
        
            [image: cover]
        

    










Roh






Alien
Legacy






© Don Hayward 2023











The sequel to Return











Published 2023
by Don Hayward,

8 Huron Lane,
Goderich, Ontario, Canada N7A 3Y2






2023, Don Hayward

All rights
reserved.






Smashwords
edition






Thank you for downloading this eBook. This
book remains the
copyrighted property of the author, and may not be redistributed to
others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoyed
this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy
from their favourite authorized retailer. Thank you for your
support.






This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual
events or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.






No one may
reproduced, store in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form
or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recording or otherwise,
any part of this publication without the prior written permission
of Don Hayward.

Cover photo
Stephan Keller Pixaby.com






All of Don’s
books, except High Falls, are available in an electronic version
from Smashwords.com.

Most soft cover books are available
through book sellers worldwide.






Acknowledgement






To Alex and
Diane for their support, helpful corrections and advice.






Dedication

To everyone who
dreams of the stars and struggles for a better Earth.






Contents

 About Don

Contact Don

Also by Don
Hayward











“The important
thing is not to stop questioning. Curiosity has its own reason for
existence. One cannot help but be in awe when they contemplate the
mysteries of eternity, of life, of the marvellous structure of
reality. It is enough if one tries merely to comprehend a little of
this mystery each day.”

—"Old Man's
Advice to Youth: 'Never Lose a Holy Curiosity.'" LIFE Magazine (2 May 1955) p. 64” ― Albert
Einstein











And so, it
begins






Good morning
listeners, this is Quantz Nedmar speaking from a farm near
Goderich, Ontario.

RoH, the part
alien, invited me here. I originally planned to take a few weeks to
interview RoH’s grandfather, Charlie Keys, and perhaps her mother,
Ellie, if RoH allows it. So far, I have interviewed Charlie and
then RoH, but to describe my conversations with the part alien girl
as an interview would be deceitful. RoH interviewed me, but you
have heard some of those recordings, and I have more to come.

That first
night, I met RoH at the hotel. RoH’s father and Kerri Grenier left
for Charlie’s house. The CIA had apparently murdered Kerrie, but
the aliens returned her very much alive. RoH curled up in a big
chair that night and sipped endless hot chocolates. She reassured
me I was “Mom approved”, and in an hour, RoH knew my life story. It
seemed I had failed as a reporter, and I had not asked one
question, yet I felt content. If you end up in RoH’s presence and
think that you will be in control, forget it. RoH, gently and
stealthily, will direct the conversation. You likely never will
meet her unless she invites you, but if you encounter RoH, it will
be your privilege. Sorry, I sound like a fan.

RoH never
tired that night, but I dozed off. When I awoke, I discovered RoH
had covered me with a blanket, and she still sat in the same chair.
I don’t know if she slept at all, but she watched me with her
piercing eyes, and her first words spooked me.

“Quantz,
I’ll see that your family comes to be with you in Canada.”

How did she
know about my desire to bring my family from Egypt? Then, I
remembered I had dreamed of them over-night.

There are many
aliens, and other part aliens on Earth, like RoH’s mother Ellie,
but RoH is the special one.

It would be
wrong to say RoH leads the alien effort. The aliens who inhabit
this part of the galaxy function as an autonomist collective. There
is no leader, as humans might define one. The aliens have groupings
only large enough to accomplish a particular task. Interstellar
distances dictate that.

The original
plan for Earth involved only three ships and a few dozen star
travellers. Now, there are thousands of ships. Who knows the number
of aliens in the solar system? The whole group discusses and
decides together what to do, and then an individual, RoH, for
instance, might be the one to put that plan into action. We saw how
that works last September when Ellie returned to Earth with RoH.
They immediately split up, each with her separate task.

Although there
is a deep bond between Ellie and her mother Lisa in Seattle and
father Charlie in Goderich, the aliens did not begin this effort
for a family reunion. As Charlie Keys told me, the aliens want to
learn empathy and how to be convivial, how to interact solely for
the joy of being together, and not always for a purpose. The aliens
think that is a necessary strength that they lost in learning how
to travel the stars.

They
hybridized that change with human genes. With their longevity, it
will take thousands of Earth years to change their population. The
star travellers had Charlie and Lisa conceive Ellie as part of this
effort. RoH is the next generation; she denies she is their
ultimate. Since they came to Earth, Ellie and RoH have focused on
the goal of helping us avoid killing all life on Earth.

The events
around New Year’s Eve stunned me, and it astonished the entire
planet. Before Ellie and RoH arrived, many aliens had been on the
surface for years, some disguised as human in key roles associated
with the return of the aliens. They have a few more “Ellie’s”
spread around the planet. Only now, the reports from Kenya,
Australia and Europe are hinting at some of these others. I am
convinced more of them exist, but no one has told me that.

Contrary to
rumours, conspiracy theories and propaganda, I have seen no
evidence that they have tried to infiltrate any government. They
stopped the CIA's attempt to force them into service to the USA.
They have no care for national governments except in hoping a
popular, global demand for equity will force change.

The unexpected
arrival and Mars impact of comet Clavette gave the aliens unplanned
opportunities. They made Mars uninhabitable for several decades and
enhance its atmosphere through natural terraforming. You have all
seen the remarkable video record made by Jimmy Smith from an alien
ship. When Clavette hit Mars, it added over four million cubic
kilometres of water, and caused Olympus Mons to erupt. That forces
humans to focus on our planet for a few decades and drop the Mars
escape-hatch dream.

The aliens
used the rescue of the one thousand Mars settlers as a spectacular
self-introduction to the world as non-threatening friends.

Ironically,
Clavette and Jimmy Smith upset their original plan. They wanted to
take a year to prepare the masses for their arrival, but Jimmy
Smith exposed Ellie’s presence. The appearance of Clavette forced
the aliens to take action with unexpected consequences. Perhaps the
largest of the unforeseen problems came with their disarming all
nations of nukes and heavy weapons. That has caused economic chaos.
According to RoH, this act departs from their standard rules of
contact, and they had not intended to intervene so deeply. The
economic consequence surprised them too, and they see it as an
additional difficulty for their plan.

Quantz
Nedmar-CBC Radio for The Canadian Morning












Chapter 1






Families and
foreboding






The Martian X
descended the long grade and sped deftly over the Maitland River at
Donnybrook Bridge and up the steeper south side of the valley.
Charlie dozed and dreamed as the autopilot took him through the
night. He had been in Orangeville, training the factory people
there, and looked forward to home and bed. He would go into the
Goderich factory and check in with Kerri later tomorrow.

About one in
the morning, the black car came to a gentle stop in his driveway.
Soon he sat on his couch and sipped a drink, thinking of his bed.
Idly, he flipped on the television cable news from the CBC.

“This just
in,” a voice overlaid a shaky image of a brilliant burst in the
sky, “we have seen strange bright lights over parts of
south-western Ontario.”

His cell
jingled, and a text popped up. Maybe Lisa had finally replied after
her strange message early yesterday. Charlie frowned. A star symbol
replaced the usual sender handle.

“Are you
awake, Dad?”

The doorbell
chimed.

Charlie stirred
from a crazy dream that relived a distorted version of the night,
four months ago, when his part-alien daughter, Ellie, had returned.
He lay in his bed, but it seemed unfamiliar. Then he felt the
warmth beside him and realized that for almost all of his life, he
had slept alone.

The door once
more demanded attention. The clock said after nine. They had
enjoyed a lazy, satisfying week since the alien New Year’s
excitement. He had a father’s pride in how his daughter, Ellie,
mostly human, somewhat alien, had played a major role in the
Goderich events.

Charlie slipped
into his robe and hurried down the stairs.

“Hi, Father, we
came for breakfast.” Ellie walked in, followed by a hesitant Steve
Jorgensen.

“Who is it,
Charlie?” A voice sang from the upper hallway.

“It’s Ellie,
Kerri, and my friend Steve Jorgensen.” Ellie lowered her voice.
“Actually, Dad, Steve and I have become more than friends.”

Charlie offered
a lukewarm hand to Steve and frowned, but he suddenly brightened
and gave his improbable son-in-law a hug. If Ellie had chosen Steve
as her Earthly love, Charlie could only accept.

“Welcome to the
family.”

“I last saw you
in the Dakotas, but we never met. You three ran for it,” Steve
smiled at Ellie, “and they sent me home.”

Kerri descended
and hugged Ellie.

“The family is
growing,” Ellie laughed. “I took Mom back to Seattle a few days
ago. She says she is going to marry ‘some weird guy’ as she
described Billy. I met him. He plays sax... a nice catch for an old
drummer schoolmarm like Mom.”

“I told them
they had better hurry because we have a deadline. It might not be
close, but it could happen, and we would have to withdraw.”

It’s a 55.5%
probability, Mother.

RoH, where are
you?

I’m at the
farm with Quantz.

Having
fun?

We had a lot
of snow. I was going to blow it away, but Captain Fontaine insists
she and her unit do all the maintenance. She says they need busy
work.

Good, she will
keep you from showing off.

Ghislaine
reports to some General, and he doesn’t want them just sitting
around, so she sends him video of the work. Human soldiers sure do
a lot of marching back and forth. Quantz and I discuss all
this.

Mother…?

Yes…?

There are
unintended consequences to what we did. It’s serious.

I know,
Sweetie. We are considering, but you keep to the plan so far...
kisses...

Charlie noticed
Ellie’s frown.

“What’s wrong,
Ellie?”

“There is a
fresh problem we did not predict. We don’t know what it means, but
we are analyzing it.”

“Is it
serious?”

“Yes...”

“What can we
do?”

“Let’s have
breakfast,” Ellie ignored her father’s question.

“I’m cooking,”
Kerri headed to the kitchen. “Are omelettes okay?”

“Great,
something for Dad to put ketchup on,” Ellie smirked.

“At least Ellie
didn’t sneak up on me this time,” Charlie said.






RoH watched out
the farmhouse window as Captain Fontaine paraded her unit in
morning muster. The fighters did not seem to mind the cold and
snow. The Canadian Special Forces guarded a farm near Goderich,
which the aliens chose as a main contact point on Earth. RoH noted
the troops wore her Christmas gift of the red and white scarves as
part of their uniform. They valued these as battle honours in the
old British style, although they had not fought a battle.

The soldiers
knotted the uniform additions identically, with one lead thrown
over the left shoulder and the other hanging in front. By giving
them the scarves, RoH had stolen their hearts and drawn them into
her family. They wore the additions with pride as part of the
uniform of what they now called the Alien Guard. To them, the alien
meant RoH. The little half-alien girl, who commanded mechanical
fireflies with the wave of her hand, but had asked them to teach
her and be her friends. The unit did not know whom they might
fight, but they had decided it was not an alien space invader.

RoH turned away
in sadness. She knew the enemy and a growing certainty that humans
would destroy the alien’s hopes by committing ecocide on Earth. A
dark player in that possibility would soon reveal themselves to RoH
and the star travellers.

“Jaden,” RoH
brightened at a happier thought, “I’m so glad you have let me adopt
you as my sister. I never thought I would have siblings, although
my mother is working on that.” RoH giggled. “My father on the ship
doesn’t see the need... yet.”

“Honestly,”
Jaden smiled and sipped her herbal tea, “I don’t think I have any
choice. All I had before was my dorky brother and he’s so smart and
successful I could never measure up. Now, I feel I have something
important to do, but I have no clue what that is.”

Jaden’s eyes
questioned RoH.

“I could say
it’s making me happy,” RoH said. “That would be true, but selfish.
No, you have a minor job of helping the human species survive.”

“My survival
wasn’t even on my mind before I met you.” Jaden managed a weak
smile.

“I know; I saw
it in the photo your grandmother Emily showed me, but I also saw
your strength. Despite what you believe, you are strong, Jaden.
Most people who have survived struggle are stronger for it.”

“How can a
little girl like you be so smart?”

“I’m both a
little girl, and not one, Jaden.” RoH seemed sad. “Part of me is so
old I can’t fathom it. My brain is still developing, of course,
along with my body. What I have already,” RoH tapped her head,
“runs efficiently and has absorbed learning beyond the
undergraduate level of an Earth university. I know so little. I
know I am mostly ignorant.”

Jaden reached
over and squeezed RoH’s hand.

“For my whole
life, I thought I was stupid.” Jaden frowned. “Not anymore, but I
don’t know what to think; I’m ignorant for sure and can never
measure up; a little girl who’s lost at the foot of a steep
hill.”

“Let me be your
walking stick and climb that hill together.” RoH hugged Jaden. “We
will find many paths to explore. At the top, the view will be
breathtaking.”

“First, let’s
have breakfast.”







Chapter 2






We do not
regret to inform you






President Harry
Ascue splashed ketchup onto his home fries and sausage. Two sunny
side eggs stared up from the plate. He took a gulp of black coffee
and dug into the meal. The clock on his desk showed ten minutes
before his telephone appointment.

For Harry, a
down-home car dealer at heart, the next event, talking to foreign
leaders, Russian President Lev Balakin and Chinese Premier, Wei
Liu, seemed a waste of time.

These people
think they are equal to these great United States.

If Ascue could
be honest with himself, these confident foreign leaders made him
feel stupid. His ego had made him believe that a small town car
dealer could run the international corporation known as the United
States of America. Reality differed from his simplistic dreaming.
Mary had managed his career from a city councillor, governor of
Iowa, to the White House. Otherwise, Harry would still hoodwink car
buyers instead of world leaders. Mary remained as his irreplaceable
political manager and security adviser.

He scanned the
first page of a security brief.

Damned
aliens, he thought.

“Harry,” Mary
arrived, “President Balakin and Premier Liu are on the video call
in the Oval Office.”

“Lev… Wei, how
are you both?”

Harry blurted
the greetings that Americans thought to be friendly, but most
foreigners found obnoxious. It did not help that he mispronounced
the names.

“Mr.
President,” Balakin started through a translator, “Premier Liu and
I have been discussing our mutual problem for several days. We
think it is in all our interests to cooperate to defeat these
monsters from space.”

“I agree,”
Premier Liu added without waiting for Harry to reply. “We must put
our power together.”

Harry waited
for his translator.

“I don’t think
we can beat around the damned bush,” Ascue began, “but what power
can we all contribute?”

Both Balakin
and Liu knew English, but Harry’s slang confused them.

“If you mean
being open about our forces, I agree,” Balakin said. “We have many
ballistic missiles ready.”

Harry could see
his face, and with the certainty of a salesman, knew the man lied.
On the split screen, Liu appeared to agree with Harry; however, the
Premier followed with equally impossible claims. Harry knew that
none of them had anything operational, larger than a machine gun
and a fixed amount of ammunition even then.

Harry
considered following suit, or challenging the two, but he had
political skill and pretended to believe them.

“That’s great.
I propose we set up a joint command team. I can send my Joint
Chiefs of Staff to be in command.”

Harry kept a
neutral face, but the other two faces flashed brief anger. They
spoke over one another, each suggesting that their military should
be in charge. After a half hour of wrangling, they could only
decide to hold another session in a few days.

“We have one
mutual problem,” Balakin said. “The aliens have kidnapped our
citizens and hold them in Canada, but we want them back.”

“Can you help?”
Liu said.

“I suggest you
call the Canadians,” Ascue said. “They are not happy with America
at the moment.”

“I’ll do that,
Mr. President, and we’ll show those aliens they can’t push us
around.”






Liz Dafoe and
Dawn Waasnodae stepped into the Canadian Prime Minister’s office.
The PM’s Chief of Staff held the door but did not impress. Both MPs
saw the woman as an ambitious bully. With a grand gesture,
exaggerated to being cartoonish, the head of government waived the
two onto one of the comfortable couches and sat opposite. The
arrogant Chief of Staff hovered to one side, out of line of sight
but ready.

“Have you had
breakfast?” The PM asked and without waiting for an answer,
gestured at the chief, who called through the still open door.

The women
glanced around the room. They had not been here since their
rookie-member orientations, years ago. Dawn thought the opulent
space dripped of colonial history. Liz felt that the ostentation
signified the distance between the government and her local
voters.

The perfect
metaphor of the problem, she thought.

An assistant
arrived with a serving cart with various luxury pastries and silver
pots of coffee and tea with delicate china cups; it magnified Liz’s
judgment.

“That is all,”
the Chief said to the server.

“No,” Liz
interjected, “he stays. Bring the other staff. The era of top-down
decisions is over. Everyone must be involved from now on.”

“Look, I’m...”
the PM began, but Dawn showed him her hand.

“Not anymore,”
Dawn smiled with a look of confidence, not condescension or
smugness, but she stated the new reality.

The head
politician glowered. It seemed this woman had read his mind. It
repulsed him he had to treat these insignificant backbenchers with
such respect. The two had never conformed and had often been the
object of scorn and rebuke, like children. The pair lacked the
normal opportunism that kept a common Member of Parliament in line,
but that had always been the Whip’s problem.

Despite their
closeness to Ellie Keys, neither woman considered themselves aliens
or mind readers. They understood the predictability of the
powerful, like the PM, as he strutted around Parliament. It made it
seem that the women might be psychic or alien.

Six clerks and
other assistants stood stiffly at a respectful distance.

“Everyone, take
a seat,” Dawn waved her hand, mimicking the grand gesture that the
PM had used moments ago.

“Yes,
please...” the PM tried to regain control of the hierarchy. It
irked him that all eyes focused on his visitors. The others knew
these women had a special relationship with the aliens. The PM
could not accept Dawn’s implication that he no longer qualified as
the one in charge.

I loathe their
ideology...

“We need cups
for everyone,” Liz smiled.

The Chief
scurried out the door, more to get away from watching the
humiliation of her boss than from a willingness to serve.

Is she
powerful or just another token woman? Dawn thought. Everyone
around Parliament assumed entitlement.

A frantic phone
call brought more cups and another minion, who joined the group.
Liz suggested that everyone have a pastry. No one accepted, still
confused about who commanded.

“Okay, let’s
get going,” Liz said. “You asked us to come,” she nodded at the
red-faced PM.

“The world is
going to hell, and your alien friends caused it.” His words dripped
with sarcasm and his guests scowled. “Defence contractors are
closing. Some of them declared bankruptcy with thousands of
lay-offs. The markets collapsed because the aliens, with no right,
disabled every military around the globe. There are no more
markets.”

“You left out,”
Dawn said, “that they disabled the factories that produce weapons
and ammunition for all guns.”

The PM waved a
folder and flipped through the contents.

“The aliens
destroyed over half of the economies of every industrial nation.
NATO, Russia and China want a joint declaration of war on them.
They will introduce a motion at the United Nations Security
Council.”

Liz and Dawn
laughed. Staff watched the disrespect in stunned silence. The PM
turned a deeper red. The Chief of Staff slumped against one of the
louvered window shutters with a distracting clatter.

“Perhaps you
should ask why over half of all industrial economies depend on war,
but you did not call this meeting for that, Prime Minister. What do
you want to talk about?”

“We want you to
go to your alien friends and tell them to restore our militaries...
or else.”

“What are you
going to do?” Liz asked. “Kick them out of the UN; refuse to buy
their oil, or shoot down star ships with hunting rifles?”

“We won’t give
them what they want,” the Prime Minister growled.

“It must
frustrate you,” Dawn said, “that they want nothing, at least
nothing physical, but something we can’t stop them from having.
Humans have fallen in love or at least lust with aliens since 1947.
We have been eagerly donating genetic material for decades. You
still don’t understand; you have no leverage.”

“Prime
Minister,” Liz tried to remain polite, “I regret to inform you they
do not want to talk with you. The star travelers have no desire or
motive to negotiate, and Canada has no global power and influence.
The world has always seen us as an echo the Americans. You could
gain some importance now.”

“Ellie has told
us that when the time is right, they would meet with a great
gathering of nations. Since the UN is already that, instead of war
mongering and throwing a tantrum, the Security Council should move
to request that meeting. I will tell you this; the visitors will
not meet with the former great powers, but only the world. The
General Assembly would be the place to start. If you want to be
important, send that message to the American President.”

Dawn Waasnodae
and Liz Dafoe abruptly stood and walked out of the room. The Prime
Minister sat in stunned silence. His Chief-of-Staff fumed. Minions
eyed the pastries that remained untouched on the serving tray.

A phone rang
beyond the doorway.

“Prime
Minister,” an aid hurried back from the outer office, “the Russian
ambassador wants to talk with you.”






Siglinde
Hilfreich stared at the green handset of the high-security line to
the White House. It gave the President direct access to the head of
NAAP and had been ringing for a minute. Siglinde ignored it.

Siglinde and
her team member, now lover Ted Kotwas, had flown in from Canada two
days ago. Ted’s revelation that he was an alien did not faze
Siglinde. She knew the story of Ellie Keys’ great-grandmother, who
knowingly conceived with an alien. Siglinde found that story
encouraging. She understood how a woman could love a being from the
stars, especially one as hot as Ted, as Liz had exclaimed
when she had learned of the relationship.

“Maybe I’ll get
me one of you alien hunks,” Liz said when the three had
group-hugged.

The bigoted
preachers might think it disgusting, but Siglinde’s feelings and
understanding trumped it all. The miracle of Ellie and her daughter
RoH confirmed Siglinde’s desire.

“Elliana, I
hate to ask, but would you answer him?”

“Siglinde
Hilfreich’s office...”

Elliana held
the device well away from her ear. Siglinde heard her name as the
only understandable part of the expletives that roared from the
handset. She thought Ascue had meant her name in the same way.
Elliana smiled and handed the phone to Siglinde.

“Yes, Mr.
President?” Siglinde also held the device at a distance.

“Mr. President,
I don’t think the Canadian Prime Minister has such an active or
perverse sex life, and I believe his parents were married. Perhaps
you could calm down.”

Siglinde
sympathized with the man. The Commander-in-Chief had lost most of
his power, and saw no hint he would retrieve it soon. The man felt
diminished and helpless.

“I think you
should take the Canadian’s advice,” Siglinde finally had a chance.
“He’s just repeating the message from the aliens.”

...

“No, as far as
we can tell, even if you had all your weapons, you could not
deliberately destroy any of their ships. It is NAAP’s assessment
that they pose no physical threat. Politically and economically,
they have had a tremendous impact, but not as bad for us as comet
Clavette destroying the Mars settlements.”

“Listen to the
aliens, Mr. President. They control the situation, and we think
they want to help humans survive.”

...

“No, Mr.
President, yours or any other government’s political survival is
unimportant to the star people.”

...

“I say star
people because, Mr. President, the word alien conjures an image
that is not real. It’s Hollywood’s version of heartless invaders
intent on eating us. Everyone needs to unlearn that bias. War of
the Worlds was not a documentary. The worst damage the visitors
will do is to abandon humans to our fate, and they calculate that
means we destroy all advanced life on Earth.”

...

“I know an
election is coming soon, Mr. President. You need to advocate how to
live in this new economic situation. We can’t fight it.”

...

“Yes, your
opponent will want to ‘kick alien ass’, as you say. They might
defeat you, but they won’t be kicking any butt either. The visitors
don’t care who runs the USA.”

...

“Yes, Mr.
President, it will probably mean the country falls apart. To you,
that seems like alien hostility. To the star visitors, it is a
necessary step towards saving life here. All large countries will
fragment.”

...

“Yes, Mr.
President, everyone must deal with political reality. You as well,
but it’s a new reality. Perhaps you could keep the country together
by taking a rational approach.”

The phone went
dead.

Siglinde
slumped into her seat. It appeared America, as a European wit had
once said, would only try the correct solution after they had used
up all the wrong ones. The Europeans were no better.

The President
dropped the handset into the cradle and stared at the closed door
separating his working office from the beehive in the next
room.

“Mary, get your
ass in here,” he scowled into the intercom.

“Mary, I have a
problem.”

“Which one?”
she fought a smile. She knew when not to poke the bear. Mary held
the position of Chief-of-Staff for the President. Her role as his
top political advisor went back to his successful election as
governor of Iowa. He trusted her instincts and advice. Mary prided
herself on knowing all the facts before she gave any advice. She
had a large team of assistants with the resources of the executive
branch and a nation-wide network of spies. The network included
critics. Mary would not allow ass kissers to control her
decisions.

“Who’s the new
girl?” The President’s eyes lingered on the curvy young woman who
handed Mary a file and undulated to the outer office.

“Oh, that’s
Daisy. She’s the new one.” Mary glanced towards the now-closed
door. “One girl died in a car crash New Year’s Eve... drunk
driving, the cops said. Daisy worked for the CIA and they vetted
her.”

Mary sighed.
The President’s habit of philandering would have to be controlled.
She would warn Daisy to stay clear.

Don’t worry
about that... the thought was fleeting, but it reassured Mary.
Why did that thought come?

The mention of
the CIA made the President frown.

“The CIA
royally screwed things up,” he growled, “that Greg guy.”

“The Canadians
still have him and his team.” Mary said. “Don’t be in a hurry to
get them back. Having the Canadians hold them is better than
reassigning them to data analysis.”

“The Canadian
PM called earlier,” the President changed course. “He passed on an
alien message that we should admit defeat and call for a forum at
the UN to let the aliens speak to the world. Siglinde Hilfreich
agrees. Her group says the aliens are not aggressive and only want
the best for humanity. What’s good for humanity is not good for me.
The Canadian PM agrees that we have a political disaster.”

“All
governments worldwide think that,” Mary said.

“Is there a way
out?”

“My people have
been going through the NAAP material. We have a countermove.”

The President
straightened from his slump. “Well...?”

Mary maintained
her composure, but her thoughts were less than friendly at Harry’s
condescension.

What an ass.
I’m no chump; if it wasn’t for me, he would still run a car lot in
Des Moines. He doesn’t deserve me.

She took a
moment to compose her thoughts.

“The aliens
started a genetic experiment near Lubbock, Texas, in 1947. It seems
they decided that this might be a good thing for them. We didn’t
understand why until Siglinde Hilfreich and NAAP pulled it all together.”

“The aliens
conducted many similar breeding experiments, but most failed, and
some became horrors. We don’t know if any succeeded, but news from
Kenya, Australia and Europe suggests other healthy mutants.”

“These are
below the level of this Ellie woman who they bred, took, and now
returned. The most interesting thing, and this came from Hilfreich,
is that the little girl who is apparently Ellie’s daughter is the
next step of the experiment. Hilfreich says that they bred this RoH
girl on a starship, making her a powerful hybrid between aliens and
humans. The girl has more abilities than her mother.”

“Why all this
breeding nonsense...?” The President stood. “Sounds like a bunch of
dairy farmers back home wanting the biggest udder.”

“Hilfreich says
the aliens want to learn empathy and conviviality from humans.
Apparently, they lost it in learning to apply their science. They
think our genetics are the key.”

“Empathy...
from humans...?” The President roared. The concept was foreign to
the man and his vague idea of the definition.

“It is
strange,” Mary agreed. She also lacked the tools of caring that lay
far outside their world of self-centred greed; however, Mary knew
what empathy meant. She saw it as a weakness. Mary suffered from it
once and had locked caring into a corner of her mind.

“Ellie and RoH
have both, and mental powers we can’t imagine.”

“We considered
one course of action, going after Ellie’s mother and father and
using them for leverage. Ellie’s parents are Lisa Clarke in Seattle
and Charlie Keys in Goderich, Canada. Ellie goes by the name of
Keys. RoH uses no last name. Greg at the CIA took the parents and
ended up in a Canadian jail. The aliens took over their base in
Canada. For obvious reasons, we decided trying that again would be
useless; however, we are keeping both parents under watch through
NAAP, just in case.”

“So, do you
have a better idea?”

“If the aliens
are trying to get something from us by inter-breeding, we can try
that in reverse and gain some of their abilities for humans.
According to Hilfreich, aliens live for thousands of years.”

Mary knew the
narcissistic President would find that attractive even if he would
never benefit.

“Why would a
cross-bred alien bastard work for us?”

“We think, if
we could get a baby or babies like that, we could raise them to
love us and hate aliens. Parents, teachers and preachers do that
all the time, create haters, I mean.”

“That will take
years. It won’t do me any good. I’ll be dead by then.”


Perhaps... Mary thought, and maybe I’ll be in
charge.

“That’s where
part two is important.” Mary kept a straight face. “We have a
strategy to delay the alien plans, maybe even make them retreat in
disgust, as they threaten to do.”

“How...?”

“Many churches
are organizing against them. The economic collapse will unite
billionaires with workers and those preachers. The billionaires and
we will keep control, of course. We can create division and lots of
killing, making the aliens leave. The more fighting on Earth
amongst humans, the better. In the meantime, we figure out how to
do our own breeding and get some goodies before they vanish. We
must make sure the USA controls that power.”

Mary’s cold
calculation unsettled Harry Ascue.

“It looks
impossible. Who would do the breeding for us? What alien?”

“We believe we
can convince or force that little girl, RoH, to be our breeder. If
she won’t cooperate, we will extract her genetic material. We have
a team on the ground in Canada trying to locate the girl.
Meanwhile, you need to organize a meeting between the rich and the
angry masses.”







Chapter 3






A long, cold
winter






I regret to
inform you...

Tens of
thousands of industrial workers in many countries got a letter that
“regretted to inform” them they no longer had a job. Those who
handed out that message in the morning received their regrets in
the afternoon. It would be the beginning of a cold winter of
declining hope and growing destitution for millions.

As workers
received terminations, the paper worth of billionaires and
well-healed politicians evaporated. The equity casino markets
eagerly converted almost every billionaire to a millionaire, or
into poverty. Not even “the house” won. The oligarchs’ anger
matched that of the minions, and it created a brief alignment of
interests.

Violent street
demonstrations demanded quick action by the elite to reclaim
control. This had reached Canada and the USA. Poorer and European
countries with a rebellious culture, found their streets swarmed
with protesters. They demanded either friendship or war with the
alien visitors. Hunger, hopelessness, and propaganda had not made
the majority hate the newcomers. No one on Earth had ever lived
without the threat of nuclear annihilation before now, and many had
a deep sense of relief and thankfulness.

The goodwill
from the rescue of the Martian settlers persisted. Television
repeated Jimmy Smith’s video of Clavette hitting Mars and the
aliens rescuing Martian settlers on New Year’s Eve. Interviews with
saved settlers praising the aliens held viewers’ attention. At the
beginning, all media eagerly supported the alien heroes. The
billionaire owners of the media, and the self-serving religious
leaders, would replace this with anti-alien attacks.

In Goderich,
Ontario, on January 8th, Charlie Keys, Kerri Grenier,
and Mike Hammersmith met at the Hammersmith factory.

“Bad times are
coming.” Mike sprawled on a stuffed chair in the corner of
Charlie’s office. Charlie and Kerrie shared a leather-covered
couch. The low table between the seats held half-empty cups of
coffee and a plate of sugar cookies. Kerri ignored the spot where
she had fallen when the CIA shot her. She had personal reasons to
love the aliens who saved her life.

“Our order book
is full,” Charlie tried to be positive.

“I don’t think
for long.” Mike sipped his lukewarm drink. “We’ll see cancellations
once the economic impact hits. Even if our customers want to go
ahead, the banks will cancel credit. Maybe our credit will go
too.”

Mike gave his
mug a disgusted look and set it on the table.

“We have
inventory,” Charlie said. “I doubt we can get a refund.”

“So,” Kerri
touched Charlie’s arm, “what’s the situation overall?”

“The military
supply chains collapsed, but everything else is still going strong;
food delivery and that sort of thing.”

“For how
long…?” Kerri asked.

Charlie
shrugged and looked at Mike. He received no support.

“I think it’s
going to get bad,” Mike said. “We might have to lay-off everyone,
and with no income and perhaps fewer deliveries, food and
everything will be hard to get. I don’t want to let anyone go.”

“So what do we
do?” Kerri spread her hands, palm up.

“Damn it,
Kerri, stop asking hard questions. Here, have a cookie.” Mike tried
to smile and pushed the plate towards Kerri. They were her
favourite.

“Do you know
how the aliens work?” Charlie asked. “The aliens work together, as
a collective. Maybe spending lots of time on ships leads to that,
but Ellie said their entire society functions that way, even the
populations on planets. No individual has a claim on any resources
more than their need, and anyone appointed as a leader is only that
until they finish what they had to do.”

“If you know
super-computer technology, an individual alien mind operates at
what we would think of as super-computer ability, maybe more. They
can integrate individual minds to become a huge multi-node
super-super-computer, if alien minds are nearby. Ellie never said
if the light speed limits it, or if a size limit exists. Perhaps,
with thousands of alien ships in the solar system,” Charlie glanced
upwards, “a huge organic, sentient computer surrounds us.”

“That’s scary,
like the Borg from science fiction.” Mike frowned.

“They don’t
want to assimilate us, but just get samples of DNA and help us
survive, but resistance is futile.” Charlie laughed.

“Ellie and RoH
constantly discuss things between themselves and with whatever
ships are involved. They make tactical decisions on Earth on the
spot, but the overall plan is broadly based and to that common
purpose.”

“What are you
getting at?” Mike asked.

“I think,”
Kerri jumped in, “we need to solve this predicament in the same
way. If we want to keep Hammersmith Inc. and perhaps all of
Goderich running, we all need to do it together; you, Charlie, me,
and all the employees in the plants. Call a general meeting.”

The idea was
not new to Mike, who had organized his business for teamwork.
Charlie’s understanding of that had led to his promotion. He had
struggled to get suspicious employees and reluctant front-line
managers to work together. He had been returning from the
Orangeville factory after team training on the fateful night last
September, when Ellie and his imp granddaughter RoH had appeared.
It seemed a long time ago in a more certain world.

“I walked
through the factory last night.” Mike said. “We have two-inch
lumber, plastic sheeting, and coils of plastic pipe. I’m worried
about food supply. I think we can pre-fabricate hundreds of little
greenhouses and give them to people to grow crops.”

“What about
those piles of strand board?” Kerri felt excited. “We could make
small animal enclosures, chicken coops and rabbit pens. We will
need more than vegetables.”

“We’ll build a
few samples and I’ll get the mayor and council in to look it over.
Some Goderich by-laws will have to go. Meanwhile, we need to get
the factory folks on side. I’d offer them first dibs on the
things.”

“I’d like to
offer a few to RoH and her bunch out on the farm,” Charlie said.
“Those soldiers have time on their hands.”

“Farmland
surrounds us,” Kerri said. “People could convert from commercial to
more locally useful crops, even mixed farming.”

“Dream on,
girl,” Mike laughed.

The committee
of three headed to the factory floor. Mike ordered a halt to
working on orders until the customers confirmed them. Otherwise,
they could apply the material to community use. After an
afternoon-long mass employee meeting, the factory went dark.
Everyone headed home, hoping that they might sustain themselves
until some grander plan came from the higher governments.






The dark hulk
of Marine One, the President’s personal helicopter, loomed from the
darkness. Despite the loud thrumming as the machine settled onto
the White House lawn, Mary hoped that this late night trip would go
unnoticed.

The noise drew
a lone pool reporter into the Washington winter night.

Why do they
have the helicopter here?

He watched the
President, Mary, and staff climb into the machine. From habit, the
President had turned and waved but there was no crowd to say
goodbye. The reporter waved back, unseen. President Ascue boarded
with stooped shoulders. The machine disappeared, and the echoes of
the rotors and turbines faded to the north-west.

The helicopter
landed a short walk from Air Force One, and the presidential party
hurried across the windswept tarmac. Leaders from both parties in
the House and Senate politely shivered at the gangway.

On the plane,
the President turned left to his suite, hoping for some rest before
they arrived in Des Moines. The politicians headed into the meeting
room, and Mary escorted the support staff to the operations
centre.

Mary stared at
Daisy. Mary could not recall why she had included her on this trip.
Daisy had superb skill in research, and Mary now relied on
Daisy.

Once in the
air, Mary briefed the politicians and easily convinced them. Out of
sight of media, the politicians had a common interest in power and
personal gain. Unlike the President, Mary had the advantage. In
Washington, everyone, no matter the party, respected her, and if
honest, they would admit they were afraid of her. Mary had ended
the careers of several congressional representatives and one
Senator whom she had judged wanting, or dangerous. She had released
scandalous information to the media. Her information network
spanned the city and beyond. No one important, even out of
politics, could have a lover, a weakness, or usefulness hidden from
Mary. People saw Mary as the President in all but name.

“Let him
sleep,” Mary said to the steward. “The Captain said we are facing a
headwind and would be slow getting there. I’ll brief him about...”
she glanced at her watch, “five, Washington time. Bring everyone
breakfast about half-past five.”

Mary refused to
acknowledge exhaustion. Her ambition overpowered personal
convenience. Outside of politics, at 45 years old, Mary did not
have a life, no family, no hobbies and no lovers, only a large
regret.

“Gentlemen,”
Mary turned to the politicians. She frowned at the lack of women,
but that was Washington. “We’ll meet with the President at
five-thirty for breakfast. Air Force One will touch down at 6:15.
Five people will board and we will meet here about 7 AM local...8
AM Eastern time.”

“The President
will tell you we are in a bipartisan situation. We cannot solve the
crisis with biased politics, even in this election year. Any
attempt at political advantage will only aid the aliens and further
destroy our power and economy. This is a confidential gathering,
and there will be no mention of this meeting, let alone what we
discuss. Am I clear?”

Mary stared
everyone in the eye. The two members of the other party flared
inwardly, but had enough political self-interest to agree. Everyone
believed that to cross Mary would lead to political and perhaps
actual death. Who knew how the aliens would react if they knew
about this meeting?

“Daisy, could
you type this up for the President, please?”






“Gentlemen,”
the President began. Mary sat to one side and behind at a separate
small table. President Ascue could not see her, but everyone else
at the big table could. Politicians had difficulty focusing on the
President and not Mary. The religious and labour representatives
vacantly smiled, and the three billionaires knew they owned them
all.

“Gentlemen,”
the President repeated, “if we don’t counter the alien threat, we
will all be broke, and the United States of America finished.”

“Why don’t you
get right to the point?” a rich man smirked.

“What do we
do?” The labour representative shifted nervously.

“I have a
plan,” the President’s eyes made a political sweep of the table,
“each of you has a part to play.”

Mary sat
passively, allowing the man’s theft of her plan.

“We need to
reverse the media’s cheering for the invaders. That’s the first
step in stirring up the mobs against them. Gentlemen,” he looked at
the billionaires, “you own the media. That’s your job.”

“It’s already
underway,” said one.

The previous
night, Mary had vetted all the plans with the representatives of
the class that owned Washington.

“You two,” the
President turned to the preacher and the labour boss, “have gangs
of followers. Organize against the aliens. Get your supporters into
the streets.”

“Here’s the
detailed plan,” the President snapped his fingers at Mary. She
stepped forward with nine folders of collated detail. It horrified
the politicians that the man would treat the most dangerous person
present as a servant. Mary was only the second most powerful person
on the plane and the President third.

“What about
us?” The Speaker of the House asked.

Everyone else
present regarded the four politicians with annoyance and disgust.
They saw the four as servants, bought, paid for and leashed.

“If you look in
your folders,” Mary treated the men with well-practiced false
deference, “you will see an outline of legislation you can
introduce. These will protect wealth with certain new banking and
investment rules. Expand the definition of an enemy specifically to
add non-humans and their hybrids. This will make it illegal to
support the aliens without actually attacking freedom of
speech.”

The political
leaders smiled. They would work in familiar territory.

Religious and
labour leaders began a half hour of fruitless discussion.
Politicians, who from habit had to fill a room with distracting
chatter, joined in. The preacher returned to his private jet, and
the labour man headed to the terminal for his flight to Seattle.
The billionaires watched in the icy wind as Air force One rose and
turned east. Then they headed into the warmth to plan for a
presidential departure other than on an airplane.







Chapter 4


Diamonds are a
girl’s best friend


Unnoticed by
human or alien, a man about sixty years old purchased a ticket at
the Dallas airport. The passenger looked pleasant, but he projected
an unsettling hawkishness. He would be in Toronto today and in
Goderich, Ontario, in the morning. His credit card drew on an
account of the Church of Heavenly Enlightenment in Dallas.

Robert Orville
had founded the church and pastored a flock of a thousand
adherents. Envious local pastors had commented on the unquestioning
loyalty of Robert’s flock. In comparison, their own congregations
seemed like herds of cats. Every congregation had had at least one
schism, while the Church of Heavenly Enlightenment had none. When
Robert’s congregation had reached exactly 1000, he stopped
recruiting. His television revenues soared.

Orville’s
adherents did not know his origins. People said he had been born in
California. No one had a date. Robert Orville actually had been
born in Nevada 20 years after RoH’s great-grandfather had been born
in Lubbock, Texas. His birth certificate said Rachel Nevada, the
town closest to Homey Airport, and more popularly called Groom
Lake. That same document listed his mother as Ruth Orville of
Rachel, Nevada, and father as “unknown”. No other documents
referred to Robert, or his mother, until he appeared in Dallas. The
only official record was a vagrancy arrest, thirty years ago, for a
Robert Orville. After that, nothing until his name appeared on
incorporating the Church of Heavenly Enlightenment.

Robert landed
in Toronto just after lunch. He walked through customs and
immigration without trouble, and rushed to catch a WestJet to
London. There, he rented a car and hurried to Goderich. He had
asked to meet Pastor George of the Holy Spirit Immersion of Huron.
George had been preaching fire against the aliens and Robert found
that encouraging. Orville also wanted to learn more about the alien
operation centered in the town. He had to know more before he could
realize his lifelong desire for revenge. He needed to find
Ellie.


Captain
Fontaine dozed in the comfortable chair, more relaxed than on any
other field assignment. Ghislaine realized that she and her
contingent guarding the powerful alien girl had the symbolic status
of the British Palace Guard. She joked to the General that Ottawa
supply greatcoats and busbies.

In her dazed
condition, Ghislaine did not see RoH exit the front door. She
snapped to wakefulness when a bright purple glow shone through the
window. As Fontaine reached the porch, RoH rose gently skyward and
silently disappeared in the low morning overcast.

Ghislaine
shivered in the sub-zero cold when the purple column reappeared and
RoH walked towards her.

“Nice show,”
Ghislaine managed. “The purple makes you seem regal.”

RoH
giggled.

“I’m just a
little girl, Ghislaine. I’m sorry we disturbed you, but I could not
help the timing.” RoH fingered a sizeable diamond that hung on a
chain around her neck.

“Diamonds are a
girl’s best friend,” Fontaine laughed.

“It’s not
diamond. It’s like what you call zirconium on Earth, but a bit more
durable than either a diamond or its fake. We use quantum
manipulation to arrange the atoms of natural material like this and
the metal of our ships to be as hard as possible. That’s why humans
think they are some sort of strange elements, not in nature. This
is an amplifier for quantum thoughts, so Mom and I can be in better
touch. Mother received one just like it. My father gave it to me.
Dad’s a stuffed shirt, as you might say, but you would like him.
He’s special. My star cousins normally don’t dote over their
reproducts.”

RoH examined
the stone and tucked it beneath her shirt.


“Reproducts...?” Ghislaine asked.

“Children,” RoH
said. She found the descriptive words for her status uninteresting.
She was simply, RoH.

“Have you had
breakfast? I’m starved.”


Captain
Fontaine mounted the steps with a snow shovel in her hand. She and
the squad had levelled a large area between the house and the old
command building and hoped to make an ice rink. The last shipment
of personal gear from Petawawa included their hockey equipment.
They would use the opportunity to fight boredom. The Russian
Martian was enthusiastic.

“What are you
three up to?” Ghislaine found RoH, Elsie and Jake standing on the
porch and looking towards the road.

“We are about
to have company,” Elsie said. “Muster your people.”

“I don’t think
we will have a problem,” RoH said, “but make them feel uneasy.”

Ghislaine
disappeared to assemble her squad into battle readiness.

RoH focused on
the crystal around her neck. She could easily chat with her mother
now, no matter the distance. The interstellar craft that RoH called
the “Goderich Guardian” remained within easy reach above the
atmosphere.

Mother, what
did Liz Dafoe tell you?

RoH, she said
the government is bringing Russian and Chinese diplomats to the
farm. They want their three people back.

They don’t
want to go.

We know that,
so convince the big shots.


A limousine
service operated in Goderich, and they became the latest local
beneficiary of the alien presence. The sleek, black car turned into
the narrow lane. The four men who emerged wore expensive top coats.
Two had bare heads; one had a fur cap in the best style of the
czars, while a shorter man wore what seemed to be a civilian
attempt at a Chinese military winter hat.

Captain
Fontaine approached.

“I am Captain
Fontaine of the 21st Special Regiment. Can I help
you?”

“I’m Gilles
Bertrand, liaison with the Ministry of Foreign Affairs,” the
diplomat said to Fontaine. “We might need your help if these people
are stubborn.”

“Let’s see what
happens before we decided what help you’ll get.” Fontaine stood
stone-faced.

“Here,” the
diplomat extracted a paper from his briefcase and flourished it in
a show of certainty, “we order you to help
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