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“...ancestral voices prophesying war...”

Prologue

Planet Sumer System, 101 light years from Earth

Lieutenant WieJan had been watching the monitors from her station at the fleet base buried deep inside one of Planet Sumer’s moons.  

Thirteen hours had passed since she’d been summoned out of a deep sleep by one of her staff. WieJan was new to this base, but not to her job. The fact that such a senior, experienced officer such as she would be here told her how important the security of this sector of space had become.

And, how likely a threat was to appear.

Now one seemingly had. 

“Candar,” she said to the other person in the small, very cramped station. 

“Yes, WieJan?” he said. He was a young man, human like her, but not of Earth or any of its colonies. He had no rank that he’d ever stated, and rank was something he didn’t understand. Still, he knew she was in charge.

Candar was from the mystery fleet, the humans who had suddenly appeared, in flight from some mysterious, malevolent species of aliens who had destroyed all their home worlds and other colonies. Earth and its allies had granted them safe harbor on a remote part of Planet Sumer two years earlier.

They called themselves the Galactics and were intent upon convincing the humans they were the original humans, or at least descended from them.

“You are convinced these are not of your fleet, some stragglers?” It was at least the fifth time she had asked him.

He showed no impatience at answering again, just an urgency that she believe him.

“They are Simovs,” he firmly announced.

She looked at the big situation screens again. It was constantly changing as the three ships approached Sumer system. 

“Two point four light years out and coming on fast,” WieJan said, more to herself than to him.

First detected while still nearly 10 light years in distance by the some of the trillions of micro-probes surrounding the system in a huge bubble, smart mines had already been repositioned and deployed in their path.

And their path did not vary. They weren’t looking for this system,  it was very definitely their destination.

“Okay, then,” WieJan said. She gave the authorization to arm the smart mines.

She’d waited as long as she could. Now it was time to act.

Just over two light years away the nuclear armed smart mines came to life. No timers were necessary. They were triggered by the close proximity of space-faring ships. 

WieJan sat back in her chair, finally relaxing. Her part of the job was done. Knowing fleet intelligence and senior officers of the space fleet were watching this activity, and no one had stopped her, said it all.

The three Simov warships began to slow, almost imperceptibly at first. This gave no one any alarm. They were merely slowing as they approached the star system. 

Still WieJan was gripping the arms of her chair, waiting. Did these ships detect the smart mines? This was an unknown enemy. They knew only what the Galactics had shared of their capabilities, which wasn’t much so far.

Despite her training and experience WieJan held her breath as the ships neared the smart mines. 

Then a bright flash temporarily blinded their video signal from the micro-probes. Several small nuclear explosions had erupted at once from the smart mines. Small in size, but deadly enough, especially when set off in the path of ships traveling in excess of light speed.

More micro-probes, not damaged by the detonation, replaced those which had been. They revealed nothing but empty space where the intruders had been.

WieJan glanced over at Candar. If the young Galactic was impressed, he hid it well.

Part One – The Settlers

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


Lunar Command

Tony Davidson’s plan was working, until it wasn’t. As the author of the book and video “Planet Sumer: I Was There!” he’d become very rich and famous and a celebrity. But that that was nearly 12 years ago, and now he was desperate to have a second chance at fame.

His sources, people he’d met while being on Planet Sumer during and for a while after it’s liberation from the Amferian devils, were now buzzing with a big story. A huge story! His sources even included a member of Queen Meania of Sumer’s staff.

No doubt, something big was going on there. Many unknown ships had arrived, and the occupants were settling in a remote part of Sumer. A lot of the rumors seemed downright fantastic, as in they couldn’t be true, that these ships were somehow related to us in our very distant past.

So he’d bribed the captain of a cargo ship, scheduled to pick up personnel and equipment with the destination of star system Midway and on to Sumer. 

As the ship settled into the clutches of the loading docks at Lunar Command, he was to remain hidden in his little cabin. His little space didn’t even have a window, so he was looking at the feed from the bridge down at the huge base. As huge as it was on the surface, it was even bigger in the huge caverns once presumed to have been occupied by an alien race.

“Maybe I should write that story next,” he mumbled to himself, switching off the feed and stretching out on the make shift bunk. Might as well get some sleep until departure, he’d decided.

He hadn’t even closed his eyes before his cabin door slid open, and two big marines came in, snatching him up from his bunk like a weightless doll.

“What the!” he yelled out. Next came the captain, and after that, none other than his old nemesis, Tiffany Baker. She was now director of intelligence for the Space Fleet, he knew.

Obviously he’d been sold out!

“Hello, Tony,” she said. “Welcome to Lunar Command.”

She walked right up to him, looked him close in the face. “Don’t like the new beard,” she said. Then she stepped back and looked him up and down. “I see you’ve put on a few pounds, too.”

His eyes involuntarily moved down from her eyes to her body.

“Don’t say it!” she said. 

He didn’t.

She nodded at the marines, and they practically carried him after her out the door.

“My stuff,” he managed to mumble.

“I’ll gather it up for you,” the transport captain said.

Tony glanced back over his shoulder. “Gee, thanks for nothing! Traitor!”

Baker stopped at the sound of the word. “I wouldn’t even bring that up, if I were you,” she said. Then she continued down the corridor, through the hatch, and out into Lunar Command’s loading dock.

“Take him to the brig,” she told the marines.

The transport’s captain caught up with her, carrying Tony’s small bag. 

“That’s it?” she asked. 

“Travelling light!” Tony managed to yell over his shoulder as he disappeared down another corridor.
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Yumashev City, Planet Sumer

Rear Admiral Britt Haviland stood staring at the bronze plaque at the entrance to the queen’s ziggurat. He’d seen it many times on his visits, but always found it fascinating to read how a Sumerian city could be named after a Russian general.

Of course, that general had liberated the entire planet from the Amferian devils. With a lot of help from the space fleet, of course.

“Britt!” he heard Queen Meania say, her normally small voice echoing in the large entryway. 

He turned, slightly embarrassed she would be calling him by his first name in such a familiar way, on what was an official visit requested by her staff.

He glanced at the two officers who had accompanied him down from his flagship, the Star-Guardian Neptune.  If they thought anything of it, they weren’t showing it.

“Queen Meania,” he said, giving her a slight bow as she approached. As usual her bronze skin was wrapped in very brightly colored gowns. Or were they robes? He was never sure.

She stopped before reaching him, and gestured for him to follow her into a side room. When the two officers with him began to walk toward her also, she put her hand out firmly, stopping them.

“Just you!” she said.

Haviland turned and nodded to the officers to wait where they were. 

He went into the room where Meania had disappeared into, and didn’t see her. Then the door shut behind him, and she stood leaning against it.

“Kiss me!” she commanded. Inside this small room her voice was soft again, but just as demanding.

“Mimi,” he said, calling her by the nickname she’d first had after being “rescued” from an Amferian warship.

She left the door and stepped forward, into him, and grabbed his head in her hands. “You defy your queen?” she said, laughing at the game they always played.

“Never!” he said, and kissed her.

After too brief a time in his mind, she pushed him away. 

“Now, what are you going to do about those Galactics?”

He knew that was the main reason she had summoned him. Yet he still had no answer she would accept.

“We are working on it, studying the problem,” he said.

“Get them off my planet!” she said, not play acting this time.

“Well, is it that bad?”

“That woman! Nila! She comes here, buys supplies, building materials we badly need ourselves. Pays in gold! Now where did they get that?”

He truly didn’t know that, either.

Her usual impatience was even more apparent today. “Come!” she said, and led him out of the room. In the corridor, too close to the door Haviland thought, she saw the two officers and motioned for them to follow also. Down the great hallway they went, into a big meeting room. Sitting around the table were members of her own staff.

She swept around the table, sat at its head, and nodded for Haviland and his two staff officers to sit at the opposite end.

“Tell them, report!” she ordered, and a frail looking old man stood shakily. 

“Rear Admiral Haviland,” he began. A video started playing on the big screen on the wall behind him. “Here is what our new ‘friends’ have been up to...”

Haviland saw on the screen huge building projects. Some of the new construction was being erected around some of the Galactics’ ships, the very ones they had arrived in.

He pretended to watch with interest. But, in fact, he saw nothing new. The fleet was monitoring all this as well, and in even more detail.
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Chapter 3
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Planet Earth 

Fleet Admiral Tallie Talbot, Supreme Commander, Space Fleet, sat in the big, armored limo looking out at the headstones of the little cemetery in Ohio. 

“It’s a very nice, quiet, peaceful looking place,” Commodore Jonathan Dyer, her chief of staff, said. He was sitting directly across from her. Both were wearing civilian clothes, which looked odd to her, looking at him, and felt odd on her own body.

It had been way too long since they’d been back on Earth, let alone gone anywhere that required a change from their space fleet uniforms.

She looked at him. “Thanks, it is very nice, isn’t it?”

She went back to looking out the window. If he wanted to ask her why she didn’t get out, he was so far resisting.

Finally she sighed and reached for the door handle. 

“It’s not that I think they are here, you know,” she said of her parents, whose graves she had come to visit.

He just nodded.

“It’s that I feel, whenever I do come here, they come to meet me,” she said.

He smiled. “I’m sure they do. And I’m sure they are very proud of you.”

She shrugged. “They never said it, ever, but I knew it, and I know it now.”

Opening the door, she was struck by the cool autumn air. The first cool snap, according to the local radio station she’d been listening to that morning.

She stood easily. Having been in space for so many years presented no challenges upon returning to Earth. All the artificial gravity settings, on ships and bases including Lunar Command, were set to Earth gravity level.

“Well, I’ll be right back,” she said.

“Wait,” he said, and grabbed the bunch of flowers she’d brought with her but was forgetting on the seat next to her. He handed them out the door to her.

She smiled. “Thanks! What would I do without you?”

“Well, forget your flowers for one thing,” he said, smiling fondly at her.

She took a few steps, confused for a moment. There were some newer headstones in this area, and her orientation was thrown off. Then she saw her family’s headstone.

Her parents’ names were on it, and hers as well. She always thought that was odd, never imagining dying in such a way as her body wouldn’t just be vaporized in some space battle, with nothing left to bring back and bury.

She walked up to the family plots, and placed the flowers at the base of the headstone. Then she sat down on the little stone bench there.

“You were right about this bench,” she said aloud. They’d told her it would be a good place to sit and talk to them, someday, when they’d ordered it.

Tallie’s travels among the stars, the alien races, the battles, everything, had only made her belief in God, and therefore an afterlife, stronger.

“Mom, Dad, here I am. Sorry it’s been so long. Been a little busy as you probably know. I just came from a big meeting with the presidents and prime ministers. Your little girl is now Supreme Commander of the Space Fleet.”

She stopped talking a moment, glanced back at the limo. She couldn’t see inside the tinted windows if anyone was watching, and decided she didn’t care.

“They said my days of gallivanting around space are over,” she said, chuckling. “Yes, they actually used that word!”

Despite the crisp air, she felt a rush of warmth suddenly. “There you are,” she said, and a tear formed in the corner of one eye.

“Anyway, I wish I could ask you just who these Galactic ancestors really are? I’m sure in heaven everyone knows everything. I think I should have Sara Perci work on a communication device to tap into the knowledge there. If anyone can do it, she can...”

“It’s funny, I thought I was being called back to be fired, for letting the Galactics as they call themselves settle on Planet Sumer. I think a couple of them wanted to fire me, but the rest, well, who else would deal with it now if I wasn’t around?”

She sat quietly a moment, taking in the fresh, crisp air, the feeling of being home after a long time away. She inhaled deeply, closed her eyes. For a few seconds she was a little girl again, playing outside her home, knowing her parents were just inside the house but always with her, always watching over her. 

She sighed, opened her eyes, looked at her parents’ names on the headstone. “I’m going to need your help, if you can come with me in some way,” she said aloud.

“Oh, and put in a good word for me with the big boss, okay? What does the bible say? Beware of false prophets. Now we should add, beware of lying aliens, it seems they all have a problem with telling the truth!”

She heard the limo’s door open, and saw Dyer climbing out, stretching, getting his wounded and not quite right legs under him. He began walking toward her where she sat, his gait more and more normal as his muscles warmed up.

She stood and met him halfway. 

“Our guest has arrived at Lunar Command,” he said. 

She knew he was talking about Tony Davidson. 

Nodding, she looked back at the gravesite.

“Just let me say goodbye, I’ll be right there,” she said.

“And,” he continued, and she turned back.

“And?”

“Falmu has arrived with a squadron of Reston warships.”

This got her full attention. “Did we know she was coming?”

“No.”

“Well, okay then. Guess we better get back to our not so real world up there,” she said, her eyes gesturing toward the sky. To her surprise it was one of those rare days when the moon was still visible, even during the day.

Like it was watching her!
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