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“Darkness cannot drive out darkness; only light can do that.”

Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.
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Part One – Darkness Arrives
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Chapter 1

Denisovan System

The battle had been raging for over 13 Standard Earth Hours. The Simov battle fleet had crept in slowly, leery of the automated defense systems they had detected at the other human home systems.

But there were no such defensive systems here. The Denisovans were either too complacent, or arrogant, or over-confidant in their own fleet’s abilities, to have arrayed one. 

No humans from Earth had ever visited there. No invitation had ever come. They were as mysterious as any truly alien race encountered so far. And, in fact, cultivated that mystery as if it gave them some advantage over their cousins on Earth, Alpha, Sumer and Batkas.

But now, they were in trouble.

Alistar, the Tip of the Spear who had replaced Shelbidiyah when she was thought to have been killed in a battle with the Amferians, was off exploring light years away with a majority of his fleet.

“What can we do?” Vedora, leader of the Denisovans, demanded of his advisors.

No one spoke. There were no ideas no options.

“No response to our call to negotiate?”

All were shaking their heads now.

He knew there would be no negotiating with these aliens. They had been monitoring all the communications from Earth and its colonies, its fleet, even the so-called Galactics and their fleet. They had watched as the “Spartans” as the humans from Earth called some of them battled the Simovs. 

And they had witnessed what happened when one of the Earth warships tried to contact the little Simov ship, which detonated itself and nearly destroyed the human ship.

“Curse that Alistar!” Vedora cried, shaking his fist at the screen showing his battle fleet too far away to intervene. But, in his gut, he knew even that would not have saved them.

Now the Simovs were closing in on their home world. Fire was reigning down on the capital. He imagined he could feel the tremors of the impacts. But in reality the strikes were still too far away.

Then a huge impact nearby. The walls shook even in their underground bunker. No imagining that!

“Send everything to Earth, to that Lunar Command as they call it,” he ordered. “All the recordings, data, everything.”

He sat down in his big chair at the head of the conference table. Maybe that data could save them.

Then a tech spoke. “Communication coming in,” she said.

He opened his eyes. “From? Alistar?”

“No, Admiral Talbot from Earth.”

“Accept it,” he said.

The woman’s face appeared on the screen. She looked confused.

“This is Vedora,” he said.

She blinked. Then she spoke.

“What is happening there?”

“The Simovs, the aliens you have provoked, are attacking us. They are destroying us.”

Talbot’s eyes turned icy cold. “Can you hold out until we can help you?”

“No.”

“Will you evacuate?”

“We cannot. Maybe a few who own private space vehicles, but no mass exodus is possible nor would the Simovs allow such an escape I am sure.”

“Your fleet is destroyed?” she asked.

“Yes, but Alistar is away with a majority of it...”

Another huge impact shook the very room they were in.

“We don’t have time for this,” he said. “You have opened Pandora’s box! Now we are sending you the records of how this attack was executed. I hope it will give you some insight on how you might save yourselves. But, frankly, I don’t care...”

Then a flash of light blinded him, and he felt his body flying through the air.

And it was the last thing he ever felt.

Chapter 2

Restan squadron 

“Did he really say ‘you have opened Pandora’s box’?” 

Sara nodded at her husband. “You heard it with your own ears.”

“I know,” Admiral Hooker, again retired after his temporary activation, said. “Why the reference to an old Earth fable?”

Sara shrugged. “Who knows? Maybe a translation error. Well, not an error, and elaboration on the translation software’s part.”

Hooker scratched his head. “Do you think that happens often? We depend on that so much!”

“No. Not with the Restans or Sumerians or even the Galactics. But the Denisovans have hardly talked to us at all, except for Shelbidiyah. So the less we’ve talked, and less it’s translated, the more opportunity for error. Or, as I said, elaboration.”

He scratched his head again and let it drop, for now.

They were on their way back home, to planet Alpha. All that could be learned by her from the Galactics on Sumer had been in the last year. All that could be negotiated with them had been also by Hooker and his team.

Fleet Commander Falmu had agreed to take them home on her way back to Restas. They, too, had learned what they had wanted to know. In their case, the more they learned, though, the more questions they had.

But first they were going to the Midway/Point Luck system. Sara had seen pictures and videos and schematics of the captured Amferian Grandmother ship. But she wanted to see it for herself. To walk inside it. To get a feel for its original intention. Hooker and the Restans also were anxious to have the same experience with an intact ship from the race which had terrorized this part of the galaxy for so long.

“Where is Onono?” Hooker asked her.

She looked up from her work, distracted and showing it. “He’s resting in his cabin, I suppose,” she said

Onono was the Sara Perci or Taland of the Galactics. He had agreed to go back to Alpha with Sara for more studies, which went both ways of course.

“He seems to rest a lot,” Hooker said, to no reply from Sara.

“I think I will take a nap, also,” he said.

This time he got a response. “Again?” she said.

He shrugged. “I’m retired again, you know...”

“You sure do retire a lot.”

“And I enjoy it more every time!” he said, and rose from the couch in their human-friendly furnished cabin.

But he stopped halfway to the bed, and turned back.

“Did you feel that?” he asked her.

“Feel what?”

The ship had slowed and moved sideways a little. Only an old admiral could feel it, though, on a ship with artificial gravity.

He also detected a decrease in velocity.

She looked at him, exasperated. “Feel what?” she repeated.

Then a strange noise began sounding in their cabin and throughout the ship. Hooker recognized it at once.

“General quarters!” he said. “Battle stations, in other words!”

Sara stood up. “What?”

It was nearly impossible for a squadron of ships traveling many times the speed of light to encounter anything that would warrant such a warning.

Unless someone knew their route, that is...

Hooker headed out their door, toward the bridge. 

Sara just sat down again, not sure what to do, or even what she could do?

Chapter 3

Restan ship Falmu

Fleet commander Falmu studied the situation on the bridge of the squadron flagship. In the custom of the Restans, the ship was currently named and designated for the highest-ranking officer on board. Which was she.

The door to the bridge opened and in came the human Hooker.

He looked around at all the screens, squinting, trying to make sense of what was being displayed there.

She saw his eyes rest upon the screen showing the disposition of her squadron.

“Still in your classic diamond formation, Falmu?” he said to her.

“Yes Hooker.”

He walked over closer to her station. “Then what is it?”

She raised a finger and his eyes followed to that screen. “We have shadowers,” she said.

She noticed him touch his ear translator, the signal for him not fully understanding.

“Followers,” she said, and then he nodded.

“And yet you slowed down?” he asked. 

She was not the least offended by his questions. In her heart she was glad such an experienced leader as he were with them in this situation.

“To see if they did also,” she said.

He nodded. Having been around humans a lot, even serving on humans ships before, she understood that gesture quite well.

“They are Simov ships,” she added before he could ask. “Three of them, so far.”

If this caused alarm in the old human, he didn’t show it outwardly. And, after all, it was only three of them against the standard squadron size of five Restan ships.

The ship’s Pilot spoke then.

“Communication from the intruders,” it said.

Now Falmu and Hooker exchanged a long look into each other’s eyes. No communication had ever come from the Simovs, at least in their short history of encountering them.

Usually it was only attack on sight.

A very garbled message was then coming in, until the ship’s automatic tuners cleaned it up, and there on the main screen was a living, and they assumed, breathing, Simov.

Falmu just stared coldly at it, the way a tiger regards potential prey, saying nothing.

The Simov’s appearance was not surprising. They had seen pictures and illustrations of them provided by the Galactics. Even a Simov body which had been taken apart for study. But only the artificial, or mechanical parts, were there.

This Simov looked no different, except the two lights which passed for eyes were very much lit up, showing a living being was inside.

What they looked like before being implanted in their artificial bodies was anyone’s guess.

The Simov grew tired of waiting, and spoke.

“Restan ship, you have what you call humans on board. We have two options for you to live and continue on your journey home.”

Falmu said nothing, but her tail flicked ever so slightly. Threatening a Restan was the last thing anyone ever wanted to do. And usually was the last thing. To them, a threat was no different than a real attack.

“Option one, turn the humans over to us. Option two, kill them while we are watching so we know you really did it.”

Falmu’s tail did a full circle in the air.

“I will take option three,” she said.

“I am listening to your proposal,” the Simov said.

“It is not a proposal. It is the only option. You have threatened our allies, our trusted friends, and it is our duty to protect them. And, you have threatened a Restan war squadron. Now you will be destroyed.”

She turned away from the main screen. “Pilot,” she said. “All ships, take your prey!”

Out of the corner of her eye she saw her friend Hooker smiling, his teeth showing his amusement and approval.

What happened next was automatic. The other four ships in the squadron took station above and below and to each side of the enemy. The tactics and successes of past battles were all in their memories. Not just of their own battles, but the battles of any ship in the Reston and human fleets.

The Falmu herself stayed back, and even moved further away. She had a precious cargo of important human guests, and only in the most dire circumstances would she participate in the actual battle.

The Simov ships launched their little “fighter” craft but simultaneously the Restan warships launched dozens of nuclear-tipped missiles at the three enemy ships.

These missiles quickly obtained light speed-plus and proved impossible for the Simovs to either intercept with their small craft, or destroy with their energy beams.

At the last minute the three enemy ships tried to flee, but were quickly over taken by the missiles coming from every direction. 

The flashes of the nuclear explosions temporarily blinded Falmu and Hooker as they watched. After a few anxious moments, though, Pilot made the announcement.

“Enemy is destroyed.”

The big ships were indeed no longer there. Scores of the little fighters had been out of harms way of the explosions, however. 

“Instructions, Fleet Commander? Shall they be destroyed also?”

Falmu had already decided.

“All ships resume cruising positions and we will proceed to Midway,” she said.

Hooker said nothing. The little ships could not survive long without their hosts. So why waste energy on them?
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Chapter 4
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Lunar Command

Supreme Commander Admiral of the Fleet Tallie Talbot was in a foul mood.

“How the hell did they know where to intercept that Restan squadron? And how the HELL did they know humans were on Falmu’s ship?”

She was standing in the middle of the Fleet Intelligence section, addressing her words and glares to the entire staff. Upon her entering Director of Intelligence Tiffany Baker had come out of her office, in time to hear but not to interrupt Tallie’s outburst.

Tallie glared at each staff member at their station one by one, and none would meet her eyes.

“Admiral?” Baker said.

Tallie looked at her now.

She gestured toward her office. “Please?”

Tallie started walking toward Baker, then turned and looked back.

“No time off! We are not dealing with the Amferians here. This enemy is a whole different ballgame! We think they destroyed the Denisovans, a race older and according to them more powerful than we are! This is not some war game, this is real! The human race is depending on you for its very existence!”

Tallie looked again from one to the other and the other. No one dared to answer.

She followed Baker into her office and slammed her door behind her.

Baker just stared at her.

“How was that for motivation?” Tallie asked her.

Baker nodded. “Very effective, I would say.”

“Well it wasn’t acting. This latest thing just gave me a good reason to do as you ask, give them a pep talk...”

Baker looked out her office window at her staff. They all had their heads down.

“See? It worked!” Tallie said.

“Yes, but more like right now they are ducking!”

Tallie laughed but was careful not to let the others see, should any of them dare look into the office window.

“By the way,” Baker said. “I think you meant to say the Simovs are in a whole other league, not a ballgame.”

Tallie shrugged. “Whatever. They got the point.”

“Well, if you are going to use sports analogies...”

“I didn’t have time for sports and don’t pretend you did either,” Tallie interrupted her.

“This is true,” Baker said.

“So seriously, what do you think?” Tallie asked.

“I don’t think it was dumb luck. There has been enough traffic between Midway and Sumer that they were bound to discover that route.”

“I agree. But how did they know there were humans on Falmu’s ship?”

Baker put her hands up in the air, palms up. “I am looking at this backwards, meaning, the Galactics have Simov remains, the mechanical parts, which somehow tip them off when Simov ships are nearby. Maybe the Simovs have captured humans doing the same?”

Tallies eyebrows frowned. “But, how? Telepaths?”

“I don’t know yet. The Galactics have not shown any telepathic abilities like the Batkans have, for example. Maybe captured humans from somewhere else?”

“Oh my god this just keeps getting better!” Tallie said.

“But not looking backwards,” Baker continued, “what about spies among the Galactics? It was not a secret this Onono character was going on that ship with our people.”

“But who would cooperate with a race which has wiped out your home planet, and everyday tries to finish the job on the refugees?”

This time Baker frowned. “Why does anyone or anything become a spy? I’ve got my people on Sumer working on this. It is the most likely scenario.”

“Tighten up the communication monitoring on that settlement,” Tallie said. “If communications are going out, I want to know from whom and to where!”

Baker nodded. “But now we have a new wealth of intelligence, Tallie. That communication from the Simov ship to the Falmu is priceless. Unless they are as devious as we are, which I doubt, we will learn a lot from it!”

Tallie nodded. “Well, for once you cheer me up!”

Baker touched her desk top and a screen behind her desk lit up.

“This will cheer you up also. Five new Sol-class Star-Guardians just back from their shake down cruise. And, even better, 10 more on the way nearing completion.”

Tallie nodded grimly. “We are going to need them, I’m afraid.”

“Yes, but the point is, Tony Davidson’s dispatches from Sumer are working. He’s very talented, firing up sympathy for the Galactics and warning of the Simovs without, as yet, seeming to panic the general public on Earth.”

Tallie noted a little gleam in Baker’s eye when she mentioned Tony. But she didn’t comment on it.
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