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Facilitator LadeBack’s Official report thru his computer Shrieky 

That was the year our All Cosmos Vehicle (ACV) crashed. We were circling the Earth, that old planet Terry. Or at least it looked like Terry. We never have been sure. 

The planet looked like Terry, but there was a strange yellowish hue to it. Not to Terry itself, but more to the atmosphere. 

Of course there could have been something wrong with our sensors. Diagnostics were offline at the time (we were running diagnostics on the diagnostics). Diagnostics are enough to make a preacher become agnostic. Shrieky delete that last line (ShrD). 

Rare-N, my senior, from Togo, would’ve retorted, I always knew dice were agnostic. ShrD.

It might have been Terry in another dimension. It might have been a mirror Terry on the opposite side of the universe. 

Mirror images of planets have often been spotted on the opposite side of the universe, though never visited. Mirror planets are thought to be the combined effect of solar wind, microwaves, and dark matter. These are much like actual mirages. 

We thought we were at Terry’s coordinates, but we had just come through a solar magnetic storm (SolarMag). And very good mirror planets have been reported to mirror planet coordinates also. Although how that’s done has yet to be explained. 

Mirror planets are not thought worthy of scientific study. The official policy is, “Sure, if you’re there, study it; but we’re not going to spend any money on it.”

We also might have been in a different year. We sometimes had to fly at hyper-warp against the SolarMag just to stay in the same place. As you might have guessed, this SolarMag was exceptionally violent. I was just minding my own business, when this storm attacked. ShrD.

Whatever the case, here was Terry, lying right in front of us. And yellowish hue or no, we were careening right towards her. Our ships Tac, –O (pronounced Dash-O), was nowhere to be seen. I’ve never seen –O hide before, and she swears she wasn’t, but I can’t blame her. It was pretty scary, even for a Tac. (Rare-N and I are just fools.) 

Usually, I don’t mind Rare-N’s comments. But his calling –O a Scaredy Tac was uncalled for. Rare-N deserved those ten demerits. Rare-N has a habit of deserving demerits, but I doubt he’ll ever receive enough demerits to lose his position as Senior.

We can’t afford to lose our Tac. Each ACV is assigned one to start with as Offensive Officer (OO – pronounced Double-O). (So our Tac’s official title is OO–O.) After that you have to buy Tacs. And they’re very expensive. 

That’s one place the law of supply and demand doesn’t work in the Enclave of Living Beings and Others (ELBO). 

There are whole gangs of Tacs. But since any ACV Facilitator will pay handsomely to have one, the Ingress charges a huge tax and limits them to one Tac per ship. The first one’s free, so you’ll never want to be without one. 

I don’t think there’s room for more than one Tac on an ACV anyway. Not to mention the Ingress owns all the Tacs, by law.

And in the time it took me to say the previous few paragraphs, we had crashed. We were headed straight for the equator and the ocean. What a relief! ACV’s aren’t called All Cosmos for nothing. They’re even submersible. 

We must have had some residual effect from the magnetic part of the SolarMag. Because all of a sudden, we headed straight towards the Magnetic North Pole (MaNoPole) and crashed. 

Formerly we were headed towards the Non-Magnetic East Pole (Non–MaEPole). ShrD. 

The left flank of the ACV was completely demolished.

Shrieky: That should be port flank. I’m not surprised that some of your superiors wonder how you ever got through the Educademy, let alone made Facilitator. 

LadeBack: Standard Crash Procedure (SCraP) is for everyone to move to the center of the ACV. That meant we lost no one in the left flank of the ACV.

Shrieky: That should be port flank!

LadeBack: Oh, shut up!

Shrieky: In that respect, I am your superior. Don’t tell me to shut up again or I’ll have you fired!

LadeBack: As always, I am your humble servant. 

Shrieky: Oh, shut up!
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Not only did we crash into the surface of Terry, we crashed right through her surface. When I opened my eyes it was so bright, that for a moment I thought we must have gone completely to Terry’s core. 

When my eyes adjusted to the light, I could see that we had ended up in what looked like a cave. Hopefully it had been a cave before we crashed into it. ShrD. 

The cave was very bright. Whoever owned this cave, must have paid a mint to put in all this fluorescent lighting. And there was that yellowish hue again.

After we had pulled ourselves together and made sure nobody was hurt (other than minor scrapes, etc.), we all climbed out of the ACV into the cave. 

Either this was a different Terry than our own, with a much heavier gravity, or we just weren’t used to the extra 1/8th gravity. ACV’s maintain a gravity equal to 7/8 that of Terry. This lesser gravity allows us to respond faster in emergencies. Also, Tac’s are so large, they can stand to lose a little weight. ShrD. 

But this seemed like more than 1/8th increase in gravity. 

Then Rare-N reminded me that a very deep cave could account for the extra gravity. I think he was using that new calculus again.

We were all out of the ACV and had just started to look around, when a jolly old L appeared. I’ve tried several times to try to describe him otherwise, but the description that fits best, is jolly old L.

Santa: Ho ho ho! And what have we here?

LadeBack: I’m Facilitator Ladeback of the ACV Extra-Prize, and this is my crew. Sorry we crashed into your cave, but I’m sure the ELBO Ingress will pay to have it repaired.

Santa: Ho ho ho! Ho ho ho!

Either we were on a different Terry, or this guy had been seriously inhaling N2O – too many visits to the dentist. 

This jolly old L claimed to be Santa Claus. 

When I said I was unfamiliar with that name, he replied that we probably knew him as Claws Central. Whoever he was, he said that every year he tried to give people something better than he had given them the previous year. 

Last year he had run out of ideas of something better to give them. Then he had stumbled upon this cave – a cave made out of pure gold. So, Santa had decided to give people gold.

“Yes,” he said, “this would be the year that Santa gave gold.”

When I asked him what he would give next year that would be better than gold, his reply was “Ho ho ho!”. Then we met Santa Claus’ L’s, or elves as he called them.

Let me describe him again: a jolly old L. 

Jolly: His most favorite phrase was “Ho ho ho!”. 

Old: even MethUSella was younger. 

L: mostly it was the face that looked L
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