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Description

The Guardians - Book 2 continues the story
about the human race fighting to survive another extinction event
caused by an alien race known as the Tyrax. The Tyrax first tried
to wipe the human race off the face of the planet by using a
nanobiotechnology weapon to terraform Earth for their own unique
DNA makeup. Earth survived with the help of a friendly alien race
from Latar who sent a Guardian to watch over Earth five hundred
years ago. His name is Òmon and he helps prepare the human race for
the eventual invasion of the Tyrax and teaches humans how to fight
back. In Book 2, the Tyrax have returned to finish the job
with a large warship fleet and a new weapon they call the
Destroyer. It is a large asteroid that will do more damage to the
biosphere than the meteorite that wiped out the dinosaurs
sixty-five million years ago. To prevent this new extinction event,
Òmon returns with more Guardianships to defend Earth from the Tyrax
attack. Brandon Cole, Mike Wolinsky, Lizzy Rollins, Paul Ballard,
Manco Cusi, Amaru Tupac and all the other human recruits from
centuries past join forces with the new 28th Space
Strike Force to battle the Tyrax warships in the Asteroid Belt. The
space battle is devastating to both sides and thousands of lives
are lost in Earth’s desperate struggle for survival. The defenders
do all they can to try and stop the asteroid from destroying Earth.
Saving the human race, Earth and the solar system from Tyrax
colonization is just the first step in the war with the Tyrax. Out
of necessity, humans must become the new Guardians of the galaxy if
they wish to overcome and defeat this cruel and merciless race of
alien beings.
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Dedication

To a good cause and all those brave people who make
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Chapter 1

Òmon’s Home World:

Òmon’s Guardianship emerged from hyperspace at the
edge of the Latar solar system in the Carina-Sagittarius spiral
arm, which lays 13,000 light-years from the galactic center of the
Milky Way Galaxy and 14,000 light-years from the Orion-Cygnus
spiral arm where Earth’s solar system exists further out in the
galaxy. It took fourteen hours to cross that great distance from
Earth in Òmon’s Guardianship, but it had been almost 500 years
since Òmon had been back in the solar system where his home planet,
Latar, was located. He immediately instructed Enta 12, the
Artificial Intelligent entity, to send probes to investigate the
status of his home planet.

Òmon stood in his Command Center in the
center of his spaceship as he awaited the results from the probes.
He was eight feet, nine inches tall with wide shoulders, long arms
and thick torso. He had six fingers on each hand. His face was oval
shaped with rough looking skin, large dark eyes, small nose, wide
mouth and small chin. His head was hairless and had tiny ears. His
skin was cream colored and he had yellowish looking teeth. Òmon was
clothed in a one-piece, tan colored jumpsuit with a brown belt and
wore a bright insignia near his left shoulder that showed a large
blue planet with three moons and a giant sun. His expression turned
serious as the results of his probes began appearing in a hologram
projected in front of him.

Òmon was astonished at the level of
destruction that showed up in the hologram. Latar was the fourth
planet from the sun. It had three moons and was one of ten planets
that circled the sun. Two of Latar’s moons where completely
destroyed. All that remained was a vast dust and asteroid cloud
that surrounded his home planet. Òmon knew instantly that none of
his people could have survived on Latar as thousands of meteorites
were leaving a trail of fire as they descended through the
atmosphere of Latar pounding the planet ferociously. Several other
planets and moons in his solar system had been heavily populated
and had suffered the same or similar fates. Wherever the probes
flew by, the results were the same; total destruction of the planet
or moon. The Tyrax had apparently defeated the Lataran defense
forces and moved on. Billions of Òmon’s people had been
exterminated as far as he could determine. Òmon just stood there
for a few moments before he could communicate any words at all.
Then using telepathy, he asked, Any indications of life on any
of our worlds, Enta 12?

I am sorry, Commander Òmon, but the probes
are not picking up any life signs on any planets in this solar
system. I am still checking, Enta 12 replied.

Check for Tyrax probes or weapons,
Òmon commanded.

After a few moments, Enta 12 replied, No
Tyrax probes or weapons detected, Commander.

Very well, take us closer to Latar.
Òmon watched as Enta 12 guided his ship through all the destruction
near his planet. There were thousands of pieces of spaceships and
debris from a large space battle that took place around Latar. Òmon
knew his people would have put up a gallant fight in defense of
their home world. It would have been a battle to the death with
unimaginable pain and sacrifice. There were myriad signs of
destroyed Tyrax warships and fighter spacecraft. It was obvious
that both sides suffered massive losses. He now knew why none of
his people returned to help him protect Earth. There was no one
left. Well, maybe not anyone left in this solar system.

Òmon’s ship entered orbit just beyond the
third moon that survived the attack by the Tyrax. It was clear that
the Tyrax possessed terrible weapons that could break apart moons
and use the debris to pummel the planet below exterminating all
life forms on the surface for eons. The Tyrax were cruel and
merciless towards any race not their own. Òmon already knew this to
be a fact, but to see in person what they did to his home world was
almost beyond comprehension.

Enta 12, do you find any life signs
anywhere on Latar? Òmon asked one final time.

No, I am sorry Commander Òmon; all higher
life forms have been exterminated by the ongoing destruction on the
planet.

Òmon circled the planet one more time taking
final readings. It would be hundreds of years before his planet
could become habitable again. The meteorites would have to stop
falling and the atmosphere would have to clear before his people
could return. And they would have to defeat the Tyrax before the
Tyrax tried to terraform what was left for their own use. The
battle would continue. This he was certain.

Enta 12, begin scanning for beacon
signals. Òmon knew there would be a signal waiting for any
remaining Guardianships that showed up in this solar system. The
beacon would let them know where to go to find others who had
survived this mayhem. Òmon’s people have explored numerous solar
systems in the galaxy and colonized other home worlds. He would
find his people and prepare for the battles to come.

A beacon signal has been found, Commander.
I am decoding its message now, Enta 12 replied.

Òmon waited patiently as he studied his star
map. He knew of several locations he could travel to on his own if
there were no beacons, but this may not be necessary now.

The signal identifies location L3145 ten
thousand light-years from here, Commander.

Very well, enter the space coordinates and
let’s get out of here.

Suddenly, there was an alarm and Enta 12
placed an icon on the hologram to indicate its position. I have
detected an enemy probe that just exited hyperspace, Commander.

I see it. Is it a Tyrax probe?

Yes, Commander. Do you want me to destroy
it?

No, Enta 12. They are probably looking for
us. It’s time for us to leave. Take us away from here and jump when
ready.

Enta 12 initiated a course correction to move
beyond the sun’s gravity well and jumped into hyperspace leaving
Latar and the shattered solar system behind.







Chapter 2

The Canis Major Dwarf Galaxy:

First Commander Eto was sitting in a command room in
a very large Tyrax warship named Krixell that belonged to the
Supreme Master Commander. It was circling a large habitable planet
in the Canis Major Dwarf Galaxy located in the constellation Canis
Major, some 15,000 light-years from Earth’s Solar System and 42,000
light-years from the Galactic Center of the Milky Way galaxy. This
was one of several Tyrax’s home planets located in a dwarf galaxy
that was in the process of being pulled apart by the gravitational
field of the Milky Way galaxy.

Eto was in full military uniform, gray in
color with a wide, black belt, black armbands and numerous campaign
badges on each chest. The Tyrax were not tall beings; all were less
than 6 feet tall, but they were massively built with two short
stocky legs, two thick arms with claw-like, three-finger hands,
short, stubby necks and large heads. Their faces were lizard shaped
with green, slanted eyes, sloping foreheads, flat nostrils, pointy
ears and little wisps of course brown hair covering their entire
bodies. Their skin was rough, scaly and gray in color. They were
more reptilian looking than humanoid. When they spoke, their voices
were high pitched and they hissed between sentences. Their mouths
contained two rows of sharp, yellow teeth and a thin, flexible
tongue. Regardless of their appearance, they were every bit as
intelligent as the smartest aliens they have encountered in this
galaxy, and even more ruthless.

Eto was waiting for his meeting with Supreme
Master Commander Galis who was in charge of all of Tyrax military
space forces in the galaxy. It would be a briefing meeting to
explain what went wrong in their recent encounter with a Lataran
Guardianship found in a new solar system with bipedal beings called
humans on a planet called Earth. The Tyrax lost two heavily armed
warships and many Razkil fighter spaceships, named after a predator
bird, in that encounter, which was totally unexpected and not fully
understood. Eto had an explanation for the defeat and new samples
to analyze, but he knew Commander Galis would be very upset at the
losses. It would have to be avenged as soon as possible.

Supreme Master Commander Galis entered the
room. He was taller than Eto and slimmer; his demeanor forceful and
direct. Galis was alone and quickly shut the door behind him as he
approached Eto who stood up at attention. They both saluted with
the right arm and fist crossed at the chest and Galis spoke first
as he took a seat behind his desk. “It’s good to see you again,
Commander Eto. Please, be seated. We have much to discuss and not
much time. As you probably noticed, we are preparing for another
attack on a solar system in a new sector that is putting up minor
resistance. I don’t expect it to last long, but it is tying up some
of my resources.”

“I am pleased to be here, Commander Galis. It
has been awhile since we have talked in person,” Eto responded.

“Yes, it has. Now explain to me what happened
to my two warships. Commander Leil and Commander Ta were two of my
best Commanders.”

Eto described the situation he encountered
when he escorted a terraforming deployment device with
nanobiological spores for a planet they had discovered in a new
solar system. It was a Level One blue planetary body called Earth
by its human inhabitants. They had a moderately advanced society
with limited space travel capabilities. Again, the local species
did not have the same mirror image DNA with right-handed amino
acids as the Tyrax and so had to be eliminated and the planet
terraformed to make it habitable to the Tyrax. It should have been
a straight-forward extinction event with no military complications.
At this point, Eto paused before continuing with his
explanation.

“As I mentioned in my report, we encountered
a strange spaceship after we delivered the final solution. It was
spherical-shaped and used a zero point energy drive power system to
protect itself from my weapon fire. It escaped unharmed, but I was
able to capture its energy field signature mark and it matched the
same technology used by the Latarans.”

“You were correct in your assessment, Eto. I
see from your report that we found the Lataran Guardianship and
tried to destroy it, but it eluded us and destroyed two warships in
the process. It was a costly mistake.”

“We had no way of knowing that the Latarans
had planted a quantum energy weapon on one of the solar system
dwarf planets. The Lataran Guardianship led our warships into a
trap and blew up the planet to destroy them. I should have
anticipated such a tactic.”

“It was not your responsibility to plan for
such an attack. It was Commander Leil’s responsibility and it cost
him his life. We have to assume the Latarans are still guarding
this solar system and they must be destroyed. Can the planet be
saved for our use?”

“Once we eliminate the Latarans guarding the
planet, we should be able to defeat the humans and re-terraform the
planet. However, it may be more difficult to defeat the Latarans if
they have equipped the humans with new technology and weapons. More
importantly, they found a way to reverse the terraforming process.
The Starfighters we faced were definitely controlled by humans and
they outfought our Razkils in many cases. What is potentially
worse, though, is the Latarans have finally found a way to make
themselves immune to our DNA life forms. The human I met was no
longer affected by our terraforming process and could probably
survive on our worlds. This would be disastrous if they were to
attack us directly. I must recommend that all humans be eliminated
immediately. Otherwise, the planet Earth must be destroyed as
well.”

“I agree this is a major new development and
must be corrected at all costs. I have scientists analyzing your
samples now. We will know shortly what we can do to fix this before
it gets out of control. I have informed Supreme Leader Korell what
has occurred and what I plan to do. You are immediately promoted to
Supreme Commander of a new fleet. You will take as many warships as
you need to this solar system and destroy any Latarans you find.
Then you must destroy all life on that planet using any means
necessary. No humans must escape that solar system.”

“I am honored, Master Commander. I will do as
commanded. I must point out the distinct possibility that the
Lataran warship may have escaped the explosion when we lost our two
warships. There may be more Guardianships hiding in that solar
system.”

“It has already been verified, Commander Eto.
We just received confirmation from one of our probes sent to the
Lataran home world to search for the warship. It was spotted
moments ago before it fled the solar system.”

“Do you know where it went?” Eto asked.

“Not yet, but we will find it and destroy it
and any other Latarans they meet up with, rest assured.”

Eto had no doubts about that. He was
confident they would find and destroy any remaining Latarans in the
galaxy. They could not hide forever. It was survival of the fittest
and so far, no race could defeat the Tyrax. They were simply too
strong and motivated to mold the galaxy to their wishes. Their
dwarf galaxy may be in the slow process of being absorbed by a
larger galaxy, but their race would never be erased and would
eventually take over the whole galaxy as fate has ordained. Their
DNA would rule the universe. They would be masters of it all.







Chapter 3

Washington, D.C.:

Brandon Cole woke up in his hotel room with a start.
It took a moment to realize where he was. So much had happened to
him over the last two weeks that he found it hard to believe he was
waking up safe and sound on the ground in a hotel room in
Washington, D.C.

It was six o’clock in the morning. The sun
was peaking in behind the heavy curtains. Brandon got out of bed
and looked out the window. It was a clear day with few clouds in
the sky. He was on the seventh floor and could see the capital
building in the distance. He suddenly remembered he had an
appointment with the President of the United States in two hours.
Maybe that was what woke him up so early. Or maybe it was just post
combat stress or fear. Stress from what happened over the last few
days. Or fear of what might happen in the next few weeks or
months.

He shook off the thoughts and walked to the
bathroom and washed his face. He looked in the mirror. He needed a
shave and his brown hair needed a trim. Other than that, he was no
worse for wear. Actually, he looked very healthy for some reason.
He was only thirty-four years old, in good shape and still single.
His mom was getting worried he would never marry and have children.
He had told her once that he just had not met the right girl. Now
he was not so sure. He had met someone recently, but he would have
to take the relationship to the next level and he was not sure if
he or she was ready for that yet. He would find out soon enough if
the day went as he hoped it would. He had a date with Lizzy Rollins
tonight if they survived the meeting with President Allen Johnson
today and the medal ceremonies that were planned for them. After
all, he had helped save the world. What girl would refuse a date
with him now? Well, it occurred to him in self-doubt, maybe the
girl that also helped save the world would.

Thinking about Lizzy was slowing him down.
Brandon shaved, showered and got dressed for breakfast. He was
meeting Lizzy, Paul Ballard and Mike Wolinsky for breakfast
downstairs in the hotel dining room at seven o’clock. They were all
staying in the same hotel a few blocks from the Whitehouse. It was
all on the government tab, offered in appreciation by a grateful
nation. Brandon was honored and he knew the others were too. They
had all survived a bullet, or more accurately proton beams, neutron
missiles, nanoparticles and more. The world was safe from the Tyrax
menace for the time being, but it was not over; not by a long shot
and Brandon knew it.

Brandon grabbed his key card and headed for
the elevators. He took it to the lobby floor and looked for the
dining area. He was a few minutes early and waited by the door for
the rest of the team to arrive. Lizzy came down first. Brandon’s
heart missed a beat as he saw her walk his way. She was dressed in
a dark blue U.S. Air Force uniform that offset her pretty
light-blue eyes and short brown hair. She smiled broadly at Brandon
and kissed him on the cheek when she got closer. “Good morning,
Brandon,” she said looking him in the eye.

“Good morning to you, Lizzy. You look very
nice this morning,” Brandon said quickly. The kiss surprised him.
“I see you’re looking chipper this morning,” he added.

“Well, I slept soundly and I’m starving. How
about you?”

“I was restless and woke up early. Not sure
where I was at first. Then I remembered what we have planned for
the day. Ready for the meeting with the President?”

“Of course. It should be very interesting.
It’s not every day the President pins a medal on you,” Lizzy
answered. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Brandon smiled. She was right of course. It
would be a memorable day, for all of them. “Let’s get a table. The
others should be here shortly.” Brandon asked for a table for four
people and was led to a spot in the center of the dining room. He
and Lizzy sat down and looked at the breakfast menu. The prices
were outrageous, but that was Washington, D.C.

As they were looking at the food items, Paul
Ballard and Mike Wolinsky joined them at the table. Brandon and
Lizzy stood up to greet them. Lizzy gave both of them a kiss on the
cheek and Brandon shook their hands. They exchanged pleasantries
and all sat back down at the table. Brandon asked them if they
slept well.

Paul spoke first. “It sure felt good to sleep
in a nice bed for a change.”

“I agree. I’m tired of sleeping in airplane
seats, or spaceship seats for that matter. It’s a lot safer on the
ground.” Mike looked a little anxious as usual, Brandon thought.
The space travel and space battles had been hard on all of them,
but more so for Mike. He was a scientist, after all, and not
trained for fighting aliens in spaceships. But then, none of them
were.

“I agree, Mike. I’m glad that part is over
for now,” Brandon commented as a waitress came and poured coffee.
They all placed their food orders and thought briefly about what
had transpired to this point. The battle between Òmon’s
Starfighters and the Tyrax fighters called Razkils had been a close
one. The final battle between Òmon’s Guardianship and the two Tyrax
warships was even closer. They won the first battle, but they were
not certain Òmon escaped unharmed. All they knew was that Òmon was
gone and he left his Starfighters and spaceships behind to protect
Earth. At least they stopped the Tyrax attempt to terraform the
planet and exterminate mankind. It was a start, but the war was not
over. They all knew this and it caused a short pause in the
conversation at the table.

Lizzy broke the silence and asked quietly,
“What are you going to tell the President, Brandon?”

“Everything. There’s nothing to hide. I will
show him the crystal and let him see for himself what Òmon said. We
have no choice now. We build a space defense force, new spaceships
and weapons as fast as we can. We know the Tyrax will return. We
just don’t know how soon. Weeks, maybe months, but they will return
to try and finish us off. We need to find Òmon’s Guardianships
quickly and prepare to defend ourselves.”

Everyone nodded in agreement. Then Paul
commented without speaking. What about this? Do we tell the
President?

They were all telepathic now. It was a result
of the nanite treatment they received on Òmon’s spaceship to
counteract the nanobot contamination that almost wiped the planet
of all biological life forms. The Tyrax has almost succeeded in
their attempt to terraform the planet to their DNA requirements. It
was too close for comfort and the world barely survived the
attempt.

Brandon answered, Yes, we tell him
everything. He needs to know.

This new development, telepathy, was just one
of the surprising side effects they experienced. Brandon thought it
was well worth the risk they took. He did not think telepathy could
be transmitted by touch, only immunity to the Tyrax nanoblight for
now. However, Brandon could feel another difference in his body. He
felt stronger, more alert and smarter than before. He was beginning
to think he was turning into one of Òmon’s warrior people, like
Manco Cusi and Amaru Tupac. If that were true, then it offered hope
to everyone. They would be able to fight more effectively and live
longer. It was an advantage they would use to great effect.

Brandon spoke softly. “I’m sure the President
will be surprised at what we tell him, but he needs to know
everything we know. Do you agree?”

Everyone nodded their heads. The waitress
brought their orders. It was time to eat. After breakfast they
would meet with the President and his advisors to explain
everything they knew. The day was just beginning for all of
them.







Chapter 4

The White House:

The White House sent a limo to pick up Brandon,
Lizzy, Paul and Mike at the hotel for the ride to the White House
for the nine o’clock meeting with the President. The hotel was five
blocks from the White House. It was a short ride. The limo drove
down New York Avenue to West Executive Avenue to the Southwest
Appointment Gate and pulled up to the guard station for a security
check. The driver handed the passes to the guard for inspection and
they were allowed through the gate. The limo pulled up to the North
Entrance of the White House and everyone got out of the limo. A
Secret Service agent met them and escorted them to the West Wing
Oval Office to meet the President.

Brandon had never been to the White House
before, nor had he met President Allen Douglas Johnson in person.
Brandon had always communicated through his boss, Doctor Morris
Fletcher. This time would be different. He felt a little anxious as
he followed the agent through the first floor West Wing Lobby and
the Upper Press Hallway past the Roosevelt Room to the Oval Office.
The agent waited for permission to enter the room and then opened
the door. They stepped inside with Brandon leading the way.

There were several people already in the room
waiting for them. Besides President Johnson, there was Vice
President Mary Woodley, Chief of Staff Harry Overly, Secretary of
Defense George Whitehead, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff,
General Fred Ramiraz and Doctor Morris Fletcher from NASA. They
were all standing when Brandon, Lizzy, Paul and Mike entered the
office. President Johnson quickly stepped forward to greet them. He
held out his hand. “Welcome to the White House. We are very glad
you are here.”

Brandon hesitated wondering if the President
and the others in the room knew about what would happen if they
shook hands.

President Johnson saw the look on their faces
and replied, “Don’t worry; we have already shook hands with others
who had the nanite immunity passed on to them by your alien friend,
Òmon. It has been cleared by the CDC and homeland security. We know
it won’t harm us. Actually, it will protect us from the Tyrax as I
understand it.

“That’s correct, Mister President, Brandon
answered back. “It will protect us. We are very glad to be here
too.” Everyone in the room knew how close they came to being wiped
out by the Tyrax attack on Earth.

The President shook each of their hands.
“Please come in and meet the rest of my guests.” President Johnson
introduced them to each member in the room. Everyone shook hands
and the President motioned for all of them to take a seat. Extra
chairs had been moved close to both ends of the two sofas so
everyone could face each other during the discussion. President
Johnson and Harry Overly sat in the chairs with the presidential
desk behind them. Brandon and his group sat on the two sofas in the
middle of the Oval Office along with Vice President Woodley and
Doctor Fletcher. George Whitehead and Fred Ramiraz sat in the
remaining two chairs at the other end of the sofas.

Once they were settled the President asked if
anyone would like some refreshments. Most of them just requested
water, coffee or tea. Then they got down to business. President
Johnson started off the meeting. “We have read the reports you
submitted regarding the battle with the Tyrax and the nanobot
contagion, but we would like to hear more about your dealings with
the alien Òmon and his fighters. What happened to Òmon and what
must we do next to defend ourselves against a future attack? I hear
from Doctor Fletcher that you may have more information to give
us.”

Brandon spoke up for the group since he had
interfaced with Òmon the most, at least at first. “We believe Òmon
is alive and made it back to his home world.” Brandon explained
what happened to Òmon’s Guardianship after the two Tyrax warships
were destroyed near Eris, which no longer existed after the planet
was destroyed in the battle. “We hope Òmon can find his people and
return with more warships and Starfighters to help us defend our
planet before the Tyrax return.”

The President asked, “What if he doesn’t come
back. What then?”

“Then we must defend Earth on our own with
the help of the Inca fighters Òmon left behind to help us—and with
this.” Brandon pulled the crystal Manco Cusi gave him out of his
suit pocket to show the President. He set it down on the coffee
table. He said to all of them, “You will hear Òmon’s words in your
mind. It may cause some of you to feel dizzy at first, but it will
pass quickly.” Brandon tapped the crystal on its side to play the
message. The crystal turned blue and a hologram appeared above the
crystal with a miniature image of Òmon slowly revolving in the air.
Òmon actually looked like he was speaking to each of them in turn
with his eyes.

Friends, I know you have many questions
about what has happened to your world. All will be answered in
time. For now, know that I have left you in good hands under the
leadership of Manco Cusi and his people. I have trained them well
and they will now teach you how to defend yourself from the
Tyrax.

As you know we have been the Guardians of
your race against the Tyrax for over 500 years. We knew the Tyrax
would eventually find your world and try to claim it. In the
process, your race would have been destroyed. The Tyrax believe in
total dominion and have destroyed many races in their path. They
must be stopped.

The Tyrax will not give up. They will return
in more strength than before. You must prepare yourselves to
protect your planet. Your race has the strength and ability to
fight the Tyrax while I am gone. You must become your own Guardians
against the Tyrax.

I am leaving Manco Cusi and his people to
carry out my duties. Follow his advice and use the resources at his
disposal. If my people have survived, I will return to help you
fight the Tyrax. May your race prosper and grow.

Brandon touched the crystal and the hologram
faded. “There is much more on the crystal, which you may review
later. Òmon left instructions and design plans on how to build more
spaceships and weapons we will need to fight the Tyrax. Time is
short. The Tyrax will return within a few months and we must be
ready to stop them.”

“How can we defeat the Tyrax warships with
only a few dozen fighter spacecraft?” George Whitehead asked
somewhat skeptically.

Brandon responded, “Òmon’s people left a
fleet of Guardianships on one of Jupiter’s moons. We need to find
them and get them ready to defend us.”

The statement took them by surprise. The
President couldn’t believe it. “How many Guardianships are
there?”

Brandon answered, “There are ten
Guardianships hidden on one of the moons of Jupiter. The Latarans
had a base there. They recruited humans to fight on their ships
after the Tyrax attacked their home worlds. When the original
Latarans left to fight the Tyrax, they decided to leave the ships
behind in reserve. Òmon stayed here to train us and wait for their
return. Something has happened to his people. They never came back.
Òmon wants us to use the Guardianships to defend our world. This is
what we will do.”

“Do these Guardianships have fighter craft on
board?” Fred Ramiraz asked.

“Yes. Each Guardianship contains one hundred
fighter spacecraft called Starfighters and up to five hundred human
crewmembers in cryosleep on board. Òmon’s people recruited and
trained other human fighters during his time here to help defend
Earth. We will need more people, food and military supplies to
support the Guardianships when we wake up the rest of the
fighters,” Brandon said.

The surprises never seemed to end as they
listened to Brandon. “Where did these new fighters come from?” The
President asked finally.

“From similar circumstances as the Inca
warriors,” Brandon answered remembering what Manco Cusi told him on
Machu Picchu. They saved people who were badly injured or dying
during the past five hundred years of wars on our planet. There are
people from many of the Religious Wars fought in Europe, China,
India, Asia and Africa. There are soldiers from The Napoleonic
Wars, America Wars, China Wars, World Wars I and II, Russian Wars,
Congo Wars and many others. Most of them were declared missing in
action. They are all volunteers like the Inca warriors. Once they
learned of the Tyrax threat, they agreed to become Guardians of
Earth. We will need more recruits, spacecraft and weapons as fast
as people on Earth can build them.”

“How did Òmon blow up and destroy Eris,
Brandon?” Doctor Morris asked.

“Manco Cusi called it a quantum energy
generator, or QEG,” Brandon answered. “Òmon hid several quantum
energy generators throughout the solar system. They will be used to
defend our solar system from the Tyrax when they return. But they
will not be used near Earth. The Guardians would not risk harming
our planet. Its purpose is to protect us from the Tyrax.”

“What about the nanobots? Will the Tyrax try
it again?” The President asked.

“The Tyrax attacked before Òmon could stop
them. They will probably try something different the next time.
Òmon tested our DNA and made us resistant to the Tyrax race
right-handed amino acid proteins. That makes us immune to the Tyrax
nanobiotechnology. They will try to counteract it, but Òmon does
not think they will be successful this time. We can now fight the
Tyrax on their own worlds if need be and destroy them.”

“This will make us a bigger threat to the
Tyrax,” George pointed out.

“Òmon did what was necessary to save us,”
Brandon replied. “It was the only way to stop the Tyrax from
destroying our planet. They will be back and we must be ready to
fight them.”

Brandon paused before he spoke again. “Mister
President, there is one more thing you and everyone else here
should know about the four of us and the nanobot treatment Òmon
used on us. All of Òmon’s fighters have been enhanced with the same
nanites he used on us before we came back to Earth. The four of us
can now communicate with each other using telepathy if we need to.
I don’t know how far we can communicate or anything else about it,
but I suspect it will be useful in operating the Guardianship and
the Starfighters. They all operate with some sort of artificial
intelligent system. Any of the fighters we recruit for the war with
the Tyrax will need to be injected with the same sort of
nanites.”

The President looked at them and the rest of
the people in the room. “Will we be able to communicate the same
way now that we have nanites in our system?”

“I don’t think so. For example, we cannot
read your minds or you ours. We can pass on immunity to the Tyrax
terraforming process and their DNA by touch. I think you would need
a different type of shot for this capability, but I am not sure,”
Brandon answered.

“Maybe the answer is on that crystal. We’ll
find out shortly,” the President replied.

President Johnson held up his hand. “I’m
afraid our time is up. It’s going to be a long day for all of us.
We need time to review the data on the crystal and get the right
people working on solutions to the problems we face. I will talk to
George and Fred later on our military needs and how to get ready
for this war. It will be best if we keep all of this confidential
until I decide what to make public. In the meantime, I have
arranged for you take a private tour of the White House as I
prepare for the medal ceremonies later this morning to present
medals each of you so justly deserve.”

Everyone stood up to leave the room.
President Johnson shook Brandon, Lizzy, Paul and Mike’s hands. He
said, “Our country and the world owes each of you more gratitude
and honor for what you did to save this world than any of us can
say or do. Thank you so much—and don’t get lost on your tour. I
need to pin medals on each of you in two hours!” The attempt at
humor seemed to help lightened the mood in the room.

The meeting with the President was adjourned
and the group left the Oval Office. A tour guide showed up to
escort Brandon and the others through the White House. The
President gave the crystal to George Whitehead to immediately find
a way to copy the data for other people to review and use. The
events planned for the day were just beginning.







Chapter 5

White House Ceremonies:

Brandon and his team got a VIP tour of the first
floor West Wing of the White House reserved for very special
guests. Once they left the Oval Office the tour guide led them down
the hallway for a brief visit to the Cabinet Room and then walked
into the West Colonnade with access to the Rose Garden where they
spent almost twenty minutes walking outside through the various
gardens and South Lawn enjoying the flowers and trees on a
beautiful sunny morning. They returned inside and visited the James
S. Brady Press Briefing Room before heading to the Roosevelt Room
near the Oval Office. Afterwards, they walked through the Upper
Press Hallway to the West Wing Lobby where they went down some
stairs to the ground floor to the Photo Office to take some
pictures for future press releases. Finally, they got to visit the
Situation Room where so much of the President’s time had been spent
monitoring the events of the past two weeks. The tour guide let
them sit in the chairs that the President and his advisors sit in
to discuss national security matters and monitor critical
situations as they unfold. Brandon could only imagine what was
going through the President’s mind as the nanobot contamination was
spreading around the world consuming every living thing in its
path. The fact that he and his fellow teammates had participated in
stopping it was almost beyond belief. They all could very well be
dead by now had the spreading contamination not been stopped.

The tour was halfway over. They were allowed
to get something to eat or drink in the Navy Mess room before they
went on a private tour of the rest of the White House, which would
include the usual public tour of rooms in the East Wing and main
White House Residence. Once that part of the tour was over, the
group would visit the Truman Balcony and then proceed down to the
basement of the Residence to ride in the President’s private
elevator that leads to a secret tunnel connecting the Residence to
the Oval Office and to the White House Tunnel System, which leads
to various government locations throughout the DC area. The tour
would take one hour before they would return to the East Wing to
meet again with the President.

At twelve o’clock, the medal ceremonies would
begin in the White House. Brandon was enjoying the tour, but he
wished the ceremony part of the day was over with. He did not feel
like a hero and the rest of the team felt the same way. They were
just doing what had to be done along with everyone else that had
fought in the battles with the Tyrax. The real hero was Òmon and
his Inca warriors and Òmon was not even present to receive his
award. Brandon decided he would find a way to make sure they were
recognized for what they had done to save the planet from the
Tyrax. It was the least he could do.


*****


President Johnson looked at the clock on the wall in
the Oval Office. It was almost noon and he needed to make his way
to the East room of the White House to present the medal awards to
his guests of honor. He replaced his bifocal glasses with a
standard pair of glasses and put the bifocals in his suit pocket.
He would need them later at the lectern. He picked up the notes for
his speech and stood up to leave. At six feet, four inches tall
with broad shoulders and large physique, President Johnson was an
imposing figure. After all that had happened recently in the world,
today was going to be a good day. He was about to honor four people
who had truly saved the world and he would make sure the world knew
it after the ceremony today.

As the President walked out of the Oval
Office, Harry Overly, his Chief of Staff, joined him in the
hallway. “Are you ready for the ceremonies, Mister President?” he
asked as they walked.

“I certainly am, Harry. It’s time the world
knew what these brave people did for us. They deserve every medal
and honor we can give them. I’m looking forward to presenting the
medals.”

They talked privately about other affairs as
they walked casually through the West Colonnade to the East
Colonnade until they came to the stairway leading up to the State
Floor in the East Wing of the White House. Once they reached the
Cross Hall, they followed the bright red carpet to the large East
Room that would be used for the medal ceremonies and the luncheon
afterwards to honor the medal recipients.

They were met at the entrance by the guests
of honor, Brandon, Lizzy, Paul and Mike. Standing nearby was George
Whitehead, Secretary of Defense, Vice President Mary Woodley,
Marine General Fred Ramiraz, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff,
and Niomi Wilson, Press Secretary.

Inside, the beautifully decorated East Room
was full. The President noticed several cabinet members along with
members of the military, NASA, various members from Congress, many
other government officials, invited guests and selected members of
the media and press, all present to honor the four people who
helped save the world. There were others present the President
wished to acknowledge. While he was shaking Brandon’s and the
others hands, he said to them, “I have a surprise for each of you.
We invited your family members to join in the ceremonies. There
wasn’t much time to prepare, but we felt they should be here. I
hope you don’t mind.”

Brandon and the others were astounded.
Everything was planned so fast there was no time to arrange for
their immediate family members to attend the medal ceremonies. At
least, that was what they were told before they arrived in
Washington, D.C. yesterday. Brandon looked in the front row and saw
his parents, John and Jean Cole, his older brother Ron and his
younger sister, Karen. He was pleasantly surprised to see them.
Lizzy’s parents, Pat and Carol Rollins and one younger brother,
were also there in the front row along with Paul’s parents, Tom and
Linda Ballard, his two younger brothers and one older sister.
Mike’s parents, Fred and Mary Wolinsky were also present. Mike was
an only child. They were all happy to see their family members
alive and well after so much had happened. They could not wait for
the medal ceremonies to end so they could hug their family members
and talk to them in person during lunch.

It was time for everyone to take their places
in the room. President Johnson walked up to the lectern, put on his
bifocals and reached for his handwritten notes. He faced the
audience. “Ladies and gentlemen, I will be brief and to the point
so as not to take up too much of your time. It is my honor to be
here today to present the Presidential Medal of Freedom with
Distinction awards to the four guests of honor standing beside me.
They are, Brandon Cole, Doctor Mike Wolinsky, Major Elizabeth
Rollins and Captain Paul Ballard. This is the highest Presidential
award of the United States that can be given to civilian or
military personnel who have provided an especially meritorious
contribution to the security of the United States, for public
endeavors or for world peace. To say these four honored guests
achieved all the above and helped to save our way of life on Earth
is a vast understatement.

“Let me first describe some recent events. As
all of you know in this room today, the world has been through a
terrible ordeal over the past two weeks. The world suffered through
an unprovoked attack by a ruthless alien race called the Tyrax, who
are bent on destroying our biosphere, thus eliminated all life
forms on this planet for their own use. This level of cruelty and
immoral act is unprecedented in all of human history. The Tyrax
seek to exterminate the entire human race. They almost succeeded if
not for the fateful intervention by another friendly alien named,
Òmon, who said his race are Guardians of our world from a planet
called Latar. The Latarans also have faced the Tyrax on their home
world and have been battling them for hundreds of years. Now we
have been recruited by the Latarans as a potential ally to help
fight the Tyrax and become Guardians of our own world and solar
system.

“The four people standing beside me took an
active part in helping Òmon and his human Inca warriors fight the
Tyrax and reverse the nanobot contagion that almost wiped out every
living organism on our planet. Specifically, Brandon Cole and Mike
Wolinsky who work for NASA were asked to risk their lives to find
this alien named Òmon and see what he
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