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  Silence...

 

 

“On wings, on wings, through the mist-ahead,

To the final light of remembrance lead,

We're headed to be followed,

We are the path,

Through us, you are freed.”

Excerpt from „The Unit Anthem”

 

The commander was watching the nine people, four men and five women, that made up his unit, positioned in circle, practicing "the fall into the past", a custom passed down from old Earth. It meant that before making a decision or taking an action, you turn off all your peripheral systems, focusing only on memories, an introspection on the events you have gone through, from which you can draw lessons and strength for what is to come. After the last man came back to the present, he spoke:

“Knossos unit. Are you ready?”

They all answered in one voice, “Yes. We are.”

The commander repeated, this time in a higher tone, “Are you ready?”

“Yes. We are.”

The man spoke into the recording system, looking up, “Knossos unit agreement recording.”

Earthyear: 2834.

Location: Icarus planet.

Mission: identifying hostile elements and setting up a perimeter for the base colony.

Duration: thirty terrestrial days.

Estimated difficulty: unknown.

“Dedalus 1, Monksa Roughwind, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Dedalus 2, Gurun Harshlightning, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Dedalus 3, Drana Nightdew, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Theseus 1, Vsarin Darkcloud, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Theseus 2, Vilanda Silvermoon, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Theseus 3, Dragona Wisperriver, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Icarus 1, Vlom Waterfall, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Icarus 2, Abira Daybreak, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“Icarus 3, Ilina Snowflake, are you ready?”

“Yes. I am.”

“I, the commander of the Knossos unit, Ioanide Starsrain, along with the whole crew, confirm that we are ready.” then, after he finished reporting the official start of the mission, he turned to the people in the unit.

“Even though the center has told us that we should not encounter danger, I remind you that we are the first humans to step foot on this planet. Pay attention to systems, follow your instincts and report anything that looks suspicious. Do not take unnecessary risks. Good luck!”

The first to step outside the ship, as protocol required, was Ioanide. The landing site had been chosen by himself, based on the data received. Valsin, one of his oldest friends who had reached an impressive forty-eight prepared planets, had told him more jokingly than seriously that while it was probably one of the easiest missions he could have received, he was firmly convinced that he would choose his initial landing space in such a way that his back was covered. Which Ioanide indeed had done. 

Behind them was an entrance dug into the base of the mountain, continued outward by a small range of sharp cliffs of a black rock, in stark contrast to the green of the vegetation that seemed to be ubiquitous on this planet. From one of the slopes to their left flowed a stream of clear water about two meters wide and a maximum of half a meter deep, which almost perfectly enclosed the landing zone. Otherwise, he had considered that after they study the terrain, the proposal for the future starting point of the colony should be this very one. He would have had to discover something quite extraordinary to change his mind.

After feeling that all the other nine were joining him, he started towards the first glade to be studied, located only two kilometers in front of them.

He took samples from the water, and the results were immediately available. It was potable, within the limits of what they were used to on their home planet. He had been crystal-clear to the team about not touching anything indigenous, unless there will be no other option. He was still very surprised by how much this planet seemed to resemble with what they knew about Earth. Quite a few of those back home, were claiming that the original home planet was found, the starting point for the spread of human civilization in space that had suddenly disappeared along with the entire solar system over four hundred years ago, with no explanation ever found.

In fact, he was the descendant of those who had left with the last ship from Earth and his planet was the last to be colonized by earthlings.

They walked at a pace, studying everything around them. 

Monksa broke the silence, “Chief, everything looks ... too good.” 

Drama also intervened, “I'm starting to feel like I'm in the Terra simulations. But there is something missing—“

“It's all incredibly still. The noises are also missing. No animals, birds, anything, not even a whisper of wind. I don't like it.” Vlianda spoke over the others, seeming distracted.

Although he wanted to sound relaxed, even though his tone remained clear, definitely there was a strong trace of tension in Vlom's words as he said, “Would you have preferred a swarm of sutergis to run us over like in the last mission?”

‘To be honest, kind of. At least then it was clear what and how. Right now, I have the feeling that the silence is just a painting hiding something ... evil.”

Gurun interfered with his voice of imperturbable calm saying, “My analyzes show that the black rock we see is obsidian rich in hematite and magnetite. I find it a bit curious that I can't detect the specific ferromagnetic effects. Equally strange is the fact that normally such formations are formed by rapid cooling of lava, but ... from what we've been told, there are no signs of volcanic activity. Nor should such a rich and green fauna have surrounded it.

Abira laughed from the heart and said, “I think you're just acting like some drama queens, instead of enjoying what we see. Soon after your fears are over and no dubious creatures will be running to eat us, maybe we'll set up camp. And obsidian is actually a good sign. My grandmother had an amulet made of such a rock and she always said it protected her from dangers and negative influences—"

“Or fake friends ...”

The one who had made the last statement was Vlom, although generally he was not very chatty, it seems that now he felt the need to make such a clarification.

Ioanide made a mental note to find out what was hidden behind the words of the young Icarus. He had always been very careful with the way the relationships in his own team were going. He always believed that in order to have the highest possible success rate, a unit must resemble a group of close friends who trust each other without any reservations. And one of his roles as a leader was to be very attentive to the needs of others, regardless of their nature, and to listen to everyone's opinions. He was aware of Abira, who was on her first mission outside the simulations. Generally, the Icarus tended to take it easy, to laugh it off. Because all their existence they had grown up in safe, under the shelter, having everything in life, they cannot feel the lacks of it. But if they were unlucky and happened upon first-degree danger planets, or surprise planets, where everything seemed as innocent as possible until it quickly turned into a nightmare, their sense of security quickly wore off. At least when they were warned that they were going to face all kinds of animals, or dangerous situations they knew what to expect, so they were mentally prepared. However, when the expectations were completely different from the reality they encountered ... their psyche was dramatically changing. Sometimes it was the end of the road for some of them, not wanting to leave anymore the comfort of their own planet for life. But he was hoping, for the good of the three Icarus in the unit, that this would not be the case now. He heard Vasrin speak, “Can we take a little detour? I had the feeling that something moved about two hundred meters away, three o'clock. Maybe it's nothing, but I think we'd better check.”

Starsrain answered without thinking, “Erm ... obviously. Team 1, stay put and stay alert. The others, follow me.”

It had become standard planning for a unit to be split into three teams. In their situation, one team was consisting of a Daedalus, a Theseus and an Icarus. Even though the titles differed, being each commander's choice, the relations were clear. To be part of the first class, in their case called Dedalus, you had to have over ten active missions and as specializations, at least: biogeochemistry, exoplanetology and physical geology. The second class consisted of people specialized in military tactics, combat and survival, with a minimum of fifteen active missions on different planets, of which at least five were classified as dangerous level I. The last class was dedicated to beginners whose main role was to learn and choose their own path.

They arrived at the place indicated by Vasrin. The commander signaled them
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