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Prologue

In this fourth book of the Domino Sagas, another hominin species, who had traveled from their distant planet called Ahmantec, desired to locate their lost descendants. Their world had almost been destroyed two thousand years ago. Many who had escaped their home planet, settled on their moon, Dorbi, and the third planet from the sun, Pentabi. Some inhabitants, who left their solar system, whether by accident or on purpose, were thought to have perished.

Two hundred years ago the new Dorbian ahmans returned to their decontaminated planet. Their governments and social structure by now had changed. Those ahmans who were designated as lost had not received the current benefits of the controlling implants.

During the interview with the humans on Mars, one of the reporters had this exchange.


“Did all ahmans make it to your moons and Pentabi?” Olivia Crane interjected.

“Most of us did, a few missed their trajectory and overshot out of our solar system. Their supplies were low and they probably perished,” Poppi conjectured.

“So, you don’t know,” Olivia added.

- Similar But Not the Same.


What happens when family members are separated? Do their ideals and way of life change? Will all be accepted? What happens when those of intelligence or resources subjugate others that are different than themselves?

For the benefit of my readers, scenes with the aliens speaking ahmanese to one another shall be written in English and also when speaking in the presence of the humans.

.


Chapter 1 - Jennifer and Robert

The novelty of marriage in the twenty-fifth century was a momentous event on Mars. Jennifer Ross served as a private and assistant to Major Holbrook in the Mars Space Station. Robert Bender, in astrophysics, worked in Communications. They had decided to marry on the red planet amid the greatest news Earth had ever had. Contact with another species outside their solar system. 

Not only did the wedding bring most of the station personnel together for the ceremony, but it also attracted many curious aliens who wanted to know what all the fuss was about. The couple’s friends, Alice Carone and Olivia Crane, helped make the festivities special. They wanted to show how important this occasion was to their new friends. Alice worked on Mars before the aliens arrived, and the reporter, Olivia, interviewed the strangers, who called themselves ahmans.

The alien travelers, taking this all in, were impressed. This tradition was more than their standard contract between ahmans.

Now, they were flying out of the solar system as the first humans in space.

—-

Today, a crowd of people stood in line in the small ship cafeteria. Robert picked up Jennifer’s meal along with his while she found a place they could sit.

Jennifer pressed her finger against their viewing portal by their table, “Look at that, Robert,” she said. “It’s Enceladus. Isn’t it beautiful?” 

He nodded at the ice-covered moon of Saturn as their ship slowed. At three hundred and ten miles across, a probe from their ship penetrated the surface to retrieve water into their processing tanks. 

Robert placed his arm around her waist. “Do you think we did the right thing?” he asked. His dark hair had grown longer and styled in the ahman shag style to fit in with his co-workers, even though he was shorter in stature than the average ahman.

“A little too late now, my love. Yes, I truly believe we did the right thing. We are making human history, and from our observations, our species will travel the stars just like the ahmans do,” Jennifer replied with enthusiasm.

“I got a message from Mike Carone and the Major, a lot of excitement just happened.”

“Oh, everyone okay, I hope,” she replied, taking a bite out of some sweet citrus fruit.

“Yes, just some lunatic trying to steal a shuttle to Earth. Luckily, a detective from Arizona got to him in time.”

“Anything about Alice or the ahmans?”

“It just said, Alice and her cat, Frederick, are fine, but Mike did write about an ahman domee that accidentally went to the Moon and back.” 

“I hope the ahman child is all right. How could that happen, and did the Major know?”

“The Major didn’t know about it until the domee was on its way back. A service guard troop was taking the ahman killer to be detained on the Moon, and somehow Penda was on board. He also asked that we not discuss this with anyone. Oops.”

“My lips are sealed, but I’ll have to write Alice to get more details,” Jennifer pointed out.

“Suit yourself, I’m hungry. Better dig in, or we will be late for the next shift.”

They finished their meal, and Robert kissed her in front of the ahmans. He didn’t care.

Jennifer smiled and rose to leave.

Today, Jennifer had her first lesson in preparing ahman food in the cafeteria for the captain’s crew. Cooking wasn’t much different than putting together human food, just less fat in their cloned meats with unusual seasonings. After she spent an hour in class, she headed on down to the mid-level café.

—-

The ahmans came from a five-planet solar system where the aliens of five species were still in the process of repairing their planet almost destroyed by wars. Escaping to their moons and another planet to survive, the ahmans acquired experience in building off-world shelters. These people had become explorers outside their solar system, and in the process, had found three other hominin cultures. To their dismay, the aliens did not find anyone who had evolved as they had or at their level of technology.

When the discovery of the humans happened, three ahman ships set off into the human solar system to discover, to study, and to set up a base station for their migratory flights. The five species of ahmans decided to use an interview format to inform the humans about themselves, revealing the dual sex nature of the aliens. When one of the ships was ready to leave from Mars for deep space exploration, they were surprised that two of the humans wanted to come with them into space with no hope of returning.

Jennifer and Robert had thought over their future before their marriage, and when they decided to leave on the next alien ship, they met resistance head-on. Robert and Jennifer believed that the first humans in deep space would be a benefit for mankind. Their friends Alice Morgan and Major Holbrook tried to dissuade them to no avail.


“Robert, and Jennifer, this is a big step for you, an enormous step, I would say. Knowing you, Robert, I am sure you have reviewed all the possibilities for this endeavor. So I will go down a list to see what your responses would be. First food, the ahman food is quite different.” Alice argued.


Robert and Jennifer presented a good case to leave, and with the permission of the ahmans and the reluctance of Major Holbrook, they were given the okay.

Alice and Mike met them on the outgoing ship, the Mi-Reeia, to say their good-byes. A few days later, from the observation deck of the receiving terminal, they watched their friend’s ship and the other two relief ships rise, lighting the blue cast sky to space unknown.

The lift-off from the Ahman base camp in Galle Crater was gradual as the ships rose through the thin atmosphere. After they left Mars, daily work inside the ahman ships continued.

—-

The next morning, Jennifer and Robert prepared for their workday.

“You’ll be in engineering today?” Jennifer asked, zipping up her yellow uniform for her day working in the galley.

“Yes, why don’t we meet for lunch in the mid-level café room?” Robert wore blue for his assignment in engineering.

“Do you know what your assignment will be?” she asked.

“I have to hurry. I’m going to learn water retrieval while docked at Saturn’s icy moon, Enceladus, to fill the ship's water tanks.”

“Sounds exciting. I’ll see you at lunchtime?” she asked, kissing him on the lips. 

“As far as I know,” he said as he encircled his arms around her. He drew her closer in a passionate embrace, leaving her breathless.

—-

On the way toward the outer edges of the solar system, the ahman ships of the Mi-Reeia, the To-Carbel, and the Gamidar stopped at the frozen moon of Enceladus. This was one of the six largest moons of Saturn, where over one hundred water geysers eject into space. As soon as the ahmans filled their water tanks, the ships continued to Titan, the largest moon of Saturn, holding vast seas of methane. Here, the ahmans stopped to replenish their fuel supplies. Titan, a little larger than Mercury, has a diameter of 3200 miles.

Refilling took about three days. Once completed, the ship's accelerated technology propelled them toward Pluto, taking a total of five months since they had left Mars. The small rocky orb, once called Earth’s ninth planet, is two-thirds the size of Earth’s moon with mountains of ice and sweeping plains of sand. 

Their ship arrived just in time to see the little known Sedna dwarf planetoid on its elliptical orbit around the human sun as it passed through the Kuipler Belt. Sedna is about the same size as Pluto. The ahmans decided to study the planetoid afar as they veered away out of the encompassing Oort cloud containing many icy rocks and asteroids. On they flew into deep space, passing Eris, Pluto’s twin dwarf planet in the Kuiper Belt. From their position, Eris was out of view by the angle of their trajectory.

Poppi from the ship, Gamidar, signaled their good-byes and headed for the planet Ahmantec. The perops were one of the five species of ahmans, which included the piathians, the phermians, the ahdoolians, and the ahs.

—-

Several days later, Robert and Jennifer entered the cafeteria. As they looked around for a place to sit, Jennifer noticed someone she knew.

“Look, Robert, there’s Nanki. Let’s go over and say 'hello,’ Jennifer said as she motioned toward their table. Other seated ahmans who were having their assignment discussions glanced at the humans for a moment, and then resumed their conversations.

“Hi Nanki, may we sit with you for a few minutes?” Robert said as they arrived at the table where Poppi’s offspring sat with another ahman perops. A robotic server rolled over and deposited Nanki’s meal on the table, and returned to its position by the food bar.

“Oh yes, please do, this is my co-worker, Fatell,” Nanki introduced. “Fatell, these are the two humans I have been telling you about, Robert and Jen.” Nanki preferred to use the shortened form of Jennifer’s name.

“Is your room satisfactory? How is the gravity? Is the temperature all right?” Nanki asked the two.

“Yes, on all accounts, very nice,” Jennifer responded.

“So Robert, what work are you assigned to?” Fatell asked.

“Right now I’m doing light duty in astrophysics engineering, and you?”

“We are training to be educators for our young. I must excuse myself, it is time for me to return to duty,” Fadell explained, rising to the ahman height of six-foot-nine.

“I have to leave too. I’ll walk out with you,” Robert offered.

“Do you have to go, Nanki?” Jennifer asked the perop.

“No, I have another hour to spend,” the ahman replied, taking a small bite from a wrapped beef concoction. “Hmm, this is good. Tastes like our cabo meat.”

“I’m glad you like it. Robert made sure we transported our learner meats in exchange for our travel expenses. It has a higher concentration of protein than our cattle on Earth.”

“What is your assignment today, Jen?”

“I’ll return to the galley to learn more about how to prepare your food. It has been interesting. Have you heard from Poppi yet?” Jennifer asked.

“Yes, Poppi seemed excited to be going home and should be birthing another little one. I’m excited to have a new sibling. Have you heard about Dobi and Nommi’s child on Mars?”

“Yes, we have. It seems that Penda happened to be on board that shuttle, traveling to the moon. Luckily, with some help from a couple of men, a cook, and a policeman, the domee was returned safe and sound to Mars. But don’t tell any humans about it.”

“I won’t. Anything else?”

“Alice told me Dobi is thinking of having a child,” Jennifer said. “Other than that, I don’t know much more. I’d better text Alice before we are too far away.”

“If I were Penda, I might have been scared and yet excited at the prospect of going to your Moon.”

“I sent a reply to my friend, Alice. She’ll fill me in.”

“Dobi having a child,” Nanki continued, “It is hard to believe, but it was bound to happen. Don’t worry about the distance. We are able to relay signals through the beacons we have placed for our explorers along the way,” replied Nanki, taking another bite.

The two talked on for another twenty minutes and then took their leave to begin their shift work. Nanki studied under the ahman parent, Poppi, on the ship’s computer systems. As interesting as this was to the fifteen-year-old ahman, this domee wanted to see new worlds and new inhabitants.

—-

One of Nanki’s best friends was a Lanikia. They had met when they were quite young while they were boarding their first time flight to Earth. The phirmiam, another species younger than Nanki, became distraught after being separated from its parent at such a young age. Nanki calmed the little one down at the time.

“How has it been working with the humans on Mars?” Lanikia asked during their shift. 

Nanki picked a small grasping tool with three of its four-fingered hand. “They are all right, a little emotional, but intelligent. Hand me that beam light.”

Lanikia passed the tool to the Nanki. “What happened in the human Mars station? We heard there was a ruckus?”

“I’m not sure. Some humans became sick, I guess, he tried to hurt people. Penda was so courageous.”

“I heard later the man died later of wounds.”

“Yes, as it should be, but it wasn’t due to anything Penda did. Well, I’m done for now. How are you coming along?”

“I’m almost done. Want to meet in the meal room later?”

“Yes, I am becoming hungry.”

—-

In another part of the ship, LiDel, the librarian, was busy cataloging additional information about the humans when the door alert on the desk beeped. The ahman pressed a small button. “Yes?” 

“Historian, may I enter?” asked the Captain.

“Of course,”

Captain Bartu, a stocky piathian, walked through the open archway and selected one of the chairs in LiDel’s office.

“I wanted to hear from you what progress has been made on the human’s evolutionary path.”

“From what we have been able to glean from their history, they did develop from two separate sexes. Like our history, where many species came and went, this current one is the only human species left.”

“Since they do not wear implants, do you think they will comply with our protocols and taboos?”

“That, my friend, you will have to discuss with ChaDel, who is more familiar with their psychology than I. Personally, these two have a calm temperament and don’t seem erratic in their thought process.”

“Captain, I haven’t seen you at a Gathering in some time,” LiDel commented, changing the subject.

“No, not since my RayDa died. I just don’t wish to think about that one for now, maybe in a few years after I have returned to Ahmantec,” the Captain stated with sadness at the memory of an accident on Dorbi that took the companion’s life.

“I’ll be fine, lots of discoveries to keep me busy. I’d better go now,” the Captain said, desiring to evade this discussion while heading toward the door.

“Think about another companion, Ser,” the historian addressed the Captain in the formal manner ahmans do toward one who had created offspring. 

“We shouldn’t live alone,” LiDel offered, noticing the nod from the commander as the ship’s leader left the room.
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​Chapter 2 - Arret
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Unknown to the traveling ahmans on the outer spiral of the Milky Way galaxy labeled Orion’s Arm by the humans, was a small solar system. This spiral around an older star contained four orbiting planets, two were small and two were twice as large. One of the small planets at 1595km across was too close to its sun to accommodate any life between 2500 and 3500 Kelvin degrees or more and covered with numerous craters. 

The second planet in orbit at 7830km in diameter appears to be rocky and desolate at first glance, soon revealed few lands of green and rivers of blue. The third reddish planet could be seen on this day at sunset reflecting its colorant blush. Though it is 7020 km across, this planet seems magnified by the dense atmosphere on the second planet as if to appear one could almost touch it. The last outer planet, 1100km, was small and marked by craters like its twin near the sun except this one was icy cold.

The second planet from the sun was old. Seas were calm, volcanoes became silent thousands of years ago, and mountains were nothing more than rolling hills exposing the jagged rocks beneath. Winds whipped the flat areas until they dissipated against the hills. The sun was weak, leaving a slight yellowish cast against the sky. No evidence had been discovered of any intelligent species of the past or present that had ever roamed its soil until two thousand years ago when the phirmian ahmans arrived. The only species found to inhabit this small rocky planet were small rodents, birds, hooved animals, and feathered lizards.

The homid inhabitants were latecomers. They had fled their home planet after its destruction by conflicts and poison. Their ancestors hoped to follow others to Ahmantec’s nearest moon, Dorbi, but their trajectory was inaccurate. Star hopping through the galaxy, hoping they could find a planet for one hundred and eighty people, they found Arret in time as their supplies became sparse.

The planet’s atmosphere was breathable, one-fourth of the lands were fertile enough to farm. The leaders, unable to locate other people that might be occupying the planet who would prevent them from staying, settled in to survive on this dry land.

For two thousand years the phirmian ahmans, one of five species of ahmans who had left after the Final Conflict on Ahmantec, settled, farmed, and worked in the coal and mineral mines to survive. Ahmans evolutionary design, whether by spatial disruptions, lack of sexual accesses, competitive advantages, or environmental changes, were dual sexual beings that procreated every six months with each other or by internal cloning.

Many ahmans had diverged to rare fertile lands, expanding to other lands to create their own chiefdoms. Over the decades and centuries, ideologies and beliefs altered between the settlers across the planet. Those remaining in the largest fertile lands and valleys called themselves Petrolians after their founding ship’s leader, Captain Petro. They worked hard and prospered from the grain fields, the mines, and the forest resources. As they became successful they hired unrefined ahman workers from nearby tribes. They created villages with houses instead of tents and grass huts built by the working people. Soon this rocky planet of Arret was about to meet another transformation.
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​Chapter 3 - Deep Space
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Through the depths of space, beyond the gravitation pull of the human sun, the Mi-Reeia and the To-Cabel sped into the blackness, passing the silent, frozen outer planets beyond Pluto. Prior to the ahmans initial arrival, two robotic landers were sent from Earth, and another was placed on Pluto’s moon, Nix, ten years ago. The other landed on the tidally locked rocky moon, Charon. A year after the aliens had set up their base on Mars, the space sentry from Earth landed on Nix. The ahman ships, by now, had traveled three and a half billion miles from Mars.

“Attention everyone, if you are able, please look out the starboard side to view the satellite from Earth. This was the first satellite that discovered us as we entered the solar system.”

“Look, Jen,” Robert said. It’s the Adventurer, and the ship still appears to be operational!” They watched a small red blinking light on its underside.

“Shall we wave?” Jennifer suggested, feeling impulsive.

“Yes,” Robert agreed, turning to all who were watching through their portholes. “Everyone, wave at the satellite.”

Everyone did, and whether the Adventurer took pictures, no one will know for months to come. The Mi-Reeia circled the small space device to make sure the ship could be viewed before migrating on into the darkness.

Seven months later, after the ahman ships lifted off from Mars, Corey Welch, the new man in the Telcom room of the Mars Space Station, just gazed at the monitor to see the ahman ship pass by the Adventurer satellite.

“Hey, Joe, come look at this.”

Joe Young, his co-worker, leaned over from his viewing position to peer at Corey’s screen.

“Are those people waving?”

“Yes, the Adventure caught it. I forgot which ship Robert and Jennifer were on. I can’t see the faces real well, wait a minute. Isn’t that Robert Bender, the fifth window from the left?”

“Could be,” was all Corey could utter.

—-
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Blasting into the vacuum of dark space, the three ahman space crafts soared with speed so phenomenal it almost reached the speed of light. The ahmans two thousand two-thousand-year technology over the humans gave them this advantage. They only slowed down to refuel on hydrocarbon gas planets and passing asteroids.

“Look, Jen,” Robert said, pointing to the withdrawal hose extending from the side of the ship. “Isn’t this amazing? Think about what we could accomplish out here with all this fuel.”

Inside the ship’s aft, gas tanks compressed close to two million liters. This was enough to contain fuel to heat the air in their ship and warm their water for washing. The probes in the tanks were designed to detect within ten milliseconds if overheating occurred. If that happened from a breach or control malfunction, the tank would be jettisoned into space before destroying the ship.

“Yes, we could,” she responded.

Jennifer Bender’s work assignment focused on the physical application of plants for eating and the making of cloth, but today she didn’t feel too well. Maybe, the fast pull of the gravitational force by which the ships traveled, or it could have been one of those different ahman dishes she sampled, or worse. “I hope I didn’t catch a disease with no cure out here in the middle of nowhere,” she thought.

“Is that another anti-nausea pill you are taking?” Robert asked, noticing his wife beginning to swallow the pill.

“Yes, maybe it is something I ate,” she said, deciding to wait before taking the medicine for now. “Maybe I’ll just go and lie down for a while. Oh, and would you feed Huxley and Fatina?” 

The two cloned kittens chased each other around in circles on the floor. Jennifer and Robert became their charges after they were conceived from the cloning of Alice’s cat’s tail. Alice Carone, who worked on Mars, lost her cat through the air ductwork system under construction through the adjoining tunnel to the ahman base. When the cat was found, after scaring several ahmans, the aliens took a sample.

“Don’t you worry about those two. You go and get a checkup. I don’t want you to take any chances. Go see the doctor right now.”

“Yes, dear, I’ll go,” she conceded, walking toward their cabin door. Like most women, she felt she could tough it out, but when her stomach became queasy again, she was glad Robert made her go.

“I can go with you if you like.”

“No, your shift is starting, I’ll be all right. Love you,” she said, kissing him on the lips and turning to go.

Jennifer left and headed down the white, rounded hallway with foam-covered handrails. She then took the lifting platform down one level to the doctor’s office. She started to feel a little better before the elevator moved, but now the wave of nausea was too much.

She arrived in the foyer of the doctor’s office and pressed a small buzzer on the wall to summon a medical ahman.

“Your name and the nature of your problem?” asked an impassionate voice behind the speaker.

“This is Jennifer Bender. I’m not feeling well. Is the doctor available?”

Within a few seconds, because of who she was, a medic arrived and led her to the doctor’s exam room. There, the ahman nurse guided her to sit on the edge of a long ten-foot table built for the taller ahmans.

The medic examined her eyes and took her pulse. “Wait here a moment, and I will get the doctor,” the ahman said.

After a short wait in the cool white walled room, the doctor arrived carrying a small tablet. “Hmm, so how long have you felt like this, Jennifer?” Doctor Ken-eye asked her. The piathian doctor stood higher than two meters with light sandy hair swept straight back. She could tell the ahman appeared older than her.

“Just this week.”

“And your last season was when?”

Jennifer froze. “When was it?” She asked herself.

“Uh, maybe almost two months. I forgot in the excitement of leaving Mars. I’m due for my birth control shot.”

Doctor Ken-eye drew some blood from her lower arm

“Let me take one more test just to make sure,” the doctor replied, leaving the room with a small amount of collected blood.

When he returned, she could tell by the look on the doctor’s face what was about to be said.

“My dear, you are pregnant,” the light-haired piathian doctor responded, smiling.

“Oh,” was all she could say as her excitement rose, then, “I guess I’d better tell Robert, and thank you, doctor, thank you so much!”

Jennifer received the medicine the doctor gave her to help with her morning sickness and returned to her cabin. There she was greeted by Fatina and Huxley, who were staring at her as she walked in. 

“Well, don’t you two look innocent,” she remarked. Wanting to tell someone about her news, she gathered the two kittens into her arms and sat down in the recliner. “Guess what, we are going to have a baby.”

“Mew, Yeow,” they replied in unison.

—-
[image: ]


Onward the ships traveled, passing nebulae from stars birthing to those in their death throes. Soon, the ahmans detected a dwarf planet with huge amounts of uranium. The Mi-Reeia and the To-Carbel entered orbit to deposit mining anbots down to the planet’s surface. Drilling loosened the rocky soil, causing the material to scatter upward through the thin atmosphere. A scooping machine, which hovered above, captured the valuable mineral into its cargo bay. When capacity is reached, anbots shot up with propellants and entered the gathering machine above. One by one, the drones rose back to the waiting ships to be steered into a docking bay. The mechanism within the holding receptacles, compressed by extreme pressure, packed the uranium into solid transportable cakes, which moved onto a conveying system into the storage hold of the ship.

When needed, these compressed fuel cakes are fed into their fusion engine for propelling speeds and defense when required.

—-
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On her way to work one morning, Jennifer noticed a parade of ahmans heading to the rear of the ship. They entered a huge auditorium used for events such as Gatherings or physical ball games. One of her co-workers, Raysli, a piathian, was walking toward her.

“What’s going on? A Gathering?” she asked.

“Hello, Jennifer. No, the Gamidar ship is leaving us to return to Ahmantec. We are coming together to wish them a safe voyage home. Come join us.”

Since everyone seemed to be going, she fell in step behind the crowd. They arrived about the time each ahman on board from the other ship would show their face in front of a monitor transmitted to the remaining ships, and to say their goodbyes. No one knew when they would see each other again. Many from Jennifer’s ship, the Mi-Reeia, transmitted back their countenance in return. It was Poppi’s turn to show off the new little one born six months prior. The child was named Dobiki after the perop’s close friend and helpmate who remained on Mars.

“Thanks for letting me watch this. It’s amazing that your people do this,” Jennifer exclaimed.

“You would do the same for your people, would you not?” Raysli asked, “After all, we all waved at your satellite rounding Pluto.

“Yes, you’re right, we did. I suppose we would if we had many shuttles going to places unknown, but on Earth, no one waves to vehicles on the road when they pass each other.” 

“Space is a dangerous place, and our people may not meet again if ever for a long time,” Raysli said.

—-
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Jennifer, now eight months pregnant, had to make sure she held onto the wall’s handrails for balance when the ship would rock from solar winds. Comments ensued after she had passed by concerned ahmans, “Do you think she will be all right, walking around?” One alien asked another.

“Why does it take humans so long to birth a child? We only take sixty to ninety days at the most,” another whispered.

Today in the reading room, Jennifer was having a hard time keeping her eyes open as she scrolled the electronic pad before her. She had a difficult night trying to sleep before, and now, in the comfortable reclining chair, she felt the universe wash away into dreams when a sudden, exploding noise shook the room, causing her to slide out of the chair to the floor. At first, she couldn’t fathom what had happened until a passing perops, who had seen her fall, ran over to assist her.

“Are you all right?”

“I think so, what happened?” She inquired, still feeling shaky.

“I’m not sure. You need to go to the doctor to be checked out. Can you stand?” The ahman wanted to know. Reaching out its hands for support, Jennifer took hold.

“Yes, I can if you would hold me steady. Thanks, oh, I don’t feel so good.”

“Hurry, we must go.” The perops assisting her called another ahman over to help, and with both ahmans holding each of her arms, they guided her down to the doctor’s office.

—-
[image: ]


The control room of the ship was a series of noises and whistles as a multitude of panel lights continued to blink on and off as the experienced crew tried their best to maintain the support systems.

“Helm, what is your reading?” Captain Bartu of the Mi-Reeia shouted.

“Section eight has lost pressure but has been sealed off. The repair crew is on their way, ser.”

“And the severity of the damage?”

“We are in luck, sir; the inner shell has not been breached. I won’t have a report on the outer skin until our crew can evaluate it.”
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​Chapter 4 - Exam
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Jennifer made it to the doctor’s office, when one of the ahmans helping her called out for the doctor or the assistant in charge.

One of the perops shouted as soon as they entered the doctor’s outer office. “We need the doctor, the human woman fell!” The phirmian assistant took over and helped Jennifer to a chair.

The doctor came out to see what the fuss was and approached the woman.

“Are you able to walk without assistance?”

“Maybe, but I’m still a little shaky.” She leaned in closer to whisper, “Doctor, I think my water broke on the way here.”

“All of you help this woman get into my exam room now!” The other ahmans could tell that the doctor appeared worried.

“Now, I want just Joni, my assistant, to stay; the rest of you can leave.”

“Doctor, please save my baby!” Jennifer wailed.

“Now, try to relax. It will help your child.”

After examining her and muttering ‘hmm’ several times, the doctor waved the assistant aside and looked into Jennifer’s blue eyes.

“Your baby is fine. You may have lost a small amount of fluid, but everything seems intact. From now on, I want you to stay in your cabin, preferably in bed or in a reclining chair. In the meantime, I will send someone over to keep your muscles strong and make sure you are following my orders.” 

“Thank you, doctor.”

“Without an implant, I’m going to stress no impulsive behaviors, no matter what.”

“Yes, Ser,” Jennifer replied.

“Uh, Joni,” Ken-eye ordered, “please, return Mrs. Bender to her cabin.”

The assistant lowered the exam bed and rolled it out of the room and down the hallway. Jennifer felt so small on the huge wheeling stretcher.

Robert, who was instructed to go to his cabin after the damage had been reported, was surprised to see his wife being rolled into their cabin.

“What happened?” he asked. “Are you all right?”

“Yes, Robert, I’m okay. I just saw the doctor, and he wants me to rest. The baby is also fine. Please don’t make too big a fuss.”

“And why shouldn’t I?” He retorted, taking her hand in his.

When the ahman helped Jennifer off the rolling cot and into the reclining chair, the alien left. Robert brought her a glass of water.

“So what happened?”

“I got rocked out of my chair in the reading room. Thank goodness there were some nice people to help me get to the doctor. What do you suppose happened to the ship?”

“I don’t know. I was in maintenance when it felt like something hit us. I was told to return to my cabin.”

—-
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The control room of the To-Garbel, which traveled behind the Mi-Reeia, saw the drifting object slam into the side of the other ship. After a quick analysis, it was determined that the object was neither a meteor nor an asteroid. It had an irregular shape with finger-like projections. 

“Helm, order a shuttle out to capture that thing,” ordered Captain Venhold of the To-Carbel.

“Yes, ser.”

The object bounced hard enough against the fuselage of the Mi-Reeia that it had sped a great distance away from the two spaceships. The shuttle from the To-Carbel caught up to the foreign object. Using the capture netting they had used for water-containing asteroids, they contained the errant clump of rolling metal debris.

The metallic piece was as big as a three-bedroom ahman home with tubes and wires melted from long ago. While the shuttle made its way back to the To-Garbel, examiners did a cursory check on the object.

The shuttle rode atop the ship to synchronize with the faster To-Garbel to attach itself over a compartment hatch. Through this unsealed opening, suited ahmans lowered the metal object inside with ease. After completion of the shuttle’s duty, it flew back to the hangar bay beneath the ship as those in the To-Garbel examined it.

“Captain,” the metallurgist transmitted to the control room.

“Yes, Captain here.”

“Ser, this is definitely manufactured. We need a historian down here to confirm what this is.”

“Agreed. Helm, call the Historian in the Library and tell that ahman to head on down to cargo bay five.”

The ahman librarians were chosen as historians because of their intelligence and focus on details. They preferred this type of solitary work. When the call came in from Captain Venhold, Librarian Thada was somewhat disturbed but accepted the order. Dressing into a layered protective suit in case the artifact was radioactive, the old ahman strolled out to see what this thing was.

As soon as the historian opened the hatch to the cargo bay he saw the black entanglements of the metal lump.

“You call me down here to look at this piece of junk?” Thada admonished the shuttle crew.

“Well, what is it then?” the shuttle operative asked.

The knowledgeable ahman circled the large item with a few ‘hmms’ and ‘ah has.’

“It’s a thruster engine–maybe from a two-thousand-year-old ahman ship. Yes, yes, very old. I’d say older than the exodus to Dorbi. Tell that to the Captain. I’m leaving.” With that, the Librarian scurried out of the bay room.

The ahman soldier in charge relayed the report to the captains of the Mi-Reeia and the To-Carbel.

—-
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Robert got Jennifer settled into a comfortable reclining soft chair.

“Now what will I do for a month?” She fretted, picking up her reading tablet from a small table.

“We haven’t decided on a name for the baby yet. You can do that.”

“I mean, while I’m sitting here. I need something to occupy me. Names won’t take long, I have one in mind.”

“And that would be–“

Just then, since their door was open, both of them turned to hear a couple of ahmans speaking in their native tongue.

“I know,” she exclaimed, “I shall learn ahmanese.”

“That is a perfect idea. It’s something
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