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Dedication

To all of my friends and fans who have
believed in me. Also to my husband, bob, who puts up with a crazy
writer who often says, “Leave me alone, it’s flowing.”


Chapter One

Spring 2100

Juanita Little Horse wiped away her tears as
she and her boyfriend, Carter Jennings, took the last of her
possessions out of her parents’ house. Carter was white and
although she knew her parents each had whites in their background,
they had forbidden her to be with him.

When she could hide the evidence of her
pregnancy no longer, she broke the news to her parents. Their
immediate response was that she was no longer welcome in their
home.

“You were taught better than to give into the
demands of the first man to pay you any attention,” her father
accused. “You are no longer a daughter of mine. If this man is so
important to you, he can have you.”

She’d turned to her mother for support only
to be met with a cold, hard stare.

“Fine,” she shouted, as she started packing
her belongings. “This is your grandchild, but you will never see
him. We’re going far away from here.”

Carter helped her load the last of her
belongings into the cargo area of the hover craft. Once everything
was secured, they took their seats and prepared for lift off.

With sadness, she looked back at the only
home she’d ever known. She thought perhaps her parents would at
least wave good-bye to her, but she was mistaken. The front yard of
their neat home was empty. Even her younger brother and sister were
conveniently out of sight.

“Don’t cry, honey. We can crash at my place
until we know where we want to settle. It’s not as big as your
parents’ house, but it’s in a good neighborhood. I have a lead on a
job in Colorado. They said they’d let me know by the end of the
week and we can say good-bye to Montana forever. It will be the two
of us against the world.”

“What about your parents?”

“I told you, they are no longer with us.”

Juanita’s tears flowed faster. “It must be
the pregnancy. I’m usually not someone to cry at the drop of a
hat.”

She paused and suddenly remembered something.
“I-I don’t have my identification. I was in such a hurry. I didn’t
have time to look for my birth certificate. I have no way to prove
who I am. We have to go back and get it.”

“Do you know how far we’ve come? If we turn
back now, we won’t get to my apartment in Sundance until well after
dark. This is an old enough model craft that the night vision
doesn’t work for shit.”

Panicked, Juanita reached for the controls,
sending the hover craft into a tailspin.

 


~ * ~

 


Sirens screamed through the night as
emergency craft converged on the Laughlin Ranch, located at the
southeast corner of the state of Montana.

“I saw it go down,” Pete Laughlin said. “It
looked like the pilot lost control and it went into a spin before
it crashed, right here in the middle of my cow pasture. From what I
could tell, there were only two people in it.”

“It looks like the man is dead, but he’s so
badly burned, I don’t know if anyone could identify him, Sheriff,”
the first medical tech on the scene reported. “I don’t know how it
happened, but the girl was thrown away from the fire. She’s still
alive, but probably not for long. She’s also pregnant. If we want
to save the baby, we’ll have to transport her to the closest
hospital as soon as possible.”

The captain in charge agreed and watched as
the rescuers secured her into the ambulance. He wanted to go with
her and see if she could give him some sort of a statement as to
how the accident occurred. Instead, he knew he needed to stay
behind and try to figure out who these people were.

Debris was spread across the lush, green
pasture. Checking it out, he decided one or both of them were in
the process of moving to a different location.

“Who are you?” Sheriff Collins asked, knowing
full well he wouldn’t receive an answer.

Turning to one of the officers with him he
asked, “Were you able to get a VIN on the craft?”

“Everything was burned too badly. How the
girl survived is anyone’s guess. If you ask me, I’d say this was a
stolen vehicle, but who would steal something this old? The damn
thing shouldn’t have been flying in the first place.”

“From the looks of things, they were just
kids. The girl couldn’t have been anywhere near her twentieth
birthday. It’s a shame, a damn dirty shame.”

 


~ * ~

 


The emergency room of the country hospital
buzzed with activity. Dr. Christopher Parker got the call about a
hover craft accident on a remote ranch several miles away from the
hospital. He wasn’t looking forward to receiving the sole survivor
of the crash. From the report he’d received, his patient was a
young woman who was at least seven months pregnant. The prognosis
didn’t sound good. It was entirely possible he would lose two
patients before the night was over.

The air ambulance arrived and two med techs
wheeled in a young woman lying motionless on the gurney.

Dr. Parker wasted no time in examining his
patient. Although her skin color was fair, he could see her blood
matted hair was originally dark black and her high cheek bones
denoted a Native American heritage in her lineage.

It was evident she wouldn’t last the night,
but there was a fetal heartbeat. He knew he had to do his best to
save this tiny life. Calling up to the operating room he made the
arrangements for a Caesarean section to be done to deliver the
child.

An hour later, he received word the child had
been born, but the mother had perished. Being so premature, the
baby boy weighed only one pound, eleven and a half ounces. It was
entirely possible he wouldn’t survive the night.

“Do you know the name of the mother?” the
nurse who approached him asked.

“From what the police have told me, neither
the boy nor the girl had any identification. I know we have to name
him something. I’ll give him my first name and since the accident
happened on the Laughlin Ranch, why don’t we name him Christopher
Laughlin? It won’t matter because I’m certain the boy won’t make it
through tonight, to say nothing of growing to adulthood.”

 


~ * ~

 


Six months later, Dr. Parker received a call
from the neonatal unit that Christopher was ready to be released
from the hospital. Over the past six months, he’d visited the unit
often checking on the baby he’d saved when he couldn’t do the same
thing for his mother.

The vision of the dying young mother and the
premature baby who didn’t have a snowball’s chance in hell of
surviving came to mind. It was a night he would never forget no
matter how many days, weeks, months or years passed.

“Who are you going to release him to?” he
finally asked.

“Since he has no parents and we know of no
other family, we’re sending him to Henderson Ranch in Nevada. They
take in unadoptable children.”

Dr. Parker was confused. “Why is he
unadoptable?”

“Don’t you know? No agencies want to deal in
mixed breed children. His DNA came back and his origins are
Cheyenne and European. The Cheyenne don’t want him and there’s not
a couple listed in the system who want to take on someone like him.
With his mother being Native American and his father completely
unknown, it’s a risk to say the very least. It was the thought of
the officers at the scene that the hover craft the parents were
flying in when the crash happened was stolen. Of course, with the
Vin number burned off, there was no way to verify their
assumptions. Would you want to adopt a child with that kind of a
background? Henderson Ranch is the best place for him.”

Dr. Parker tended to agree with the nurse,
but he felt sorry for the child who would grow up without the love
of his parents. At this point in his life, he wasn’t able to even
think of adopting a child. He and his wife had three children.
Between his busy schedule at the hospital and her position at a
prestigious accounting firm, there was no time to take on what
could turn out to become a very troubled child. It was for the best
if he was sent somewhere equipped to handle such children.

 



Chapter Two

2118

“You’ll be turning eighteen soon,
Christopher,” his best friend Marco said as they did their chores
on the ranch. “What are your plans?”

“Plans? What kind of plans can I make? The
only thing I know is carpentry and ranching. It would be different
if we were educated, but I can hardly read or write. Who is going
to hire someone like me?”

“I heard about a group up in Idaho. It’s all
young guys, like the two of us. The leader is Patrick Ernst. You
have to be careful, though. If they ever learn about your DNA, they
won’t take you. They call themselves members of the superior race.
That means they don’t have any Native American blood. You have
enough white in you that you could pass. Me on the other hand,
would probably be shot on sight. Too much Mexican in me. I’m hoping
to go down to Mexico and get a job on one of the ranches down
there. With the language decoder chip that was implanted in both of
us when we were born, I shouldn’t have a problem with the language
barrier.”

Later that night, Christopher lay on his bunk
contemplating the future. As much as he wanted to have a future, he
couldn’t help thinking of the past.

At birth he’d been deemed to be unadoptable
because of his Native American heritage. He had no idea what that
meant, but he knew it couldn’t be good. The ranch where he’d grown
up was full of kids like him. Marco was Mexican and white while
there were several kids who were black, yet not completely.

The Henderson’s told them that kids like them
were no good for anything except manual labor. They certainly
didn’t deserve to have more than a rudimentary education. He could
read, but not very well. He could also do simple math. Who needed
those things when their main job on the ranch was herding cattle
and taking care of horses? Ever since he was six years old, his
days were filled with chores on the ranch that should have been
done by adults. Of course, adults would have been expected to be
paid. As children, they were told the work they did paid for the
care and housing they’d received.

They were also reminded the reason they were
there was because they had parents who didn’t want them.
Christopher always felt a bit superior to the other kids. He’d been
brought there because his parents had been killed in a hover craft
crash just prior to his birth. From what he’d been told, he had no
other family. To be truthful, no one even expected him to live past
the first night of his birth. Where his name came from was anyone’s
guess.

As a child, he’d been sickly, or at least
that’s what he was told. Mrs. Henderson said the only reason he’d
grown into adulthood was because of the hard work he’d done for the
past twelve years. He always wondered how much of the story was
true.

 


~ * ~

 


“I have your things packed,” Mrs. Henderson
said when he came into the main house for the morning meal. “Today
you’re eighteen and the state won’t be paying us to keep you any
longer. I don’t care where you go or what you do, but you can’t
stay here.”

Although Christopher knew this day was
coming, he was caught unawares. Never before in his life had he
been told when his birthday was, only that he was this age or that
age. He knew his eighteenth birthday would be coming soon. He just
didn’t know when it would be.

Along with his belongings, Mrs. Henderson
gave him a hundred dollars. He had no idea what to do with the
money. In all his life, he’d never handled money and didn’t know
what it was worth.

Before any of the other kids came in for the
morning meal, Mr. Henderson took him to the nearest town and
dropped him off. He knew it was because they didn’t want the other
kids to know he was leaving. Over the past eighteen years he’d
experienced older and even younger kids disappear with no knowledge
why they left or where they went.

With nowhere to go, he stood in front of what
might be a store. He’d heard about them, but had never set foot off
the ranch before and didn’t know what it was.

“You one of them kids from out at Henderson’s
place?” a middle-aged man asked him.

“How did you know?” Christopher inquired.

“A couple of times a year, old man Henderson
brings one of you kids into town and drops them off without a pot
to piss in or a window to throw it out of. Let me guess, they gave
you a hundred dollars. Considering what they get from the state for
all of the kids who are out there, this is just a drop in the
bucket. It won’t get you anywhere. To be truthful, it will hardly
get you a meal and some clothes.”

“So, what am I supposed to do? I was told I
should go to see someone named Patrick Ernst in Idaho, but I don’t
even know where that is or how to get there.” Christopher blessed
his good memory for being able to remember the name and location of
the man Marco told him about.

“You could do worse than hooking up with
Ernst and his bunch. At least you’d get three hots’ and a cot
without having to be locked up by the authorities.”

“I don’t understand what that means,”
Christopher replied, completely confused.

“Let me try to explain. From what I’ve heard,
Henderson didn’t give you any formal education. What you probably
do know is carpentry, which is a lost art, and ranching. Ernst’s
group are freedom fighters. I only know about them because his pa
and me grew up together. I can’t say I completely agree with what
they’re doing, but at least they won’t ask any questions about your
background. They don’t care if you can read or write. It’s grunt
work, but I hear they provide you with clothes and you get three
good meals a day. For now, why don’t you come home with me. Won’t
be the first time I’ve brought one of Henderson’s boys’ home for a
good meal. I can get in contact with my friend and he can reach his
son. The missus won’t mind. She likes to be of help just like
me.”

“I don’t know you and you don’t know me.”

“I go by the name of Pops but my real name is
Paul Granger, the wife is Doreen. What’s your name?”

“Christopher, Christopher Laughlin. Don’t
know where I came from or who my family is. I’ve never lived
anywhere other than the ranch. They gave me papers that told me
about who I am, but I don’t know what they mean.”

“We’ll sort all of that out. Come along with
me, Christopher. I’ll send word to Doreen to expect us.”

With no other options, Christopher went with
Pops to a modest home situated on one of the side streets of the
town.

 


~ * ~

 


Doreen Granger hurried to ready the spare
room. This wasn’t the first time her husband brought home one of
the Henderson boys. She ached for these young men, but not enough
to keep them from the destiny they needed to fulfill. The treatment
they received out at that so-called orphanage was an outrage, but
who was she to pass judgement? The least she could do was to give
them a good meal and a place to stay until they could be placed
elsewhere. Some of them needed to get to Mexico to work on one of
the ranches there, others wanted to find their families, or went
off to join other groups of young men and women who banded together
to make their own way in the world.

She heard the front door open and hurried to
meet the newest young man to cross her path.

“You must be Christopher,” she said,
extending her hand. “I’m Doreen, but you can call me Ma. Pops will
show you to your room and where you can wash up. I have supper on
the stove. If I don’t miss my guess, they kicked you out before you
could have your morning meal. Well, you won’t have to worry about
that here. There’s always plenty to eat at my table and I don’t
abide with anyone going without a meal.”

The look on Christopher’s face was one of
bewilderment. “Thank you, Ma’am. I don’t know how I will be able to
repay you.”

“Don’t think of that now. Until you decide
what you want to do, Pops and I can use your help around the house.
If I’m not mistaken, you have some carpentry skills. Goodness
knows, there’s plenty of projects around here. Pops isn’t what
anyone would call a carpenter. He makes a good living but around
the house, he’s worthless.”

“I don’t understand, what’s a good
living?”

Doreen ached at what this young man didn’t
understand.

“What Ma is saying is, I have a good job. I
go to work every day Monday through Friday. This being the weekend,
it’s my time to go into town and see what kind of trouble I can get
into.”

“What’s a job?”

Doreen could feel tears of frustration
welling behind her eyes. She listened intently as her husband
explained about his job at the Hover Craft Factory and how he
received a salary for the work he did. Knowing what she did about
the kids out at Henderson’s place, she understood his confusion
about working and making money. Those kids were little more than
slave labor and when they were too old for the state to compensate
the Henderson’s for their work, they were kicked out to try to make
their way in a world they couldn’t begin to understand.

 


~ * ~

 


Christopher was surprised by the room Pops
and Ma allowed him to stay in. All his life, he’d lived in a
dormitory with nine other boys. He’d gone from the lower bunk to
the top when he turned thirteen, at least that’s how old Mrs.
Henderson said he was.

“What should I do with this money?” he asked
Pops.

“You can put it in that top dresser drawer
for safe keeping. While you’re here, you won’t be needing it.”

Christopher did as he was told and put the
five crisp twenty-dollar bills in the top drawer of the dresser. He
hoped when the time came for him to use it, someone would tell him
what to do with it.

The food on Ma’s table was the best he’d ever
eaten. Unlike the slop he’d grown up eating. There was meat, real
meat, not just something that came from a can. The vegetables were
also fresh. He’d never eaten fresh vegetables and had to ask what
each one was.

As soon as he finished eating, he could
hardly keep his eyes open. Trying not to be ungrateful, he excused
himself and went to the bedroom he’d been assigned. He was just
preparing for bed when he heard Ma and Pops arguing in the
kitchen.

“Are you going to send that boy off to Ernst
and his bunch?”

“Where else should we send him? Without an
education, what can he do other than ranch work? At least they’ll
take care of him and he won’t have to work his ass off doing manual
labor. Who knows, maybe Ernst is right about what is going on in
this country. If I don’t miss my guess, Christopher has a fine
mind. If he finds this isn’t something he wants, he’ll at least
have a chance to make his own decision, and he might even find
someone who can help him more than we can. For now, he’s another of
the young men we’ve picked up over the years. Besides, it does help
us out in more ways than one.”

Until recently, Christopher had never thought
much about not having an education, but listening to Pops and Ma,
he was suddenly ashamed of what he didn’t know. He had no idea what
he was getting into, but maybe the group headed by Patrick Ernst
would be the best place for him.

 


~ * ~

 


Three days after leaving Henderson Ranch,
Christopher had a visitor. The young man identified himself as
Patrick Ernst.

“Pops told me you want to join us,” Patrick
said, after the initial introductions were made.

“I guess so. I don’t have anywhere else to
go. My friend, Marco, told me about your group. He thought I might
fit in quite well.”

“What do you know about our mission?”

Christopher thought for a moment before
answering. “Just that you are the leader of men my age.”

“I wouldn’t call you a man. What are you,
eighteen?”

Christopher nodded. “I aged out of the system
at Henderson Ranch three days ago. They told me I’m eighteen now
and I had to leave.”

“What can you do?”

“Ranching and carpentry. I can write my name
but little else. I have been told I can learn anything you want me
to know.”

“What about your folks? Why did they send you
to Henderson?”

“I don’t have any folks. The story I heard is
my father was killed in a hover craft crash and my mother died from
her injuries right after I was born. I wasn’t supposed to live, but
when I did, they sent me to Henderson. I’ve lived there all my
life.”

Patrick smiled at Christopher’s admission.
“Sounds like you’ll fit right in. That said, we have to get going.
I want to be back to camp by nightfall.”

To Christopher’s surprise, Patrick ran his
fingers through his thick hair. “I’m afraid this will have to
go.”

Christopher knew what was coming next.
Patrick’s head was shaved bald. For a moment, indecision fought to
take over Christopher’s being.

Swallowing down his doubt, he said, “Why not?
It’s just hair, it will grow back.”

“Not as long as you’re with us. We’re not
called skinheads for nothing.”

Within minutes, Ma’s kitchen was turned into
a makeshift barber shop. Using power clippers, Patrick cut through
Christopher’s dark hair. Seeing it drop to the floor brought a
feeling of loss followed by anticipation for what was to come.

Once the lengths of hair were on the floor,
Patrick took him to the bathroom. Using shaving cream on the top of
his head, he showed Christopher how to shave his head on a weekly
basis.

From the mirror positioned over the sink, he
stared at the stranger who looked back. Am I ready for
this?

“It’s a shock when you first see it, but
you’ll get used to it. I have some fatigues for you to put on. This
is going to be your uniform from now on.”

Christopher fingered the soft fabric of the
fatigues. They look like they would be much more comfortable than
the blue jeans he’d worn all his life. He went into his bedroom,
not because he was modest, but because he respected Ma enough not
to strip down in her presence.

The fatigues hugged his body and made him
feel like a different person. He was no longer the scared kid who
left Henderson Ranch. For the first time in his life, he was a man
who belonged to a group of other young men like himself.

After saying his good-byes to Pops and Ma, he
joined Patrick in his hover craft to begin the biggest adventure of
his life.

They were on their way to Idaho when
Christopher remembered the money that he’d put in the top dresser
drawer when he first arrived. “I didn’t get the money Mrs.
Henderson gave me. We have to go back and get it.”

“Don’t worry about it, you won’t need it
while you’re with us. If it makes you feel any better, I’ll contact
Pops and have Ma look for it. She can send it to you at our
camp.”

Christopher relaxed and decided to enjoy the
ride on the hover craft. Having never been in one before, he
decided it was many times better than riding horseback on the ranch
for hours on end each day.

 





Chapter Three

 


Within a week, Christopher felt as though
he’d found his home. He attended classes where he was indoctrinated
into the ideology of Patrick’s group.

He soon learned about how the people of color
were planning to take over the world, the government was corrupt
and the Aliens who came to this planet were planning the
destruction of the human race.

It didn’t take him long to learn how to use a
laser weapon. He was surprised at how quickly he mastered the use
of his weapon.

While many of the new recruits were quickly
assessed and eventually asked to leave as they didn’t have the guts
for what the group was proposing to do, Christopher thrived. He
quickly rose through the ranks to become Patrick’s second in
command. He embraced the ideals and resolved to fight for what was
right until the end. If he died for his beliefs, so be it.

For the first two years he’d been with the
group, he saw no action, as Patrick called it. They spent hours
practicing for the day when they would be called upon to protest
against the establishment.

 


~ * ~

 


2120

 


“Did you see these headlines?” Patrick asked
when he came into the barracks.

“What headlines?”

“It seems like the Aliens have finally done
it. They’ve brought a woman back to life from Suspended Animation.
They think she’s going to be the next National Treasure. They’ve
got to be stopped. She’s telling lies about what happened in the
past. She has to be exposed as a hoax. Tomorrow we leave for
Colorado and the headquarters of the Aliens. With luck we can get
into their complex and kick a lot of ass. Hopefully we can kill us
a bunch of Aliens. I wonder if they bleed red like us or if they
bleed green. I heard my old man call them little green men.”

“I don’t know nothing about Aliens but this
could be interesting,” Christopher agreed.

Inside, his stomach was in knots. So far,
he’d enjoyed the training and the friends he’d made within the
organization. Training was one thing, putting what he’d learned
into practice was something else.

Early the next morning, they loaded their
hover crafts with weapons, provisions, and a hundred of the highest
trained soldiers in their ranks and left for Colorado.

Having spent his entire life living in a
country setting, Christopher was unprepared for the congestion of
the city where the Alien’s complex was located.

“Do we have a chance of penetrating that?”
Christopher asked.

“Our weapons can penetrate anything,” Patrick
assured him. “We have to stop this bitch from talking about
history. It’s all a bunch of fuckin’ shit as far as I’m concerned.
A lot of things they’re talking about are nothing but crap. What I
learned in school is enough for me. I don’t give a rat’s ass about
ancient history, and that’s just what they’re preaching.”

As they approached the complex, they watched
as a protective shield came down around the entire area.

Patrick was the first to aim his weapon at
the shield. To Christopher’s horror, the laser beam bounded off the
shield. For the first time, he wished he hadn’t aligned himself
with this group. It was entirely possible he could be killed in the
battle that was to come. If he wasn’t killed, he could be captured
and executed for treason. Even without a formal education, he’d
heard enough about treason from some of the recruits who left the
group to be fearful.

They camped for the night, ready for the
assault that would take place early the next morning.

Drones equipped with cameras flew over the
next morning. “Let’s have some fun,” Patrick said, jabbing
Christopher in his ribs. “Watch this.”

Patrick looked directly at the camera, pumped
his fist into the air and yelled, “History doesn’t matter!”

He no more than spoke the words when
well-armed military troops infiltrated the area where they
camped.

“Put down your arms,” someone called through
a blowhorn. “You’re surrounded, there’s no way for you to
escape.”

To Christopher’s horror, two of the younger
recruits fired their weapons. The military returned fire, killing
both of the young men instantly. It took only a moment for
Christopher to realize the two men who were killed were two of his
friends. They’d been in the last training class Christopher led
while they were still in Idaho.

Not wanting to look unmanly, he choked back
the tears that threatened to fall at any minute. Reluctantly, they
laid down their arms.

“What’s going to happen to us?” Christopher
whispered to Patrick.

“How the fuck should I know? It wasn’t
supposed to go like this.”

“Who are the leaders of this group?” the man
on the blowhorn shouted.

Following Patrick’s lead, Christopher stepped
forward. “We are,” Christopher said when Patrick stood mute.

“We’re from the National Guard. It’s too bad
about the two men you lost. We wanted this to be peaceful. The
governor and the president have asked for a meeting between you and
them in the morning. Do you agree to this?”

“We do,” Christopher said as Patrick seemed
to tremble with fear.

“For tonight you are to stand down and
shelter in place. In the morning, you will be taken into the
complex by one of our guards.”

Christopher could feel Patrick’s fear. It was
the same fear he’d felt upon leaving Henderson Ranch, the fear of
the unknown. He’d heard all the rumors about what went on within
the Alien complex. Would they become lab rats? If not, would they
be murdered and eaten? Whatever happened, he would accept it. He
was fighting for what was right and if it cost him his life, so be
it.

“I feel downright naked without my weapon,”
one of the men complained. “It’s wrong for us to be left out here
defenseless.”

“You saw what happened to Tim and Joe. Do you
want the troops to shoot you down like a dog?” The reply came from
another of the nameless recruits that made up their number.

Christopher made no comment. It was beginning
to look like theirs was a lost cause. With the National Guard and
threats of federal troops coming to subdue them, they were
completely outnumbered both in personnel and fire power.

 


~ * ~

 


Early the next morning, armed guards from the
complex came out to their camp. Amid their preparations for
departure, there were comments both pro and con regarding this
meeting.

Christopher felt the bile of uncertainty
raising in his throat. Swallowing it down, he held his head high.
If this was going to be his last day on Earth, he wanted no one to
think he was a coward.

The room where they were taken was filled
with cameras, as well as people in all modes of dress. Among them
were two older men dressed in suits, an older woman who was the
most beautiful woman he’d ever seen, and several people he decided
were Aliens. They were much taller than all the others and had an
exotic look about them.

“I’m President Brian Addison. I’d like to
welcome you to this meeting.”

The man held out his hand, but Patrick
ignored it. “We are here at the request
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