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Chapter 1-Qintesceptra
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The news hits Gaius like the blast of an atomic bomb. A cold, sinking feeling grips him to the pit of his stomach. 

I must get out of here! 

As he opens the door to his headquarters he is struck by a wall of heat. His normally confident, kind, brown eyes are unbelievably sad. 

He pauses whilst the door slams shut behind him. 

“Arrrrhhhhh!” He shouts in anger and frustration. 

Tiny rivulets immediately run down his face, and he closes his eyes to the heat.

I thought this couldn’t get any worse! 

He forces his eyes open, starts running with blurred vision, trips, and crashes to the ground. Hot needles cascade through his body, but he seems not to notice. 

It’s all so pointless! “Celsohn, Mellana!” 

Tears well in his eyes and he buries his head in his hands and cries.

After a time, Gaius begins slowly noticing his surroundings. 

How long have I been out here? He shudders. 

Everything is fading! It smells like stale bread baking. 

He looks with sadness on the desiccating shrubs and trees. It is more like a desert than the lush pastureland it had been.

He returns to his office and is met by his Personal Assistant. 

“Excellency, you’re hurt!”

Gaius stares blankly. 

“It’s okay, Timbral. We have more pressing concerns.”

“Sir, may I suggest that you let General D‘anne cover the meeting.”

“The Regional Governors will have my hide!”

“Sir, at least let me get a MedKit and look at your hands and knees.”

He looks down at blood-stained hands and the blood seeping through the knees of his white uniform.

“I need you to do something for me, Timbral...”

Two hours later Gaius Alverio Qumras, The Qintesceptra, checks the time. Eleven minutes to go. Despite his grief the Qintesceptra looks purposeful. He tries to calm himself, breathing slowly and deeply as he waits. His head is shaved, save for a ponytail emanating from the rear of his head. He has moderate, dark eyebrows, a moderately sized nose, a small upper lip, and a larger lower lip. There is a slight cleft in his chin. He resembles a young Yul Brynner.

Less than 5 minutes later General D‘anne arrives. He is well built, and his posture is ramrod straight.

“I’ll say this for you, Gaius, you certainly can pick ‘em.”

Gaius stares, unblinking, at nowhere in particular. “Yes, she’s very efficient.” 

“Are you blind?” 

Gaius turns sad eyes on the General.

The General pauses in mid-thought, swallows awkwardly and flushes. “I’m sorry...”

“What?”

“We’re all behind you, Gaius,” he says clumsily.

The Qintesceptra dials eleven thousand on his telecomtor then enters a pass code. Delegates sign in and introduce themselves.

“Welcome Governors. I will come right to the point. We believe we have been hit by a fragment from a brown star. This will cause us to slowly spiral towards our sun. I don’t need to tell you what that means for us. What I do need is your positive input.”

A succession of negative comments ensues, and the Qintesceptra finds himself daydreaming about Celsohn, his concubine, and Mellana, their beautiful daughter. Celsohn had such grace, and skin like an angel. Her neck and shoulders were exquisite. And her face...They had left the Capital, Cronom, to visit her family in Poslon, halfway ‘round the world. 

If only they hadn’t!

The delegate from Keltana Province is speaking: 

“...my people are restless. As you well know our climate is normally warm, but with this heat we are getting short of water. What I want to know is where is the help we need?”

There is a stunned silence. 

The Qintesceptra, tenses his muscles, presses balled fists hard upon his desk and grinds his teeth. 

My predecessor maimed people for less! Who do the Keltanas think they are? 

He takes a deep breath and tries to get some perspective. From time-to-time disasters are bound to happen. But not like this. He misses his beloved concubine and their daughter. He forces his mind upon the matters in hand. Thank the gods he has a plan. He always has a plan. 

“Put your needs in writing to my aids, we will see what we can do.”

“Begging your pardon, my lord, but I already did.”

Not only is the Qintesceptra a good strategist, but he is also a good statesman. Those he rules are getting insecure and are suffering. He does not like the situation fate has given him, but he knows he must soothe his leaders and help them. 

“I will look into this myself, Tertian.” 

He can feel a unanimous, unspoken sigh of relief. 

Tertian must have been desperate to risk my anger, and using his first name was a good touch. 

He seizes the moment, “On a different point, I have good news. We have located a suitable planet.”

“Where is it my lord Qumras?” The Governor of Dellarouse region asks.

“About forty light years away, within our galaxy.”

The shrewd Baron Solumun asks, “Are there any complications with it your lordship?”

General D‘anne chimes in, “Only one that we are aware of, Baron. It is populated, but they are primitive, they have hardly begun to venture into space. We have despatched the third fleet to establish a beach head.”

The Qintesceptra continues, “As you will see, my lords, we have not been idle. After the catastrophe, we have been searching hard for a new home. This is the most hopeful so far.”

“Your pardon, my lord, but my scientists tell me that in twenty-three days it will be so hot that no life can exist, even with our technology,” Baron Solumun adds.

There are gasps, but the Qintesceptra is unperturbed.

“Gentlemen, do not worry! I will ensure a good outcome. Now, if there are no more questions, this meeting is closed.” 

The Qintesceptra allows himself a twinge of remorse for the fate awaiting the Solarians. 

They are only primitives. They do not have the Warrior’s honour. 

However, whichever way the Qintesceptra looks at it, he will have to play the bully. After all the years of promoting the opposite virtues, it just does not sit well with him.

Gaius goes up to his favourite room on the second floor. He loves the view. The buildings outside are much as they were before the earthquake. The earthquake! Vivid memories from two days ago come flooding back. Celsohn and Mellana went to visit her parents in Poslon the previous day. He went for a walk. There was a moist, perfumed scent to the air. Meadowflies were everywhere and darters were singing. Blue flitters flew high above the trees. Trees, which sported radiant blue and green leaves.

Then, without warning, the ground seemed to jump up to meet him. Then a blank. Gaius awoke, his head throbbing. Amazingly, most of the Capital buildings still stood. It was a full day before the extent of the damage had been known and Gaius had been informed. 

Celsohn, my love, how will I go on? 

He is disturbed from his thoughts by his Personal Assistant.

“Sir, I have done what you asked.”

“Thank you Timbral. Were there any problems?”

“No. The Amman was happy to help.”

“Good.”

“How are you, Sir?”

“I feel like I have lost the better part of me.”

“They say she was beautiful.”

“Yes...she was.” 

“I’m sorry, Sir, I...“  

“Don’t reproach yourself. My memories are happy, so it’s good to remember. That’s all I’ve got left.”

“Sir, I wish I could help.”

“You already have.”

“I can’t see how, Sir.”

“By being efficient and upbeat and generally chivvying me out of the doldrums.”

“Thank you, Sir. It’s really difficult to know what to do for the best.”

“Just be yourself and help me in the usual way. You’ve only been with me, a short while?”

“Less than a six-day, Sir.”

“Well, you’re doing a great job. Tell me, what did you do before?”

“You don’t know?”

“Usually I would, but Demiro recruited you and our disaster has overshadowed everything.”

“I was in college for three years studying Politics and Business Studies. Then I had eighteen months as PA for Regional Commander Shanhr of the Finarber District.”

“Ah, Imaius. I have not been in touch with him lately. How was he?”

“Well, Sir, but the work was fairly ordinary.”

“So, you came to work for me?”

“Yes Sir, I wanted to be at the centre of the action.”

“Well, counting recent events, you could not have been more right.”
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