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BEGINNING OF GENOCIDE
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The capitals of the Earth have been decimated by enemies from far beyond our galaxy. They are the Canotalkies. We stirred the space can of worms, reaping near annihilation. Small towns and some cities remain untouched.

Security, by what’s left of our once great space force, tries to hide in the shadow of the moon. One larger ship and several space shuttles taken out of mothballs are our last defense.

Once the invaders entered Earth’s atmosphere from space, the Earth was under a constant threat of attack. Every major city, the world over, was captured and domed for tech, history, and whatever else the enemy perceived was valuable. 

Waldron, the murderous leader of the Canotalkian invaders, inspired his generals not to waste too much time on the inferior humans. They’re not worth capturing, just killed, or gleaned for meat. He decided we were not intelligent and had no use for us. 

The world’s second-string space force was doomed from its inception. The best of the space fleet was destroyed as soon as it came into the Canotalkian home worlds quadrant. No ifs, ands, or buts, the humans were just beaten to the punch. 

Then the attacks stopped, and the domes were removed, revealing only the scorched earth where they had been. Since that time, the Earth has finally had peace from the Alien forces. Most humans didn’t know why they were in the crosshairs of the Canotalkies. 

Of course, the regular Earthlings were not politicians or oligarchs with so much power; they didn’t have guardrails or common sense. No thought of the world's safety. The powers that were decided to send a transmission into outer space, letting any being who receives it know that we were coming and that we will not be taking prisoners. May have had a lot to do with it. Basically, it pronounced death or servitude to any species that stood in the way of Earth.
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There was a rumor that the maniac ruler of the invading force had a living knife that communicated with the head Canotalkie. A knife called Rezengoff, a blade thirsting for blood, singing as it flies into its opponents. 

Waldron’s General handed him the note. The General's hesitation enraged Waldron. The one-eyed leader stood, walked around the room, knocking pictures from their hooks, and throwing furniture across the office. Slowly, the muscles in the leader's neck relaxed, and he sauntered to his seat and slowly sat.

“Read the note to me, General,” demanded Waldron in a low, firm voice.

“Your eye was only the beginning. Every time we meet, you will leave with a new scar. Until the day I kill you! If it takes too long for us to meet, I’ll take it out on your army!”

“Not yet, my friend, you will quench your thirst soon enough.”

“I’m sorry, sir, what did you say?”

" Never mind what I said. General, find Luther before I receive a third note.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Waldron, chief of the Canotalkies, decided at that moment to put a price on Luther’s head. “Whoever catches Luther and brings him back alive will become a general of an elite army.” He wanted Luther brought back alive so he could kill him personally.

As his General was about to walk out of the office, Waldron yelled at him.

“I’m going to throw a victory celebration when the human is brought to me. Then, after all the festivities begin, I’m going to eat him. From his stinky human feet to the hideous eyes, I’ll eat him.”

The General couldn’t help but snicker at the ruler. Waldron heard it even with the pompous fools back to him.

“You almost seem happy about this, General?” asked Waldron.

The general stopped in his tracks, afraid he just signed his own death certificate. He slowly turned back towards his leader.

“No, sir, but why does a human upset you so?”

“Not another being, Canotalkie or human, has ever scarred me the way Luther McClain has. No one else has ever publicly challenged me and lived.  His first note read, “I loved the sound your blade made on its way to your eye, I think it was singing of my eventual victory over your corpse.”

“When I’m finished with him, he will wish I had dealt with him in the same moment I killed his family. Yes, yes Rezengoff, you will drink his blood until your thirst is appeased.

The general left shaking his head, glad to be leaving, alive and not cut into cold cuts. He had seen more than one general killed by Rezengoff. Hastily leaving before there was another outburst.
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PORTALS A PIRATE'S BEST FRIEND
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“Hey, Stubbs, that Canotalkie ship looks different.” 

“Well, cap, according to my data files, that is a mapping ship.”

Celest chimed in, “Mapping the planets?”

“No, mapping all the known portals Canotalkies have used or been made aware of by those they have conquered. Earth didn’t know of their existence until just about a year ago. So, there wasn’t any of that info coming from them. Probably one more reason Waldron hates your race all the more. He found your race beneath him. Please take no offense.”

“Stubbs, any insight into that psychopath's thought process is appreciated. We need that info, let's pirateer that mapping ship, and keep the spoils? Don’t you feel like space pirates at times?” The ship had a crew of two, with a single front-mounted laser. Luther glided behind the mapping ship, allowing for a less violent capture of the enemy ship. The small crew was completely unprepared for what happened.

Before Celest and Luther reached the airlock that joined the two ships. Stubbs informed them that the mapping ship was fully automated, and its crew seemed to be asleep. 

Celest entered the main hatch to find the crew passed out from Canotalkie alcohol. Some still dripping from an almost empty bottle teetering on its side on the edge of the control console. 

The three crew members on the Corsair sent the mapping ship back to Planet Moscow on autopilot with a note sticking out of a bound Canotalkie's mouth.

Luther knew he didn’t need to dispose of the mapping crew; Waldron would do that out of rage.

There were a few pieces of tech they were able to acquire from the ship, but the most important item was data. Now they knew possibly more about the secret portals than their enemy. Of course, any data was then erased from the mapping ship so Waldron would have to start over.
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THE THIRD NOTE
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Now, with a more detailed portal map, the crew of the corsair started exploring the nearer portals so they would never be far away from Earth in case of an attack.

They started naming the portals in the same manner as exits or off-ramps on the highways were marked. The first portal was E1. This portal was the one closest to Earth.

The portals were energized tunnels or thruputs to other concentrations of highly volatile Periodium. An untraceable substance, by humans and their enemies, the Canotalkies. But Stubbs, being the supercomputer he was designed to be, thought eventually he would be able to detect this substance and open many more previously unknown portals. 

While exiting E17, in front of them was a Canotalkie engineering ship. A smaller vessel with robotic Arms attempting to dismantle another spacecraft of unknown origin. A sleek hull, gunmetal blue in color.

The Canotalkie ship didn’t seem to have a can opener, and the ship even seemed to reflect its laser cutter. “Celeste fire at their engines and viewports, before they have time to fire at us.” 

“Already taking aim, Cap.” Her aim was true, and first the ship's engines were crippled, then she targeted the viewports, and the atmosphere in the craft exited along with at least two of its Canotalkie residents.

The sleek spacecraft exited the area in a flash of white, red, and silver. There was no catching it. ” Oh, well, nothing gained, nothing...”

“Tech lost,” Celest snickered. 

Celest and Luther donned the envirosuits and proceeded onto the ship. They had their vidcams on so Stubbs could see everything they did. If he saw anything they could use, he would let them know. 

There were three dead Canotalkie soldiers in the control room. Luther had already written Waldron a love note, as Celest called them. “If we were an item, I might be jealous.” Luther shied away, embarrassed. 

This note was simple and to the point. “You can’t keep this from happening!” Luther rolled it and placed it in one of the dead soldiers' mouths.

There were a few servos, gears, gel connectors, monitors, and cameras which, in the future, might be useful. Then they pieced the engine together enough to send it back to Waldron, with, of course, another note. Stubbs reminded them to take the data cubes, modular welders, and cutting torches. Before it was sent back.
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A PENNY FOR YOUR THOUGHTS
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The Canotalkie Leader was gasping for air when General Lezkerth walked in. The room looked like the leader had been fighting with someone. The granite desk was overturned, with the once-rigid chair mangled across it. Waldron's knife was stuck in the wall about four meters to the General's left.

Waldron sat in the windowsill staring at Lezkerth with his good eye. The General froze in place at the sight of the ruler's gaze. Slowly, Waldron walked to the knife and pulled it from the stone wall.

"I'm not mad at you, just frustrated with the progress of finding the human, Luther.” Waldron slowly sheathed his friend.

"I'm glad to hear you say that, Sir. I'm as frustrated as you." 

"I wasn't talking to you, Lezkerth. I wanted him captured, dead, and food before another note was found. I have received two more since our last meeting. Just ten minutes before you arrived.

“Yes, sir, what do you want to do about the two ships that were returned to us? The mapping ship had two live Canotalkies in it. Both stripped and their data cubes taken.”

“I know about the ships, General, that’s where these notes came from. The two Canotalkies in the mapping ship were tied up and sitting in the middle of a dozen or more bottles of saturatif?”

Lezkerth was surprised that Waldron already had so much information. “Yes, we believe they were drunk when they were boarded. How did you k...?”

“You’re not the only one I get information from. You seem to be lagging on the flow of intelligence. Kill them and feed the docking crew. Ready your armies for a final offensive against the insignificant Humans. Luther may have only declared war on me, but I have declared death to all humans everywhere."

"Excuse me, Waldron, were you talking to me this time?"

Waldron's look said everything the General needed to know. He turned and rapidly left the office of his commander-in-chief.

"Don't worry, Rezengoff, you will soon feed on that windbag." He tapped on the handle of his knife.  
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THE LAST RESORT IS NO TEA PARTY
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A small squadron of upgraded space shuttles and other spacecraft was outfitted with reengineered Earth and Canotalkie weapons and prepped for battle.

When a passing enemy patrol ship got within the Earth's orbit, the makeshift eight Earth ships would attack like flies on dogshit. A slightly larger ship is always off in a defensive posture. Ready to fight any other ships that might try to sneak up on the rookies.

Luther, Stubbs, and Celest were that defense. They knew something was coming that would be bigger, far worse than anything they had encountered before. Luther knew Waldron would never offer a truce and never stop searching for him. This little ragtag team of freedom fighters would never be able to stand against the Canotalkie war machine. 

Sitting in space waiting for the next patrol ship, Luther, the captain of the Corsair Stinger, had too much time to think. There was no new tech being developed, and no new strategy to benefit the offense. In history, the people in Masada had a better chance, and they didn’t make it. The Black Plague would be more merciful. Instead, we have an extinction plague.

Portal E-1 suddenly illuminated, and a single Supercutter emerged into Earth space.  The eight Earth fighters went to work on the single enemy craft. They seemed to be holding their own, and Luther was proud of his small force.

“Cap, it’s a trick,” yelled Stubbs. The Canotalkies always send a single ship through first to give the enemy false hope and th....” Before Stubbs could finish his sentence, the portal illuminated again, and an armada of Supercutters exited.

“That’s their planet-destroyer deployment. The Earth is slated for extinction.” Stubbs reported. There were too many to hold off, even for the modifications and super cannons the Corsair was equipped with. Each cutter is enormous, approximately one-half the size of Los Angeles, both in width and length.  

The Supercutters bore a striking resemblance to their pilots. Also covered in metal plating that overlapped like scales, with two ominous viewports appearing like giant eyes.  Their fronts sloped downward to the nose, and they were painted green. All they were missing were the rows of teeth their pilots had.  

One cutter was a handful full, but one hundred were suicidal. The Joint Earth Force, comprised of eight ships, was dwarfed within minutes. Betsy, as Luther often referred to the Corsair, looked like a sailboat next to an ocean liner. 

Igniting the drive unit, Stubbs took the Corsair out of the sector pronto. The three escaped to the mouth of the portal just as one hundred or so Canotalkie Super Cutters surrounded the Earth for the kill. The guardsmen were flying a mismatch of spacecraft, all of which were obsolete models from previous technology. Some from the NASA years, which included old Space Shuttle crafts, were confiscated from the Smithsonian. Not only were they obsolete, but deteriorated. 

With every possibility, this being their last flight, even if by a miracle, they won. Literally, an act of God would be needed. Luther told them to retreat; eight craft were no match for all the super cutters. 

“Follow us into the portal; we aren’t any good to anyone dead,” screamed Luther over the comlink.

“You go ahead, Cap, we have our orders.”

Most of the pilots were newbies with no battle experience, but Luther had always taken the point and crippled the enemy craft. Allowing the rest of the Earth's forces to finish the job of ridding Earth of scaly creatures from outer space. The pilots with any experience were killed in the space crusades against the Canotalkies. No heroes were coming back from the crusades to save the day.

Luther watched helplessly as they tried to fight. All eight ships were firing up their weapons and maneuvering into a flying V formation. The same formation they used to attack other ships, already disabled by Luther and his team. 

Stubbs heard the conversation and saw the lopsided battle through his monitors. There was no doubt Luther would be in turmoil as he watched his comrades die. Stubbs and Celest knew Luther would blame himself.

“If I hadn’t harassed Waldron with my notes, maybe he wouldn’t have gone to this extreme?”

“Cap, this is exactly what would have happened anyway. Waldron never leaves an adversary after he conquers its world.”

The three crew members of the Corsair watched as two Canotalkie Super Cutters closed in, firing as one ship. An attack that eliminated the lead ship of the Joint Earth Force. The ship didn’t even have time to blow up; it simply disintegrated. Remainders of the squad turned tail to run, finally realizing they had no chance to win.  

Before signing on with Earth Force, the government had convinced these pilots they were invincible, unbeatable. Most of the pilots had undergone brainwashing under the guise of “Cerebral Enhancement.” When the training was completed, the pilots fought with fervency, believing they were already victorious. 

Luther’s team had a hard time even trying to lead the ragtag squadron. Luther was constantly butting heads with one or more of them.

Until this moment, they believed that by flying older ships, the Canotalkies would be puzzled. Then, with new weapons systems, they would catch the enemy with their pants down. This strategy was to be the advantage needed to defeat the Canotalkians and a victory for the Earth force. 

Luther looked at the destruction of his former comrades, thinking someone should have told the Canotalkies they were supposed to be scared. The Canotalkies didn’t even let them activate their thrusters before they were blown into the next life. The crew of the Corsair watched in awe as the remaining space squadron and the Earth were obliterated. Luther wondered if perhaps they were the lucky ones, while he and his team were facing a nightmare or even a hell of sorts.

At the time, he didn’t know it, but the other shoe was about to drop. One of the lead patrol ships of the enemy must have spotted the Corsair. 

“Cap, Celest, ready yourselves for impact,” Stubbs warned. The two humans didn’t hesitate or ask questions. They ensured all harnesses were secure and braced for what they didn’t have time to see. Being much larger, the patrol ship rammed the Corsair and its occupants towards the portal. 

Stubbs, the halfbot navigator, opened the portal, eventually, leaving the surroundings of space to evade a thousand or so orbital sectors. The smaller ship somersaulted like a shooting star through the portal. 

Stubbs barely straightened the Corsair out just before impact. Luckily, Stubbs had already entered the access codes. Keeping them from being destroyed by the automatic disconnection of the portal. 

Earth ships had accidentally used the portals a few years back, so the Canotalkies put in a fail-safe: no access code, no access. Luther and Stubbs had seen a ship that had been caught in a portal without an access code before. The ship looked like a large piece of tin foil after the collapse of the portal.

Exiting the portal at a downwards trajectory. The medium-sized craft skidded forward, creaking with the strain of impact. The back end of the craft tilted upwards as it stopped abruptly. 

Betsy was submerged except for the rear of the ship, which protruded out of the sand. Though the port side was not completely submerged, the planet’s soil had adhered to it. Stubbs wondered if this was the end or the beginning. 

The patrol ship that knocked the Corsair into the vicinity of the portal didn’t hesitate to follow the small tumbling ship through the open doorway. When they exited the closing portal, the Earth ship was gone. “It has to be here, scan the planet.” A large brute of a Canotalkie commanded. 

“When this debris settles, right now that’s all we are reading.”
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TWO WEEKS LATER
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Waldron received word from the pilots who supposedly killed Luther, Celest, and the halfbot. This was news that should have been cause for celebration. But he had a hard time believing the most cunning human he had ever known would be dead and gone. He hated the pilots who killed his most worthy opponent. They had robbed him of the satisfaction of torturing, killing, and eating Luther.

He could tell that Rezengoff was unhappy. His friend would need to drink blood to satisfy his hunger sooner than later.

He sent for General Lezkerth's voice and vid cubes of the final Earth battle, so he could better judge. If nothing else, he would find another reason to hate his General.

The small vid cube slid from his fingers into a square socket on his stone desk. Waldron sat back in his new rigid metal chair and waited for the full-colored three-dimensional hologram to start.  

“Yes, General, we will be exiting Portal Zelon-x in 2.11 quillens.”

“Very well, Navigator, alert the fleet to engage the Earth in surround formation. They are to fire upon my command,” said General Lezkerth. The portal opened before the lead ship, allowing the first Supercutter of the fleet to embrace normal space once again. After only a few moments, eight tiny human ships tried to attack the General's ship. “There’s that puny Earth force between us and our mission. Communicator, when the fleet arrives, task three: Supercutters to annihilate those puny flies.”

“Yes, sir, right away, sir.”

Then the rest of Waldron's fleet appeared out of the portal, and the Earth's last insignificant space force was extinguished. The ships were reoriented to their battle formation around Earth.

“Sir,” said the Navigator, “One ship is fleeing towards Portal Zelon-v.”

“Very well, assign a patrol ship to account for it,” screamed the General. In the corner of the vid behind the Supercutters, getting ready to fire on Earth, a patrol ship rammed a smaller vessel, causing it to tumble into the opening portal with the Canotalkie ship following. 

Waldron smiled, showing rows of sharpened teeth as he watched Earth's only defense being eliminated, and the Earth was destroyed. He removed the vid cube, placing it on a shelf next to hundreds of others. 

Waldron was pleased with what he saw and heard. "So human, you finally slipped up. I knew you would. I’m sorry you won’t be able to partake in the human's blood, ole friend. I will find some other source."

Waldron sensed extreme anger from the knife.
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As the Canotalkie force exited the portal to annihilate Earth with its fleet of Supercutters, smaller squadrons of patrol ships followed to watch the rear, supporting the much larger fighting ships.

One of these squadrons was led by General Gebhardt, an elderly Canotalkie who was weary of fighting battles and violent wars. Though aware of Waldron's orders, he wanted to save some humans from death.

There had been too many races of beings that were no more because of Waldron's ruthlessness. Even though the humans pretty much said they were willing to do the same thing. Gebhardt knew there were a few humans in charge, and not all humans wanted the same outcome.

A small colony of humans had been hiding on the dark side of the moon, thinking themselves safe from any onslaughts that may take place on their home world. Gebhardt had attended several briefings informing generals of this colony. Now located, it was marked for destruction at the same time the Earth was to meet its demise.

As his squadron of nine patrol ships exited the bright blue and white shimmering portal, they veered away from the Supercutters and followed a course behind the moon. 

The lead ship landed, and Gebhardt himself exited the patrol ship and walked towards the airlock to enter the human colony. Knowing this would be the hardest negotiation he would ever attempt. He had studied human history in depth, and though he had learned that humans could be ruthless, he had also learned that, at times, a moral compass was preset in their psyche by those who kept them striving to be better. 

In Earth's past, there had been rules of engagement and combat. This lent a hand in ending some conflicts or helping to keep ruthlessness in check. In this case, he had brought a white flag to calm the handful of humans who would only see him as the enemy.

Gebhardt assumed correctly. The humans only saw their enemy when the older Canotalkie stood before them. The meaning of the white flag in Gebhardt’s hand was lost on the non-military group before him. A tall red-haired man spoke loudly, as a man desiring authority, rather than having it.

“Kill the Canotalkie scum.” The other humans totally disregarded the red-haired man’s order and started to run. Gebhardt’s son, Flount, followed with eight remaining patrol ships of the squadron. With a preset fifteen-quazour time frame, it was time to land to gather the humans for a trip to a safe zone.

At the same time, Flount was beginning to land, a Supercutter beat him to the punch and took the humans and Gebhardt prisoner. 

Under his breath, Flount whispered, “Now what do we do?” The eight ships Flount commanded were not part of Waldron's war machine but rather the Canotalkie resistance. Flount led his small force back to their secret base, as his father had instructed, in case the plan to rescue the humans went awry.
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The Corsair entered the access code to exit their present situation using a space portal. A sharp, blue pinpointed light with white streaks appeared out of the blackness. Slowly growing in size and brightness until an enormous multicolored hole opened in space. Glimmering light blue waves with white and turquoise streaks encompassed by a darker blue, which radiated as the rim of the portal. 

“Damn it, get me thrust, now!” Luther bellowed. Hitting the interlink with his fist, turning it off. His pilot's cradle was like sitting on a bucking bronco.  The dampeners on the whole ship were kaput. The vidsys in his eyepiece was dark, adding to the growing pit in his stomach. Sweat poured off his brow as he worked dual stabilizers manually, to no avail. The salty liquid burned as it dropped from his eyelids into his eyes. 

Even this didn't slow his pace while his hands worked the levers and buttons on his console desperately, trying to reboot the system, then switching back to manual navigation. Hands that frantically tried to keep pace with his racing mind. 

“Of course," Luther said. "Not only is the stabilizer uplink disabled, even the manual override is bugging out." 

In between motions on the controls, the captain of the ship pushed the com button. "Stubbs!” Luther called again. “I can’t do anything from my station. My console is dead. You’ll have to stop this tumbling or I’m going to puke on my console.”

“Just a few more seconds, Cap, I think this thing will stabilize.” 

“We should be hurrying. Time is not in our favor right now. Celest, make sure your straps are secure. We’re going in.”  The silence from his Comlink said more than Luther wanted to hear.

“Celest, are you O.K.?  Celest, respond, respond!” Luther slammed his fist once again on the console. “I should have told her several times how I felt.”

“This is not a good way to start a crash.”

“Cap, I’m stabilizing now. The computer is back online.”  The tumbling of the ship slowed, then stopped. 

“Good job, Stubbs. I’m still locked out of my station, so how about you turn this thing around? I think exiting this portal backwards won’t get us too far with that patrol ship following us. What if this portal blows us out onto a planet? Crashing backwards will ensure our destruction.

So, Stubbs, are we going to crash going face or ass end first? Oh, it doesn’t matter. Once we're in the portal, things will happen so fast, who will have time to worry about such trivial things?”  

A bright flash caught Luther’s attention from behind the pursuing patrol ship. Moving his head to see behind the pursuing ship, he saw the panoramic view. 

“Oh my God, the whole planet just exploded. Is this Armageddon? I guess Waldron finally got his genocide." He wiped the sweat off his brow, flinging it across his right shoulder. "Joint Earth’s space fleet is gone. Earth is gone! I think we're running out of options. Get this thing turned around, Stubbs. After all, even if we are all that’s left of Earth's inhabitants, I like to tell Celest, after we crash and survive, how I feel about her.”

“Cap, I can’t straighten anything out. One of my arms is jammed. I got the ship to stop tumbling and just had enough time to get us in line with the portal, but I don’t know where we are going.” 

“Stubbs, we're all that’s left; we must survive. We’re it, Stubbs, do you understand? If we die, and Waldron lives, there's no fairness, no balance, no justice. My family will not be avenged for the violent death at the hands of that barbarian.” He looked once more at the multicolored smoke and vapors he once called home. 

“Celest, are you OK? Maybe it doesn’t really matter now,” he said to himself. “To be dead before we crash would be better than being mutilated by those following us. Stubbs, the patrol ship that rammed us in the direction of the portal, is going to follow us in.  I’d say it’s just what we need. That's the icing on the cake, so to speak.” 

The last of Earth’s captains looked up to watch a slightly larger ship in hot pursuit of his malfunctioning craft. Luther imagined the monsters who had helped to destroy his world. They would be smiling, exposing their rows of jagged teeth. 

"Well, nothing can be done, so we might as well sit back and pretend it's a ride at Disneyland or what used to be the Magic Kingdom. Or sliding on an icy road headed for a barricade that says road closed due to icy conditions." 

Debris from what had been planet Earth started to catch up with Luther’s ship. A twisted license plate from California and a door minus the glass, followed by a shredded arm.  Rocks, black top, a lot of metal fragments, dirt, like a cloud engulfed the Corsair and the patrol ship.

“What do you know, we finally got a little bit of a break.  We aren’t visible to the naked eye any longer. Maybe the minerals will mess with their instruments and give us a little wiggle room.” 

Luther’s concentration broke when they entered the portal. The ship bounced off waves of blue-lit space. Starting their journey to who knew where.  

Suddenly, with a sharp roll of the ship, whap! His ship's log flew from the shelf, hitting him on the forehead.  

Luther crumpled in his seat amidst Stubbs' frantic calls for a response. Luther was at peace for the duration of the short trip. Out cold with the captain's logbook lying closed upon his lifeless body. 

A tiny ship entered a fluorescent blue portal backward.  Behind it stormed a slightly larger enemy patrol ship. Debris from what was once called Earth caught up with the two ships, engulfing them in a cloud of vapor and debris, and then they disappeared. 

“Cap, I can’t pull it up. We're going to crash. Cap, Cap!” Stubbs paused for a second. “We were the last. Now we're all dead.”  

Stubbs was too busy, and Luther and Celest were unconscious for the ride through the portal. The white and turquoise streaks were thinning, and rings of yellow, green, and red slowly increased as they went deeper into the portal; then they slowed and disappeared as they shot out the other end of their escape route.
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DEATH ON PLANET NEW YORK
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The patrol ship that had only a short time before sent the Earth ship into the portal with a helpful nudge. Passed overhead, still engulfed in a cloud of previous Earth outers and innards, finding no sign of the lifeless vessel. Metallic silicone deposits hid the Corsair Stinger from all scans directed at the planet's surface. 

“This planet always reads the same. I’m not sure it ever gave an accurate scan. It says it’s one giant piece of metal with no life. No debris, no heat signatures. The crashed spaceship would certainly be emitting heat or magnetic readings of some kind. It can’t be right. 

On top of everything else, it always reads as one large energy ball. Yet it has no power source; it is a dead planet. If we were a people who got scared, it would be downright spooky.” 

One of the two Canotalkian pilots was huge and burly. Even sitting next to his cohort, he was at least a head taller and a shoulder-length wider. He glared at his control panel with the scales around his single nostril wrinkled.

“It came through right before us. After all, we rammed it into the portal. That stupid puny Earth ship must have had some sort of shielding, or that would have been enough to destroy it.” His face relaxed as he waited for a response from the pilot. 

“Think about it, it was an earth ship with no access codes for entry.”

“All right, smarty pants, then why didn’t the portal collapse on them? As far as that goes, why didn’t it collapse on us?” He looked down on the pilot, with his breath exhaling into the eyes of the smaller, smarter, Canotalkie. “While we wait for the dust and debris to settle from the late planet Earth, let’s look at a pic of the ship we are following.”

“That ship looks like the rigivids we saw of that renegade Corsair. If it were destroyed, we would be heroes, and Waldron would give us medals. Perhaps we would be promoted to Generals?”

The bigger shook his head and yelled, “No! All his Generals end up as lunch or brunch.” Both Canotalkies looked at each other, and a shiver ran down their spines. “And there is always the chance he would know something we don’t, like it wasn’t them. Then we will both be dead, and still a snack.” 

The smaller pilot took a chance talking to the larger copilot in such tones. But he didn’t get where he was by letting some overgrown Zelocoarth push him around.

“Look, we hit the ship, increasing the speed quite a bit. The increased speed caused the portal security system to glitch. I’ve heard that it has happened in the past. Anyway, I’m the pilot, and I say it’s destroyed.”

“All right, it’s destroyed, but we must come up with an acceptable story,” said the copilot. 

The copilot, having stated the obvious, insisted they think of something fast. If not, Waldron would have their heads, literally. “He does not want a human left to pollute our planet or to strike back at a later time. Oh, and what about the General, after all, he oversees the military?”

“The General is only a puppet on Waldron’s strings; he can’t pee without Waldron’s permission. The fact is, we must bypass the General and get our report to Waldron for it to have an impact. I’m sure he would be grateful to have one less thing undone.”

“Yeah, remember he says the worst thing to have to fight is a crippled or maimed enemy. Especially Luther and that halfbot. Rumor has it, Waldron wears that patch over his right eye because that puny human Luther stuck him with his own blade.” 

“How about his nose? Who did that? Are you related?”

“I was born like this.” The larger Canotalkie yelled as he swung at the other's head. The smaller Talkie ducked.

“Let’s just make sure as much as possible the ship is destroyed.”

“You’re right, we'd better have an answer,” the larger copilot looked at the smaller pilot with contempt, yet admired his intelligence. The other pilot smiled, showing rows of sharklike teeth. 

“First, we complete a scan of the entire planet to send in with our report. Plus, if we do find the enemy ship, we can destroy it for real and still send in our report.”

After the Canotalkies made a complete and thorough scan of the planet's surface, they were both dismayed to find no wreckage, literally no trace of a spacecraft at all. “It must have disintegrated, and its debris is part of the dead planet's surface.

“Let’s send the report as classified to Waldron.” 

“Okay said the larger of the two Canotalkian soldiers. 

“This is patrol ship XIUM,” the copilot communicated to Moscow Main. The patrol ship reported no contact in the New York orbital sector, even sending a vid of the desolate planet. One ship had been destroyed attempting to use the portal. No access code, no safe passage. Only dust remained as the ship was destroyed. The enemy vessel was identified as the Corsair Stinger, piloted by Luther, the halfbot, and the woman. All life terminated.

The patrol ship returned to the portal, emerging in Canotalkian space. With the two pilots still debating over the pros and cons of the lie they had just communicated to central. A lie with uncanny flaws, such as Luther and his crew being alive and mad as a hornet’s nest.
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A NEW OBSIDION PLANET
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General Lezkerth, following Waldron's orders, ordered that the execution of Earth be recorded as proof of the outcome and enjoyment.

When the Supercutters aimed and shot at the surface of Earth, they didn’t realize what the outcome would be. In the past, they had destroyed other planets in the same manner, and eventually, with the steady bombardment, the planets disintegrated, scattering their remains into space. 

Slowly, they began to penetrate the Earth's crust and neared the molten core, the Canotalkies had overlooked. The pressure of the magma, which shot forth in a massive explosion, forcing everything from the core's crust to the surface outward. Almost everything was obliterated and thrown into the darkness of space. 

The extremely hot magma immediately began to cool, forming a thin crust around itself. Energy and the fierce power of the core would again punch through the crust, erupting into space. It happened so quickly that the Canotalkies were taken off guard, and several of their Supercutters were destroyed in the cataclysm. 

General Lezkerth realized the Earth was, in fact, doomed, and there was no reason to lose any more resources in its destruction. 

“Stop the recording he yelled, the deed is done, and the proof is already recorded.” Even the human planet was a thorn in the side of his war machine. They left the same way as they had arrived, leaving what they thought was a dead or dying Earth. 

Eventually, the Earth’s crust thickened enough to contain the molten core, and the violence ended. What remained of the surface of the planet was a solid layer of obsidian and other lava mineral extract. 

The Canotalkies put in motion a chain of events, which would start with the tonnage of old Earth surface soil that one half of the moon was now holding. The half of the moon facing the supposedly dead planet. A planet that is once again going through a form of Genesis.

All the massive explosions had sped up the Earth's rotation only slightly, but enough to increase its gravitational pull. Even the moon would eventually succumb and begin an orbital decay.

Its debris, and any remnant of what a live planet had been, would succumb to the gravity of the newly regenerated one. They would slowly make their way back to the surface. Eventually, the obsidian was hidden beneath a thin layer of the new surface construct.
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NICE LANDING  


[image: ]


Luther awakened with a terrible headache, dizzy with the sudden awareness of being conscious. Objects were in and out of focus for a few seconds. The first thing he managed to get in focus was his viewport, slightly above his console at eye level.  Yet he couldn’t see out of it any longer. Sand was pressed hard against the multi-layered safety glass. The ship seemed to be either partly or totally underground.

“So, this is what it feels like to be buried alive,” he said to himself. “Buried, but was he the only one still very much alive?” Thoughts of panic were overwhelming him. Questions flooded him. “Damn,” was he ever without questions? So, they survived the portal and a crash landing. Where had they crashed? If the ship was not repairable, how would they survive?  

He remembered being rammed by the other ship. Luckily, the new bubble shielding was strong enough to absorb the impact. Luther was sure the Canotalkies had not expected that. 

If he hadn’t been strapped in his high-back bucket, Celest called it a pilot cradle, with its double harness, he would have been thrown into the viewport. He remembered the events preceding his blackout. 

The ship had turned, end over end, finally gliding smoothly just before entering the portal. Though gliding smoothly, the rear of the Corsair had been turned into the front. If they had crashed backward, it would have been disastrous. 

Space would be flying by in colorful stripes, circles, and shimmers of sparkling stars, overcoming the blackness. Even that would have paled when the sky lit up in multicolored explosions. Rainbows of colored smoke and debris ignited the sector. Vapors arose and then collapsed upon themselves.

He had watched his beloved home planet, Earth, begin to erupt into space. Then he saw the fore part of the patrol ship following them into the portal. Luther spared the experience of the crash by the damned wood-covered logbook.  

A book his first crew had given him while stationed in the UK. Luther kept it to collect dust above the weapons and guidance controls. It flew off, hitting him on the forehead. Darkness followed, sending him into deep sleep. Now he awakened with much the same feeling as being trampled by a hundred stampeding elephants. 

“Foul air,” he said aloud. Yet it was breathable, so the ship's enviro system was still functioning, even if only in a limited capacity. But for how long? He hoped more than just the enviro system was working. Apparently, by the tilt of the ship, they had not landed all that smoothly. He remembered what his father had often said.  

“Beggars can’t be choosers.” Everything seemed to be up a hill. Of course, that could be due to the hit he had taken on the head. No, the nose is deeper in the planet. His mind raced at the thought of the other’s safety.

Why didn’t the patrol ship finish them off after they had crashed? Perhaps they foresaw no way for the crew to survive even if they lived through the crash. 

“Canotalkies wouldn’t leave anyone or anything to die on its own, which would be too humane. I only hope I’m not the only survivor.” Again, he caught himself talking to the air.

He didn’t want to think of being alone again; he would go insane. Suddenly, he found himself shaking at the thought.  Breaking into a cold sweat, feeling the nervousness rising within, caused him to yell at the silence.  

He tightened his already clenched fist, pressing his fingernails deep into his palms until they punctured the skin. He felt the warmth of blood as it trickled from his palm down his bent finger to his knuckles.  Shuddering, he hunched his shoulders to gain control of his emotions. One last shake, and he had subdued the panic.

He unbuckled the straps holding him securely in the pilot’s seat, and he stood in the tilted craft, stretching in pain to work out the stiffness. Around his neck dangled the fiber optic cord, which normally connected to his mini disk player. He sighed as he looked down at the connector. The cord had been disconnected unnaturally.  

“No big deal at the moment. I’ve got to get going.”  His crew would be depending on him. As he walked, he fought a swimming head of cloudiness. 

Celest would be in the rear arms room, alive, he hoped.  Wanting to see her
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