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“No more excuses, no more interruptions”

 

–

 

Vyi


Assumed Risks

 

 

 

Migrid felt a creeping sense of unease slowly taking hold. She shouldn't give it importance. She understood all too well the causes, but more so the effects that might arise if the seven members watching her suspected even the slightest trace of doubt in her mind about what they were about to do. So, as she gazed at the planet before her, she thought it better to stall for at least a few seconds until she turned back and gave the order to establish the first colony.

Viewed from above, planet X3342 resembled Earth, except for the absence of any water sheen. At least on the surface. All tests had proven not only that there was a true system beneath the ground level, but especially that it was potable. Just as she wondered whether there were flooded underground galleries and how, or rather when, they would visit them, she heard her deputy ask as clearly as possible, “Do you listen to my advice, or do we take action?”.

“We start.” She uttered the word as she turned to face the others. She felt the need to add a few words, "Initiate the operation First Construction Preparation. Everything according to the latest simulations. We follow step by step all the imperial procedures. Any questions?"

Mike held back.

The same could not be said for Vyi, who, locking eyes with the captain, voiced what everyone was thinking, “Before I press this button,” she said, pointing to an orange circle on the right side of the control panel, “and letting the AI take over from there, I want to make sure I understand clearly: although imperial recommendations specify very clearly that a newly encountered planet must be kept under surveillance for two terrestrial years before human crews can be sent down, and we are about to disregard this basic rule, do you still want us to follow all the procedures?”

All eyes turned to Migrid. To everyone’s surprise, the woman smiled warmly, then, scanning the faces before her and stopping on the one who had asked the question, she replied calmly, “Yes, you have understood my order correctly. What you seem to have missed is the meaning of your own words. I’d like you to think more about what ‘recommendation’ means. All the data from the ground over the past year since surveillance began has shown only plant life and, to an extremely small extent, a few species of crawlers barely visible to the naked eye. Absolutely nothing to indicate the existence of conscious species. Moreover, we wouldn’t be the first crew to do this before the two years are up—”

“—More precisely, one year and… almost an hour…”

Migrid smiled again, but this time it wasn’t quite as warm. So she said with calculated coolness, “Vyi, you always have the option to block my decision. There’s another ‘button,’ as you like to call them, just to the left of the one you pointed out. The green one. Press it. The AI will take control, and we will all head back to base. There, it will be decided what to do next. You know this very well, you and the rest of the crew. So, touch one of the two circles and let’s not waste any more time.”

“I apologize, ma’am… I… didn’t mean to question your decisions—”

“—Vyi. Enough talk. Everyone, to your stations.”

As if snapped out of a trance, everyone began to move, a bit chaotically at first, eager to get past the previous moment. Most had been together for many years and knew each other quite well. Questioning the captain’s decisions was quite unusual, even though open discussions were the norm.

The ship’s AI announced, “We will reach the landing point in thirty-three minutes. Although I do not expect turbulence, please take your seats and secure yourselves. Just as a precaution.”

Migrid thought that someday she would manage to change this protocol. Whoever had chosen it clearly had never been through anything like it. It was as if it forced you to expect a cataclysm. It wasn’t the AI’s fault. From her discussions with it, she understood that it didn’t agree either, but it was part of the regulations. Sometimes she thought she would have preferred if their ship had a conscious AI, capable of making its own decisions rather than just following programmed regulations. But that would have meant affiliating with the First Federation and giving up her status as a citizen of the Solar Empire. Even though she disliked the rules, she wasn’t ready for such a step. Besides, there were regulations there too, even if they offered more freedom to the crews. She sighed. She understood their utility, but sometimes they were simply too much.

 

~

 

The ship landed without issue. The chosen location was in an area covered with dark green grass. A kind of meadow about five hundred meters wide and nearly ten kilometers long, ending at the base of rocky formations that seemed to rise quite a bit above the ground.

All eight members of the core crew stood at the exit, inside the ship. As tradition dictated, the captain was the first to set foot on the ground. She did it naturally, as was her habit, without making the moment too formal, although most captains chose such an approach. She signaled the others to follow her.

After they all exited, she asked them to stop, transmitting on the general channel, “So? I’m waiting for the first impressions. It seems from the ground, things look a little different… more natural.” Then she laughed.

Enti, the ship’s astrobiologist, started to speak, “I admit that from the transmissions, both areas flanking… the meadow, seemed almost identical. But here—” He didn’t get to finish his thought.

“From here, they seem to be two different species. The forest to our left has most of the trees taller and thinner, and as for the color, they are a more reddish green—” Vyi interrupted.

Migrid spoke in her tone of mild reprimand, “Seriously, how many times have I told you not to interrupt people. Let’s speak in turn…” 

“Sorry, ma’am… I don’t do it intentionally. It’s just that… I’m excited… this is my first foreign planet…” Vyi said.

“We all know. Yet just a few minutes ago, you didn’t seem to have a problem contradicting your captain… Enti, please continue.” Migrid responded.

Migrid was inwardly amused by her young colleague’s behavior. Even though she sometimes gave the impression of being annoyed by the interruptions, those who had been with her for a longer time knew she was just teasing. In a way, she saw a younger version of herself in her. In fact, she thought, “I must have been almost unbearable. Especially since I was right most of the time… I wonder how many times my former captains considered letting me go?” She put her own thoughts aside and turned her attention to what Enti was saying.

“Hey, I don’t have a problem with interruptions. And the observations are quite relevant,” Enti said. “To add, I’d say there are a few more differences compared to the last recordings. I’m a bit surprised. Remember we all agreed to call these trees some kind of firs. At my suggestion, we settled on the name Conicus firs. Even though they actually look like very tall, smooth stumps with the diameter at the base equal to that at the top, without having a bark in the classic sense, surrounded by these cones up to fifty centimeters in length and about ten in diameter at the base that seem to be directly attached to the trunk. Well… as I was saying, in the last recordings, they seemed to be pointing towards the ground. Now, they seem almost horizontal. Plus, honestly… they seem to have reoriented towards… the meadow.”

Tras’s deep voice could be heard, “Do you mean to say they’ve moved?”

“No, I mean… I don’t know,” Enti replied. “I observe what I observe. For now, I haven’t started drawing conclusions.”

“Could it have been just an optical illusion? You know it happens. Things look one way in transmissions and another when you’re in the thick of it.” Migrid intervened.

“Yes, it’s possible,” Enti conceded. “It wouldn’t be the first time.”

“I think it’s time we got started on the installation,” Migrid decided. “However, everyone, stay alert, don’t—”

“But didn’t you say it was safe, that we know everything that’s happening?” Vyi interjected.

“Vyi,” Migrid said with a hint of impatience, “what did we talk about a few minutes ago?”

“Sorry, Captain,” Vyi muttered.

“Don’t apologize. Just don’t interrupt people. Get to work.” Migrid instructed.

In reality, almost everything was done by the AI. Platforms with the initial equipment began to emerge from the ship, with which they were to build the symbolic building of the colony that would ensure everyone’s livelihood until the construction of the first settlement. Following the vote of the first colonizers, “The Auditorium of Tenerife,” a building from Terra, from the Era of Selfishness, was chosen as the model of inspiration. The subsequent plan for installing the other eighteen thousand people waiting in orbit was to develop the first locality along the meadow, over the next few months.

Migrid was called through the personal channel by Tras, the crew’s security officer and a conservation exozoologist.

“Boss, we’ve all received data showing that the air here is breathable and, theoretically, we shouldn’t need to wear the equipment anymore. Can I ask why you haven’t ordered us to ditch it?” Tras inquired.

“You know I don’t usually do that until the dome is ready,” Migrid responded.

“Yes, but the data shows that it’s one of the most balanced concentrations. Anyway, don’t worry. I’m just curious,” Tras admitted.

“Come on, Tras, we both know you never ask questions just for the sake of asking. What’s really on your mind?” She knew him well enough that his behavior put her on alert. Just as she was about to insist on getting an answer Migrid pressed, sensing his hesitation, the man spoke.

“Well. The cones continue to move. But very… smoothly. It’s as if you’d rather believe you were mistaken than














































































































Cover_First_Contacts_Chaos_on_planet_Gogo.jpg
the 99 short storles collectlon

,,FIRST CONTACTS”

L\ M Mg

%
.






