.
Once down the hill they ran to the Cyclops. They entered and Max closed the hatch as he helped Lua into a small jump seat, then climbed into the ship’s main seat and started flipping switches. Lights and sounds started up all around Lua and the Cyclops hummed to life.
“Welcome aboard once again Queen Altulua.”
“Thank you Zee, it’s nice to hear you again, but please call me Lua, Max does, and all my friends do as well.”
“Thank you Lua I will.” Zee paused, “I sensed a change in your voice and body chemistry when you mentioned Max, more so than previously.”
Max frowned, “If you must know Zee, Lua and I are….er, dating now.”
“I see Max. Congratulations to both of you, I wondered when the two of you would realize your attraction for each other. I had been expecting this for a few years now. I could give you more exact references when I first detected this attraction…..”
“Enough Zee!” Max shouted
“As you wish Max…..Max systems are full power, all systems reading nominal.” Zee chimed.
“Thank you Zee.” Max looked at Altulua sadly, “You should have seen Zee work before she lost so much of her Gentec circuitry and memory banks.”
“Sadly Lua I am but a shadow in comparison. I still have my personality circuitry and ship system detection and some external scanning….” Zee paused, “Ready for launch Max.”
Max pushed the launch button and the Cyclops slowly rose from the ground as Datar waved from below. With the Cyclops completely repaired there was no need for heavy blastoff. Max turned the Cyclops using the impulse anti-grav thrusters. Once around the ship took a nose up attitude it pointed toward the stars in the cool night sky.
“Lua lean back in the jump seat and the inner fields will keep you and your internal organs from becoming mush.”
Lua leaned back and once Max saw she was in position he shoved the ship into full pulse drive. Lua squealed as the fields temporarily pushed the air from her lungs. Cyclops lurched upward and within less than ten seconds had passed the moon of Ceturea and the inner force fields shut off. Lua took a deep breath, “Gods Max, I couldn’t breathe, but I got air and….”
“It takes a few times to get the hang of it Honey, but you’re much safer. The fields keep things from flying around during emergency atmospheric maneuvers, crashes and the like.” Max laughed, “Not to mention keeps us from becoming a crushed lump of putty.”
Max slammed the control forward and the Cyclops blasted into warp drive along the course he had been programming into Zee’s directional computer. He grinned wondering how many others could set a course as fast as he could now that Zee’s astral navigational computers had been completely destroyed. Max had contemplated rebuilding them, but finding a way to close the wormhole was a priority, so few repairs had been done to his ship.
Max motioned for Lua to join him on the wider than normal control seat. He scooted over to one side and she snuggled in next to him and laid her left arm across his shoulder and her legs over his. She cooed softly in his ear, “Now this is a much nicer way of traveling Max.” She leaned slightly over and laid her head on his shoulder.
“Lua I’m detecting a hormonal increase and it seems your sexual organs are producing lubricati…..”
Zee was quickly cut off by an embarrassed Lua. “I don’t think Max wants to hear that information Zee. That information is considered personal and should not be announced.”
“I am sorry Lua, Max never programmed me except to give important information about the ship or bodily readings. Just like when you sat next to Max he achieved an erecti….”
“ZEE!! ENOUGH!” Max shouted as Lua buried her head into Max’s shoulder, her body shook with laughter.
“Well it would seem Zee knows how we feel about each other.” Lua chuckled.
“Max, Lua, I have detected Queen Teera’s fleet at three and one half light years, in the area Lua calls quadrant six.”
“By the Gods Max, this far, so fast? I knew your ships were much faster than ours, but… this is incredible.”
Max smiled, “Our ships aren’t this fast. The Cyclops is! It’s built for speed and extreme force fields, little else. Once I send the information back, my people will build better ships now I know the new power and engines I designed work.” He laughed, “Even under the worse circumstances.”
“Now you know?” Lua looked at Max strangely, “You mean you didn’t know how this ship would fly?”
“Ahh, well Lua it’s like this….” Max tried to think of the best way to put it, “….hmm, actually no. There wasn’t time Lua I’d just finished installing the last components and was running tests on them when the hole opened. I traveled to the hole in…..”
Zee broke in, “Slowing to sub warp Max. The Queen’s fleet is near.”
“Thank you Zee. To sum it up Hon, the Cyclops travels about ten times faster than any other ship we know of.” Max chuckled, It took John’s fleet days to get from the space station we were at making the final adjustments, it took me less than an hour.”
“Great Gods Max how fast can the Cyclops go?” The awed Lua asked.
“Well Hon to be truthful….”
Cyclops’s radio sprang to life, “This is the Commander of Queen Teera’s fleet calling unidentified ship entering our quadrant, identify yourself or you will be fired upon.”
Max pointed toward the communications and Lua pressed the button as the screen flashed and came to life.
“Forgive me Queen Altulua, your ship did not have an identifier on it.” The commander radioed back. “And your ship seemed to just appear so fast. You were detected a few light years away, then there you were.”
“Commander, my ship uses warp technology and shields that flash on and off over tens of thousands of times a second to create a small sensor image. Sort of a now you see me, now you don’t.”
“I see…”
Lua interrupted, “Max has just turned on his ship’s identifier from his universe Commander, can you detect it?”
“Yes my Queen we have you marked now. Welcome, there is someone who wishes to speak to you.”
The commander stepped out of view and Lua’s mother moved into the monitor. She smiled, then the smile widened. “My child it’s so good to see you….and Max welcome to the fleet. I see the two of you have realized the fact that you had feelings for one another.”
Lua looked at Max and he to her. Lua turned a dark green as she blushed realizing she had her arm around Max and her head on his shoulder. She pulled her head up straight and quickly removed her arm from around Max. Lua squealed as she started to slip from the seat until Max grabbed her and pulled her back into the seat next to him. He grasped her wrist and pulled it around his neck once again.
“Honey, I think your mother has figured it out by now.” Max chuckled.
“Mother….mom, I, that is we…”
“Lua my child I always hoped you would find someone that could keep up to you and that you’d settle down….”
She looked toward Max, “…and I couldn’t have asked for someone I respect more than you Max.”
There was a pause as Max tried to say thanks, but Teera smiled knowingly, “I know the two of you can’t have children and as long as the two of you are fine with that, I too can accept this fact.”
Teera laughed, “Especially if they would have been like Altulua, Max. Thank the Gods you weren’t around when she was a child. I doubt if you would have wanted to be within a mile of her then.”
“Mother!”
“Queen Teera, I seem to have found I like being close to her.” Max looked over to Lua, “We have a lot in common.”
Max grinned. “Now to change the subject your Majesty. I couldn’t keep Lua away when you were in danger, so I figured my ship would be the safest….not to disparage your technology your Majesty, but…”
“I know Max. Lua has told me of all the amazing things you’ve told and showed her and you did give me a tour of your ship a few visits ago, remember? However this even surprises me how fast you arrived, our warning couldn’t have been sent more than three hours ago. It seems Max your ship is extremely fast.”
Lua grinned, “Why do you think I was holding on to Max so tightly mother?”
Her mother grinned back then laughed, “Somehow I think holding onto Max has more to do with hormones, than speed.”
Max grinned smugly, “I like going fast, your Majesty.”
“Then why did it take you so long to tell me you loved me?” Lua poked her love in the ribs teasingly.
Max looked at Lua and gave her a peck on the cheek. “Because your beauty just kept taking my breath away and I couldn’t speak.”
“All the evenings on the hill then, if you couldn’t speak, why didn’t you just kiss me like you did…..OH!” Both glanced at the viewer and saw Queen Teera was chuckling.
This time both Max and Lua blushed. But Max quickly recovered as he remembered his idea and figured now would be a good time to change the subject. “Your Majesty….”
“Max now I told you the first time I met you….call me Teera…” She grinned with satisfaction, “…or mom, now I guess…”
“MOTHER!” Lua buried her face into Max’s shoulder. “Max hasn’t asked me to marry…”
The Queen looked a bit embarrassed, “Oh forgive me, I didn’t reali….”
“There’s a time and place for everything your Majesties.” Max frowned at the two Queens, “Presently I would hazard a guess this is not the time to discuss weddings.” He laughed, “Especially with the Volzians invading your space.”
“You know about the Vols, Max?” Teera asked.
Lua smiled and started to tell her mother she had mentioned them a time or two, when she started to slip off Max’s lap. Max pulled her to him as she threw her legs back across Max’s legs and locked her arms around his neck. “As you now know how things are, forgive my lack of protocol mother, but sitting my love’s lap this way, is much safer than being proper.”
Max and Teera chuckled as Max continued, “Queen Teera, as Lua said, she has mentioned the Vols many times and your history with them. Zee and I had a chance to study that piece of their ship and the blueprints and technology your people have managed to put together. She also mentioned they never get very aggressive unless they think they’ve advanced their technology further than yours.”
Queen Teera smiled and nodded, “You’ve summed that up quite well Max. It seems they have developed a new particle beam weapon of sorts that they used on one of our mining ships. Then they moved to surround the planet that some of our people are mining.”
“And that your Majesty is where my plan comes into effect.”
Queen Teera looked over to Lua and asked, “Plan?”
Lua just shrugged and grinned, “I’m just the Queen of the planet mom, why would I know what the….”Lua looked at Max to confirm her word usage, “…hell is going on?”
“Hell?”
Max laughed, “I’ll tell you later Teera. Come to think of it I’d better put my plan into action before those Vols kill or destroy any more of your people.”
Teera was about to ask, “What plan.” But Max shoved the control stick forward and the Cyclops jumped away from the fleet and toward the planet Lua had told him about.
The fleet Commander asked, “Sir is there anything you need us to do? We’ve stayed just within our maximum sensor range.”
“Thanks Commander, just sit back and watch the sensors and don’t get too close.” Max winked at Lua.
“Max?” Lua asked trying to figure out what he was up to.
After about twenty minutes or so Max knew he was close to the mining colony. Max turned and kissed Lua’s cheek gently. He told her to take her seat back on the folding jump seat on the floor level. Before she left Max handed her a piece of paper that he had scribbled several notes on.
“Once you’re in the seat read through this, then be ready.” Max smiled reassuringly at her. Lua did so without question as Max raised his control chair back to the up position so he could see out the cockpit windows. A screen flickered in front of Lua showing her pretty much what Max could see. What she saw, send chills down her spine….. The Volzian fleet of over sixty ships including what appeared to be their newest battle craft that was over a mile long and a half mile in diameter.
“The Gods have deserted us Max. We need to turn back….”
Just then Lua was cut off as the second of the Cyclops’s viewing screens jumped to life.
There on the screen was a well built humanoid dressed in what appeared to be some sort of military uniform. His skin was almost a bright orange and what appeared to be bright blue and green feathers were growing out of his head.
Max who’s screen was set to ‘view only’ so the Vols couldn’t see his image, only hers, looked over to Lua and puzzled, “Feathers? Avian?”
Altulua smiled and nodded as the being spoke, “Why Queen Altulua, your mother sent you to surrender this planet to me, how wonderful, it has been….”
Lua pressed the ‘talk’ button and interrupted, “Prince Akatar, I see your father is still frightened to do his own fighting.
“Lua sharp tongued as usual. But no matter, one small ship, you cannot hide the fact that you’ve come to surrender. This proves my father was wrong. He has become soft and was thinking about peace talks, but I convinced him we are much stronger than your people and now we’re here and you tremble at our might!”
“Boy this guy is sure full of himself isn’t he.” Max chuckled.
Lua looked at Max somewhat concerned and mouthed the words so Akatar couldn’t see, “Now Max?”
Max signaled for Lua to cut the prince off, which she did after telling him she had a call from her mother, just like Max wrote on the paper he gave her. She leaned out of viewer sight, “Max so what’s this great plan of yours.”
Max grinned and asked, “Zee, you’ve had enough time to scan, what can you tell me about these ships.”
After a few moments Zee replied, “Max I can only detect energy signatures and power levels and from what my working sensors tell me is the Volzian ships use huge amounts of power and keep most powered off to save it for their weapon.”
“That’s pretty much what I figured Lua. You see we had the same problem, even after the new power generators were developed. A scientist by the name of Jackman figured out a way around the massive power consumption.”
“We had the same problem Max that’s why our ships only generate fields if in danger and it takes so long to power up we have to use power on standby which takes away from the engines.” Lua frowned, “That’s why we have been stuck to these few worlds in this quadrant.”
“It was the same with Earth Lua. Jackman discovered the fields only took a little power to get to maximum fields, but maintaining it sucked up energy exponentially the longer the field was on, the more power it consumed. So he developed a way to switch the fields on let them get to full power, then off again.”
Lua laughed, “I know better than that Max. I was there when you tested them on the ground, that shield was on steady because our test laser you used, didn’t come close to your ship.”
“Max laughed, “Lua, Jackman figured out how to switch the fields on and off 83,040 times a second. So you see a new field is right behind the one that is being switched off. Other scientists working with him found this actually increased the strength of the fields. We also use something similar in our pulse warp engines.” Max grinned, “I’ll tell you more later, for now, just tell him this.” Max scribbled down something on a scrap piece of paper and handed it to Lua. She read it, looked at Max strangely, shrugged, then turned on the communication screen again.
“Prince Akatar, my mother has informed me that if your fleet does not turn around and leave back to your quadrant of space I’m to turn over command to this destroyer’s Captain and turn him loose on your fleet.”
Lua turned and looked at Max so strangely he began to chuckle.
Akatar roared with laughter as he made a motion and the huge new ship swung about to face the Cyclops.
Zee chimed in, “Max the largest ship is powering up its weapon.” Zee paused, “This could take several seconds Max I am getting energy readings from the full length of the ship. Their weapon must be that long Max.”
“And the readings Zee?”
“Strangely only in the Delta range Max. Why…”
“Thank you Zee.” Max tossed Lua another note, then nodded at Lua and she pressed the talk button again.
“Well Akatar I see you are energizing your weapon, you leave me no choice but to attack if you fire on us or don’t retreat.” Lua flipped off the screen and snapped her head around to Max starring so hard at him her eyes crossed and he laughed.
“Max! It isn’t funny!” Lua scolded.
Max blew Lua a kiss, “Ok Honey, sit back and learn the power of pulsing.” Max slowly moved the Cyclops forward and the Volzian battleship fired their new weapon. A light so bright it would out shine a hundred suns burst forth. It ripped through space and toward Max’s ship hitting it head on.
Lua flinched as it hit, then in a puzzled look, looked at Max. Her fear turned to a grin, “Max! I didn’t feel a thing!”
“I know Honey, the energy signature was far too weak. There’s no way it could hurt the Cyclops.”
Max sighed and looked sadly at Lua, “Now comes the distasteful part, but it has to be done to scare these bastards back to their quadrant once and for all.”
“But Max you don’t have weaponry.”
Max smiled weakly at Lua, “I don’t need any to…. Christ! I’m a scientist, I don’t like to kill. I thought I was done killing after the Andromeda campaign….”
“Max….you don’t…”
Max smiled at Lua, “Are you sitting back in your seat?”
“Yes Max….my love don’t do anything you don’t want….”
“Hang on.” Max slammed the control stick forward and the Cyclops flashed forward. It closed so fast none of the Volzian fleet had a chance to move. The Cyclops hit and passed through two escort craft and split them in two. Max rammed into and through the vastly larger battleship sending debris slamming into several other ships. Still speeding forward, the Cyclops hit and crashed through four other ships as it came through the other side of the battleship.
Lua looked at the screen as the hole Max left in the battleship burst forth flame and more debris…..and bodies, so many bodies.
The enemy fleet vanished from her view as the Cyclops turned and once again moved toward the fleet that was just beginning to recover from the shock of Max’s attack. As the Cyclops sped toward the fleet, what Lua estimated to be over three hundred attack fighters burst forth from the larger ships and headed toward Max’s nearing ship. They began to fire their weapons that had no effect on the Cyclops.
Max waited until he was just about to the huge swarm of fighters and threw the Cyclops into full warp, the Cyclops vanished and the shock wave hit the fighters. It vaporized some, others were slammed into one another, while others were tossed. Suddenly there was another flash and the Cyclops reappeared near where it had vanished and another shockwave hit the remaining fighters vaporizing most and the few that remained drifted powerless.
“Max, my Gods….”
But Max slammed the stick forward once again and straight at the turning battleship. The Cyclops hit it head on, buried the Cyclops into it a third of a mile and Max warped once again. When the Cyclops reappeared the battleship no longer existed. Not only had Max destroyed it with the warp shock waves, but the massive explosion and resulting debris field had slammed into most of the nearby Volzian fleet. The devastation was horrendous and the ever steady Lua felt pity for the massive loss of life.
With tears trickling down her cheek, Lua tried to speak, to call Max off, but she held back. She loved Max and knew she would have to trust his decision.
Max turned the Cyclops once more and aimed it toward the remaining Volzian ships, pulled within a few miles of it and stopped. There was a long pause, then Max hailed the Prince’s badly damaged flagship. Max kept the viewer off. “This is the Captain of the Cyclops to Prince Akatar. The Queen asks, do you surrender? We have merely used our fields to lay waste to your fleet. If you do not surrender you will force me to bring my weapons to bear on the rest of your fleet.”
Lua looked at Max strangely as she whispered, “What weapons?”
Max grinned, as he kept the talk button off. “Back home we play a game called poker. This is what we call a bluff, Honey. I’m betting the Prince will think of the destruction we could bring to the remainder of his fleet with a weapon, if we can cause all the destruction we did just by ramming…. And they couldn’t touch us with their most powerful weapon.”
“Bluff? Game? Gods Max, this is a game to you?” Lua gasped realizing what she had just said in her shock, “Oh Max I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean…”
Max just smiled weakly at her and hit the talk button.
“Captain of the Cyclops….Queen Altulua….” The screen flashed on revealing the Prince’s ship filled with smoke and bodies scattered about the bridge and small fires as the remaining crew ran about to extinguish them. The bloodied prince wobbled as he finished speaking and a nearby crew member rushed to steady him. “I surrender….completely….” Akatar burst into tears, “…please no more… any terms you want.”
Lua looked sad as she replied, but this time she didn’t need a note from Max. “Akatar, you may keep the remains of your fleet transport ships and freighters. You must abandon all fighting ships. Collect any survivors and leave our space and be glad my mother is a compassionate Queen.”
“Thank you your Majesty and thank your mother for her benevolence.” The viewer went dark.
Lua turned to Max, but he was no longer in his chair. She looked toward the back of the ship where there was a small restroom. She noticed Max’s legs sticking out as he kneeled on the floor….he was wrenching violently. Lua leapt to her feet and hurried down the narrow passageway as Max finished and rinsed his mouth out. His face was buried in a towel and he threw it violently on the floor as Lua got to him. He turned, his eyes red and tears ran down his face.
Lua knelt down and wrapped her arms around him and cradled his head on her breasts whispering softly in his ear, she stroking his hair. “Thank you…”
She tearfully whispered, “….I was so horrified at….the destruction, it never occurred to me how hard it must be on a man of science to…”
Then the strain of the last few hours hit her as well and Lua laid her head upon Max’s and sobbed uncontrollably.
The battle was over, the fight, the short war, had been won. Lua cradled Max gently and wondered to herself….They had won….but, at what cost to Max.
Little could Lua know that the horrors of Max’s past had compounded the sadness of this last battle. Max had been in several wars that Earth had fought in the past and like this day, Max had come up with a way to win…. but at a massive cost in the enemy life. Max knew how to win, but sadly accepting it was a different story for this man of science.
It was as if Lua could feel Max’s pain and sorrow as she just knelt there on the floor of the Cyclops cradling him and speaking softly to him. Her heart broke for him and tears trickled down her cheek as she tried to comfort him. They both knew eventually the pain would leave and in silence acknowledged it was good to feel this way about all the destruction, rather than revel in it.
Lua kissed Max on the top of his head gently, knowingly…. she understood the way he felt and loved him even the more for it.
The Cyclops was joined by the main fleet and Queen Teera appeared on the viewer. “By the Gods my child, I have never seen such a display of power, nor such destruction. Are you two alright?”
Lua who had gone to answer her mother’s hail stood in front of the viewer, but Max gently pushed Lua to one side. “Your Majesty, I shall provide you with all the technology I have. With that technology and some weaponry, you will forever be able to fend off the enemies of your people and the worlds you inhabit. I would have offered sooner, but I never realized how great the threat the Vols were to you.”
Queen Teera smiled weakly at Max, “I thank you Max for my people, but I wonder if we are ready for such power.”
“I also pondered that as well your Majesty, right up to your last statement. If you are concerned about having such power, then it is that same concern that will keep you from abusing it.”
Queen Teera looked at Lua who had just nudged her way back into view and was hugging Max. “Lua my child, it appears you have chosen well. It is rare one finds someone that is smart, powerful and wise…..” She paused, then wistfully added, “….it’s a shame you two can’t have children.”
“MOTHER!” The situation had gone from serious to embarrassment and laughter, at least for Max.
Teera actually blushed as her mother added,, “Oh my Gods, I didn’t mean, that you two have been trying…”
“MOTHER!”
Max bit his tongue trying not to laugh any more but was failing miserably.”
“OH Lua, I didn’t mean to…imply ….that you two have been having sex….”
“MOTHER!!!”
Max couldn’t hold it back any longer. After the stress of the last day or so the laughter was sorely needed….Max roared at the embarrassment of both Queens, both blushing a beautiful green, both stammering trying to find words to….”
Both Queens looked at Max and shouted, “MAX!!!” Then seeing Max laughing so hard, tears rolled down his cheeks, all three roared with laughter as Lua and Max held each other and a proud mother looked on in pride.
Queen Teera’s fleet escorted what was left of the Volzian fleet back to their sector of space and left them with a stern warning that the next time, they would bring a fleet like the Cyclops and destroy the entire Volzian fleet, then declare full war and attack their home world.
For some strange reason, the Volzian King Ortotta thanked Teera for sparing his rash son’s life and agreed that after two centuries of hostilities, to begin peace talks. Teera grinned and accepted. Queen Terra also did something else…. She returned to her home world of Turi and began making plans for a royal wedding…..secretly.
Lua and Max returned to Ceturea and a well deserved rest. By the time they arrived word had spread of the Volzian defeat and they were drawn into a massive celebration that lasted much longer than either had wanted. During the feasting and drinking Datar and others were noticing that Lua spent all of her time leaning on Max and Max holding her tightly. They had no eyes for anyone but each other and even after two days without sleep they managed to laugh and party. Lua did it because she was Queen, but would have preferred spending quiet time with her love. Max partied because for the first time in his life, he was thinking about his personal life and not some science project.
Datar raised his mug of dark orange beer like drink called Vorick. He grinned and shouted, “Our Queen and Max saved our worlds…I salute them one last time before they must leave!” Datar winked at Max and Max knew his friend had just given them a way to gracefully leave the revelry to be alone.
The vast hall echoed with chairs sliding as all stood, raised their glasses and shouted, “Queen Altulua and Max!” Cheering broke out, then all drank in the toast. There was long applause until someone in the hall shouted “Speech, Speech!”
Lua tried pushing Max up to speak, but Max nodded no, grinned and told her she was the Queen and it was her job to say something, then he snickered and leaned back in his chair to watch her proudly.
Altulua slowly stood. She looked around the large hall. “Thank you my friends. It is Max and his people who deserve all the credit. It was their technology that won the day. It is with that technology that Max has agreed to help us design and build new ships to use. And it is that technology along with ours that will allow us to close the wormhole that threatens us. May the Gods smile upon us….and our friend Max.”
The hall went wild as Lua slowly reached out her hand to Max. He grasped it and slowly arose. He waved with his free hand as Lua led him from the hall to monstrous applause. Tired and slightly drunk the two wondered out to Lua’s awaiting transportation.
It was a few hours to arrive back to what Lua now called home in the little house on the side of the hill. The Lua’s driver got out and opened the door and the pair walked up the few steps to the door. One of the house guards opened the front door and they both stumbled in due to lack of sleep. Regaining their balance they entered and Max half asleep stumbled to the door of his bed room.
“And just where do you think you’re going my love?”
Max still leaning on his door, rolled his head around to see Lua standing there in her beautiful shimmering gown, her hands on her hips frowning.
Max started to speak, but Lua continued, “Just because there was a war….” She walked up to him and slowly put her arms around his neck and kissed him gently, “…don’t think for a minute I forgot what we started on the hill behind this house two days…er, nights?...Ago.”
Max grinned, “Hell Lua, don’t feel bad….I can’t remember either.” She buried her head into his chest, then slowly stood on her tiptoes to press her lips against Max’s. Soon all thoughts of sleep had been thrown out as their bodies pressed firmly against one another.
There was a brief pause in the kissing and Max panted, “Your room or…..”
Max felt himself being pushed backward as Lua had reached down and opened Max’s door. She began to kiss him passionately all the time pushing him backward toward his bed. Still kissing him she ripped his shirt off and pushed him backward onto the bed. As Max struggled out of his pants, Lua quickly reached up and undid the two golden clasps on her tunic like gown…it fell away.
Max stared with his mouth open. Finally he managed to mutter out, “Holy crap you weren’t kidding when you said “What are undergarments.” Were you?”
Lua looked down at Max who was clad only in his briefs, smiled. “If it bothers you, I’m sure you can tell the seamstress how to make me some and I’ll wear them for you.”
Max couldn’t keep his eyes off her firm light green breasts and dark purple nipples, his eyes wandered down, then embarrassed, he looked back up to Lua’s sparkling eyes. “My God you are so damned beautiful you….”
Lua gasped, then a gleeful grin crossed her lips as she slowly wet them with her tongue. “My Gods Max….” Max saw she was staring at the bulge in his shorts as she reached out and dimmed the light next to Max’s bed, “….are all male humans…so….er…”
Max was starting to feel a bit embarrassed, “Ahh, actually I guess I’m about average.”
Lua’s eyes snapped up to look at Max’s eyes, “There are males of your race that are larger?”
Max grinned as Lua hooked her fingers into the waistband of his short and began pulling them down. Her eyes widened, “By the Gods….they are larger than….that!”
“Oh yeah….” Max chuckled, “Much larger.”
Lua slowly laid upon Max gently kissing his lips, then without reservation she rose to her knees, she slowly lowered herself. Her eyes closed, she moaned. Lower and lower until after a bit of a struggle she sat upon Max.
“My Gods…any larger and you would have split me in two….and there are larger males?”
Max could barely focus on anything. He was lost in pleasure by the slow back and forth sliding motions Lua was now unintentionally making. “Much…much…larger.”
“Your poor Earth women….how…can…” Lua no longer could think….she just moaned.
Max was already lost in Lua’s charms, his passion no longer contained he too matched Lua’s movements as she groaned, moaned and started speaking in her ancient tongue that he had heard a few other times. Through the veil of passion he managed to ask her what she was saying.
She paused her passion only long enough to tell Max, “I am praying my thanks to the Gods for them bringing you to me my love.”
Max reached up and gently pulled her to him as he kissed her deeply. She moaned and writhed in passion as Max rolled her over and she invited him deeper, their passion grew as did their movements and Max’s worries of hurting her lulled as she began loud moans, her back arched and Max held her tightly. Their passion erupted and they both fell back to the covers.
Max looked at Lua and was concerned that there were tears into her eyes. “Honey?...”
Lua gently reached a finger to his lips, “Shhhh….It was so beautiful I never dreamed anything could be so….so…”
“I’m sorry if I hurt…”
“OH GODS NO MAX!...You just gave me…pleasure like I never knew possible.”
“Aww crap Lua, you mean you…uh, never did this, I mean made love?”
Teasingly Lua smiled at Max, “What kind of a Queen and woman do you think I am Max. You are my first, you’ll be my only lover and will be right up to the day you no longer want me.”
Max could see that thought of him leaving her brought new tears to her eyes and as he softly wiped one that trickled down her cheek, he looked in her violet eyes and gently stroked her silvery hair, “You think someday I’ll walk away from you? Never Lua! I want you for my wife and mate….” He smiled warmly, “Wife and mate…isn’t that how I’m suppose to propose on your world?”
Lua hugged Max tightly as he laid beside her gently kissing her. “Lua honey, I made up my mind a year or so back…I don’t plan to return to Earth, I just wanted to stay here near you. We’ll figure out some way to close the wormhole, but I’m staying here.” Max smiled again, “You can’t get rid of me that easily I guess.”
“My mate to be, or husband is it?” Lua asked and Max nodded as Lua stroked his cheek, tears trickled down her cheek, “My husband….I vow to love you forever and I will spend every night at your side as long as I shall live. That is my vow to you.”
Sleep soon over took them and as they dreamed of what might be, both smiled wrapped in each other’s arms. This night there were no problems, no wormhole, just each other and in the morn when they awoke, there would be more time to be alone. Lua was the Queen and she would make sure.
Four months later, Max and Lua were wedded in a royal ceremony fit for the Queen Lua was. Lua had talked to Zee and instead of the usual Ceturean royal wedding gown, she had made a beautiful white, lacy, Earth style wedding gown and Max almost fainted as she came down the aisle. Not only was Altulua was more ravishing than ever, but the gown was a complete surprise to him. Lua had managed to keep the gown a secret and seeing her in it brought back fond memories of Earth. The service included both Earth and Ceturean vows and Max was once again amazed at Lua’s ability to get information about Earth from whom he assumed was Zee.
The honeymoon was short but enchanting as Lua took Max to an island near the equator where the tropical breezes lulled them to sleep each night as the moon shined down upon the two newlyweds.
As they laid on the sunny beach on the last day of their honeymoon. Max chuckled as Lua kept saying every chance she got, “Mr. and Mrs. Max Long or Mrs. Lua Long.”
“Honey hearing you say that reminds me so much of the gals back on Earth in my lab when they got married or engaged, they kept writing down the same things you keep saying. On the other hand I keep thinking you should be saying something like Queen Long.” Max laughed teasingly.
Lua looked slyly at Max and teased right back, King Max of Ceturea.”
“Ha! Gotcha! There are no kings in the history of either of your planets my love.” Max smugly shouted and made Lua jump as he startled her with the shout.
In turn she laid back down on the warm sand and poked him in the ribs. If the people had their way you would be the first.” Lua smiled warmly, “Not that mother or I would mind. But you keep refusing the title.”
“For thousands of years that’s been your tradition Hon, I refuse to change that just because I’m kind of popular for the time being.”
“Max you’re more popular than me or mom.” Lua teased.
Max sat up and angrily frowned at his new bride. “Enough! You know that’s not true and definitely not funny! I’ll not have you talk that way.”
Lua sat up and kissed Max gently, “My love commands his wife to drop the subject, then I shall.”
Max smiled and laid back down. “That’s better, I don’t like you belittling you and your mom that way, even in jest.”
Lua laid back down next to Max, looked straight up at the deep blue sky and without a grin, “As you wish, your royal ass, King Max.”
Max rolled toward Lua, rose to an elbow and looked at her, “I’m sorry Lua, it’s just your position shouldn’t be….”
Lua’s dark purple lips trembled, her body started trembling, then she burst into laughter. “Gotcha!”
Max plopped back down on the beach as the still chuckling Lua rolled on top of him as she looked in his eyes, “Really Max King Max of Ceturea does have a ring to it.”
Max lightened up and smiled at his bride, “Ok maybe between the two of us, but I’m serious, that’s as far as it goes….” Max frowned slightly.
“What’s wrong Max?”
Max chuckled, “Nothing Hon, somehow I got thinking about the first day we met and you told me how everyone of your race had last names, but the Queens. That Queens only have first names and are formally addressed as Queen who ever of whatever planet you are queen of and no one is allowed to have the first or last name of any queen.”
“Actually Max, it was changed fifteen hundred years ago. Queen Lycillia of Turi wanted our people to govern themselves and they agreed as long as they could keep the queens and the lineage as it always had been. At that point the newly formed government decreed all queens would be known as it is now. The blood line was kept intact and we were given complete veto powers and our office.”
Max looked puzzled, “Why did your ancestor give up the throne when she had….”
“My love, how many times have you quoted that Earth saying “Absolute power corrupts, absolutely?” She smiled, “Too many times in the past one of our queens become over domineering and caused hardship on our people. Lycillia’s mother had been that way and when she passed away and Lycillia took the throne at twenty nine, she decreed a government controlled by the people would rule the planet.”
“But the people loved their new queen and….”
“And my love things were made as they are now.” Lua smiled.
“They still love their queens.”
Lua snuggled into Max’s chest as she lay upon him. “They still want us to rule, but can overrule us or we them.”
Lua felt his chest shake as he chuckled. “Yeah we have something like that back on Earth, kind of majority rules, but the President can veto, but it can be overturned if the majority over turns the veto. Then…”
Lua raised slightly off of Max and looked at him. “Don’t you think politics should be left for somewhere else other than our honeymoon.”
“Ahh, sorry Hon. Guess that’s what happens when I get thinking too much.”
Lua smiled, then chuckled.
“Ok what’s so damned funny Queen Honey.” Max mused as he felt his new wife wiggling around, then he felt a slight snap and Lua raised slightly off of Max’s chest.
Lua held up the already skimpy top to her bathing suit as it slipped off her breasts. “Why King Honey….it would seem the clasp has broken. Thank the Gods we’re alone on this island or…..” She looked down at Max, who in turn was starring down at her…. “Why Max, shame on you’re taking advantage of a broken clasp.” She grasped the loosened top and teasingly pulled it back up.
“It would seem the clasp isn’t broken at all my Queen as you seem to be holding your top by it and I can see….”
Max never got a chance to finish as Lua covered his lips with her own, just before she kissed him all he heard was… “Silly Max…”
Days of sun, sand and warm tropical waters were a nice break, but both knew the wormhole would open soon and it was back to work for the couple. They had delayed the inevitable another day, but they knew it wasn’t about them, worlds were at stake.
Max and Lua’s people had made much progress by the time the hole opened and preparation was made to send another probe similar to the one Max had sent before. He programmed his ship’s coded signal and loaded in the latest data pack.
Lua and Max stood in the Cyclops as he got ready to launch. The ship gently shook as the probe blasted off the wing and headed quickly into space.
The newlyweds walked out the hatch as Datar ran up to them.
“Your highness, Max,…” He was panting and held out a small object. “One of my ships picked this up about two-thirds of a light year from the wormhole….it has “If found give to Dr. Long written on it. Max it was in the old probe you sent back ten years ago.”
“I’ll be damned, it’s a Comm-Pac!” He looked at Lua, then Datar, “It must be a message from John.”
The three dashed into the Cyclops and Max shoved it into the data port. The view screen crackled, then sprang to life. There on the screen was John.
“Max, we got all the info you sent, my friend and you were right. We sent it along to the right people, but when you get this, it will be ten years since you sent it. I had it sent to you as soon as the wormhole opened on this end and with your calculations…. in twenty more hours ….or so, Earth and the other two planets will be gone….”
There was deep sadness in John’s voice and face as he looked back into the recorder, “….along with over the three billion people that cannot be evacuated in time from those three planets. Max….my friend, it’s up to you and your lovely companion’s people.
We saw those beautiful scenes you sent, it must be sort of what Earth looked like back before we ruined it. It’s hard to believe ten years has passed where you are and only ten hours here.
There was a pause as John sighed, “Max, good luck! Hell make that good luck to all of us! If you fail…” John paused, “…Max, don’t fail. May the life your living treat you well old friend.” John winked, “Oh and Max? Maybe I’m just imagining it, but when that cute Queen Lua looks at you, I swear there’s a twinkle in her eye.”
The screen went blank and Max looked at Lua. Datar slapped Max on the back as he departed the Cyclops and shot back over his shoulder, “Your friend John seems to have noticed that twinkle about the same time I did…. a few days after the two of you met.” He chuckled and walked toward the labs.
Lua nuzzled Max’s neck and whispered coyly, “That wasn’t all that was twinkling.”
“Huh?”
“Max I guess it’s about time I tell you everything. My royal lineage, my genetic being, starts with my body preparing for a mate within the first few hours from the time my mind chooses him. Little did I realize I was so attracted to you, so I was confused. I couldn’t figure out why I was acting so strangely, even right after we first met.
I thought it was this physical thing we call ‘Proculla’. All the people around me I’d known for decades, my lab people were all known to me for years so it couldn’t have been them causing it. Then it dawned on me….it was you! You were the only new person in my life. I had admitted to myself I was attracted to you somewhat, but I glossed it over by telling myself it was just that fascination of meeting someone new from another world…..but my body had already made up its mind.”
“Ah, so you couldn’t have….”
Lua looked crossly at Max, “Oh no you don’t my love! I could have easily turned you away if I had wanted to.” She nestled her face into Max’s neck, “But as you know I didn’t…..Oh hell! I couldn’t Max, you were just so damned charming and interesting…..” Lua blushed a deep green, “…..Oh hell! My body was telling me that I wanted you, so when I realized what was going on I was sort of shocked, but I realized it didn’t matter to me if you were from another world.”
Max grinned as he teased Lua by adding, “Let’s face it you love me.”
“That I do my lovely Earth man. Especially that equipment you brought from Earth.”
“Huh?” He looked over to Lua, who was looking at his lower extremities, “Oh…OH!” He grinned, “Boy oh boy, Ceturean males must not be very large.” He jokingly added.
Lua wasn’t smiling, “Max please don’t say nothing about this, it’s between us. A well built male on Ceturea would be about three or four….”
“Wow, that seems….but you didn’t have any problems handl….”
“MAX!!!..... Between us ok?”
Max smiled warmly and no teasing this time. “Ok Hon, between us.”
“Queens never tell our mates, but, well, our offspring are slightly larger than non royal children so we’re built a bit different. The same genetics that give us purple lips and nippl… er, instead of dark green like everyone else. But the few royal males that were born, were normal like other Ceturean males.”
As they walked hand in hand from the Cyclops and got closer to the lab complex, Max looked over to Lua and grinned.
“Ok my love what’s so funny?”
“Talking about purple….ahh… You know that top you’re wearing, well…uhh…”
Lua looked down and not only was she sporting two rather obvious projections from her chest, but as she became aroused they became much darker and were now showing color through her top. “Oh Gods! I bought this for you, I didn’t realize….Oh Gods!”
Max laughed, “Maybe you’d better go on home and take a cold shower to get them to go down or maybe change tops?”
“I thought you loved how big they got when I get excited?”
Max stopped and kissed Lua gently. “Honey, I love everything about you, just don’t think any of the guys at the lab could keep their minds on work if you show up like that.”
Lua abruptly changed direction and pulled Max toward the little house that was built on the hill. “Speaking of….uhh….things….” She playfully grinned, “….I think we should discuss….uhh, things a little farther.”
Max looked over to the ever hurrying Lua, “Whoa slow down babe, let’s get there without breaking a leg or breaking a sweat.”
Lua slid her hand downward, “Breaking a sweat is exactly what I intend to do, my husband. Both of us!” She reached downward with her other hand.
This time it was Max that chuckled, right up to the time Lua’s hand found it’s mark, then it was Max that began pulling Lua toward their house…..
The lab could wait.
A Universe away the Commodore stood watching the wormhole on the viewing screen. Elliot walked up beside him, “Sir? Thinking of your friend Max?”
John nodded.
“Well sir here is Max’s disk, there is some data, mostly just him saying they’re on to something. No mention of you refitting Max’s probe and sending it back, he must not have gotten it.”
John just smiled at the Captain, “If I know Max sending us what he had, was his first priority, he got my message, I’ll bet my life on that….I know him that well. He had someone watching the hole when it appeared. I’d guess Max would have already had the new probe ready to go the second the wormhole opened Captain, he’d never take the chance of waiting to see if we sent something through…” John grinned, “…I’d be willing to bet old Max is looking through what I sent through as we speak.”
“Sir….” Elliot put the pack in the slot and the screen flickered to life. “…there was this in there for you.
The screen flickered to life and there was Max and Lua. “Hi John, guess you’ve had some initial reports by now as to our progress. Man I know I’m close, but just can’t….” Max shook his head in dismay. “…well at least I’ll have another ten until the hole closes, then ten more until it opens again. I’ll….” Max looked at Lua and hugged her gently, “…we’ll have something for you by then John. I know it.”
Max kissed Lua on the cheek, “Well John I fell for Queen Altulua and she for some unknown reason fell for me as well and….well, it’s not been all work.” Max grinned as Lua poked him in the ribs.
John watched the screen as his friend described other places he’d been taken to by Lua. Then the screen switched to their wedding. There were close ups and long shots, then, on came a still picture of Lua and Max standing there. Her head upon Max’s shoulder and Max holding Lua tightly, both standing there in their wedding attire.
John pressed a button and told the flagship’s computer to send that picture to the large picture frame on his desk in his quarters.
John smiled warmly still looking at the still. “Finally came to your senses Max. For once you took your nose out of your damned projects and got a life. I’m happy for you Max….and Lua.”
John smiled at Elliot, “I’ll want that probe refitted like….”
“Sir? I’m sorry to report the probe was all but destroyed coming through the hole. I guess the Queen’s materials aren’t as good as ours. If it wasn’t for Max’s fields, it wouldn’t have made it through at all.”
“What a shame. However we should take Max’s reports to heart. I’ve been glancing over them as the lab crew went over them. If Max said move to the side of the hole, we’d best do so.” John looked at Elliot, “Ok Captain, make ready to move to the side of the hole like Max directed.” John looked sad, “We’ll wait for the hole to close in four hours, then another twenty hours for it to reopen. We’ll stay until the first radiation burst, if it happens, we’ll know Max failed and we can go join the rest of the fleet….assuming it’s still in this sector of the universe.”
“Sir, if the radiation blast doesn’t happen?”
“Then we know Max succeeded and we go back to Earth.”
“I hope the latter sir.”
“I think we all do Captain…..I think we all do.”
The huge ship slowly moved toward the man made wormhole it created and warped to an area well away from the dangerous areas toward the opening of the giant wormhole. Even John was relieved that Max’s calculations had matched his ship’s computers.
Commodore John West had faith in computers, but after Operation Athena during the first days of the wars, it was Max John trusted more.
Elliot turned to the Commodore, “Well that’s it sir, we’re safe…” He grinned, “…and that’s according to Max’s figures.” He paused, then asked, “Commodore? Why do you have more faith in Max’s calculations than your own ship’s computers?”
John smiled, “Well it’s like this Elliot. Years ago when I was the Captain of the Aquarian, the entire fleet had been sent on orders computed to be safe from the enemy’s fleets and scout ships. My ship was leading by a half light year ahead of the fleet. The computers decided to close the gap against regulations, so they moved to within one hundred miles of me.”
“Christ sir, that’s almost suicide. Moving that close, if you were jumped, the entire fleet would have been lost.”
“That’s correct Captain, great to see you know good fleet tactics. Well Max was the lead scientist and decided to program in what eventually would become the beginnings of Zee into John’s ship. In those days computers were all logic.” Elliot could hear the admiration in the Commodore’s voice for Max.
“So it was Max that….”
John grinned, “Yup! Max was the one that put the human factor into computers that we all use now. Max no sooner entered the new program and re-ran the figures. The computer realized that against all logic, the enemy would most probably intercept the fleet in the area we thought safe….” John chuckled, “Sort of make us think one thing and do what was unexpected and hit us when we weren’t looking.”
A stunned look washed over Elliot’s face, “Oh my God! The battle of the rift! You’re talking about the battle of the rift!”
“Well nice to know you know your history as well Captain.” John patted Elliot on the back, “And we all owe it to Max and his….” John laughed, “…anti logic program. Once the computer figured the probabilities of when they would attack and where, we sent out a stealth probe and sure enough their fleet was there and outnumbered us two to one.”
“But Commodore that was the biggest defeat in Earth’s history.”
“Thanks to Max and his program. We hit them from three directions and what was left of their fleet fled in the only open direction left and right into the rest of our fleet and the Alpha Century fleet. When we finished there were only a hand full of enemy ships left….The war was essentially over.”
“But Commodore, I never saw any mention of Max or his program in….”
John looked frustrated, “That’s because the damned fool refused to take credit for anything and told the IGFA review board it was all my doing and when I tried to give Max the credit, they told me it was my leadership that turned the tide and Max told them he was working on my orders.”
“And you became an Admiral because of Max?”
John smiled, “Yeah, that I did.”
“But sir….you’ve proven yourself time and time again in battle. There’s is no finer tactician in the fleet.”
“Thanks Elliot. Sure I know what I’m doing, but it was Max that got me recognized, got me promoted so I could show everyone that I could do a good job.”
“And Max?”
“That smug bastard just looked at me over dinner and told me he knew he was right and I did make a great leader.” John laughed, “Max went back to his lab complex and continued working on all his projects and never said another word.”
“Wow Commodore, all that and he never….”
John walked Elliot back to the door of his quarters. “You know Elliot, it’s a damned good thing Max did what he did. He got to work in peace without all that notoriety and finished Zee, his work on improving the new Wells generator and a drive to run off of it…..Took him a little over a decade.”
The Captain smiled back at the Commodore, “Well then it’s a damned good thing he did sir. If he hadn’t finished any one of those……” Elliot looked at John.
“We’d be about twenty hours away from losing three planets and all those we don’t have time to evacuate. Everything had to fall into place Captain….Everything so Max could go through the wormhole and survive to give us a chance to live.”
“Almost as if he…..” Elliot looked stunned.
John beamed widely, “Max does that Elliot. At times I looked at him while he’s explaining something and I wonder if he already doesn’t know the answer to some unasked question. He always seems to have an answer to something we just found out.”
The Captain turned and walked down the hall as he shot back over his shoulder, “Lucky for us.”
John smiled as he slowly closed his door. “Lucky for us.”
In a far away Universe Max and Lua walked hand in hand toward the lab complex about a mile from their home.
“You know Honey, you never did tell me how your race speaks English. I’ve heard you speak your native tongue so I know this isn’t your real language. Not to mention how you knew about some of the Earth wedding ceremony. I spoke to Zee and she didn’t tell you everything.”
“From books Max that my people made right after arriving on Ceturea. Your customs sounded like some of the customs that were here before we arrived. We…our forefathers loved some of the customs and adopted them. Some were integrated into our customs and became blended. We have the original denizens of this planet to thank for that.”
Max skidded to a halt and turned to Lua. “Other people? Here, before your people?”
“Did you get that impression Max….I wonder how you got that impression….OH! Wait! I told you.” Lua teased.
“Lua how?” Max asked impatiently. He never caught the tease, something had taken over his mind…. Another, much older race!
“I was taught from the ancient Ceturean temple that was the only sign that anyone was here before us.”
“Whoa, Lua….start from the beginning.”
Lua smiled at Max, “As you know, my people arrived on Ceturea centuries ago. When they arrived, we have been taught, their ship’s sensors picked a weak energy signature. When they arrived at the energy source they found a temple.
The temple spoke to them, taught them and allowed them time to learn what you call English, to write down a lot of information and general history.”
“Where, how?” Max’s mind raced.
“They recorded thousands upon thousands of tomes of dialog, of diagrams of the way some things were when they lived here, not a lot, but some.
My people fell in love with the language and other facets of their way of life and copied it. Not all at first, but as the fad grew, more and more adopted it, blended it with our culture and now we’re about as different from Turi as your race is from mine.”
Now curiosity grasped Max and wouldn’t let go. “I’m guessing that temple had long since been destroyed, what centuries ago?”
“Oh no Max, it just stopped working, only the protector still works and keeps all away. My ancestors must have done something to cause it to shut down. The temple’s protector gets weaker every year and within the next century or two it is predicted to shut down as it runs out of power.”
“You keep mentioning a protector? Max’s imagination was running on high, the palms of his hands were sweating about the possibility to learn more about this planet and it’s much older race.
“My love, the protector keeps us from touching the temple, from doing anything else other than looking at it from a few feet away. If we try to get closer, the protector has an invisible wall around it.”
“Lua can we go there now.” Max’s mind was running on high, his head spun as he tried to imagine the reaction of Lua’s forefathers when they found the temple.
Lua put her arms around her husband and hugged him. She gave him a quick kiss and grabbed his hand as she led him toward the Cyclops. “If my love wants to go sightseeing, then we go sightseeing.
Max had a hard time keeping up with his wife as she hurried through the ship’s hatch. Max didn’t mind though, he was always up for something new and exciting. Now he had a new learning experience coming up and he was thrilled. He nearly stumbled on the stairs, but caught himself as Lua chuckled about his boyish like enthusiasm.
Max put Lua in her seat and she began to feed Zee the coordinates as Max hurried to his seat and fired up the ship’s systems.
The Cyclops slowly arose into the air, turned, then headed off in the direction Lua had entered into the ship’s computer. Little could Max guess his learning experience was about to stun not only Lua, but himself to the very core of his being. There was another more powerful race that existed and it had beat him to Ceturea!
Halfway there came the news the Vols had agreed to full peace and now Max turned the ship slowly as Lua closed the comm link and smiled at Max. The Cyclops would escort both Lua and her mother, along with part of the Ceturean fleet, to the Volzian home world for the talks. Max had won the day for Lua’s people…..and his adventure to the ancient temple would have to wait for another time.
Time passes quickly when one is on a deadline and when the deadline involves the destruction of six planets, it passes even more quickly. Max worked feverishly for years and so many times Lua feared for Max’s health, but Max thrived on the project.
There were so many experiments, so much data, so much stress, but every night when it wasn’t raining, Max and Lua would forget about the days stress and hand in hand walk to the top of the hill behind their home and lay in the grass. They would watch the deep colors of the Ceturean sunset and would lay in the cool grass and watch until the stars come out. Lua would lay her head upon Max’s chest and they would talk about the future. It was time for idle chatter and dreaming of the future and their life together.
“You know back home I couldn’t see the stars from Earth. Your planet is what I always imagined Earth must have been like centuries before my time.”
“That’s sad that your race ruined a planet as beautiful as Ceturea. But this is your home now my love and we’ll have the rest of our lives to lay here every night and…”
Max rolled on his side and gave Lua a kiss, then laid back down. “I intend to enjoy every moment….”
Lua chuckled, “Not if you don’t quit working so hard.” She laid her head on his chest and closed her eyes. She reach up and twirled Max’s medium length, dark black hair and wondered about if they could have been able to have children, what would they have looked like. Max would in turn always tease that it would have to be a boy as any girl child with his genes would be so ugly…. Then Lua would poke him in the ribs and add… “Be beautiful just like my love.”
There were times Lua would fall asleep in Max’s arms and dream wonderful dreams. Times they both wish they never would have to leave the lovely hill behind their home, right up to the time the reality that if they didn’t, there would be no home, no hill, no Ceturea.
Another year passed, then another, which eventually turned to six as Max and the Ceturean’s worked on the upgrades to their fleet. Several incredible improvements to the power unit had been made that, even though Max had made them, he amazed himself.
Each week Max would dutifully add all the data to Zee’s memory banks, each week Max was stunned at the incredible data he was amassing. Every week he would sadly realize they still had no answer. Max had a good theory on how to close the hole, but the amount of power would be enormous…more than either race had developed. Max quietly closed the week’s log and told Zee to store a copy to the data bank he would send back to John.
Lua walked up behind Max and hugged him, wrapping her arms tightly around him as he finished. “My love you work too hard. All this data is going to be useless if you work yourself to death.” She whispered in his ear, her lips brushing it gently, her warm breath tickled as he slowly turned. “If I ever lost you, what would I do.”
Max kissed her gently and smiled, “Probably what you always do my love, push on, be yourself and take care of your people….be the wonderful Queen you are.”
Lua smiled and gave Max a peck on the tip of his nose. “I really hate it when you talk that way….”
“We all die Lua, you’d just have to find a place to bury me that would fit someone of my stature….”
Lua perked up and with a grin added, “Well I don’t intend to die, my love and you’d better not either. Besides where would I burry you with that big head of yours.”
Suddenly it dawned on Max as some old past memories crossed his mind. “Say…Lua? Remember over the years, you kept mentioning the old temple your race found…”
“You mean the broken one?” Lua chuckled, then sadness crossed her face. “It stopped working for some reason. It gave us the information of its language, customs and other information, but not much on technology. The old books don’t say much about who or what left the temple and we never could get into the temple complex because of the field.”
“Why do you call it a temple Lua? I never have heard any one of your people say anything about worshiping there.”
Lua laughed, “Oh silly, we never did. Sure we adopted the language and some of the customs, but we didn’t worship them, or it. Our ancestors got information there.”
“We should have talked about this before then, because I’m sure confused now.”
“Max my love, it was a temple built to those that existed here long ago. Remember we Ceturean’s came here from Turi?”
Max grinned and sat Lua down in the seat of the Cyclops and prepared for lift off. He cleared through flight command and plopped into his main seat as he glanced over to Lua. “We’re going to finish that trip to that damned temple this time and you can show me around.”
“I’ve only been there a few times Max, but we cannot get close to the structure. It seems to have some sort of force field similar to yours, remember.”
“Ahh, well maybe with what sensors Zee still has, she might be able to detect something.”
Lua just smiled at her husband and settled back for the ride. They had been together long enough where she knew there was no dissuading him this time. She looked over her shoulder at the rolling green hills, the glistening blue waters of what was her world of Ceturea. Through the small porthole she could begin to see familiar terrain. The Cyclops, banked quickly and started dropping toward the ground.
“Not this time Max. I’m wise to your tricks, you’re not making me squeal out this time.”
Max looked frustrated and grinned, “Aw crap….thought I’d catch you off guard.”
Lua started to say something when the thrusters hummed and the ship settled down into the landing mode. Zee’s voice chimed, “We have arrived at your destination Max.”
“Thank you Zee.”
Lua arose and smiled at Max. “Wait until you see this Max, it’s fantastic.” Max hit the button and hatch lowered and the steps appeared as Lua almost skipped down them. Max let out a whistle as he watched her walk toward the temple complex.
“Why sir, you dare whistle at the Queen?” Lua shot back over her shoulder and started walking with an exaggerated swing to her rounded hips. Her short tunic swayed gently.
Max laughed, “If her majesty keeps swinging her royal behind like that….whistling isn’t all I’ll be doing.”
Lua tossed her head and started grinning at Max as he caught up to her. The pair slowly walked hand in hand toward the temple. Max was stunned by its beauty. It was an ebony obelisk that had been polished so deeply, it actually glinted in the sun. From a distance Max could see some markings, but was still too far off. But as they neared Max could see other structures attached to the obelisk. Much lower than the main structure, the attached structures seemed to go into the main tower.
Max stopped and put his hands on his hips as he stared at the scene from afar. “Wow, Lua you never said it was so large. Even the ground between the structures is covered in the same material.”
“Did Zee get anything from her readings?”
“Sorry Hon, what sensors she has left, she couldn’t.”
Lua frowned, “Well if you had spent more time fixing Zee, then…”
“Whoa!” Max turned and looked at Lua, “I know you and Zee have talked and became friends, but she is a cybertronic entity. Most of the sensors on the Cyclops are working just fine, it was Zee’s link to those sensors that had been destroyed or damaged.”
Max looked back sadly at his ship, “It’s like Zee has brain damage, it can’t be repaired, at least not without my lab back on Earth.”
Lua glanced back at the Cyclops, then to Max. “But you never said….”
Max kissed Lua gently on the forehead, “Zee knows some of it and may suspect the rest, but I don’t have the heart to tell her, it’s her brain, not the sensors….” His voice trailed off, “….she is my progeny so to speak….I just don’t have the heart.”
Lua hugged Max and kissed him on the cheek. “That’s why I fell for you so hard my love. You are a caring person…..”
“Because I’m caring? That’s all it took to get you to fall for me?”