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    To my son.

Dear Reader,
I hope you enjoy this story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Kindly leave a honest review on the website you got it from.
Thanks in advance.
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CHAPTER ONE
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The first time the ship entered earth’s atmosphere, Greg Wilson, newly recruited into NASA, was dozing off at his console. The first time he got recruited into NASA, it had felt like a dream come true. Two years working at the observatory had taught him about the drab nature of the job. So when the alarms started going off, he awoke suddenly, hand hitting his coffee cup as its contents spilled on his board.

“Shit!”

He glanced at the readings on the screen as the beeping continued. The hair on his nape stiffened and goose pimples spread all over his body. 

“What the–”

Eyes wide, Greg did a double take, wiped the drool from his mouth and stared at the screen again, blinking rapidly. He made a print out, grabbed it and stared at it to be sure he wasn’t hallucinating. He dialed a number on his landline. 

“Dave, you’ve got to see this,” Greg continued to stare at the screen and at the report he held in his hand. A heavy set man with salt and pepper hair came towards him, a furious scowl on his face. 

“This better be good, lad.” David Pence said as he took the printout from Greg’s outstretched hand. 

Dave stared at the report and then at the screen. “Is this authentic?” 

Greg only nodded. Some colleagues had began to gather around the observatory, mumbling undertone at the discovery. 

“What happens now” asked Greg, looking up to his supervisor for answers. 

David Pence sighed. Never in his ten years as a NASA scientist did he envision that a day like this would come. David studied the screen and asked, “Based on its current trajectory, where is it headed?”

Greg typed commands into his keyboard as he waited for his extrapolation. An intake of breath sounded from someone behind him. There were murmurs across the room. A faint beeping sound could still be heard. 

“Antarctica,” Greg said, scowling at what that meant. “Why Antarctica?”

Everyone in the room was excited. A discovery like this would mean a great deal for NASA.

Dave turned to his employees as they eagerly awaited what to do next. 

“Gentlemen,” his sharp eyes roamed over them, settling on Greg. “Let’s find where this ship comes from.” 

People scrambled to their stations as men and women jostled each other to map out the origins of the mysterious ship. Greg and Dave were left alone, each contemplating what this discovery meant to the wider world. 

“Do you think it’s alien?” asked Greg, his voice hopeful.

“Let’s just hope it’s just E.T coming to pay us a visit in peace then.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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The headquarters of Africanus was a beehive of activity as the chopper carrying the commander-in-chief of the Black Federation swooped towards the helipad. Government officials were scuffling about in a frenzied hurry to get to the crisis room for the impending meeting. The chopper landed on the helipad and a slender man slipped out followed by his guards. Matthew Assan, a former citizen of the then West African country, Ghana, shook the hands of his aide.

“What’s the update?” he asked the aide as he was led to the crisis room. A hundred years after the Doomsday Attack, the African nations had come together under the name Africanus and the Black Federation was the standing army of the united countries. The African union had been disbanded years earlier for its ineffectiveness in achieving the aims it had set out to achieve. Some said the integration of the African nations had been inevitable following the D-day attack. Some said the North Koreans had started it. Others said the irrevocable act by a certain Western leader had plunged the world into a devastating war which had nearly wiped out the human race. 

“The ship is headed towards Antarctica.” Paul Nketchi said, consulting his phone for updates. Matthew grimaced as they entered the crisis room. The individuals in the room stood up. He inclined his head and took his seat at the head of U-shaped mahogany table. Around them various large screen monitors displayed various activities across all the African states and the wider world as well. 

Paul Nketchi, fumbling with his suitcase took out a paper and placed it in front of the commander.

“What is the status?” Matthew asked in a sharp voice. Each member state of Africanus had their military general in the room. Matthew was the head. 

“Our contacts with our mutual friends indicate they have no idea about the ship and how it entered the earth’s atmosphere. They are equally stumped as we are.” Brian Adamu, a Kenyan general said.

Matthew sighed, “We must find out if this ship poses a threat.” He paused when someone cleared his throat. All eyes turned to Peter Ndochie, one of the oldest and experienced veterans on the command. 

“If our partners say this ship is not theirs, might we not entertain the possibility of what we’re all thinking but do not want to say.”

The command center was silent. 

Matthew leaned forward, glancing briefly at his aide, Paul who mouthed “I told you so.”

“General Ndochie, please explain.” He asked, an eyebrow raised.

Peter Ndochie sat straight. “The talk on the network is this could be it,” he paused as he licked his lips. 

A glance around the command center showed the uneasiness of where the conversation was leading to. Nobody needed to spit it out. For years after the atomic war, nations had been hesitant to denuclearize. Africa had not being the target yet it had been affected. The devastations caused by the nuclear weapons had been catastrophic. No continent had been left intact. Even after a hundred years, famine, and radiation poisoning were killing off many people. It was almost like the earth was dying. How nuclear weapons could have gone rogue was something that couldn’t be explained? London, New York, Kremlin, India and China had been the hardest hit. No one had seen it coming. In one single day, more than a billion people had been killed. Some said it was the work of a clandestine extinction seekers but no evidence had been found out. After the D-day attack, nations had gone to war against each other. That had been the worst mistake of the century. More than half the population on earth had been obliterated in a single week from rogue nuclear weapons. 

“It could be an alien invasion.” The General said as Matthew whipped his head around, pulling him from the past. 

Murmurs and bursts of laughter echoed across the room. Matthew raised an arm as the room fell silent.

“We must assess this risk.” He said, eyes roaming around his fellow Africanus brothers. “We don’t want a repeat of the D-day.”

Every single person nodded. They were all too aware of what their commander-in-chief meant by the D-day. All of them had not being born but they were experiencing the aftermath.

“What now?” William Mandela, a descendant of the Mandela bloodline said.

Everyone stared at Matthew waiting for his decision. No one wanted another war but the Africanus had learnt
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