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  The Exodus Plan

  
  




The Orion High Council gathered at the Pantheon to discuss their upcoming voyage to Earth.  The Pantheon’s stone steps ascended upward toward the massive stone columns holding up the weight of the ceiling.  The dignified lords walked gracefully up the steps.  A step platform leveled at each series of stairs designed to provide relief.  The stone was a light-gray, granite color.  The great hall was at the top of the stairs.  Upon entering the great hall, the men walked across the marble floor, traversing the vast, open room.  The king’s crest hung on the wall, and the flags of the different districts hung majestically, draped from poles on the north wall.  The lords entered the area for dining.  There they found a lively group of warriors.  A long wood table with high backed chairs seated each of the individuals.  An animated discussion was in progress, and bursts of loud laughter could be heard echoing throughout the room.  The room was warmed by the roar of a large fireplace burning at one end of the room.




Phalax, King of the Orions, stood 10 feet tall and weighed over a thousand pounds, a fairly average size for an Orion.  His white beard and leafed golden crown gave him a look of distinction.  As the lord over all the other lords, Phalax stood at the head of the table.  The group shifted their attention towards Phalax and quieted in respect, awaiting the king’s message.  Phalax felt nervous but determined.  He had an important message to deliver.  The group was very intelligent and experienced.  It was the experience Phalax hoped to tap.  He needed the wisdom of the group to bring together his plan.  Phalax looked around the great dining hall at each of the lords.




Each lord was allowed to operate autonomously in their kingdom or district, and each paid respect to Phalax and his wisdom.  He was beloved by many of the lords and feared by others.  All the lords supported Phalax’s ideas.




“You have each heard the legend of the Orions originating from a planet in the Milky Way Galaxy within the fourth spiral arm, a planet called Earth.  The legend is not a myth; it is real.  For many millennia, our people have wondered when or if the Orions would journey back to Earth.  The time was never revealed.  The location of Earth has been preserved by the kings, and I, alone, have the location of Earth.  A season of great change is upon us.  We will make an epic voyage back to Earth.”




The lords all began talking to each other at once, creating a rumbling wave of noise bouncing off the walls of the great dining hall.  Phalax waited for the group to regain composure before continuing.  It was important that everyone be brought along and support his plans.




“My eldest son, Triton, will lead the epic voyage to Earth.  My second son, Phaelon, will support Triton in organizing the exodus.  Preparations for departure will begin immediately.”




Phalax looked upon the lords in the great hall with its high-arching ceiling and grand columns placed around the hall and knew the time foretold by the ancients had arrived.  Phalax felt no fear.  He was confident his son, Triton, would be a great leader.  However, Phalax secretly wondered if humanity would welcome the Orions and treat them as a benevolent race.  The plan was to the reunify of the two peoples.  It had always been the plan.  He knew that living so far apart could make reunification difficult and hoped both peoples would embrace their destiny to be one people.




“I feel that Triton is ready to assume the heirship of the kingdom.  He will need your support to organize the exodus to the ancient mountain in preparation for departure to Earth.  Your leadership as lords will be key to his success.  I am asking you for your support and friendship.  The time is critical.  Our sun is going super nova.  We cannot stay or we will all die.  Soon, our planet will fade into the annuls of history as only a fond memory.  We must move forward confidently.  We must dream of reunification with our brothers.  Change is upon us.  Will we embrace the change and transform our destiny?  I believe we will.  Let us all be strong.  Let every lord make bright his sword of leadership.  Let every man know his duty and perform it bravely with exactness.  Organize your resources to make the exodus possible.  Gather your possessions, your women, your children, and prepare to depart this dying world that has been our beloved home these many eons.”




The group pounded their fists on the table and yelled an affirming cry of support.  Phalax smiled to himself feeling confident that he had gained the support of the lords.  The kingdom would soon be transforming.  Phalax could see the ancient mountain cube in his mind.  The massive twelve-layered cube containing a virtual world within each layer was difficult to conceptualize.  To the observer standing on the plains of the layer, it would seem like a world.  Perhaps the world was flat.  Phalax laughed to himself.  Not knowing that on Earth, sailors feared the myth of sailing out to sea and falling off the edge of the world into oblivion.  Phalax motioned for the group to calm.




Space could be thought of as a two-dimensional plane, bendable and connected by a tube or worm hole.  The Orion technology allowed them to bend space and travel at relatively high speeds through it.  They would not exceed the speed of light in the worm hole, but in terms of distance, would be traveling light years, between one point on the plane and the destination point on the plane.




“Would the lords wish to debate the plan for our exodus for survival or vote?  What say ye?”  One Norse-like lord with a golden beard wished to speak.




“Titus, what say ye?”  Titus rose and address the group, “My lord, I wish to express my support for the exodus.  We know our red sun has become unstable.  The scientists have been saying for decades that the red sun’s nuclear stability is not good.  They cannot predict when the star will go super nova.  However, at some point, the stellar matter will collapse in on itself and combust in a violent explosion that will consume our home world.  I don’t know all the science explaining the death of our star, but I do know it is time to depart.  I am not a fatalist, and I will miss our home world and our way of life, but I realize times have changed.  We must be willing to see the future, plan for the future, and act.  




Our wisdom will determine the fate of billions of Orions.  If we believe our red sun will not explode within our lifetime, then we gamble.  Our prophets have warned us through sacred writings that a season of change will occur and a a reunification commence.  We cannot dismiss the wisdom of our ancients in our time of crisis.  I implore the lords to consider our faith.  We do not know what awaits us.  We don’t know if the people of Earth will accept us.  We don’t know if the ancient mountain will take us safely to Earth.  We do know that our faith brought us to Orion and helped us build a great civilization free of war, disease and poverty.  We do know that our Great Creator blessed us with an expansive posterity and abundance without limit.  We learned generations ago to use our minds to build our dreams, and it is our dreams that tell us to journey once again to the stars.  We learned to have faith in our Creator that we were his sons and daughters and that he had a plan for us.  We can build our future among the stars again.”




Titus returned to his seat.  Phalax replied, “Well said, Titus.  I respect your courage and vision.”  A cry went up around the room for a vote.




“The council has issued a call for a vote.  All in favor of the exodus?”  The group’s members each signaled one at a time their support.  Phalax watched each lord indicate support.  He was pleased with the response.  “The count is complete.  The vote is unanimous.  We will begin preparing for the exodus and transfer of power.  Thank you, each, for coming.  May you journey home in safety.”




The lords began to mingle and talk among themselves.  




“Soon, I will be announcing the transfer of power to Triton.” Some of the Lords departed, realizing the magnitude of the vision and plan.




The exodus began as a massive gathering project into the ancient mountain.  The different districts needed to organize schedules for arriving at the ancient mountain, deeding of lands on the twelve layers for inheritance, and helping coordinate departures and arrivals.  The people in each district needed to understand the process of departure.  Tools, equipment, and facilities were built at the ancient mountain to make the land plots livable and productive.  A vast amount of construction, parts assembly, and planning on a massive scale started.  The lords planned to inspect the ancient mountain and the existing structures with plans to make enhancements to the ancient technology by scaling the roads and infrastructure for a larger group of inhabitants than the original design allowed for.  




The fusion sun/lighting on each of the twelve levels was activated.  The ecosystems would be inspected for safety.  Machines had to be repaired and maintained.  The architecture of the buildings would need to be adjusted to more modern conveniences.  The lords began organizing committees and groups of teams to help guide the vast numbers of Orions working on preparing the ancient mountain.  Design plan modifications were created.  Engineers, artisans, and scientists worked with manufacturing to create parts, pieces of fabrication and machines.  The activity on Orion plunged into full gear.  The edge of chaos created the best innovation.  Urgency and innovation combined to create amazing solutions of the mind.  The Orions wanted to create a great world.  The journey would take a month, and the ancient mountain would be their world during the journey.  Even the children joined the excitement and drew pictures, built sculptures, and wrote stories of the journey.  Musicians recorded the movement in song.  Some of the Orions began to design a monument of stone to leave on Orion as a token to the universe of their departure.  The monument would be a sign of their faith.
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  Rebel in Disguise

  
  




Phaelon watched his brother, Triton, receive praises from the ladies and lords, secretly envying the attention.  The smiles and warm gestures by the crowd towards Triton angered Phaleon, and within, he felt disgust towards his brother.  The rage boiled up like hot mud in a cauldron, and the invisible pressure increased.  Finally, he sought refuge outdoors in the cool Orion air of the mountain range.  He stepped out on the balcony and took a deep breath.  The castle overlooked a green valley below which included a river winding its silver tail from one end of the valley to the other.  The fog was falling over the valley, clouding the view of the river.  The cool, moist air felt refreshing.  The rage inside him subsided but would not dissipate completely. 




Phaelon longed for the perfection of his Hidden Order and dreamed he was king of the whole kingdom.  He despised his obscurity and coveted the glory of the king.  However, Phaelon feared Triton and dared not act against his brother.  He would abide his time.  The Grand Council’s support for Triton made him very popular with the people.  Phaelon walked slowly along the wall, brushing and stroking the stone materials of the balcony with his right hand.  He thought about his brother becoming king.  Phaleon knew Triton’s rise to power could not be stopped, yet.  He would have to be patient.  All the simple reasons to dislike Triton were foaming in Phaelon’s heart.  The main thing Phaelon disliked about his brother was his sociality.  Triton’s easy laughter and popularity among the people had made him a ready favorite in the kingdom.




“Hey, brother, what are you doing out here, all alone, with all those beautiful damsels waiting for a dance?” Triton gave his brother, Phaelon, a mighty hug. 




The two brothers looked like Viking warriors embracing each other after battle.  Phaelon hugged his brother back.  For a moment, he felt love for his brother, instead of intense jealousy.




“I was enjoying the cool of the night, brother.  You know how stuffy these socials can become.  Everyone is talking about who likes whom.  The old ladies are watching every eye movement of the young men, measuring their interest and the probability of potential suitors for their daughters.”




Triton laughed a mighty laugh, knowing Phaelon was right.




“We will just have to be more clever than the old matchmakers.”




Triton looked up at the sky.  He could see the stars and the clouds.




“Father wants you and me to join him in his chambers later tonight.  He said that it was important, brother.”




Phaelon nodded his head.




“He probably wants to tell us about his hunting stories or great feats of strength.”




Both brothers laughed, remembering the tales of the past. Triton patted Phaelon on the shoulder in a friendly gesture.  Triton walked back towards the door and crossed the framework of the entrance back into the dance hall.  The chandeliers lit the great hall brighter than a sunny day but without the accompanying blazing heat.




“Have fun, brother.”




Triton looked back at Phaelon.




“We have a great deal of planning and work to complete in preparation for journeying to Earth.”




Triton responded, “I can count on you to help me with this mammoth undertaking.”  Phaelon nodded in acknowledgment and waved to Triton.




Phaelon feared Triton’s power.  He could not act against his brother.  He had to remain patient.  Phaelon wanted the power.  He wanted conquest equal to and complimenting his ego.  He imagined reducing Earth’s humanity to a race of slaves.  Why should the Orions share their technology with mankind?  The Orions had a perfect society and had removed disease, poverty and war.  The Orions were healthy, comfortable and powerful.  They spent their time pursuing activities focused on their interests.  The Orions disciplined their minds to learn languages, mathematics, science, and astronomy, to reach extreme levels—it was second nature.  It was not uncommon to hear two Orions discussing history and events surround key events of interest.  The discussions were often very lively and filled with energy.  There was a general excitement among the Orions, and they were motivated to share ideas.  They often talked about the merits of different ideas and provided a wide range of philosophical thought and analysis.  Theirs was a civilization brim full of cutting-edge philosophy and technology which knew no bounds!




The method of disseminating information was by symbols.  The symbols provided a compressed content of information, and as the Orions became more experienced, the symbols provided a deeper level of contextual understanding and meaning.  Phaelon couldn’t remember a time when he saw a hungry Orion.  The idea of hunger was foreign.  Everyone shared of their substance.  The division between rich and poor seemed like an barbaric concept.  Orions believed in giving of their substance as gifts of a creative mind.  It was not uncommon for Orions to share food dishes with friends and neighbors and distribute garden produce to a large group of people.  The Orion food technology was very efficient.  The vegetables and fruits were rich in energy.  It was possible to eat once a day and be content.  Eating was more of a pleasure than a necessity.  The Orion foods were very healthy and energy-efficient.




Phaelon thought about the Orion medicine.  The Orions used different light frequencies to heal disease.  “Let there be light!”  The lights were used to activate different emotions and electrical centers of the body.  The body had many processing units that could be activated or deactivated by different emotional states and electrical activity.  If a person was sick, he would go in for a light treatment and be healed.  The Orions connected with the Creator’s light.  Light was used to organize life during the creation, and Jesus was the Light of the World, through whom all men would be resurrected.  His light was greater than all other sources of light.”




“The machines provided all the different light frequencies to change the electrical signals of the body allowing different immune system enhancements.  The emotional states could turn on or off different genetic expressions.  The effect was to remove (or correct) genetic defects in the DNA that were evident at birth.  The light treatments sped up the healing of muscles, organs and skin.  Skin is the largest and the most exposed organ of the body.  Orions did not die of cancer, heart attack or chronic sickness.  Orions died when they became very old.




The Orion children studied in groups led by a mentor.  The mentor provided resources and experts, and facilitated ideas for the group to pursue.  The children were taught to be self-reliant, industrious and creative at a young age.  The mentor was well-beloved and highly-respected by the students and their parents.  As a result, the Orion children demonstrated self-discipline, active imaginations and were constantly building or trying different ideas and actions, pushing the envelope of current understanding of limits.  The mentor often told the children that belief is not hope.  You can believe that Orion scholars knew the answers to the universe.  You can believe that the books written will help you.  However, belief is not hope, but it is a start.  Hope leads to action.  Hope is the assumption that the principle, thing, or action is true.  Hope was more powerful than belief.




The Orion children’s academics were supplemented with fun.  The children did not spend their nights working on homework.  Instead, they occupied their time playing games with their families and friends, reading books and taking long walks.




The homes were usually connected to a garden, had access to a communal orchard and areas where animals could socialize with the community.  Often times, the children would ride upon an Orion horse or slide along the ground on hoverboards around the neighborhood.  Sometimes the children would bounce a ball around four squares trying to get the other person out.  The sound of playful laughter filled the air after school.




At dinnertime, the family would often get together to talk about one another’s days.  Family time included talking about friends, boyfriends or actions of interest.  The family was the universal center of Orion life.  An Orion man could not think of himself without first thinking of his family.  His family was his source of strength, interest, joy and increase.  Wealth was ubiquitous.  There was no need for accumulating silver or gold, because wealth was abundant.  Ideas and innovation replaced wealth accumulation.  Strong Orion families helped encourage people to develop their talents.  They would start projects like building a solar cell system, miniature fusion reactors, plants rich in nutrition having received the perfect amount of sunshine and growth supplements.  Other projects included different clothing designs.  The Orions liked fashionable clothes but were very conservative about presentation.  It was uncool to stand out with too much variance in fashion.  Divisions between the groups were not encouraged.  Orions were free to develop textiles, clothes and fabrics to their tastes.




The Orions had a library that spanned eons back to the time they departed from Earth.  The Orion prophets talked of a time when the people of Earth and the people of Orion would reunite.  The Orions would walk the streets with the people of Earth and share ideas and technology.  That time would be an era of convergence.  The Orions would share information about the shape and dimensions of the universe; they would talk about how political power and governments should operate to provide a cooperative system rather than a competitive system based on limited resources; the Orions would share technology to improve the health of man.  The prophets had said that the time of convergence would be a happy time, a time of joy and rejoicing, a time of great light and truth.




The Orions were looked forward to sharing and implementing their weather technology for earth.  The Orion Weather Machine would warm up the atmosphere and create well-balanced seasons, year round.  The Orion Weather Machine controlled the jet streams and brought moisture to arid lands.  The earth would never face drought or starvation again.  The Orion Weather Machine could disrupt hurricanes and tornadoes, preventing widespread destruction.  The Orion Weather Machine could not prevent an earthquake, but it could fix the weather, a big step forward for humanity.




The Orions had technology to clean up the radiation debris in the water and air, caused by conflict with the Solar X.  The Orion technology used energy to neutralize the radiation.  Earth’s radiation deadly zones would become inhabitable again.




Phaelon was required to publicly support his brother in the reunification effort that Phalax had declared.  He did not dare speak critically of his brother to any person in the open.  Phaelon knew that by doing so, he would bring the anger of Phalax and Triton against him, but it was always on the back-burner of his mind, smoldering.  Somehow, all the training of his youth of sharing and abolishing war, with everyone free to pursue their own interests had failed to distill upon his personality.  He sought the opposite—to conquer and enslave others for his own glory, withholding precious resources and technologies to lord it over others.  It was not the Orion way, yet, he, as second son to the king, had great desires that didn’t include sharing resources or glory with anyone, especially his socially-savvy brother, Triton.
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  Phalax Passes Power

  
  




Triton walked calmly down the great hall leading to the king’s chamber.  The hall was lined with pictures, family crests from the twelve ruling families, cultural artifacts and large mirrors.  The ceiling loomed nearly 40 feet above and the white marble surface gave the hall a feeling of grandeur.  Triton arrived at the door of the king.  It was a massive door of dark rich wood.  He clanged the brass lion head ring, and Phalax roared heartily, “Come in!”




Phalax was no stranger to bravery.  He enjoyed life with robustness, and even in his aged state, he acted like a younger man.  He had a strong voice, a hearty laugh and always spoke directly and clearly with whomever he was conversing.




“Come in, son.”




Phaelon arrived moments later like a stealth fighter waiting, invisible on the sidelines.  Phaelon closed the great door with a resonating thud that echoed throughout Phalax’s quarters.  Phaleon walked quietly into the chamber and greeted Phalax with a friendly hug.  Phalax’s chamber was warm, with a large fireplace filled with burning logs.  Comfortable chairs were placed around the fireplace with a large, soft rug under foot.  The room felt cozy, but to say the room was charming would be an understatement.  Near the couches were small tables for books, food, and drink.




Phalax walked to a panel near the fireplace and pressed his hand on a control handle.  A panel from ceiling to floor slid off to the right revealing a large steel vault.  The vault doors were many feet thick.  Phalax opened the vault, and the sounds of hydraulics whined as air pressure changed.  Within the steel chamber were glowing spheres of power, a plasma shield and the thunderbolt.




Both Triton and Phaelon stood and watched with excitement as their father walked into the vault.




Triton asked, “What is that?”




Phalax said, “This is the thunderbolt.  It is protected by a plasma shield.  Nothing can breach the shield.  Nothing can come in and nothing can go out.  The same technology was stolen by our ancient enemies, the Solar X, before they fled to an unknown region of space using our wormhole technology.  The plasma shield was once used to defend our cities from the Solar X invaders.   Now, the technology is used to protect the thunderbolt.”




Phalax spread his arms out wide and clapped three times while speaking an ancient phrase.  The plasma shield began to disintegrate like plastic melting in a fire.  Within moments, the shielding was gone.  Phalax reached in and grabbed the thunderbolt from its stand.  The thunderbolt was silver in hue and about a foot in length with three prongs on each end coupled by a band of metal at the shaft.  Triton looked upon the artifact.




“What does it do?”




Phalax roared with laughter.




Once his body stopped shaking, he said, “Spoken like a young one.  The thunderbolt harnesses the power of the ether energy sea.  This ancient device allowed us to travel 1000 light years to the Orion Constellation where we have remained for many millennia.  The thunderbolt is the power of the cube and a formidable weapon against our enemies.  The device is controlled by thought and is tuned to my mind’s wavelength.”




The Orions’ emphasis on development of right thought started with the thunderbolt.  They realized the power of thought could transform them into better people and unleash the power of the universe.  The Orions’ enemies soon feared them as powerful beings who could unleash terrible energies by mere thought.  Imagine streams of energy surging through the thunderbolt and destroying everything it touched.  The Orions’ allies loved them, as the device created an impenetrable plasma shield.  The shield burned up any projectile attempting to cross the barrier.  The shielding stopped weapons of war from their destructive impacts.  The era of peace and prosperity ruled supreme.  Peace meant prosperity.  The need for weapons among the people decreased, and scarcity was replaced with abundance.  The Orion ceased to be a natural man, yielding to lust, greed and corruption.  The evolutionary doctrines of survival were dismissed and replaced with philosophies supporting an era of enlightenment.  Retribution for violations of law were properly balanced with justice being held supreme.  The Orions had become a new people as they journeyed to the stars.  Phalax walked towards Triton.




“As your father and king, I bestow upon you the thunderbolt, and according to the laws of chivalry, command you to protect it.  You are to receive all the rights, privileges and powers associated with the thunderbolt.  You are the lawful heir.”




Phalax gave Triton the thunderbolt.  Phaelon felt a wave of fear surge through him as he realized Triton had been bestowed and endowed with the power of the king.  Phaelon stood in shock and remained mortified.  Triton held the thunderbolt in his hands, uncertain how to unlock its power and afraid to ask.  Phalax turned to Phaelon.




“Phaelon you are charged to protect and defend Triton with the same loyalty and devotion given me as your king; you’re to put aside all personal interests and desires to serve Triton as his protector and counselor.  Will you accept these sacred oaths and covenant promises?”




Phaelon knew he could not say no.  Phaelon feared Triton even more, now that he possessed the thunderbolt.  Phaelon expressed a look of determination and devotion.




“Yes, I will uphold my sacred oaths, duties, responsibilities and charges.”  Phalax nodded in approval.




Phalax motioned for his sons to sit.




“When I was made king by my father, the ceremony lasted many days.  Dignitaries traveled from all twelve districts to bring gifts and present speeches of good will.  I had to sit on the throne for days.  Dancers, musicians, artists and performers of all types performed before me.  It was a great experience.  The royal cooks prepared feasts each night for the guests.  I remember the first time my father placed the thunderbolt in my hands.  It felt heavy.  The thunderbolt did not seem to be a great scepter, a token of the power of the king.  My father and I journeyed to the cliffs of serenity.  We stood on the edge overlooking the valley.  The sun was starting to drop, and the temperatures had cooled.  My father instructed me to focus the energy towards a large boulder in the valley below.  The sky filled with lightening, and suddenly a lightening bolt surged downward through the thunderbolt and followed my mind focus shattering the boulder far below in the valley.  The rock burst under the pressure of the electricity resulting in a cloud of dust.  I realized the thunderbolt was not a toy.  I had handled lightening in my hands and lived to tell about it.  You can image my nervous laughter and relief after realizing that I had survived.  My father put a hand on my shoulder and said, ‘Good luck, my son.  Rule wisely.’”




Triton remained quiet as Phalax spoke.




Phalax then said to Triton, “Good luck, my son.”




Triton thanked the king, “Father, I am glad that you have the confidence in me to make me king.  I know you expect great leadership in anticipation of the journey back to Earth.  I will do my best, Father.  We won’t let you down.”




Phalax thanked both his sons and embraced them, “Sons, I would like to be alone and enjoy the warmth of this fire by myself.”




Triton and Phaelon acknowledged Phalax’s wishes and departed.  The sound of the door came as it closed behind the brothers as they left the king’s quarters.  Phalax sat on a couch watching the orange and yellow flames dance in the fireplace.  The fire seemed to be putting on a lively show, and time started to slow down for the wise, old king.  Eventually, Phalax was asleep under the warmth of the blanket and sleeping soundly.  The old Orion was at peace.  He had lived a good, long life.
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  Loading the Cube

  
  




The Orions could see the ancient mountain from a distance on the sacred island.  The ancient mountain was a cube a thousand miles wide by a thousand miles deep and a thousand miles high.  The ancient mountain changed the mass of the planet, Orion, upon arrival, causing the planet to slow down and move closer to the red sun.  The planet was optimum for planting and growing seeds, raising livestock and building architectural structures.  The terraforming integrated with the existing flora and water systems.  The first few years after arrival on Orion, the Orions lived in the Ancient Mountain before migrating to the 12 districts.




The ancient mountain had twelve levels, each occupied by a different Orion tribe.  The twelve districts each had one ruling lord, and there was one highlLord, Phalax.  Each of the tribes inherited a parcel of land and enjoyed self-rule and autonomy within its district.  Orion citizens were allowed to own land, raise agricultural produce and services, and retain their wealth.  The twelve districts were peaceful with each other, and technology flourished.  Orions built vast networks of decentralized energy production systems.  The energy was nearly free and of high quality.  More advanced technological hardware began consuming energy, allowing the expansion of ideas creating devices which consumed power.  Orions transformed their society and increased the quality of life.  Less poverty and hunger plagued each of the districts leading to a better life.  Universities and centers of higher learning challenged young Orion scholars to solve programs and introduce innovative systems.  The friendly competition among the districts invited students from other districts to travel and exchange ideas.  The cooperative culture of the Orions allowed for many exciting, new ideas to become widely spread.  Machines and tools could be fabricated allowing communities to work together more efficiently bring innovative ideas to reality.




Entrance to the ancient mountain was by way of the docking bays.  The Orions flew aircraft into docking bays at each of the twelve levels.  On each of the edges of the cube, about half way up the level, was a junction portal.  The junction portals were a fast way to enter and exit the cube.




Triton piloted his aircraft towards the top docking bay at the twelfth level.  The aircraft seemed like a speck comparison to the colossal ancient mountain.  The aircraft approach took several minutes.  Once Triton was inside the cube, the mammoth-sized cube didn’’t seem so intimidating.  The twelfth level had an artificial lighting source simulating the sun.  The nuclear -powered device provided warmth and light for the whole level.




Triton slid his visors down to avoid the glare of the yellow sun.  His destination was  Command Central, where he intended on activating the cube’’s navigation system using the thunderbolt.  Triton pressed a button, and his personal mover ship engaged a storage cell then disappeared into the warehouse.   He tapped a few symbols, and a 3D map appeared showing him the interstates to travel towards the Command Central.  Triton walked down a corridor with orb lights towards the main transport system.  The orb lights provided noonday light within the corridor.  The ancient design had been part of Orion history since the beginning of time.  Sometimes, when a design was near perfect, inventors did not try to improve the design.  The orbs fit the category of near perfect.




The central hub looked like a giant wheel with tubes extending 360 degrees.  Triton walked along a corridor that extended from the docking bay to the central hub.  The orb light provided a cheerful environment, and the glass shield exposed a large view of the surrounding terrain filled with trees, lakes and rolling hills.  The central hub was a waiting area to board a magnetic levitation train.  The levitation train was semi-transparent with seats that could pivot 360 degrees.  A large glass dome enclosed the passengers.  The train operated on automatic computer navigation.  Each seat provided adequate space for sleeping and moving about.  Passengers could buy food to eat on the train at concession boxes located around the hub.  The train journey was designed to be amusing, entertaining and provided social events for its passengers.  Large screen TVs at the center of the train provided movie entertainment.  The train ride was very smooth and allowed the passengers to move among the four different screens displaying information and movies angled in four directions.  A small device which most Orions owned provided the sound in their ears.




The trip would take approximately 30 minutes carrying its occupants at speeds exceeding 1000 miles per hour.  The vessel had glass windows, allowing the passengers to see all around them.  The magnetic ride was smooth and quiet.  Triton acquired a fruit drink to quench his thirst.  The ice combined with the fruit drink was refreshing.  The fruit drink included grapes, lime, and some carbonation combined with mint and a few other Orion herbs.  Triton found the drink refreshing.  He had just finished his drink as the transport vehicle began decelerating into a receiving station.  The doors of the vehicle slid open, and a gush of air pressure became audible.




Triton was joined by Phaelon and a complement of staff who had arrived prior in preparation for Triton’’s arrival.




““Hello, brother.”

”

Phaelon embraced his brother.  Together, they boarded a vehicle transport for Command Central.  Command was an oval-shaped structure.  It was colored metallic white on the outside similar to the color of aluminum.  The aluminum was transparent from within and could automatically dim to prevent the bright light from entering the structure.  The concrete sidewalks leading up to the building opened to a doorway that revealed a large, dome-shaped structure with numerous levels of rooms and computers.  The secure passage into the command room was open by facial and voice command.  The large, steel door locks retracted, and Triton and Phaelon entered.  Triton walked into the circular room that was the heart of the cube.




Orions all manned stations around the wall.  Different operators were analyzing data, and visual systems controlled different aspects of the cube.  Some of the operators stood in front of multiple large monitors extending upward.  The platform they worked from could be raised or lowered to interact with different systems.




In the front of the room, Triton could see a large display, as if it were a giant window to the outside world.  The images seemed holographic.  The Orions had become accustomed to 3D display of data and interacted with the data through gesture and context.  The room was huge.  Phaelon pointed to a control device.  Triton pressed his hand to the console.  The console opened up, and the motion caused a platform to be extruded.  A bright, white light emitted from within the console.  Two metal rods extended upward ready receive the object to be placed horizontally on the metal rods.  Triton opened the container holding the thunderbolt.  He carefully removed the thunderbolt, and held it up for all in the room to see.  A loud cry of jubilee and cheers broke out spontaneously.  Triton inserted the thunderbolt staff into the rods, and the power level indicators spiked, indicating it had started to receive power.  




One system after another came online in a sequential order as the power surged through the cube.  Lightening began arching from the ether space around the cube into receptor cells designed to collect the energy.  A quadrillion watts of energy began to surge through the super capacitors powering the cube.  The ancient mountain surged with power and soon life and power from the ether.  The energy created a gravity energy dampening field around the cube, and the system would be capable of liftoff from the planet against the gravity.  After the successful installation of the thunderbolt, Triton powered down the cube.  The first prelaunch test was a great success.




““The ancient mountain is capable of liftoff.”

”

Triton turned to Phaelon, “You can contact the district lords and let them know that the ancient mountain is ready to be loaded with our people.  Each district can begin executing their exodus plans and preparations for departure.  I would like estimates and time lines to be fed directly into Command Central’’s computers.  We can monitor the progress of the exodus from here.  This is an exciting moment, brother.  We now begin our epic journey back to Earth.”




Phaelon could see millions of Orions preparing to migrate to the cube from around the planet for their journey through the manifold wormhole to earth.




“This will be the first time that many of the Orions will experience travel through a wormhole.  The scientists tell me entry into and exit from the wormhole are challenging because of violent sheering forces, but conditions become normal during the month-long journey through the heart of the wormhole.  The wormhole technology seems like a miracle to me, even though we have had wormhole technology for generations.”




Phaelon nodded, “I agree.  The experience will be unique.  I need to go and transmit your message.”




Phaelon departed Command Central to communicate Triton’’s message to the district lords.  He felt like Triton’’s dog, but he must obey.  A dog must heed the commands of his master; otherwise, he will face the punishing wrath of his master.
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Henry held Penny in his arms and smelled her hair.  The experience was endearing.  His strength gave Penny a feeling of comfort.  Penny’s golden blonde hair had a natural curl and extended down her back.  Penny took good care of her hair and her body.  Henry appreciated her beauty.


“You are so beautiful.”


They had been apart too long.  A week had elapsed since Henry had liberated Penny from X-Corp and rescued Sarah’s family and Penny’s sister.


”Henry, why are you so distant?  What is wrong?  You can talk to me.  I love you.  We need you to be here for us.”


Henry knew he needed to talk.  He was struggling with his inner demons.  Henry thought reflectively.  It was difficult for him to talk about his feelings.


“Penny, I was not able to protect you from X-Corp.  They could have hurt you and Michael.  I feel like I have let you down.  I am sorry.”


Penny looked at Henry with her green-hazel eyes.


“Henry, you are a good provider and protector.  You found us and rescued us.  That’s all that matters.  The past should remain in the past.  I am sure you can keep us safe.  I’m not afraid.  I have faith in you.  Don’t worry.”


Henry looked at Penny’s eyes and could see she was sincere and determined.


“I appreciate your confidence.  I don’t want to lose you.  You mean the world to me.  You are my love.” Penny kissed Henry.


“You are my love, and I have faith in you.  We will be safe with you.  You’re a kind and caring man.  You make me happy.  I am glad you’re Michael’s father.  You’re dedicated to your work, and you make sacrifices for Positron and this country.  We are proud of you.”


Henry loved Penny.  However, Henry felt the anxiety of keeping her and Michael safe return.  He knew protecting meant thinking about all the possible contingencies and complexities.  The task made him tense inside.  Henry knew he needed to reduce the number of variables and defend the primary objectives against future threats.  Security was not a simple subject.  Henry knew the primary responsibility of the defender was to provide invisibility to his confidantes.


Penny was the woman he planned to grow old with.  He had to protect what was precious to him.  Henry dreamed of sitting on the porch, watching the sunset, and talking late into the evening with Penny.  He needed Penny, and he appreciated her support during his years fighting for Positron.  Henry did not graduate from West Point, but he fought like any other soldier.  Henry was an important leader at Positron.  He had a strong love for his country and honored the men fighting to keep his family free from tyranny.  Henry had a special reverence for the sacred responsibility between soldiers and those they protected.  Many soldiers sacrificed their lives for country to preserve their families and way of life
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