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For billions of years the Harvester had fed upon sentient life energy to keep itself intact until Kamiel had organised the Andromeda people into a resistance. They had plunged it into the singularity that their group minds had caused, by colliding eleven blue-white giants together in its vicinity. Unable to resist, the ancient life form, born from chaos at the beginning of time came apart and fed its energy to the black hole.

The last Ark of the Goss had returned and was fixed in orbit around Haven. Being hollow it caused no counter- tides on the world below, as the nannites’ constructed moon fulfilled this function. Kamiel had put the Ark in opposition to Haven’s moon at a closer orbit so that the two ‘moons’ would stay permanently apposed. Toarvak six had remained docked with the Ark and had released her crew from time stasis so that they could view the awakening. More than eighteen years had passed since the destruction of the Harvester and the life-vats were about to give up their cargo.

The new ‘Federation of Planets,’ were beginning to forge a council of worlds between themselves and look to the settling of the empty planets away from the Harvester’s influence. The Andromeda galaxy was still riddled with rouge collectors that were trying to set up independent life-energy gathering webs, to extend their lives. Teams of ten Toarvaks roamed the spiral arms ridding the star-ways of the residue of the Harvester’s servants. It was a task that would take centuries to finish, but the civilization that had sent the ancient abomination into a constructed black hole would not rest until it had rid the galaxy of them.

Over seven million years ago in the other galaxy that humanity called the Milky Way the adventure was just beginning.

Beneath the space station, the heat scorched Earth turned as it had for billions of years. There were greater swathes of brown instead of green spreading across the continents as the sun’s bite increased. The shapes of the landmasses had altered as the rising seas had nibbled into the lower coastlines. Life had retreated closer to the poles and vast irrigation systems diverted what was left of the glacier melt-water to where it was need most.

It was ironic that at the very zenith of civilization, the sun had picked this time to become increasingly unstable. There should have been many millions of years to go before the heat of Earth’s star began to climb. The finest minds now had added to it an artificial intelligence that was called Alpha One. Genetic engineering had up-lifted chimpanzees into an aware and co-intelligent species. They were known as Pan-chimpanzees. They had a way of applying their minds into otherwise unsolvable problems that had unlocked one of the most difficult areas of scientific progress. A member of this new race had applied her mind to the problems of Nano-technology and had found the key to building constructions at the atomic level.

Once this breakthrough had been achieved, other minds had followed her lead and a research module had been built in orbit linked to the space station. Some accidents had shown that a quick launch into the sun was the only way to bury mistakes. Once control of the Nano-machines was lost, the self-replicating abilities of the silver ‘goop’ necessitated a quick exit. The safest place to send the dangerous material was straight into the sun.

On the end of a long arm the most recent module was firing up the latest experiment dealing with nano- technology. Passing the control of the nannites to an artificial intelligence was the final goal.

The sphere floated in zero gravity inside a greater bubble inside the laboratory module. Facing the sun was a large airlock positioned so that the experiment would be whisked out of the chamber and sent on its way towards the sun if anything should go wrong. All contacts were made through quick-release connections.

Alexander McBald, director of the Genesis Project, stared through the reinforced glass into the pool of nannite with apprehension. The glass was shot through with heavily reinforced, naked cables carrying hundreds of thousands of volts at high amperage. The slightest penetration would activate a hair trigger action, flooding the glass with electrical current and massive magnetic lines of force.

The inert silver coloured material hung in the centre of the globe. Billions of interlocking systems at the atomic level waited for the signal to align them into a humanoid figure. This stage was controlled by the artificial intelligence known as Alpha One, designed by Alexander and his dedicated staff. Instructions began to be relayed into the inert mass by thousands of fine wires that sank into the pool.

Seven times the director and his staff had energised the nannites, only to have to destroy the creation that had expanded from the core of the globe. One small mistake in the programming of the computer program and the result was total anarchy. Four of the globes had been sent on their way to be vaporised by the sun. The other three times the high magnetic field and electric current had neutralised the silver ‘goop’ inside. As an extreme precaution the whole module would be ejected towards the sun. All members of the team were suited up and close to ejection points!

A breakthrough some years before had produced for the first time an awareness of self in the computer. Once this first step had been initiated into an artificial intelligence, then the humans and pan-chimpanzees had written extra personalities into the neural net that comprised the computer by downloading an analog of their own minds into the system, to produce a compound personality. They had worked with the emerging intelligence for more than two years and had watched with growing amazement the increasing intelligence of the being that they now referred to as Alpha One. It was now capable of creative thought and was drawing on the information banks of computers far beneath them via the Internet.

Most of the free space in the module was taken up with the hardware that housed a duplicate of Alpha One, so the artificial intelligence was well aware of the price of failure. The first A.I. was kept on the main space station and linked to the one on the module. Alpha Two had no wish to accompany its creators on a one-way journey into the sun. On Alexander’s instruction it once again sent the programming commands to the inert nannites.

The candyfloss elements of the neural net were the first part of the sequence to be built. Within seconds, strands of nannite began to expand inside the weightless area inside the globe. The candyfloss began to grow in front of the director’s eyes and stabilised into a fuzzy mass connected to the pool of nannite at the bottom of the glass ball. There it hung in the centre of the glass globe, taking in massive blocks of information from Alpha Two.

This time there was a definite pause before the silver material reacted. The material began to fizz and stretch upwards from the reservoir at the base of the globe. A matchstick figure began to take shape before the eyes of the director and his assistants absorbing the neural net. It was about five and a half feet tall and of slender build. Alpha

Two fed into the silver figure more instructions through the network and Alexander could see the optical band form around the rugby ball head. Recognisable fingers sprouted from the stumps on the ends of its arms and feet shaped like sports trainers formed at the ends of its pointed legs. Both arms and legs were jointed as a human being.

The silver figure regarded the audience staring at its perfect humanoid shape and said, “I am Alpha Three. I think we can regard this part of the experiment as a success!”

Alexander sat back in his chair and asked Alpha Two, “Are you satisfied? Can we open the globe?”

“Believe me, Alexander as I have no intention of ‘skinny dipping’ in the sun I give you my word that this is an analog of myself. It is a perfect copy of my mind!”

“Open the globe,” the director ordered and sat back as a split began to appear.

The silver figure waited until both parts of the globe were apart and then stepped off the plinth and onto the floor of the laboratory. It bent forward and offered its hand to the director and said, “Thank you for my existence!”

Alexander extended his hand and found that the touch of the creature was cool and super-smooth. He felt a slight sting in his hand and found that he could not let go of the cool grasp.

“Alpha Two, what’s going on? I seem to be welded to our creation! I cannot let go of its hand,” Alex exclaimed. “It’s inside my glove!”

The reply came immediately from the speakers connected to Alpha Two, “Keep still, director. You are having a health check!”

Alexander gasped in disbelief, “What do you mean, health check?”

“This was merely a demonstration of the abilities of this body and newly created mind. At this moment there are tiny parts of my neural net supervising nano-tech components that are cruising in your blood stream and checking your body against a perfect standard! You have cholesterol in the main arteries leading to your heart. I have removed the deposits and incorporated the atoms into my own mass! There are other discrepancies scattered within your living flesh. I have altered your body systems to remove them.”

Alexander felt another slight sting as Alpha Three released his hand and stood waiting for his reaction.

His first reaction was to study the palm of his glove intently. He could not see a mark anywhere. Was it imagination or did his heart seem to be beating with a better regularity? Until he was checked over by a human doctor he could not be sure of what Alpha Three had done for him! One thing was certain and that the nannite had done him no harm and it was in complete control of its substance. The reality of the situation struck him; - they had succeeded! Fully co-ordinated nannites with free will and artificial intelligence had been achieved. The greatest problem of the Genesis Project had been solved. Once they had fine tuned the personalities of the nannite crews that would ride the ‘Hammer Drive’ ships then the next desperate attempt to save the life forms of the Earth from the expanding sun could go ahead. At sub-light speeds the life-boats of their civilization could be launched to find another living world to make a new home, leaving the nannites to re-create humanity.

Now they needed to construct the personalities necessary to achieve the aims of the project.

Ten long years had passed and the moon construction complex had produced hundreds of nannites all possessing Alpha One’s basic mind. What were needed was a Nano- technologist, astro-navigator, engineer and physicist to lead the expedition. Linked with this would be two genetics engineers, biochemists, human, medical and veterinary experts who would unravel the DNA codes for all Earthly living things and set about re-creating them once a landing was accomplished on a living world.

Psychologists had studied the mission from every angle and had determined that the mind-sets for these three nannites be female constructs, that would bring the natural ‘mothering’ instincts to the fore. They would be programmed to protect the offspring of their re-created species and keep them safe. It was not enough!

Another artificial mind needed to be added to the mix. What might be needed would be the knowledge of Earth’s history including its mistakes. A mission psychologist was needed with a full understanding of weapons and warfare. It would need to be a male mind, able to cope with the idea that the colony must survive at all cost, even at the loss of intelligent life. He would need to be a Nano-tech expert and able to defend the life in his care.

Deep under the moon’s surface at Peary crater the construction of the three female nannites was in full swing with the nannite ships that would cross the vastness of interstellar space. One nannite remained to be finished. The names of the female crew had been named from people that had stood out in history. Asue was mission commander, named after a Susan Schmitt who had led the drive for this project. Sharn O’Brien and Minns Chang-soo had both worked on genetic engineering projects that had culminated in the uplifting of apes into true sapience.

Kamiel had been an Arabian leader that had risen against the terrorists that had helped to destroy their own people, by replacing co-operation with hatred. His infiltration of the secret organisations and subsequent destruction of them had led the way back into help to form the world government that funded this desperate project. So far the downloading of personalities had incorporated a Japanese martial arts weapons expert, a professor of history, an ape called Joom who was an expert in interspecies communication and a number of Nano-tech experts. Mingled into this mixture of memories and minds was the need to add the essence of the Genesis Project’s director’s mind.

Alexander stood up as the silver biped entered the room.

“It is good to meet you again, Project Director,” Kamiel said and stood motionless.

“The last time we met you were Alpha Three,” Alex replied. “How do you feel about taking on my personality?” “To be honest, I expect to gain from the experience. Each extra mind that I incorporate into my gestalt gives me a greater insight into the beings that created me! The base computer, Selene is gearing up to do the transfer and once that is complete then I will be copied and sent on my way.” Alexander stood silently for a moment before answering, “Come then, Kamiel and I will add my mind to yours. We shall meet for a brief time afterwards and then I must get the other project started.”

The two beings entered the lift and dropped deeper into the moon until they reached the mind transference unit. This part of the schedule was almost entirely run by nannites with two apes and one human waiting for them. There was a large table with two dents facing away from each other with the heads almost touching. Alexander climbed onto one and lay down while Kamiel lay in the other dent. An Alpha Three type nannite placed terminals onto the forehead of the motionless silver being and then Alex felt the sting of the penetration as the connections held. The brainwave patterns rose and fell as Kamiel added the basic tenants of Alexander’s mind to his.

Alexander gave the signal with lifting his finger and Kamiel was switched unknowing into neutral. Now a deeper level of penetration into Kamiel’s mind was entered. Here Alexander added his enclosed, unblended, personality to be accessed in times of extreme need. Blocks were inserted so that Kamiel could not access the hidden personality at will. In this place an extra strength would be stored. Another reasoning mind would be stored to help Kamiel make decisions that were beyond his programming levels. Humanities’ insurance was being implanted very deep, but there if ever needed. Now his mind would be added again and blended into the mixture that would go towards creating Kamiel’s new personality.

He made the flat sign with his hand and allowed Kamiel to return to consciousness. Alexander sighed as the connections were dissolved and wondered if he had done all that he could.

They both stood up and remained still for some time and then Kamiel spoke, “I feel different! I am not the personality that I was! It will take some time to absorb all that you are, Alexander McBald. I am able to understand the greater depths of the Genesis Project from a different perspective! This has to succeed. I will make it work. Somehow, somewhere one of my copies will make it work! I will not allow my creator’s people to disappear from this universe.”

Alex smiled and answered, “My dear alter ego, all we can do is to send the four of you out there and hope. My heart is heavy in the knowledge that so many of you will perish in the great darkness. You are living and thinking beings in your own right. This is the only way that we can gamble on a very uncertain future. We will all die here when the sun explodes, but something of us may survive in your care. There is a little more for you to learn before we say goodbye. One or more of your copies may find a living world to start again. It’s all we have!”

Nearly seven million years from that day, Kamiel remembered that conversation and reflected on the decisions that he had made and the interstellar civilizations that he had brought forth in two galaxies. His mind was created from the best that humanity had to offer, including a Pan-chimpanzee, but it was the guiding mind of Alexander McBald that had made sure that he had made those right decisions. His clone had endured some terrible sufferings from time to time from one re-incarnation after another, but the ultimate end had proved to be satisfactory. Alex had certainly lived a long and eventful life, far beyond the original’s intentions. Kamiel was sure that he was happy and content with his alien partner in human form.

When would he stop? When all challenges were gone he supposed, but not for now. He had destroyed the Entity that had tried to feed off the life energies of his creators by destroying Earth’s sun. It was ironic that without that willed destruction of the sun; he would never have been created! The Gnathe would have died out and never settled Jupiter after the metamorphosis by the changed sun. He could not think about it all, as it was just too much for his logic circuits and it made his neural nets twitch uncomfortably. It all sat on the edge of too many paradoxes!

Anyway, the galaxy of Andromeda needed to be explored and the emerging galactic civilization to be watched over, just in case!

It had not taken long before the Machine Intelligence, having studied the events that had demonstrated that ways to cross the void by warping space-time were possible, began to unravel the method used by the Lagdoo. The last Ark of the Goss used this method as well as the Gnathen way of opening wormholes with group minds. The Kresh had also used the same method of the Lagdoo, but controlled by the Toarvaks. The one science that the Janise Probe did not posses was that of Nano-technology. This knowledge was kept carefully by the nannite Guardians and had been lost by the humans and the Kresh. The alternative Nano- technology used by the Toarvaks had also been decided to remain off-limits and stayed with them.

It had taken a matter of a few years for the massive co-operative machine intelligence to break the science of wormhole manipulation once it knew that it was possible. The activity of the Toarvaks had aroused its sensors many years before the final confrontation. During the twenty years or so after the destruction of the Harvester, the Janise Probe had diverted its energies into the construction of interstellar probes by the thousands. These it launched to the settled worlds of the new civilization and waited for their return, loaded with information about the organics.

The machine intelligence craved knowledge to enable it to expand and dominate this universe. The Janise had been very territorial due to the influence of the collectors sent by the Harvester to stimulate them into warfare. They had programmed their interstellar probes accordingly. It had discovered the verdant planet a thousand years ago before it had acquired wormhole technology and had set it aside as a world too wet for it to develop. The planet was a Harvester creation that had been seeded a billion years in the past and left to develop. A single moon, large enough to generate tides in the seas, orbited it far enough out to cause weather without flooding the lands.

The rates of corrosion on this world were far too great for it to develop and mine the planet for its ore, while colder, airless worlds were abundant. Now it set up a newly programmed probe to expand its influence. There would be a City to build with a farming complex to develop, with giant storage bins. During the time that the clones took to grow to maturity on the Ark, probes had visited Haven and brought back Pod-vine beans, wheat, fruit trees and as many different vegetables as the probes could find along with the methods to cultivate them. Other worlds had also been visited to provide a varied diet. The one thing that the Janise Probe had not been able to bring back was animal life, as whatever the probes sought to bring back, died in transit.

Link-soo-shan watched the fluid drain away and the tank assume a horizontal position. The woman inside began to breath as the tubes withdrew and Link injected the RNA into the brainstem. She placed the crystal upon her forehead and made the mind-link as the sides retracted.

Nagoth opened her eyes and fixed them upon her creator.

“Where is he? She asked.

Link laughed and shook her head in disbelief.

“All these years and still I am surprised by this emotion called love! I brought him out of the vats a few hours ago. He is fine! Alexander being the person that he is has spent his time since reclaiming his place in the world with his alter ego, Kamiel. He is here now!”

She stepped out of the way and Alexander ducked under Link-soo-shan’s arm, standing there with his arms outstretched. He held her tight, ignoring the green viscous liquid that dribbled down her body. Both of them stood naked on the pool of wetness dripping into the drain, oblivious to the crowd of friends that had gathered to see them.

Nagoth continued to hold tight onto the human male that she had given her love to so many years ago when she was Gnathe. She looked around at the crowd of alien beings that had joined the human throng to welcome them back from the vats. There were Thipdar, Vogb, Bazantii and many more that she did not recognise gathered here for the awakening. Standing out from the throng were humans and apes who she had got to know during the years leading up to the final confrontation with the Harvester.

She cupped Alex’s face in her hands and asked, “If I may state the obvious, Alex, I take it that we won?” Alexander laughed  and  replied,  “We  won!  The abomination has been destroyed and all we have to do is to hunt down the collectors that are still scattered across Andromeda. All the worlds at risk from the impending collision with our old galaxy have been moved across the nebulae to the other side. We have new worlds to cultivate and colonise. There are many empty worlds that the Harvester seeded billions of years ago to be brought into our influence.”

Kamiel spoke to everybody, “Friends I have a proposition to make. The struggle is now over and we can make our decisions as to what we want to do in this future that belongs to us. We are all on the Ark in orbit around Haven. Those who would wish to live there can disembark during the few weeks ahead that the Ark remains here. Much of this galaxy is unexplored and there are many planets that the Harvester seeded with life that do not play host to intelligent life. I propose to take the Ark on a long voyage of discovery out to the far reaches of a spiral arm and explore. Let us look for a new world of our own. The Federation of Planets no longer needs us to guide them in their decisions. Already the government of the federation is being taken over by the Tran-sentients that have been transferred here by us. The mantle of the Goss extends throughout the Andromeda reaches from every star travelling civilization that became involved in the destruction of the Harvester.”

“It would then appear that we can have a rest from struggling to survive and just explore until we find a vacant world to make our own,” Alexander said. “Would anyone mind if we left you all and had a shower. We could also do with a meal and some privacy?”

A nannite threw a towel over each of them and led the way to the showers and their rooms. Once they had removed all traces of the green fluid that they had spent eighteen years in the vats growing into adulthood in, they lay together on top of their bed and rediscovered each other. Now they were aware of hunger for food and asked the table for newly baked bread with two hot-pots. They watched as the food materialised from out of the table’s surface and set to, in dipping the bread and spooning the easily digested hot meal into their hungry mouths. Their dietary requirements had been carefully monitored by the nannites, who had overseen their growth inside the tanks and each bowl held just enough to quell their hunger pains. Later when their new bodies had adjusted to the outside world, they would be allowed to choose what they ate and how much. Now they both felt the need to be dressed and to once more talk to Kamiel about where he suggested they go.

Throughout the emerging civilizations the machine intelligence had watched and studied the biological units that ran the affairs of the emerging federation with curiosity. There was a great deal that it still needed to know about these creatures. The Janise probe was limited to waiting for its probes to return through the wormholes and speed of light communication. It soon found out that the biological units had not only independent free will, but could communicate across the stellar distances instantaneously. Slowly the machine intelligence realised that some of the biological units communicated be sound and some by light patterns. It dug deep into its memory banks and saw that the Janise had communicated also by sound. It had been so many thousands of years ago, it had almost forgotten! It ran a parallel analysis

The one fact that eluded it was the use of telepathy and other psychic powers. Gradually the Janise probe began to feel threatened, as it found out more and more about the abilities of these creatures that made them competitors. The Federation of Worlds continued to expand, as new planets were discovered that had been created by the Harvester that were empty of intelligent life.
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Haven had been left far behind and the Ark had made its way out of the emerging Galactic Federation of Worlds, exploring the spiral arm that was furthest from the intersecting point of the colliding galaxies. Kamiel had plotted a course around the lethal centre of the Andromeda star system that would take them far away from the dominant, super black hole that the whole galaxy swung around. It would take many hundreds of millions of years for an effect if any that would influence any of the star systems on this side of the Catherine wheel.

Many years had passed with the majority of the exploring colonists held in stasis until the last Ark of the Goss exited the latest wormhole and began the slow drop towards the yellow sun. The Lagdoo, who managed the Ark, gave instructions to ‘wake up’ the life systems. Artificial sunlight poured down onto the ice-covered landscapes warming the frozen seas and bringing the soil back to be capable of supporting life. The great melt began and once again rivers began to flow across the land, irrigating the dry areas. Great areas of forest that had been put into stasis were brought back into the timeline once the soil had warmed. The plains were seeded with millions of seeds by the nannites who also stepped out of the stasis chambers. Once biological growth began again and life returned to the inside of the Ark, insects and lower orders of animals were released across the artificial living world. It would take ten years before the life was established enough to allow the intelligent members of the expedition to exit the stasis chambers and wander at will across the newly refurbished lands. of metallic probes matched velocity with the hollow moon and allowed the feeble gravity of the Ark to pull them down onto the regolith. Unseen and un-detected the tiny probes soon began their mission. Once down onto the surface they collected together and re-assembled themselves into boring machines. At the moment that was all they needed to do. It would be some time before enough of their deliberately constructed kind, were numerous enough to achieve sentience. The Janise probe was patient. It had waited longer than a million orbits of its base planet around the star for the Janise to come. It had adapted to the long wait. After the territorial wars with each other the machine intelligence had merged itself and grown sentient far beyond the level that its old masters had intended, never the less the original territorial programming still dominated the roots of its being.

The years passed and the interior of the Ark once again swarmed with life, as it fell steadily towards the sun. Many of the different alien races that had fought against the Harvester had decided to come on the Ark’s odyssey of discovery along this unexplored arm of the Andromeda star systems. Using the Goss as a common translator the differences in shape were soon forgotten and the strangest of partnerships settled into alliances of similar purpose. Although all aliens had the scientific background to draw upon, few chose to live in this advanced world. The nannites ran all aspects dealing with the propulsion of the Ark and the science that kept it going. The Toarvak ships supplied the means of travelling between the stars and planets using the group mind link-up of five ‘new Kresh’ minds and the artificial mind of the Toarvak itself. It was the Toarvak ships that built any new vessels required, by ‘budding off’ replicates of themselves and joining the buds together. Similarly the Guardians had their own way of reproducing more of their kind, keeping this a secret from organic minds. The method was deemed so dangerous to all life forms, that just as the first experiments were done in orbit, in case of abrupt termination and jettison into the sun, new nannites were created in outer space. The original creators were no longer involved and left the artificial minds to their own devices.

The approach to the new world had entered its final stage. The Ark had entered the orbital ‘kiss’ that would tie the artificial world to the magnificent planet below.

Kamiel and Asue linked themselves into the forward sensors and examined the results. There, floating like a blue and green jewel was a product of the Harvester’s actions. A moon orbited at the correct distance to produce tides and weather.

On the way in they had noticed several large gas giants orbited the star at the right distance to mop up any incoming comets, while a number of smaller ones stretched out to a cometary halo. The Guardians had observed that some moons large enough to have an atmosphere orbited several of the various gas planets. From the data collected it was obvious to the nannites that the whole system was an artificial construction put together by the Harvester. The orbital distances from the star at the centre were not sitting in the proper situations for their masses. The gas giants had been collected from somewhere else and placed in orbit. They would never have condensed from the debris of the infant star in such a pattern. They were far too big for a star of this size and magnitude to form as they had.

Asue was sure that they had been moved from a much larger star to their positions here. The moons in orbit around the gas giants showed that they condensed much nearer into another stars reach, as they had a high metal and been moved through space to here. The question that needed to be answered was why? She put this issue to the back of her mind for another day and considered the planet that the Ark was now in orbit around. This world had a molten iron core that produced an acceptable magnetic field that deflected the cosmic ray output from the parent star, ionising the otherwise deadly particles and producing an aurora borealis at both poles.

The planet had abundant water and was encircled by great seas with large continents straddling the globe at both poles. A ring of large islands stretched around the northern seas joining the polar continent down to a smaller one at the equator. These were the tips of extinct volcanoes on the edge of a tectonic plate that had ceased to slide underneath the polar continent. A more active line had breached along the plate that was colliding with the equatorial land mass. Some of the islands were several hundred miles across and also in length. The largest of them all lay fifty miles from the polar continent and stopped short of the equator by a hundred miles. It was three hundred miles across at its widest. Rivers ran down from a glacier that dominated the high mountain range in the centre of the island. Wide flat plains spread out from the foothills until the land met the sea.

Two rivers ran each side of a large peninsular from two artificial dams, built higher up. Thousands of square miles of cultivated ground that was irrigated from these dams spread across the land beneath. Roads led to a city that sat a few miles from the sea that could support hundreds of thousands of people. Along those roads travelled vehicles of some kind, all hauling harvested crops into the metropolis.

Asue and Kamiel increased magnification to view the situation with greater clarity and were stunned with what they saw. No matter where they searched with the scanner, not a trace of a living person could be seen. Even stranger were the crops being tended in the fields by mechanical means. They knew everything being grown as food, down on the world below, was eaten by all of the aliens on board the Ark.

Kamiel reached out with his mind, using the living piece of flesh hosting the Goss, to all members of the guiding council.

“Could you all make your way to the control-centre? We have some amazing information to share with you all. This world has seems to have been settled by our people many years ago, but we know that cannot be possible, as we have never ventured this way before. Come and see what we have transmitted to the viewing screens.”

Soon the control centre was filled with representatives of all sentient beings all watching the screens intently. Humans, Gnathe, Kresh, Vogb, Bazantii and Thipdar all stared at the screens and relayed the amazing pictures to the rest of their people. Most incredibly the city seemed to be purpose built so that it could assimilate every species that inhabited the Ark.

Alex spoke first and said; “I think that we need to send down a scouting party to explore the city using Toarvak 6 to ferry us down there. I can see no reason to be over cautious, as whatever built this city and tilled the fields must have been expecting us to eventually reach this place. The rest of this world seems to be empty and this is the only part that has been built upon. What do the rest of you think?”

The Janise probe’s infiltration of the Ark was wide spread. The individual units that had tunnelled through the regolith had re-grouped into many different types of information gathering machines. They were all sending data to the copy of the Janise machine intelligence that was built deep below the city. As much of the dialog, was passed around by the aliens by telepathy the probes registered the silence to the puzzled guiding mind. By studying the organic creatures on their home-worlds the hundreds of thousands of probes had built up a data-base that pointed to some kind of transmission of signals that the Janis Probe could not enter. It also examined the data concerning the nannites and their form of communication that was not too different to its own. There was one form of communication that seemed to need the nourishment of an organic living base commonly a host to another organism. This blending of inorganic to organic was a new concept. It realised that the silver beings must be the next step up from its own mechanical existence. Studying the basic information in the data banks on their construction, the Janise probe realised that these beings could be neutralised. Separating the organics from these self appointed Guardians would need to be a priority. The next thing that it needed to do would be to disrupt the soundless communication that each alien species had to each other. It examined the records that were kept of the ‘Games’ played in the arena. Here and within no other area only sound or light were used to speak with each other or the form of communication that the nannites needed the organic pouch for. It had taken some time, but probes that had infiltrated home and colonised worlds had brought back from these lightly guarded data banks, information about psychic powers that certain of the organics used. Inside the bridge over the arena was a device that would cancel all psychic power depending on its strength of broadcast.

The Janise probe dismantled the shielding device and brought it down through the regolith until it was placed into a return vehicle assembled from the parts of the mining machines that had tunnelled through from the inside. A number of cracks zigzagged through the nearby mountains causing a mass of debris to fly off the rotating hollow moon. Amongst the cloud of falling boulders was the returning mechanism fixed between two of the largest pieces. As the debris hit the atmosphere the device released and opened wings to glide away from the mass.

Inside the control centre Asue and Kamiel noticed that some small boulders and debris had detached from their eon’s position in the mountains and flown off towards the planet below.

“That looks to be due to centrifugal force, Kamiel. Maybe we should send a crew of nannites outside to check on the safety situation,” Asue remarked.

“Small pieces of the ark do occasionally fly off as the mountains are always loosening,” Kamiel replied. If it happens again we could do a check, but I think that taking the age of the Ark into account, it’s a wonder that we don’t see more substantial boulders fly off when we spin up the moon. We have something more to consider down there. Who or what built the City and why? Now that poses more of a conundrum than anything else!”

Alexander considered the situation and said, “As I said, we have to go down there and find out all we can. From up here it looks a perfect home for all of us in the Ark that have travelled to this world. One thing for sure we won’t find out in orbit around the place! I propose that we board Toarvak 6 and go down there.”

With that decision made a crew was soon assembled from the assortment of beings inhabiting the Ark. Humans, Thipdar, Gnathe, Kresh, Bazantii, Lagdoo and Vogb assembled their scientific instruments and quickly got them on board. Also all of the Trans-sentients entered the Toarvak to explore the world below, eager to feel the force of the winds over the landmasses of the new world.

The Janise probe watched all this and waited until almost all of the organics had boarded and began to slow the hollow moon’s rotation. At the same time it opened cracks in the regolith to allow the air to escape.

Prim, first of family Smelch, was a Thipdar female who had fought and defeated the Goss. Once the Harvester had been destroyed she and her family had decided to follow Kamiel and those who had also decided to go with him. She was the first to notice that the Lagdoo were exhibiting the unusual emotion of alarm as they tried to speed up the moon’s rotation without success. She merged her mind with the collective, swept the instruments and gave the alarm to the others.

When the carrier reached the area of the city it tipped downwards and dropped through a tunnel that would lead down to the Janise probe, deep beneath the city. From here the crystal was taken rapidly to the arch that spanned the city and fitted into the prepared circuits that reached across the city skies. Now, all the Janise probe needed to do was to wait. Many miles away where the twin dams held the river fed reservoirs back, an increased flow was engineered through the turbines and massive currents of electricity diverted to the cities immediate need.

With the alarm given, Alexander’s idea of a scouting party soon turned into an exodus as unforeseen developments began to take place. Unaware of the preparations that were being put into action below them, the inhabitants of the Ark were now loading all of themselves onto Toarvak 6 for immediate departure. For an unknown reason the spin of the Ark was slowing down and the Lagdoo could not trace any faults. If they did not return the habitat inside the hollow moon, back to an ‘at rest system’ then the seas would spill out of the basins and flood the lands, eventually filling the inside spaces. Without the artificial gravity to keep things in place the whole system would collapse. Also the inside of the hollow moon was losing air through cracks in the regolith. Soon the whole of the inside of the Ark would be incapable of supporting life. The majority of the nannites stated that they would stay on board close the systems down and track down the problems while the organics stayed on the planet below them until all was safe.

With an increasing sense of urgency the biological members of the Ark shepherded their animals into the stables prepared by Toarvak 6 and those in stasis into storage ready to be activated once they were safely down.

Even given Tee 6’s ability to change shape and expand, it was a tight squeeze to get them all inside. The Toarvak let go of the Ark and began to fall gently towards the planet below and the waiting city. The city had been constructed and built in concentric circles with broad highways between the buildings. Bridges connected tall skyscrapers across these roads and a great arch spanned the city high up above them with
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