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Dedication to Family

To Phoenix, my nephew, who entered a world characterized by its 
digital saturation, pervasive criminality, profound socialization, intense politicization, and evident decline.
Unlike my youthful visions, a time when the lasting influence of loving 
homes was a core belief in our rapidly changing community.
―kiney―
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Synopsis

Planet of the Races: When The Sky Called His Name

A sweeping, emotionally charged science-fiction novel about destiny, grief, healing, and the radical possibility that humanity might finally become worthy of itself.

Set in a world shaken by first contact, the story follows Roni Joseph, a brilliant Black teenager from Opelousas, Louisiana, whose life has been shaped by loss, family duty, and the narrow futures society too often assigns to boys like him. With a father lost to war, a brother consumed by addiction, and a mother holding their fractured family together through faith and endurance, Roni grows up carrying both the sorrow of his household and a longing he cannot fully name. That longing erupts into purpose when an alien civilization from the planet Lara announces that a select group of Earth’s children will travel across the stars for one year to learn the secret humanity has pursued throughout all of history: peace.

To the world, the invitation is a geopolitical earthquake. To Roni, it feels personal, as if the universe itself has seen him. He confides to his Aunt Joy that he wants to go not only for himself, but for his family, his people, and all humankind. He believes whoever goes to Lara must represent more than the polished lies nations tell about themselves; they must carry the truth of human struggle, pain, dignity, and hope. His words quietly travel through family and power, reaching Jerome and ultimately the Laranian leaders, who begin to see in Roni the kind of human being Earth most needs to send.

But just as his future seems within reach, tragedy strikes. On his way to school, Roni is the victim of a brutal hit-and-run that leaves him hospitalized and paralyzed from the waist down. His family gathers around his bed in grief, and the dream of Lara seems lost before it can be spoken aloud. Yet even in his broken state, Roni’s spirit remains visible. Commander J’kote visits him in the hospital and affirms that his injuries do not diminish his worth. In a stunning turn, Roni is miraculously healed overnight, rises from his hospital bed, and learns that he has been chosen as the final child to join the mission to Lara.

As the world watches, Roni boards the Laranian vessel alongside other selected children from across Earth. Their departure becomes more than a moment of wonder—it becomes a challenge to civilization itself. J’kote declares that the Laranians bring healing and knowledge not for the benefit of nations, but for mankind, and warns Earth that it has one year to unite as a species or fall into chaos. In that moment, Roni is transformed from a wounded boy shaped by history into a symbol of humanity’s unfinished promise.

At once intimate and epic, Planet of the Races: Episode 3 – When the Sky Called His Name is a story about a Black child from the American South being called into cosmic history, about a mother’s love at the edge of impossible loss, and about a species forced to confront whether its future belongs to division or to peace. It is a novel of pain, transcendence, and hope—where the sky does not simply open, but calls one boy by name, and through him, calls all of humanity to become something greater.
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Prologue
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By the time the Laranians turned their full attention toward Earth, humanity had already split itself into a thousand names and taught each of them how to bleed.

From orbit, the planet was beautiful enough to be forgiven. Blue oceans, white weather, green continents breathing beneath cloud and light. Nothing in its outward form suggested the depth of its confusion. Nothing in the elegance of its turning revealed how fiercely the species below had divided the miracle of its own existence into race, border, language, tribe, flag, and god.

But the Laranians did not study worlds by their beauty.

They studied them by their contradictions.

So they watched.

They watched armies blessing themselves before war. They watched mothers washing children in borrowed water. They watched markets rise and famines spread. They watched men write laws in the language of order while burying mercy beneath procedure. They watched children laugh in ruins. They watched a species capable of music, mathematics, surgery, poetry, and unspeakable cruelty move daily between tenderness and barbarism with almost no understanding of how close those two instincts lived to one another.

For a long time, no one aboard the vessel spoke.

Then J’kote said, “They are not an evil people.”

“No,” said ⨰i⋲. “But they are an unfinished one.”

Below them, Earth rotated in silence.

On one continent, a missile battery changed hands.

On another, a woman sang a baby to sleep.

A boy stood in a Louisiana kitchen listening to grown people talk about bills, history, and all the ways survival makes small plans for the young.

J’kote watched the planet as if listening to something beneath its noise.

“They will not be reached through power,” he said at last.

“Then how?” asked one of the others.

J’kote answered without looking away.

“Through the ones who still know how to become.”

And deep below, on a world that did not yet know it had been measured, the sky kept its silence a little longer.
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Chapter 1:
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Second Contact
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18:22 Zulu Washington DC

B

y dawn, Colonel John J. Braddock was in federal custody, and yet the shape of his damage still seemed to breathe. Even after the suit had failed him, even after the phaser had gone silent, even after the corridors of his private war had cooled into smoke, residue, and unanswerable grief, the machinery he had set in motion remained. Dead men with enough ambition always left behind systems that did not know they had lost their master. Files still existed. Money still moved. Buyers still watched. Networks of procurement, surveillance, black-budget science, and patriotic lying still hummed beneath the surface of the republic, waiting for someone bold enough—or corrupt enough—to inherit the vacancy. Johnson understood that before the sun was fully up. He stood in a secure executive briefing room in Washington, exhausted to the bone and carrying a case file so dense with proof it no longer felt like evidence so much as indictment. Financial transfers. Restricted inventory movement. Command deviations. Falsified incident narratives. Unauthorized weapon trafficking. Surveillance misuse. Internal coercion. Biological targeting. Enough to bury Braddock ten times over, and enough to implicate men who had believed proximity to him would never become discoverable. Johnson had spent his life bringing truth upward through hostile systems. He had never before carried one this heavy.

The president listened in silence. No aides interrupting. No performative outrage. No polished language inserted to make catastrophe sound manageable before it had even been measured. Johnson gave him the whole thing—the AAOR compromise, Braddock’s private market, the blood extraction scheme, the weapons theft, the off-book bidding, the manipulation of witness statements, the use of state power against civilians, and the fact that first contact had come within reach of being translated into profit, violence, and erasure before the country had even found the moral vocabulary to describe what had happened. When he finished, the room held stillness like a wound. The president looked at the stacked evidence, then at Johnson, and seemed to understand in one terrible instant that the scandal was not merely that Braddock had gone rogue. It was that the system around him had proved so eager to cooperate with ambition once ambition learned how to dress itself in national security. Braddock was in custody, yes—but incarcerated men are often most dangerous when their crimes reveal how many living people found them useful. “What does he need?” the president asked at last.

Johnson did not pretend to misunderstand. “Restitution,” he said. “Safe passage. Transparency where possible. And the chance to communicate with his own people before somebody else in this government decides possession is policy.” The president held his gaze a long moment, then nodded once. It was enough. Far from Washington, under protection so discreet it almost felt ceremonial, ⨰i⋲ was reunited with what remained of his life. His ship—long denied, studied, mishandled, and treated by human power as a prize rather than a person’s means of survival—was quietly returned to his custody, along with the rest of his gear, mission instruments, and retained equipment. No press. No triumph. No patriotic staging. Just restitution, finally performed in the only language that mattered: giving back what should never have been taken. The moment his systems came online, the craft woke like memory returning to a body. Inside the vessel, light ran across surfaces no human engineer fully understood. Long-range channels, dormant and sealed during captivity, reopened in layered waves of encoded power. Distress protocols activated. Identification trees confirmed. Mission-loss contingencies cleared themselves one by one. Then the transmission went out—urgent, direct, impossible to mistake. Not a plea exactly. Not panic. A signal of survival, compromise, injury, and location, dispatched across distances human civilization could barely imagine and sent home with the cold precision of a being who had survived long enough to tell his people where the wound had occurred. Lara moved just as quickly. Working with the discipline of someone who understood that seconds now mattered as much as secrecy once had, she assembled every pending report, archived observation, mission note, encrypted memo, and damaged fragment still preserved inside ⨰i⋲’s secure cloud storage. ⨰i⋲ pulled together field records, contact analyses, equipment logs, threat assessments, partial reconstructions, and the hidden trails Braddock had failed to erase completely. Then ⨰i⋲ transmitted the entire packet to the command center of the Laranian Expeditionary Force. What Braddock had tried to monopolize for profit was now moving back into its proper chain: witness, command, response. The answer came with extraordinary speed. At Laranian command, Commander J’kote received the file set, reviewed the distress channel, recognized both the scale of the breach and the personal stakes inside it, and declared that he would personally lead the recovery mission for his nephew, ⨰i⋲. His message to the Americans would be controlled, diplomatic, and deceptively courteous. He requested an urgent audience with the president of the United States and other key world leaders upon arrival, a request that sounded procedural but carried far more weight than anyone in the room first understood. Johnson relayed the message up his chain immediately, and from there it moved with all the speed fear could purchase inside the State Department. He informed the president that a Laranian vessel was already inbound for ⨰i⋲’s retrieval, and that Commander J’kote—minister of extraterrestrial affairs, senior representative, and ⨰i⋲’s uncle—would be arriving personally. Landing coordinates, he explained, would follow shortly to allow for security preparation and diplomatic control, though even as he said it he understood how fragile both words had become. The president’s expression shifted visibly. He looked astonished, yes, but also deeply apprehensive. Braddock’s actions had not been committed against a nameless intruder or a hostile invader. They had been committed against an emissary of what now appeared to be a fundamentally peaceful civilization. If the Laranians chose to read those acts not as rogue misconduct but as policy, then Earth might find itself explaining
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