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J47...Gimble Town, Planet ‘Olympus’.
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“Are you really serious! This dried up desert is Gimble Town? No, there must be some mistake, this is all wrong, where are the buildings, okay, where are the ruins of the buildings. There is nothing here except dried up watercourses, and they have been dried for upwards of a thousand Earth years, look you can see clearly that there are absolutely no remains of colonisation anywhere. There is definitely nothing here!” 

Lieutenant Jenners, a bulky ex-marine of some forty-eight years behind him, who having been wounded on the first of the nuclear wars, back in the end of the twenty-fourth century, who now walked with a very distinct limp, not that this nasty painful wound stopped him from fulfilling the very difficult and tedious task of filling in the form, that gives his name, rank, serial number, and next of kin, that took all of three minutes, then Jenners found himself as a flight lieutenant in the newly formed Asian Space Life Saving Service, or ASLSS, for short. 

Since the decimation of seventy percent of Earth, it had been decided by the New Order, the Honourable Chairman  Linge-Tallo, that it was once again time to recolonise the out world colonise that had occurred nearly fifty years previous. These colonise comprised of ten different planets that had Earth like atmospheres, weather, forms of life which wasn’t harmful to humans. 

The ten planets that met that criteria were all in the delta region of the spiral galaxy that also housed Earth itself. All the planets were given names after Greek monuments, Gods, Temples and tourist places and sites that would be recognisable to anyone left on Earth.

Of course there was J47 – ‘Olympus’, this was the planet that was nearest Earth, but nearer by a mere trillion Earth miles, which in terms of travel time meant just another twenty-four extra minutes of flight. 

Then came J48 – ‘Acropolis’, this was considered to be the finest, lushest, most suitable planet for humans. It came with vast oceans with various islands of lush green land that dotted randomly across the entire planet, in fact they became known as countless islands as no one as yet had accurately managed to ascertain just how many of these islands there are. 

But as the climate was so temperate, very conducive to what humans thought of as paradise. The indigenise animal life was rather clumsy lazy four-legged creatures rather like the giant rat like creatures which once roamed freely along the mighty Amazon River in South America, they were called Capybara, and like their new brothers on Acropolis and ‘Olympus’, they too showed absolutely no fear of invading human life, the creatures on ‘Olympus’ had no clear enemies, with the exception of the shark like fish that swam in the seas, once the animal had mated and offspring were successfully delivered, they gave up their own lives by going out to sea and just disappearing. So, with no predators to be frightened of, they saw these incoming settlers as a perfectly normal occurrence, thus immediately excepting their presence as perfectly natural. 

Sadly, though some of the settlers saw these four-legged rat-like animals as good eating, which soon decimated the rat-like population to a dangerously low extent. 

So much for carefully looking after the indigenous population!

“So, Charles, where is this citadel that was supposedly called Gimble Town? Where are the remains, where are the people, and where are their bones if they are all dead and gone? Is it possible that their remains have been swallowed up by the desert region that is what we are looking at now. Desert, sand and rocks, dust and barren dry nothingness. Speak to me Charles, there must be some explanation, cities just don’t disappear into nothing. So, what is your thoughts on this enigma?”

Captain Charles Lucas had just turned thirty-seven years of age that very day, except on Earth it was almost certainly night, so maybe his birthday was yesterday, or tomorrow, but who cares anyway, neither Charles or Jenners gave a hoot for any birthdays, their own or anyone else’s. 

Charles was a slight man, five feet three inches in his stocking feet, and weighed no more than eight stone. He was prone to illness and had suffered badly on Earth with the filthy pollution and fallout from the two close nuclear wars, which had devastated most of planet Earth. 

Though of course both the men had no memory of the wars as they were both far too young. But in many ways, they were both still suffering from the appalling aftereffects of those tragic events. 

But Charles desperately wanted to answer the questions of what has been or is still going on here on ‘Olympus’.

Charles scratched behind his ear, not that they was an itch or a spot, even a possible insect to create an irritation, it was just a reflex action brought on by being human.

“Let’s take the shuttle and scour the entire planet, there must be something left to indicate that some of the original settlers once resided on this oasis of a planet. One or two, maybe, but several thousand people don’t just no longer exist. There must be remnants somewhere! But to be entirely honest I find this disappearance extraordinary and somewhat spooky, in fact I don’t mind admiring that I feel somewhat vulnerable even as we speak.”

“Yes, I know what you mean. We come to a well settled colony within the Delta Region of the Spiral Galaxy, which has been thriving for upwards of seventy-five Earth years, only to find, well, nothing! Not an iota, no trace of anything living. Well not here in this sector anyway. Let’s get out of here and explore. Yes, you are right it is spooky, and I don’t like that feeling either!”

They flew around the planet three times, but not once did they see any sigh of life as they’d hoped for, or the remains of any past existence. There wasn’t a trace of settlers, or their passing. Not a single building, road or anything that was possibly manufactured remained to be seen. But there was one factor that did show itself, the indigenous plant life was on the most part lush green and flourishing. They knew about the creatures within the oceans, though possibly oceans is to strong a word, they were seas, and seas that never were more than fifty metres deep at the deepest areas, generally between ten and fifteen metres in depth. Though the planet had its fair share of storms, one couldn’t say that the weather patterns were anywhere close to those of Earth, much, much calmer, and as the moon that circles J47 ‘Olympus’ was almost twice as far as Earth’s moon away from the planet, and the fact that it was little more than an orbiting satellite being just roughly one thousand miles across, it had very little effect on the weather, or tidal conditions on J47. The tides seemed to rise and fall every twenty-eight hours, but never more than about one foot anywhere. It was because of the incredibly clement weather and the gently seas that ‘Olympus’ was selected as being suitable for human colonisation.

“Charles, let’s now explore the moon. I know, I know, it’s an incredible long shot but you know the age-old adage about never leaving a stone un-turned. It’ll take us just a few minutes to get there and explore the entire orbiting lump of cheese, so come on let’s get it over and done with!”

“You know as well as me, that we will find nothing.” Charles gave off a long lingering sigh of resignation.

“But okay then, the moon it is.”

It took just four and half minutes to travel the two point four million miles to ‘Homer’, the name given to that once volcanic lump of rock, and two minutes to scan to complete surface.

Again, there was absolutely nothing to indicate that humans had ever stepped foot on the planet. No building, roads, nothing except one small object lying open and empty upon an open stretch of the dusty plain, it was an aged leather suitcase. Quite empty, and though it must have been several hundred years in age, it had the appearance of being new, or at least newish. The leather was quite obviously from a crocodile, and it seemed to shine in the dull sunlight.

Both men were totally aghast with the unexpected realisation that at least once a human had penetrated this wilderness and left a mark to show that they had indeed been there and exercised themselves on the airless surface.   

“Jenners, what do you make of that then?”

“Buggered if I know! But though there is nothing else, this indicates that settlers had once been here for whatever reason!”

He then reflected and finally said to Charles.

“I think we should retrieve the suitcase and try a little Sherlock Holmes. I’ll go get it, give me a breather, it’ll take me no more than two minutes.”

Which it did. Two minutes later back within the cosy warm confines of the shuttle they were both examining the case with a certain amount of caution and trepidation.

“Outside was sunny but freezing cold being possibly two or three centigrade, yet feel this interior, it is positively warm. In fact, it is bordering on being hot. This is crazy, it just doesn’t make any sense. Once darkness descends on this lump of rock it must drop to at least minus forty degrees centigrade, so with the sunlight making the daytime temperature roughly freezing, what the bloody hell makes this suitcase hot, and for goodness’ sake, oh my it’s getting hotter.”

Then to the abject horror of both men it happened.

That crocodile leather suitcase, started to expand and ever so gradually turned back into what I once was, a fifteen-foot-long snarling crocodile. Both men leapt backwards, Charles falling over the pilot’s seat and Jenners falling over Charles. Both men gave out a startled scream, but the creature just opened its large mouth showing its rows and rows of rather foul-smelling teeth, and horror upon horror it was salivating, and its red eyes pierced through them both straight into their very hearts.

But though extremely menacing, it didn’t move. It could have destroyed them both there and then, but it didn’t. After a minute which to Charles and Jenners seemed to be an hour, the creature didn’t speak, but there were sounds that they heard, they both heard words coming from it clearly, but within their brains.

“I was a living breathing creature, with great expectations of becoming a mother and raising a brood of my own babies, until I was savagely shot, skinned and made into a bloody awful looking suitcase, but the creatures you named aliens as in your thoughts have revived me, I am whole again, and you gentlemen are going to take me back to ‘Olympus’ where I shall finally have my brood of babies and create a new crocodile species on ‘Olympus’.”

A sort of frightening thunderous sound echoed through both men’s beings. 

“If either of you try anything stupid, I will of course eat you both. Now we have cleared that up, please raise yourselves from your tangled state and get this craft back to the planet. I have at least two centuries to catch up on.”

Jenners very gradually got his nerve back and though now seated within the pilot’s seat, he spun it around so as to converse with the said crocodile.

“Err, may I ask you a question?”

The creature hadn’t once moved from the stance it made when first re-incarnating, so the answer once again came from within both men’s brains.

“Ask away, though I don’t profess to know all about the goings on here, and I am guessing it is some sort of history that you want to know, am I right?”

“Well, er. Yes, you are right. But before I ask the question please allow me to explain our presence here on what we call ‘Olympus’. Firstly, we have names and mine is Captain Charles Lucas, I am thirty-seven years of age according to earth time, I lived in a small settlement just outside of the huge city that was once called Peking, now known as Preckiston. My friend and colleague here, is known as Lieutenant Jenners, or just Jenners, nobody has as far as I am aware asked him his entire name, so Jenners is who he answers too. Jenners also came from Trembleton, very close to Preckiston in fact we lived less than one Earth mile away from one another. We are members of the ASLSS, which means the Asian Space Life Saving Service, and our quest is to understand why there has been no contact with any of the settlers that came here to this planet years ago. We need to know if there is still a chance that there are some alive, or if they have all passed away! But what has baffled us is why there is absolutely no remaining traces of their ever being here on the planet we have called ‘Olympus’. In fact, with all due respect to your good self, you as a suitcase on that far off moon is the only trace we have found of any alien existence other than the local indigenous inhabitants, not that there is any trace of those too. We haven’t come here to cause troubles to you or the creatures that really evolved along with the planet, we wish to find information concerning our past colleagues, that is all!”

“Well Charles Lucas, you didn’t kill me, and I am guessing you or Jenners didn’t have anything to do with me being turned into an extravagant rather trashy looking suitcase, then left to freeze on that dry uninviting moon, not that I was aware of anything then as I do now. I remember being chased by men in a boat after I had caught a large fish to eat, and that was in a very long rather polluted river. They thrust a long pointed metal spear like thing into me, and that was my last thought before being awoken a couple of hours ago. So, please you two relax I will be needing you for information so treat me with respect and I will do the same to both of you. Does that sound fair?”

“Very fair, I must admit I was rather scared at the prospect of being your first meal since your long sleep. So, what do we call you? Do you want a name?”

“Well now, what shall you both call me, mmm! What about Croc! Crocodile is too long, by the time one has said it, one has forgotten what one was going to say in the first place. Yes, Croc, that will do fine!”

“Well Croc, not only do you have a name now, but two new friends to speak to and get to know. Though, aren’t you hungry, it must be over a hundred years since you last ate. We have some very nice simulated chicken. Would you like to try some?”

“Food, mmm, yes please! I have no memory of eating, but my tummy area does feel strange, and I am guessing that it is hunger that I am feeling.”  

Charles was first to run to the galley and retrieve a plate full of simulated chicken pieces. Charles took the plate and its contents to Croc, then without saying anything he deposited the contents straight into the animal’s wide-open mouth. Croc closed his jaws with an almighty smack, and the chicken for that split second, which was within its mouth went down the gullet and straight into an empty but inviting stomach. 

For the first time since taking that stance with it jaw ajar, Croc rolled his or her eyes, looking directly at Charles, it almost seemed to smile. Then the voice appeared once more within both the men’s heads.

“My oh my! That was really rather tasty, is there any more?”

“Well I would guess that I could rustle up another portion or two, what about trying some bread rolls. I honestly don’t think crocodiles eat cereal based food, but for us humans bread rolls assist in making a meal a special aspect of life’s rich pageantry, er, if you know what I mean!”

“Well Charles, I’m for trying anything at this time so bring it on. Maybe Jenners and your good self will join me in this interesting repast?”

“I’ll ask him!”

He paused then shouted at the top of his voice.
“Croc wants to know if you and I would like to join him in sharing some food, interested?”
“Great, I am hungry. Have we any Chinese beer left?”

So there you have it, after just seven minutes the two men from Earth and one crocodile, rescued from a distant moon called ‘Homer’, back on its way to J47 ‘Olympus’, were sitting around feeding a very friendly crocodile with chicken pieces and buttered bread rolls, and swishing down copious amounts of Chinese rice and barley beer. The ship had landed thirty minutes before but none of the above gave a damn. They had landed very close to a rather toxic green looking inland sea, the green was algae which had developed through the heat of the sun, just like it would on Earth, some things just happen anywhere, it really is part of nature’s way of keeping order throughout the entire Universe. Algae means that sunlight creates life, and millions of years means that life evolves into more complex forms of life. If a planet has the right environment, such as carbon-monoxide, and water, then life will develop, and it does just that on trillions of planets.

Back on the ship, Jenners had now fallen into a deep dreamless sleep. Charles was looking for more beer, and Croc was wondering why he had a pain in his head. Other than that, all was well on planet ‘Olympus’.
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The search for life
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Charles now quite sober, was the first to realise that they had landed to ship at least eight hours previous, to which yawning, stretching his aching limbs back into some sort of life, rather seemed like a good idea. He rubbed his eyes, got some grit out of his left eye, and at that point realised that he and his two sleeping companions had missed the landing by several hours. 

Charles was extremely tired, and feeling more than a little frail, but without waking the other two, he went to the airlock door, knowing that there was breathable air outside just waiting to be sucked into his lungs. He opened the door and stood ready to survey the scene. Once again he yawned, stretched his arms wide, then rubbed his eyes, then jumped back in true amazement, for there in front of him was a wonderous vista, trees blossoming, wild flowers in all shades of colour were sweeping across the meadows and far into the hills, in the long far distant countryside. On his left side was a proper road, which obviously was there for some sort of transport. Then there were low lying buildings to be seen, but where were the inhabitants. 

He then turned to his right, and those beautiful meadows once again sprang forth showing incredible colours. Tears started to roll down his cheeks; his thoughts were that maybe they had landed on another part of the planet or come to that another planet altogether. ‘No, that can’t be possible, the ships brain wouldn’t make those sorts of mistakes. What the hell is going on!’ 

Then he saw the inland sea, it sparkled as the sunlight glistened on the water’s surface. A very large whale sized creature leapt high out of the brine and into the air for a second before crashing back down creating a mini tsunami. Charles laughed as he witnessed this phenomenon, he felt life was bursting forth before his very eyes, and he was in a euphoric state of bliss.

He turned about and ran to the other two to waken them, he needed witnesses just to show he wasn’t still asleep. 

“Jenners, Croc, wake up I have a very exciting surprise for you both. Come on clear your eyes and follow me.”

With a certain understandable reluctance the two roused themselves and proceeded to follow Charles back to the airlock.

“There you go! We have come back to paradise.”

All three stood there, well two anyway, the third was lying but could see what was being shown. Then gradually everything started to disappear and take on that dirty dead look, with no trees or plants, no buildings, and water that was glistening with green algae instead of pure water, this slimy green brine looked what it was, toxic and lifeless except for the algae.

It was once again Charles who was the first to react.

“What the bloody hell is going on. Are we seeing things as they were, or are thing being manipulated deliberately to confuse us three?”

Jenners was somewhat crestfallen as that display of paradise was returning so quickly to Dantes Inferno. And Croc showed signs of real heartbreak, but the nearest he got to crying was the membranes over his eyes went up and down, then side to side almost at the speed of light, and sadly now he had also gone back to that comatose state that they found him in, just before he excepted the two of them as potential friends. His mouth and jaw were agape, his eyes were twitching rapidly, and his tail seemed to shudder quite severely. Croc was the one who needed peace and calm and a certain amount of stability within his new existence more than Charles and Jenners, after all it not that often a creature is resurrected having been tagged and labelled after being used and then abandoned, and what was worse, he was abandoned as a measly suitcase, but worst still, it was on a far distant unwelcoming moon. One could quite easily see how upsetting that might be!

“Well now, we have all experienced a very interesting phenomena, I thought I was dreaming at first, but then you two witnessed it first-hand too. But should we really be surprised, a planet that somehow manages to resurrect a crocodile from an aging crocodile suitcase, one would have thought that as being either the work of the devil, or a miracle by our creator, either way it has to be the greatest experience I have ever witnessed in my entire existence, well anyway within my short life. So a planet that has the power to resurrect something that has been dead for possibly a couple of hundred years, surely has the power to change its own appearance. Jenners, Croc, I personally think it is time to explore this orb more thoroughly and get some answers to some of our questions. If the original Earth settlers are dead for some reason, then maybe, just maybe we can get them resurrected along with the possibility of allowing further settlers to come and bring some interesting new concepts and ideas to ‘Olympus’, so my two buddies, what say we go exploring?”

It was agreed that they should answer a few questions that are continuously going around within the heads of the two Earthmen. Croc wasn’t so bothered about answering puzzling worries, he just wanted to know, firstly why he was brought back from his long sleep, if he come she, would be able to produce eggs containing babies, she wasn’t sure whether she was a he, or vice versa, but he knew that the she within him wanted desperately to produce offspring, see his youngsters develop and produce further young, thus keeping the species alive and thriving. Croc also wanted to thank whomever, for bringing life back into he or she, this at least was better in its eyes than the alternative.

Both Charles and Jenners
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