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This story bled from pain into existence. 

It will feed those still living in it.

This book isn’t mine. It belongs to the ones who never came home. 

Every amount earned is a bullet aimed at the silence
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For My One And Only Beloved Daughter, Eterney.

A Note About Characters in This Story

This is not a warning, but the way this universe speaks.

PROLOGUE

THE ARRIVAL

GENERAL SAMUEL STEINER (looks like the younger Nick Nolte)

CHIEF RISING SUN (looks like Graham Greene)

FEAR

REMORSE

THE CROWD

ADAMANT

THE WHITE HOUSE

AYZ ALLIANCE COMMANDER THAR'GULON THALOR

XREL ZAR'ATH

THE U.S. GENERALS

ALL FIRST NATION TRIBES

THE THIRTEEN ELDERS

ATTORNEY GENERAL FOR AYZ ALLIANCE MATTERS

AYZ ALLIANCE LAWS

THE AYZ ALLIANCE DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE

THE DARK HAWKS

THE GREAT GATHERING

The historical narrative that follows is based on documented massacres and the Battle of Palo Duro Canyon (September 28, 1874). While official military records exist, the voices of Native American victims were systematically excluded from these histories. The personal account of the young survivor is fictionalized to give voice to those who were silenced. | THE TORCH OF RESISTANCE

Three minutes. That is all I am asking you to imagine.

Mass murder. Premeditated. Systematic. Efficient.

That is the lie they have been telling for one hundred and fifty years.

But I was there. I saw what I saw. I heard what I heard. I lost what I lost.

Sand Creek, November 29, 1864. Dawn.

No.

Who gave you the right to come to our lands and kill any of us? Who granted you permission to take what was never yours? Who told you that your want was more important than our lives?

Who gave you the right?

Everyone answers. Eventually. Inevitably.

Use it. Please. Before it is too late.

That is the torch of true resistance.

And then, as the sun rises on the 4th day, it happens.

A NEW WORLD UNDER AYZ ALLIANCE GUARD

"Comanche-Kiowa Nation, Ayz Alliance Territory, Please Have Your Passport and Visa Ready"

THE FABRIC OF A NEW SOCIETY

THE GUARANTEE OF SOVEREIGNITY - STRENGHT

FAREWELL

THE GLASS PALACE

THE ARREST WARRANTS

THE WORLD IN PANIC

MEXICO CITY EVENTS

WHEN THE PAST STILL BLEEDS

Across the Region. Leaders Unravel

ARMAGEDDON

THE DEFIANT

THE BROKEN

THE END

THE FLIGHT

AYZ ALLIANCE’S MESSAGE TO THE WORLD

MITGEFANGEN, MITGEHANGEN

And exactly that happens here.

THE OTTAWA EVENTS

THEN COMES THE Z90.

THE AYZ ALLIANCE COMMANDER VER'THAN

DARK MESSAGE

THE GALA

LORD ADMIRAL VER'THAN

THE ARREST PREMISES

THE INVITATION

JAMES MARSHALL III

ROYALS

[Breaking News]

MOSCOW

ANNO DOMINI 906

THE FEAST

THE ARRIVALS AT THE GLASS PALACE

CALL TO THE NATION

INNOCENCE - THE FIRST VICTIM OF ALL WARS

COMMANDER ZAER ZOR

FORT McCLELLAN

THE US PRESIDENT ON TRIAL

THE MEXICAN PRESIDENT ON TRIAL

THE 7TH DIMENSION

THE DUTCH PRIME MINISTER ON TRIAL

THE TRIAL OF THE BRITISH CROWN

THE RUSSIAN PRESIDENT ON TRIAL

AFTER THE TRIALS

EXODUS

ROBBED AND STOLEN

THE AUCTION

LIVES FALLING APART

THOSE WOUNDED BY THEIR FATE

TERRAFORMERS

AMERICAS

THE LENAPE NATION

THE FRENCH STATUE

THE FINANCIAL CATASTROPHE

AFTER THE EXODUS

GUARDIAN NO MORE

A NEW FRONT

THE NIGHT HAUL

EMPERORS WITHOUT EMPIRES

WOUNDED HYENAS

A GLIMMER OF HOPE

THE PLANET AREX

AREX NIGHTS

THE POWER OF AFRICA

AUSTRALIA

LEFT BEHIND

"The PM's silence speaks volumes. #AustraliaBetrayedByItsOwn" | "Ayz Alliance and United Tribes are the real heroes here. #ThankYouForSavingUs" | "Time for a change in leadership? #AustralianGovernmentFailed"

THE ORIGIN OF ALL POWER IN THIS WORLD

THE MAN (looks like Michael Shannon)

Week 1: Seeds of Doubt

Week 2: Betrayal in the Ranks

Week 3: The Scandal Erupts

Week 4: A Nation Divided

Week 5: The Wolf in Sheep's Clothing

Week 6: The Fall of a Leader

All you need is real justice.

All to send one message: Speak up and we will break you.

And the world dares to call it peace.

Surveillance That Sees Nothing

And now the watcher watches nothing

The Art of Vanishing

THE AWAKENING

The Gerónimo Class Star Warship

THE ETERNAL PARASITE

Not once. Not once has a colonizer peacefully abandoned their stolen ground.

The Master Parasite - The British Empire.

THE WELCOME

THE AYZ ALLIANCE REFUGEE CENTER

"PAY THE FERRY MAN. PAY THE SON OF DARKNESS."

THE WORLD WATCHES

DEPARTURE FROM PALO DURO

A DYING ARASITE

ARRIVAL OF LEADERS

Welcome People Of Southern Cross Land

ELDER AVA'S SPEECH

"Southern Cross Land. Southern Cross Land. Southern Cross Land."

TEACHER JEDDA'S SPEECH

"MAKE THEM STOP! MAKE THEM STOP! MAKE THEM STOP!"

After Teacher Jedda's speech.

YOUNG LANI'S SPEECH

"WE FOUGHT FOR YOU ALL."

"WE WOOON."

Thousands of Miles Away

Back in Sydney

COME HOME.

AUSTRALIAS PRIME MINISTER ON TRIAL

THE NEW ORDER

THE NEW GUARDIANS

At the Market

What Makes Them Different

In the Training Academy

On the Streets at Night

ROADS OF A NEW NATION

THE NEW GOVERNMENT

The Deployment

The Command

The Transition

The Schock

The Address

THE VATICAN CHURCH

THE SAMI PEOPLE

The Cabin, Jukkasjärvi / Northern Sweden (Swedish Lapland)

THE LAWSUIT

THE FILING

THE WATING

THE RESPONSE

The Sami Delegation

The Silence

THE AFTERMATH

THE RALITY SETS IN

AHYOKA

FINAL SCENE SUNSET AT GERONIMO-BULL HARBOR

The story you read is not real... There is no Ayz Alliance that protects Indigenous people...

EPILOGUE

A Message to Every Indigenous Girl, And Woman Reading This

Stay fierce. Stay alert. Stay alive. Stay you.

And also to every other Girl and Woman in the World:

To the people who love these girls and women:

To the predators who might read this:

To the systems that fail:

AN OPEN LETTER TO NATIONAL NATIVE ORGANIZATIONS WHO HAVE FORGOTTEN WHAT FIGHTING MEANS

And to the Colonizers of Central and South America

So let me ask you one thing to all organisations.

Because I know what real fighting looks like.

You know the tobacco fight, right?

And you call that leadership?

Where is that fire now?

Or did you trade it for a paycheck?

It's not strategy. It's surrender.

I tell you what happens - Those same corporations will come after you.

Are you still dangerous? Or are you just employed? | A few gentle words to every Native organization that insists only Natives have the right to tell their stories: | Shame on you.

But its a trap, Its a weapon used against you

History proves this fact

Divide and conquer - Oldest play in the colonial playbook.

Silence in the face of genocide is not respect. It's complicity.

Let me be perfectly honest.

This is not about you or me. This is about the fact that pain, no matter what, is the same for everyone.

I will not play that game.

THE GENOCIDE THAT NEVER ENDED - 532 Years. 100 Million Dead. Still Ongoing

By 1548 - just 56 years later - they were extinct.

The Taíno people were completely erased from existence within two generations.

Mexico: The Aztec Genocide (1519-1600)

Pre-contact population of the Inka Empire: 12-16 million | Population by 1600: ~1 million

Pizarro executed Atahualpa anyway.

The Pattern Across Central and South America

By 1600, an estimated 90% of the Indigenous population of Central and South America was dead.

This is the largest genocide in human history.

It was neither.

Documented Massacres (Partial List) | Sand Creek Massacre (Colorado, 1864):

Wounded Knee Massacre (South Dakota, 1890):

Bear River Massacre (Idaho, 1863):

Camp Grant Massacre (Arizona, 1871):

These are just the documented massacres. Hundreds more went unrecorded. | Forced Removals = Death Marches | Trail of Tears (1830s):

Estimated 15,000+ died from exposure, starvation, disease | Long Walk of the Navajo (1864):

Deliberate Starvation as Weapon

This was deliberate genocide by starvation.

Canada: Residential Schools (1831-1996) | Yes, 1996. This was 25 years ago.

At least 6,000 children died in these schools. | That's the official number. The real number is likely much higher.

These children were stolen, tortured, and killed by the Canadian government within living memory.

Mexico: The Yaqui Genocide (1900s-1910s)

This was genocide.

PART III: THE GENOCIDE CONTINUES — 1960s TO TODAY

This was not ancient history. This was your lifetime.

200,000-250,000 killed | 626 massacres documented | 440+ villages completely destroyed | 1.5 million people displaced | 83% of victims were Maya

Justice (Or Lack Thereof): | Ríos Montt was convicted of genocide in 2013. | The conviction was overturned on a technicality 10 days later. | He died in 2018 without facing final justice.

The survivors are still searching for their families.

PART IV: THE MURDERS CONTINUE RIGHT NOW

At least 300+ Indigenous land defenders have been murdered in Brazil since 2009. | Recent victims:

Honduras: Berta Cáceres

Colombia, Peru, Ecuador, Mexico...

Global Witness reports that Latin America is the most dangerous region in the world for environmental and land defenders.

THE CONCLUSION: 500 YEARS, SAME PATTERN

And the world is supposed to call this "progress." | We call it what it is: | Genocide. | The largest and longest genocide in human history.

SOURCES & DOCUMENTATION

Every fact in this section is documented. | Every number is sourced. | Every claim is verifiable. | This is not opinion. This is history.

FINAL WORDS

And to anyone, anywhere who needs help:

NEW ZEALAND / AOTEAROA

MEXICO

Argentina

Brazil

Chile

Peru

India

Philippines

Japan

South Korea

Thailand

Indonesia

Pakistan

Bangladesh

UAE

Jordan

South Africa

Kenya

Nigeria

Ghana

Uganda

UK

Ireland

France

Spain

Italy

INTERNATIONAL / MULTI-COUNTRY RESOURCES | GERMANY

SWITZERLAND / SCHWEIZ / SUISSE / SVIZZERA

ICELAND / ÍSLAND

NETHERLANDS / NEDERLAND

BELGIUM / BELGIË / BELGIQUE

AUSTRIA / ÖSTERREICH

DENMARK / DANMARK

NORWAY / NORGE

SWEDEN / SVERIGE

FINLAND / SUOMI

PORTUGAL

CZECH REPUBLIC / ČESKÁ REPUBLIKA

HUNGARY / MAGYARORSZÁG

PALESTINIAN TERRITORIES

QATAR

UN Women: unwomen.org (has regional resources)

INDIGENOUS-SPECIFIC RESOURCES WORLDWIDE | Canada

USA

Australia

New Zealand

TURKEY / TÜRKİYE

GREECE / ΕΛΛΆΔΑ

Kazakhstan

Kyrgyzstan

Uzbekistan

Poland

Romania

Ukraine

RUSSIA / РОССИЯ

Bulgaria

Serbia

Bosnia and Herzegovina

Croatia

Albania

North Macedonia

Armenia

Georgia

Azerbaijan

Jamaica

Trinidad & Tobago

Barbados

Guatemala

El Salvador

Nicaragua

Costa Rica

Panama

Fiji

Papua New Guinea

Vietnam

Cambodia

Myanmar

Ethiopia

Tanzania

Zambia

Zimbabwe

CHINA

NORTH KOREA
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CONTENT WARNING

PLEASE DO NOT READ THIS BOOK IF EXTREME VIOLENCE CAN TRIGGER FEAR OR ANXIETY IN YOU. NO NOVEL IN THE WORLD IS WORTH RISKING YOUR WELLBEING.
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This work contains extremely graphic depictions of violence, genocide, mass murder, sexual assault, torture, and severe trauma. This content is intense, disturbing, and may be deeply triggering. Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Nature of This Work
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This narrative is a work of historical fiction based on documented events from the 19th century and other centuries. While grounded in verified historical records, personal accounts, dialogue, specific characters, and certain details are fictionalized or dramatically reimagined. Official records from these historical periods systematically excluded the perspectives of victims and often minimized, misrepresented, or entirely omitted acts of violence. Where historical documentation is incomplete, contradictory, or demonstrably biased, the author has exercised creative license to honor the experiences of those whose voices were silenced by those in power.
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Not Professional Advice
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This book does not provide legal, medical, psychological, or professional advice of any kind. Readers experiencing trauma, distress, or crisis should seek support from qualified professionals or appropriate support organizations.
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Contemporary Relevance
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This work addresses historical violence that has ongoing contemporary parallels and consequences affecting communities today. References to current events, statistics, and organizations are accurate as of March 3rd 2026 but are subject to change.
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No Endorsement or Affiliation
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Mention of specific organizations, places, individuals, or resources does not constitute endorsement by the author or publisher, nor do these entities endorse this work unless explicitly stated otherwise.
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Limitation of Liability
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By reading this book, you acknowledge that you have been warned of its disturbing content. The author and publisher assume no responsibility for emotional distress, psychological harm, or any other consequence resulting from engagement with this material. You proceed at your own risk.
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Comprehensive Trigger Warning
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This book contains potentially traumatizing content including but not limited to:

Genocide and mass violence

Murder and extreme death

Sexual violence and assault

Physical torture and brutality

Forced displacement and cultural destruction

Systematic oppression and racism

War crimes and crimes against humanity

War crimes and crimes against humanity

Graphic descriptions of injuries and suffering

Loss and grief

Psychological trauma

Harm to vulnerable populations
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If you are a survivor of violence, trauma, or oppression, please prioritize your mental health and wellbeing. This material may be retraumatizing. Consider whether this is the right time for you to engage with this content.


Proceeds
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All author proceeds from this work support organizations working to break the silence surrounding ongoing violence against marginalized communities.

This is a work of historical fiction. While based on documented 

events, characters and specific accounts are fictionalized.

© 2025 Eterney Kara & Al Kara. All Rights Reserved.
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Tʜᴇ Rᴇᴀʟ Aᴍᴇʀɪᴄᴀɴs

Eterney Kara & Al Kara

Cᴏᴘʏʀɪɢʜᴛ © 2025 ʙʏ Eterney Kara & Al Kara
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All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the author.

This is a work of fiction. While it references real historical events and public figures, all portrayals are fictional and used for purposes of political commentary.
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For My One And Only Beloved Daughter, Eterney.
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Without You, This Book Would Have Never

Reached The Light Of The World.
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A Note About Characters in This Story
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Sometimes the name of a real actress or actor appears next to the leading characters when they first enter the story. 

I am a visual person, and too much description robs the energy from narrative. 

That's why I use real actors and actresses for main characters to help readers immediately picture who has appeared, rather than spending paragraphs describing height, hair color, eye shape, and clothing.

To help visualize the characters, I sometimes suggest an actor whose essence or appearance aligns with the picture I have in my mind of a character. This is a subjective literary device, not an indication that these actresses and actors are associated with this story, endorse it, or have performed the actions within it. 

The characters are entirely fictional."

I don't claim this technique is better than traditional description. I simply say this is the way I tell stories, the way I see them in my mind as I write.

If you don't like this approach, please don't read the novel. There are endless other novels that deserve to be read, written in styles that may suit you better.

But if you're willing to try something different, if you want a story that moves like cinema and reads like witness, then welcome to my world.

It dwells neither in my prayers nor within the chambers of my heart to scatter your world, that carefully constructed reality your people have spent millenniums perfecting, categorizing every act, every meaning, every fragment of existence with precise labels designed to help everyone comprehend what they see, hear, feel, or struggle to understand.

Yet it bleeds my heart to wake you from your simple, ordered world and throw you into this story's reality, where nothing conforms to your expectations or assumptions. In this universe, acts of cruelty and kindness do not define anyone, they are merely colors in a vast, incomprehensible painting where morality shifts like sand in an eternal storm.

If there wasn't what you call ''evil'' and ''death'' then how would you ever know how precious kindness and life really are?

Do not allow yourself to become ensnared by your assumptions or captured by your judgments, for all you will achieve is to fall prey to the void, that merciless abyss that will swallow you alive without hesitation, without ceremony, without the comfort of understanding why.

Step carefully into this realm where heroes become monsters in the span of a heartbeat, where salvation and damnation dance as lovers, and where the very concepts of right and wrong dissolve like salt in acid rain.

Please don't open the next page if you don't want the way you see your world to change forever... Because it will show you that you live in a cruel lie!
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This is not a warning, but the way this universe speaks.
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Tʜᴇ Rᴇᴀʟ Aᴍᴇʀɪᴄᴀɴs

At the beginning of the movie, a pitch-black screen is shown while increasingly dramatic music plays in the background, and the voice of an elderly woman starts to narrate. Every word she says from the following prologue also appears as text on the screen.
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PROLOGUE
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"They are parasites who roam the earth and violently take land and resources from others.

They wear fancy uniforms and set rules in their own interest, which they then call 

''LAWS''. 

And those who oppose them are declared criminals and terrorists."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE ARRIVAL
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Afterward, the prologue writings fade in to show the stars in the universe while the camera descends and tracks three approaching massive alien spaceships that are about to penetrate the earth's atmosphere.

The camera relentlessly tracks the approaching spaceships, heightening the sense of urgency as they draw ever closer to the Texas desert. Their massive forms cast long shadows over the land. As they soar through the monumental Palo Duro Canyon, the camera shifts between wide shots of the rugged landscape and close-ups of the ships, creating a rhythm that mirrors the audience's racing heartbeat. With each passing second, the tension builds, the silence broken only by the hum of the alien engines.

The camera starts turning slowly in the opposite direction where other mysterious lights flood in, creating a captivating spectacle against the night sky. The camera focuses on the ethereal glow, emphasizing its otherworldly quality. 

Gradually, the lights draw closer, their source still obscured in the distance. Suddenly, the piercing wail of sirens breaks through the night, adding a sense of urgency to the scene. 

As the lights approach, their form becomes clearer, eventually revealing a convoy of fourteen fast approaching police cars. The tension mounts as the convoy races towards the source of the spaceship's, their presence hinting at an imminent confrontation or discovery.

The vast, rugged desert landscape serves as a stark contrast to the imposing presence of the extraterrestrial craft, further emphasizing their otherworldly nature. As the spaceships pass the Canyons and descend upon the desert, their massive forms cast long, ominous shadows over the terrain, setting the stage for a momentous event to unfold.

They come close to the ground but don't land. Hovering about thirty meters above, the ships activate more lights. 

The powerful lights illuminate the desert landscape with an intensity akin to daylight, casting stark shadows and revealing every detail below. The lights are so intense that they are even visible in nearby towns and cities like Canyon, Amarillo, Plainview, and Lubbock. 

The sudden brightness disorients those on the ground, causing panic and confusion among the people in the area and beyond.

As the lights pierce through the darkness, they draw the attention of onlookers far and wide, signaling the arrival of something extraordinary. The scene is set for the next phase of the encounter between humanity and these mysterious visitors.

Some reach for their phones, desperate to capture the surreal scene unfolding before them, while others simply stand in silent reverence, their minds struggling to comprehend the magnitude of what they are witnessing.

For a fleeting moment, the ordinary concerns of daily life are forgotten as the onlookers are drawn into the collective wonder of the moment. What could be the meaning behind these mysterious visitors from beyond the stars? And what impact will their arrival have on the world below? As questions swirl and hearts race, the people stand united in their shared awe and anticipation of the unknown.
The convoy of fourteen police cars screeches to a halt, stopping around four hundred meters away from the craft. Driving closer doesn't make sense, not when the three spacecraft loom above the ground like floating cities, impossibly vast and silent. The officers spill out onto the street, their boots crunching gravel as they stare upward, unable to tear their eyes away. Some of them have sunglasses on, while others shield their eyes from the light flooding down in sharp rays.

"Fuck," one officer mutters, shaking her head slowly. "Just look at them."

A low, steady hum fills the air, vibrating in their chests. It's not loud, but it's constant, pressing down on them, a sound that seems to seep into their bones. Someone crosses themselves. Another swears under his breath. Above them, the crafts remain motionless, their surfaces shimmering faintly in the sky. But something is unsettling about the way they seem to pulse, as if alive, watching, waiting.

As the camera pans across the Texas landscape, it captures a diverse range of humanity, each individual touched in their own unique way by the breathtaking spectacle unfolding above. 

In a modest farmhouse nestled among the vast expanse of fields, a little girl's eyes flutter open, her sleep interrupted by the sudden intrusion of blinding light. With a mixture of curiosity and fear, she rises from her bed and walks over to the window, her small hands gripping the windowsill as she gazes out into the night.

Meanwhile, on the busy highway that cuts through the desert, a lone truck driver brings his massive rig to a thunderous halt, the screech of brakes echoing through the stillness of the night. With a furrowed brow, he climbs up onto the roof of his truck cab, squinting into the distance as he tries to make sense of the strange glow piercing the darkness.

In the dimly lit streets of a small town, a group of teenagers stumbles out of a late-night party, their laughter and chatter suddenly silenced by the bright display overhead. With wide eyes and open mouths, they huddle together on the sidewalk, their smartphones forgotten as they witness a sight beyond their wildest imaginations.

From every corner of the landscape, ordinary men and women are drawn to the light like moths to a flame. Farmers pause in their work, their weathered faces turned upward to the heavens. Gas station attendants abandon their pumps, their hands shielding their eyes from the brightness above. In this moment of shared wonder, social barriers melt away, and the scattered threads of humanity are woven together in a fabric of collective awe and uncertainty. For as far as the eye can see, all are united by the same burning question: What lies beyond the shimmering veil of light that hangs suspended in the sky?

The camera pans to news channels broadcasting worldwide, all focused on the startling appearance of extraterrestrial spacecraft above the Texas desert. While stressing the need for official confirmation from the U.S. Government, they dramatically assert the undeniable truth of these reports. Various news channels broadcast footage captured by locals, revealing the stunning flood of extremely bright lights coming from distant objects. The music intensifies as some channels showcase professionally enhanced close-up shots, clearly revealing the alien spacecraft.
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GENERAL SAMUEL STEINER (looks like the younger Nick Nolte)
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General Samuel Steiner, a name synonymous with valor and unwavering commitment, has led a life marked by extraordinary courage, honor, and principle. A proud Caucasian American of German roots, General Steiner embodies the pinnacle of military leadership and bravery.

General Steiner's life story reads like an epic saga, filled with hardship, valor, and an unyielding commitment to his principles. 

From a young age, he was thrust into a world of turmoil, forced to flee his abusive father's guards after aiding his mother's escape. It was this tumultuous upbringing that forged his resolute spirit and instilled in him a deep sense of honor and duty.

At just sixteen years old, Samuel Steiner defied the odds and forged his birth certificate to join the Army, embarking on a journey that would take him to the front lines of some of the most harrowing conflicts in modern history. From the jungles of Vietnam to the deserts of Iraq and the mountains of Afghanistan, he faced death head-on, earning a multitude of medals and commendations for his bravery and valor, including the prestigious Medal of Honor, Purple Heart, and Silver Star.

But it wasn't just his battlefield exploits that set him apart. General Steiner's keen intellect and strategic brilliance made him a valuable asset in times of crisis. As a secret advisor to multiple presidents, he played a pivotal role in navigating the treacherous waters of geopolitics, often single-handedly averting catastrophe and saving the lives of countless American soldiers.

Despite his lofty achievements, General Steiner remained humble and grounded, never losing sight of the sacrifices made by those under his command. He refused to blindly follow orders, knowing all too well the cost of blind obedience. His refusal to compromise his principles earned him the moniker "The Military's Finest," a testament to his unwavering dedication to his values.

One defining moment in General Steiner's career came when he defied a direct order to stand down during a perilous mission. With the lives of fellow Marines hanging in the balance, he led a daring rescue operation that decimated enemy forces and secured the safety of his comrades. His unorthodox methods and disregard for authority earned him both admirers and detractors, but he remained resolute in his convictions.

In the face of adversity, General Steiner stood firm, his integrity unshaken. When accused of treason for accepting a Medal of Honor from a foreign leader, he refused to back down, steadfast in his belief that true honor knows no borders. Despite the backlash, he accepted the medal as a symbol of respect and solidarity among soldiers.

Throughout his illustrious career, General Samuel Steiner's unwavering commitment to his principles has made him a legend among his peers. His enemies may call him "Morning Star" as an act of revenge, but to those who know him best, he is a man of unparalleled courage, integrity, and a beacon of hope in a dark and turbulent world.

The impact of General Steiner's actions extends beyond the battlefield, inspiring generations of soldiers and patriots. His name resonates through military academies and veteran gatherings, a symbol of the indomitable spirit and unwavering dedication that defines the life of General Samuel Steiner.

––––––––
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While the whole world behaves almost hysterically about the events, the government reacts fast and precise. Thousands of soldiers and elite special forces pour into the desert in perfect coordination and discipline. Armed with heavy weaponry, their boots kicking up dust as they advance to replace the police officers who have secured the premises. Their faces are a mix of determination and concern as they establish a vast perimeter around the alien spacecraft. 

Civilians, wide-eyed and protesting, are ushered away from the restricted zone, the soldiers' firm grips on their weapons leaving no room for argument. Leading them is the military's finest, General Samuel Steiner, entrusted with the sole responsibility of approaching the aliens with the utmost sensitivity and greatest respect.

His eyes scan the horizon as he steps out of the Apache helicopter, the rotors still whirring above and whipping the red desert sand from the ground. His face is a mask of determination, every line etched with the weight of his responsibility. He takes his duty very seriously, as always, and refuses to compromise when it comes to security. "Sam, do whatever it takes to keep this from turning into an inferno." President John E. Chusetts' calm words sit in his skull like a round chambered. No room for error. None. 

His decisive actions leave even the highest ranks of the military impressed. When he sees that some civilians are trying to break through the temporary barriers, he demands immediate action. He barks orders into his radio, his voice cutting through the noise like a knife.

All soldiers respect him beyond military protocol, because they know that hard-eyed son of a bitch would bleed out for any one of them without a second thought. When High Command wrote off ambushed Marines as "acceptable losses," Steiner did what no one else dared. He took his personal squad straight into that jungle hellhole to pull them out himself, even though he hates them for their arrogance. And that's what makes him different. He'll save men he can't stand because that's what soldiers do. While generals play politics, Steiner fights wars. While others calculate risks, he counts brothers. That's why they'd all die for him, because he'd die for them first.

Above all, the General is a man of honor. Even his battle-hardened staff falls silent as he approaches the exhausted hundreds of lawmen, a mix of Texas sheriffs, state troopers, and Amarillo PD officers, their faces streaked with dust, their uniforms soaked in sweat after holding the perimeter for hours under the relentless desert sun. He thanks each group by name, his voice steady. The sheriffs secured the outer edges, keeping civilians and press at bay. The troopers controlled every highway leading here. The city cops managed the inner cordon, staring down the unknown until their radios crackled with the first reports of chaos back home.

"Your cities need you back," he says. Behind him, frantic transmissions paint the picture: storefronts shattered, police precincts overwhelmed, gangs moving like wolves through unprotected neighborhoods. The thin blue line is stretched to breaking.

He turns to his aide. "3rd Platoon escorts them to the county line. Full honors. Coordinate with National Guard, they take over riot suppression at 1800. Weapons tight. I don't want dead cops or dead civilians on my conscience."

As the lawmen climb into their vehicles, some relieved, some furious they're being pulled away from history, the General stares past them. The three alien ships loom, silent and motionless, their shadows creeping across the sand like a sundial counting down to something none of them understand. The real mission begins now.

"Increase the established perimeter to three miles. No exceptions. I don't give a damn about the press's outcry for 'freedom of the press.'" The General is highly concerned about the premises' security and just wants to avoid that perhaps some crazy people come too close to one of the spacecraft and launch a rocket at them or God knows what else.

Soldiers spring into action, their movements precise and practiced. Barriers are erected, checkpoints established, and the area quickly transforms into a fortress. The press, gathered at the edge of the restricted zone, shouts questions and demands access, but the general doesn't give a shit about them. His focus is unwavering. As he sees one reporter step forward to the checkpoint, the scene catches his interest. The man clutches his microphone tightly. Sweat beads on his forehead, but his voice remains steady. "Listen, soldier," the reporter says, leaning slightly forward despite the barrier. "The people have a right to know what's happening here. You can't shut us out forever."

The general notices the soldiers guarding the checkpoint struggling to respond. Exhaling sharply, he marches toward them, his breath visible in the cool air. For a moment, he says nothing, simply clapping one soldier's shoulder firmly, a gesture meant to reassure, yet somehow more commanding than comforting. Then, with slow, deliberate steps, he closes the distance between himself and the reporter. His boots crunch against the gravel, each step echoing like a heartbeat.

"Son," he says finally, his voice low but carrying unmistakable weight, "as long as those craft are in our skies, and I'm responsible for keeping millions alive, I don't answer to pieces of paper. Not today." He pauses, letting the words sink in. "I am the God damn constitution itself within these premises."

The silence that follows hangs heavy in the air. Behind the barricade, soldiers exchange uneasy glances. One adjusts his rifle strap nervously, while another mutters something too low to hear. Somewhere, a camera flashes, capturing the standoff.

Above them, the alien ships shimmer faintly, their surfaces rippling like liquid metal under the sunlight. The low hum grows slightly louder, as if the vessels themselves are reacting to the tension below. Shadows shift strangely across the ground, though no clouds mar the clear blue sky.

The reporter opens his mouth to reply, but no words come out. His knuckles whiten around the microphone as he takes a hesitant step back, visibly shaken by the general's unwavering presence. He glances briefly at the crowd behind him, searching for support, but finds only murmurs of unease. Someone whispers loudly enough to be heard: "That kind of talk always ends badly." A few heads nod grimly, though none dare speak up further.

Without another word, the general turns sharply on his heel and strides back toward the command post. His boots crunch against the gravel once more, each step echoing into the silence. The reporter remains rooted to the spot, microphone dangling limply at their side, as the crowd begins to murmur behind them.

Tomorrow, the general's words will be plastered across headlines nationwide, dividing a nation already teetering on the edge of panic. But for now, all that exists is the heavy quiet, broken only by the relentless thrum of the unknown.

––––––––
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Several hours later, heavy trucks rumble into the area, their engines growling as they haul NASAMS launchers into position. The ground shakes as the vehicles maneuver into place, their crews working swiftly to deploy the missile systems. The sleek, deadly shapes of the rockets gleam under the harsh rising morning sunlight, a silent promise of protection.

The general watches as additional units arrive, Patriot and THAAD systems joining the defensive array. Ground patrols fan out, their boots crunching on the gravel as they take up their positions. Surveillance drones buzz overhead, their cameras sweeping the landscape for any sign of threat. Among them, the MQ-9 Reaper drones hover, their combat capabilities ready to respond to any immediate danger. Tethered drones maintain a constant watch, their extended flight time ensuring continuous surveillance. High above, the Northrop Grumman Global Hawk provides detailed imagery of the entire area, its high-resolution cameras capturing every detail.

The combination of these advanced drones creates a solid web of surveillance and defense, ensuring that nothing goes unnoticed. The general nods in satisfaction, knowing that every possible measure has been taken to secure the area.

In the distance, the spacecraft stand like sentinels, their metallic surfaces reflecting the sun's rays. The general's gaze lingers on them for a moment, then he turns back to his men.

"Stay sharp. We can't afford any mistakes, boys," he says, his voice firm and resolute.

The soldiers nod, their expressions mirroring his resolve. They know the stakes are high. With the threat of radical sects and other dangers looming, the general's precautions are not just protocol, they are essential.

It doesn't take long before a soldier hurries toward the general, his boots crunching on the gravel. 

"Sir, authorities from NASA, SETI, intelligence agencies, and other government representatives have arrived at the premises. They're demanding full access. Shall we let them in, or shall we continue your 'no exceptions' rule?"

The general looks at him with a slight smile and says, "Well done, son. You understood that no exceptions means no exceptions. But don't worry, I'll take it from here. I'll make it clear that we can't compromise the security of this operation. Just set up a direct video conference at the checkpoint where they are, so I can speak to them."

The soldier nods sharply. "Yes, sir. Right away." He swiftly turns and begins coordinating the setup of the video conference.

A few minutes later, the general stands in front of a screen inside the command center, his image transmitting to the gathered authorities at the checkpoint.

"Ladies and gentlemen," he says, his voice stern yet respectful, "I appreciate your expertise and the importance of your roles. However, this is a highly sensitive military operation. I have explicit orders from the Commander-in-Chief to maintain absolute security and the utmost respectful approach. Given the potential threats, I cannot allow unrestricted access at this time. If you have concerns, I urge you to take them up with the appropriate authorities. My priority is the safety and security of this operation. You are all welcome to be connected to our live monitors, of course."

The authorities on the other end of the video conference exchange glances, their expressions a mix of frustration and understanding. The general's resolve is clear, and they know that arguing further would be pointless.

As the sun rises above the horizon, the perimeter lights flicker on, casting long shadows across the ground. The general takes a deep breath, the weight of his duty settling on his shoulders. He knows that this morning, like every morning, he will stand watch, ensuring that nothing and no one can breach their defenses.

His gaze roams the command center, carefully checking every monitor, console, and device as he directs his staff to set up a secure communication line with the White House. The weight of the extraordinary situation presses on his broad shoulders, yet his eyes glint with the respect reserved for the alien's considerate choice to stay in the vast emptiness of the desert, a wise move, considering the isolated landscape.

While his troops urgently force a crowd of reporters, news crews, and noisy civilians from the restricted area, the General's mind races to find the most diplomatic way to initiate communication with the celestial visitors. But before he can act, the aliens shatter the silence as if they've been listening to his thoughts, delivering a respectful message: "May the creator bless all of you strangers. We are here to see our friends, please."

The alien’s voice on the airwaves, rich in their tone, draw the members of the command center into a trance, and for a moment, the only motion is the flickering of the screens, freezing the room in a tense moment. A visible ripple of surprise, disbelief, and focused attention sweeps through the assembled officers. Bodies, frozen in their tracks, are drawn towards the speakers, arms dropping, tools clattering, and communication lines still. Wide, astonished eyes crane towards the sources of the sound as if answers to cosmic secrets rest on those alien syllables.

In the center, the very heart of this temporary solar system, the General stands rooted, his jaw slack, as his mind grapples with this otherworldly transmission. The gravity of the ancient connection revealed in the alien's voice compels respect and attention from each individual present.

Baffled, the General's eyebrows furrow for a heartbeat, but his senses are sharp in understanding the alien's politeness. "Welcome to planet Earth, esteemed travelers. May the Creator bless all of you as well. Who exactly are your friends, please?" he asks in a voice that is both respectful and authoritative.

The room falls silent, filled with an expectant hush as the collective breath of the command center awaits the aliens' response. Tension crackles through the air, a nerve-wracking silence stretching time. Every monitor glows like an altar, casting jagged shadows across faces frozen in anticipation. With slow and measured steps, officers edge forward to the monitors, not in unison, but in staggered, half-held breaths, their boots clicking against the floor like a misfiring metronome, their nervous tics echo unspoken fears. A colonel's thumb twitches near his sidearm. A tech's knee bounces uncontrollably under a console. No one speaks. No one blinks.

Then, a sound. Not from the speakers. Not from the aliens. The creak of a chair as someone leans too far forward.

As the speakers crackle back to life, the alien's words unfold in gentle, respectful tones, breaking the silence much like the resonant peal of a church bell. The onlookers, driven by an almost instinctive urge, surge forward, captivated by the unfamiliar, celestial melody. The tiniest sigh of relief escapes when the aliens' voice begins to resonate, speaking of a long forgotten history that leaves the spectators wide-eyed and open-mouthed in amazement.

"Our friends are the great First Nations people of this region," they reveal. "We came to ask if they want to be part of our Ayz Alliance. As a sign of our gratitude for their help 1119 years ago. Can you direct us to their current settlements?"

The transmission ends, leaving everyone in stunned disbelief. The transmission center falls into a stunned silence, broken only by the soft hum of machinery. The air crackles with tension as the gravity of the news settles over the room like a heavy fog. Wide-eyed and open-mouthed, the people exchange incredulous glances, their brows furrowing and mouths agape in disbelief. Some lean in closer to the monitors as if hoping to find some rational explanation for what they have just heard.

But there is none.

Whispers of disbelief ripple through the room, mixing with the low murmur of voices as people try to make sense of the impossible revelation. A sense of unease settles over them like a weight, casting a shadow over the once bustling center.

In the midst of the chaos, the General stands frozen in place, his gaze fixed on the giant screen in the command center. His jaw tightens in disbelief as the weight of the aliens' message crashes down on him. "What the fuck?" he murmurs almost in a whisper, his voice barely audible over the din of confusion. "How is that even possible?" A sudden rush of adrenaline courses through the General's veins as he grapples with the enormity of what he has just heard. His mind races with questions upon questions, each more baffling than the last.

Shaking his head in denial, the General tries to push aside the nagging doubt that gnaws at him. But even as he does, a part of him can't help but wonder: How did they do that? The room remains silent, each person lost in their own thoughts, grappling with a reality they can scarcely understand. But for the General, the implications of the aliens' message spark a fire within him, igniting a thirst for knowledge that cannot be satisfied.

But he quickly pulls himself together and his razor-sharp mind takes control again. He doesn't know how to tell the aliens that most of the tribes don't exist anymore. Deep in his heart, he knows that it would be best to tell them the truth. But even though his instincts scream at him to act, to make a decision that could shape the course of the entire United States' future, he decides that he can't make the decision himself.

Approaching the general with a look of concern, a young officer reports, "Sir, civilians are swarming the craft, and the crowd grows by the hour. We'll need to deploy additional troops to hold them back." The officer pauses, then asks, "Shall we send in more troops, Sir?" The general nods grimly. "Do it. But make sure they understand the gravity of the situation. No one is to come within three miles of those crafts, is that clear?" He turns back to the control room, his gaze locked on the image of the alien ship on the monitor. "And inform the Apache and Comanche nations. We need to know if they have any information about these beings."

He leaves the command center to be alone with his thoughts away from the intense atmosphere inside. The more he gazes at the spacecraft the more the weight of the aliens' message sinks in, and the General's mind races with the implications of their presence.

With each passing moment, the urgency of the situation becomes clearer. In a bold move, he sets aside his own thoughts and, with resolve hardening in his heart, he reaches for the secure communication device and punches in the code to reach the President's office.

As the line connects, he wastes no time in conveying the urgency of the situation with deliberate precision to President Chusetts. His voice quivers with urgency despite his efforts to remain measured. The President's features tighten, mirroring the General's urgency, and his grave voice echoes through the phone, acknowledging the weight of the matter's consequences.

The President's eyes narrow slightly, his brows furrow as he ponders the implications of the arriving aliens. The General's gaze darts around the room, flickering over the silent officers waiting for guidance. For a brief moment, the minds of both men race with the burden of the monumental decision before them. They share an unspoken understanding that, once made, there will be no turning back.

As the President digests the information and ponders his options, the General finds himself lost in contemplation. His gaze follows the President's line of sight, drifting upward to the sky, and his eyes widen in awe. The alien spacecraft loom ominously over the desert, their colossal shapes casting imposing shadows across the barren landscape as if asserting their dominance over the land below.
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CHIEF RISING SUN (looks like Graham Greene)
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Far away in a small house on the Comanche reservation, Chief Rising Sun sits quietly, watching the news unfold on his old television set. As the reporter reveals updated news on the ongoing events in the Texas desert about the alien spacecraft, a strange chill runs through his aged body, settling deep in his bones. The images flickering on the screen seem to pulse with an otherworldly energy, drawing him in with an invisible force he can't explain. Without saying a word, he rises from his worn leather chair, his joints creaking in protest. With purposeful strides, he makes his way to the bedroom, kneeling down to retrieve a small, weathered suitcase from beneath the bed. His movements are deliberate, each action filled with a sense of urgent destiny.

Ahanu (looks like Tantoo Cardinal), his wife of fifty years, watches him with growing concern. Her wrinkled face deepens with worry lines as she watches her husband's unusual behavior. "What are you doing, my love?" she asks, her voice shaking like autumn leaves in the wind. "Why are you suddenly packing that old suitcase?" Fear and confusion mix in her tone, a trembling melody of concern.

The Chief pauses in his task, turning to face his beloved. His eyes, dark pools of wisdom and determination, lock onto hers. In three long strides, he closes the distance between them, pressing a tender kiss to her weathered forehead. The scent of sage and pine needles clings to him, a familiar comfort in this moment of uncertainty. "Call me a fool if you wish, my heart," he says, his voice steady as an ancient oak, yet tinged with an unspoken gravity. "But I feel a pull, strong as the river's current, telling me I must go there."

Ahanu's eyes widen, her confusion deepening like shadow at dusk. "What are you talking about, my love?" she whispers, as if speaking any louder might shatter the fragile moment between them. "Where is it you feel you must go?"

Chief Rising Sun's rough hands cup her face, his touch warm and reassuring against her skin. "There," he says simply, nodding towards the television where images of the alien craft continue to flicker, casting an eerie glow across their modest living room. Without another word, he turns back to his suitcase, carefully packing a few essential items.

Ahanu's concern turns into full alarm. With trembling hands, she reaches for her phone, her fingers flying across the keypad as she dials their granddaughter, Taya (She looks like Ashley Callingbull). "Taya," she says urgently when the call connects, "you need to come immediately. Your grandfather... he's planning to go to the Texas desert. Something about an alien craft." Her voice cracks on the last word, the reality of the situation finally sinking in.

Taya's response is immediate and firm. "I'll be there as soon as I can, Grandma," she promises, her voice filled with a mix of concern and determination. "I am on my way now. Don't let him leave without me."

As Ahanu ends the call, she turns back to her husband, her heart heavy with worry. "I will not allow you to start this journey with an empty stomach, my heart," she declares, her tone leaving no room for argument. "That alien craft, whatever it may be, is not more important than your health."

Chief Rising Sun nods, a small smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "If it will ease your mind, then I will eat a few bites, my love," he agrees. Ahanu returns his smile, relief washing over her like a cool breeze. She stands on her tiptoes to plant a kiss on his weathered cheek. "I will also prepare some food for your journey," she adds. "It's a long way to the Texas desert, and I won't have you eating that processed, unhealthy fast food they sell at every gas station along the way."

Minutes later, the sound of screeching tires announces Taya's arrival. She bursts through the door, her long raven hair wild from the wind, her dark eyes wide with concern. "Grandma, what's going on?" she asks, her gaze darting between her grandparents.

Ahanu quickly explains the situation, her words tumbling out in a rush. "Your grandfather... he says he wants to go to the Texas desert. Something about the alien craft they all saw on the news."

Taya turns to Chief Rising Sun, who now stands by the door, suitcase in hand, an air of quiet determination surrounding him. "Grandfather," she begins, her voice soft but intense, "are you certain about this?"

Chief Rising Sun nods, his eyes shining with an inner fire Taya has rarely seen. "I don't know why, my child," he says, his voice rich with the wisdom of years, "but I feel a pull, strong as the earth's heartbeat. It's as if something, or someone, is calling to me."

Taya takes a deep breath, sensing the weight of the moment. She squares her shoulders, decision made. "Then I'm coming with you," she declares, her tone leaving no room for argument.

But her grandfather shakes his head, his expression softening. "No, my child," he says gently. "This is a journey I must take alone."

Taya meets his gaze, her jaw set in a stubborn line like her mother. "Grandfather," she says, her voice filled with love and determination, "I wasn't asking. I will not let you face this unknown alone. I'm coming with you."

A slow smile spreads across Chief Rising Sun's face, pride shining in his eyes. "You are as stubborn as your mother," he says, chuckling softly. "One could never talk her out of something once she set her mind to it. Very well then, come with me."

Ahanu, though still worried, feels a small measure of relief knowing Taya will go with her husband. She embraces them both, her arms trembling slightly. "Please, be careful," she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. "Whatever lies ahead, face it with the wisdom of our ancestors and the strength of our people."

Taya looks at her grandmother, remembering every line on her weathered face. With a voice soft as a summer breeze, she promises, "Don't worry, Grandma. I'll watch over him and be there for anything he needs."

As Chief Rising Sun and Taya prepare to leave, the air hums with anticipation. They stand on the edge of something huge, ready to step into a future as vast and unknown as the star-filled sky above. With one last look at their home, they set out, ready to meet whatever destiny awaits them in the Texas desert.

Below, the crisp morning air begins to soften under the tender embrace of the slowly rising morning sun, bathing the scene in a fiery glow. On the eastern horizon, the sun swells, casting streaks of fiery orange and deep red across the sky, a preview of the intense summer heat.

The first soul-lifting rays of the emerging sun touch the earth, caressing the alien vessels and the soldiers in the command center. To the amazed General, the beauty of the sunrise, playing against the backdrop of the alien arrival, creates a surreal image that burns itself into his memory.

The vastness of the desert stretches out before him, a barren expanse of sand and rock that seems to go on forever, disturbed only by the occasional flashes of camera lights from the army of news crews stationed beyond the three-mile restricted barrier. The silence is heavy, and all he can hear is the sound of his own heartbeat echoing into the gentle whispers of the desert wind like a drumbeat.

As he takes in the scene before him, a sense of awe washes over him, mixed with a creeping unease. With each breath of the cool morning air, he feels as though he's trapped in a dream. The sheer size of the alien presence is overwhelming, and he can't help but feel a twinge of fear deep within his chest.

But among the fear and uncertainty, there is also a flicker of curiosity, a burning desire to understand the mysteries of the universe. He knows that he stands on the edge of history, and whatever happens next will shape the course of humanity's future.

With a steadying breath, he turns his gaze back to the sky, preparing himself for whatever may come. The silence stretches on, broken only by the distant hum of the spacecraft overhead, a constant reminder of the momentous events unfolding around him.

Shortly afterward, he receives a reply from the Commander-in-Chief: the order to tell the aliens the truth, as they could not hide it from highly intelligent life forms forever and would risk their aggressive reactions if they found out the truth themselves anyway.

The General takes a deep breath and nods. He knows this is the right decision, even if it's a difficult one. And he can't help but feel a weight lift from his shoulders. It's a directive that matches deeply with his own principles of honesty and transparency, principles he has held dear throughout his military career.

Approaching the command center, the General's heart pounds with worry. This isn't just another mission, it's a crucial moment in human history. As he prepares to address the aliens, he feels a mix of fear and determination. He knows it will be a delicate task. Revealing the atrocities committed against the Native Americans by Europeans, Africans, and Asians is a daunting prospect, filled with uncertainty, but the truth, however daunting, has to be revealed.

How will the aliens react to the revelation of such grave offenses? Will they even understand the complexities of human history and the depths of human cruelty? He has no answers and hopes that telling the truth will at least show the aliens that they don't try to downplay the wrongs of the past.

Gathering his thoughts and with a deep breath, the General begins to speak into the microphone, addressing the aliens directly.

"Esteemed representatives," he addresses the aliens, his voice steady despite the weight of his words. "I speak to you not as a beacon of righteousness, but as a bearer of the darkest truths. We regret to inform you that many of the tribes you seek to reunite with no longer exist here..." he says, his voice shaking. "The tribes were removed from here in the 1870s. Most were forced onto reservations in Oklahoma. Some fled to other regions. There are a few small communities scattered across the state, but not here. Not anymore." He continues to share the truth about humanity's past, including its conflicts, triumphs, and failings. He speaks of wars, injustices, and the endless struggle for peace. But he also speaks of resilience, compassion, and the unyielding spirit of humanity to overcome hardship.

As he speaks, he senses a shift in the atmosphere. The aliens listen intently and don't interrupt him even once. The General tries to imagine their expressions after all the revelations. It's a moment of profound significance, as two civilizations stand on the edge of understanding.

When he finishes, there's a clear silence, broken only by the faint hums of the alien spacecraft.

But the silence is dangerously disturbing, because it allows the people in the command center to let their wildest imaginations run free. What are they thinking now? What will they do? Are they even willing to show the slightest understanding, or will their hate crush the entire nation? Everyone in the center has the one collective main thought: Why the hell don't they say something?

AYZ ALLIANCE SUPREME JUDGE AREY LYS'VATH (looks like a younger Charles Dance)

After hearing the truths about the historical injustices inflicted upon the Turtle Island Peoples, a deeply moving scenario unfolds, evoking a strong response and moral awakening among the assembled Ayz Alliance representatives on board the leading Alien Spacecraft.
As General Stainer's revelations echo through the assembly, they decide to end all communication with the U.S. Military's command center, and a heavy silence
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