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Crash Landing

Polaris Five was a quarantined planet.
No reason was given for the quarantine but it was a level four
biomedical quarantine which meant that whatever was down there was
considered a deadly threat and had no known treatment. Of all the
planets in all the galaxy, why was I forced to crash land on this
one? Ok, so it’s been seven centuries since Bogart graced the
silver screen but real classics never die, right?

Allow me to introduce myself, my name
is Leren Vikete, and I’m a starship captain. No, not for the United
Federation of Planets, for those like myself that find the vid
reels of from most of a millennium ago fascinating. I am ranked a
Cardinal in the Galactic Diocese, and our mission is to insure the
universe remains devoted to the one true faith.

You see, unlike the dreamland of those
ancient vids that I enjoy as a guilty pleasure, the denizens of
this galaxy could never get along in peace and harmony of the Great
Quid. The Quid gave birth to the universe and each of us returns to
its many tentacled embrace upon passing from life which now it
seemed very likely that I and my crew would be doing
soon.

We had several minutes before the
losing battle that our damaged ship was fighting with the forces of
the planets gravity would require us to do more than contemplate
our fate. You see, another difference between us and man’s
fantasies from the past, is that virtually everything on this ship
was so automated that a full ships complement consisted of five of
us including myself. In addition to myself, there is Thorn our
engineer, Drexel our computer technician, Janis the physician, and
Shandra the navigator.

I run a very forward thinking crew, as
most Captains select crews all of their own gender, avoiding the
risk of blasphemous physical contact which is forbidden on all
worlds which know and worship the Quid. When the peoples of Old
Earth were led to follow the Quid into the great black void that
forever tries to swallow men’s souls, they were given the knowledge
to escape the ridiculous necessity of procreation through intimate
contact.

My time might be coming swiftly to meet
the Quid in person, but while I drew breath, I had duties. I needed
to contact my superior, the head of our order. He would need to
procure another ship and crew to replace us, which could take a few
years, and we had worked too hard to convert the worlds in this
sector of space to allow them to revert to their native ways of sin
and debauchery.

“Your eminence, we are in
dire circumstances. Our starship was damaged by a shockwave from an
exploding supernova. We are currently trapped in the gravity of
Polaris Five and in mere minutes we will be crashing unto its
surface. We know of the quarantine and if we survive the crash will
no doubt perish from whatever plague the planet holds for our kind”
I informed our supreme leader in the void.

There was a long pause before he
answered. When he finally did, his words chilled me to the bone.
“It may be better for you if you are killed in the crash. Polaris
Five is not quarantined for any pathogen; it’s the native
population that is so dangerous to true believers. They are a
carnal and physical race, and they have strange powers over the
mind it is said. Our exploration ship that first landed there never
made it off the planet. We received the report from the captain,
Bishop Jai, who then self-destructed his ship to prevent the
natives or his affected crew from escaping and bringing their filth
to the void. They had all succumbed to the wild carnality of the
planet Leren, and they couldn’t seem to stop. We had to make sure
no one tried to colonize, or land there ever again.”

Shocked, I considered altering our
course to insure our destruction but to end one’s own life to avoid
the challenges that the Quid brought to us was unacceptable.
Perhaps we would be lucky and our ship would break apart on its
own. Mind control was the worst abomination in the universe, and to
use it to force people to indulge in the lust created by the void
was to fuse the two greatest evils man faced into one act of
abhorrent evil. “I will endeavor to protect my crew should it come
to that, I am sorry we were unable to finish converting the people
of this sector your eminence” I told him, truly saddened to be
forced to admit my failure.

Returning to the bridge from my small
office, I addressed the crew. “If the Quid has chosen to wrap his
tentacles around us this day, I want you to know that it has been a
pleasure to have you as my crew. Should we survive the next few
minutes, we will still no doubt meet challenges, but I’m certain
that we shall endure.”

I had only just finished my little
heartfelt speech and strapped myself into the command chair when
the telltale signs of eminent contact with atmosphere began. My
teeth were chattering together like an antiquated machine gun as
the ship shook beneath me. With our main landing thrusters out we
had to rely on just our maneuvering thrusters to bring the ship in,
and they had never been designed to support the weight of this ship
in the grip of a large gravitational body. Somehow through the
nightmare of vibrations and wild gyrations of the ship, I managed
to keep her upright and descending at a speed just less than
terminal. When we made landfall, we were traveling at less than one
hundred meters per second, so I only blacked out momentarily when
the momentum not absorbed by our landing struts or my backside
caused my brain to bounce around inside my skull.

The ship was burning, and the damage to
her made any idea of repair impossible on a planet without much
technology. For better or worse we were stuck here. Privately, I
vowed to bring the enlightenment of the Quid to these barbarians,
and reclaim the planet in the name of the Galactic
Diocese.

“Eject the survival pod!” I
shouted, unstrapping myself from the seat. “Thorn, let’s empty the
armory before it burns up.”

Together Thorn and I gathered
sufficient weapon to fight a small war, along with solar chargers
enough to keep each weapon ready for use for centuries. The
remaining crew were had already used the emergency chute to exit
the ship and by the time we got clear of the wreckage, the survival
pod was deployed and powering up. Thankfully it was undamaged, as
it would likely become our home for as long as we lived.

Janis was busy inventorying the medical
supplies, while Shandra was setting up the transceiver. We might be
quarantined but that didn’t mean we couldn’t communicate with the
Diocese; at least that is what we all thought at the time. Leaving
Thorn to stow the weapons and aide in the setup, I conducted a
quick assessment of our location and assessed our situation. Our
survival pod had landed on the top of a low rise. In the small
valley below the St. Thomas, our ship, burned, marring the
otherwise beautiful landscape with scorch marks and ash. Since
rescue was not anticipated, we would need to salvage whatever we
could from the ship once the fires died.

As I looked around to view the lands
beyond our little plastic home, I noticed something in the sky. It
was moving far too fast to be a bird, and it was getting larger by
the second. In no time at all the craft had buzzed overhead. It
looked remarkably like one of the older starships that had been
used for exploration in the prior decades, but with modifications I
had never seen before. The craft circled the crash site before
setting down not fifty meters from our shelter.

I had not had time or inclination as
yet to brief my crew on the specifics of why this planet was under
quarantine, but I knew that we might already be facing the greatest
danger this planet had to offer. “Thorn, Drexel, grab two pulse
rifles and a sidearm for myself and let us see what our visitors
want” I told them, hoping that the mind control reports were an
exaggeration. Armed and ready to shoot first and ask questions of
the corpses, we began to approach the ship.

The landing tube descended when we were
only a few meters away. The figure that stepped off the ship was
not at all what I expected. Though they were not the current
fashionable vestments of the order, there was no mistaking the
robes of a Bishop of our order.

“Greetings brothers, I am
Bishop Jai, formerly of the Galactic Diocese of Earth. Welcome to
Polaris Five, home of the Aphrodian Free Peoples. On behalf of
Queen Amygdala, I extend you welcome to our paradise.”

I couldn’t believe it, the Bishop was
presumed dead, yet here he was and despite his robes, I feared he
had gone native from the speech he had delivered. As I had not
informed the crew of the dire nature of our predicament, I looked
over my shoulder at Thorn and Drexel. “Get everyone inside the pod,
and wait for me. If you are approached by anyone other than myself,
you are to use extreme measures to repel anyone approaching the
shelter” I told them loud enough to insure that the Bishop heard
me.

Thorn and Drexel looked at me in
surprise but like the good crewmen they were, they saluted and
executed my orders without delay. I turned back to see the Bishop
smiling at me in a way that suggested he found my actions
laughable. “I see that my last transmission was taken to heart. You
must have been terrified to land here, though it’s quite clear from
the condition of your ship that it was not of your choosing” he
said.

“We were unfortunate to say
the least” I said, in a rather non-committal tone.

“Is the planet quarantined?
I had so hoped my little ruse worked, for the people of this planet
don’t deserve the war that the Diocese would bring to their world
in a vain attempt to prevent them spreading their
enlightenment.”

“Enlightenment? Bishop, it
was your duty to enlighten the natives of the worlds you explored
to the wonders of the Quid, not be subverted by them” I exclaimed
in exasperation. The Bishop’s deep laughter chilled me to the bone;
clearly he had been bewitched by these people.

“You are young to be a
Cardinal, which is lucky for you. Once you realize that you’ve been
led down a dark path by the Diocese, you will be able to take full
advantage of all this planet has to offer. It truly is a paradise,
more so because the people here are not shackled to the madness of
the Quid” the Bishop said, confirming my worst fears.

“Bishop, clearly your faith
has been compromised. Please leave us in peace, and do not return.
We will fire upon any who attempt to breach our perimeter” I told
him, certain that I was doing the right thing in isolating my crew
from the madness on this bedeviled world.

 


The Vanishing

Months had passed, and we had not seen
a living soul. As the days tolled on, we made a comfortable home of
our shelter, and began carving out a field to grow our food upon.
There was a wide variety of animal life on the planet, but we did
not partake of the flesh and the few animals we saw were
herbivorous and left us in peace. We didn’t know how long it might
be before we could successfully grow sustainable crops but
according to our information we were near the equatorial region of
the planet so we might be able to grow several crops per year. We
had food packs that would last years with careful rationing and
other than the natives of the planet the only thing we had to fear
as far as we could tell was boredom.

In the end, I fear, it was the boredom
that caused our downfall. The need for stimulation of the mind is a
powerful force that even the teachings of the Quid had not yet
eradicated, though it was recognized as the last great challenge to
obtain the perfection of mankind. I had forbidden anyone from the
crew to wonder beyond the fields we were planting, so when Janis
turned up missing one afternoon I found it hard to imagine that my
obedient crew would do anything so rash as to disobey an order. I
feared that the native population had gotten to her somehow, and
arming everyone, Thorn, Drexel, and I set out in search of our lost
colleague leaving Shandra behind to watch over our shelter, with
the hope that Janis would return.

We searched until the hour of darkness,
and then disheartened and dispirited at the loss of our good
physician we returned to the shelter, only to find that Shandra was
nowhere to be found. In a single day two of our colleagues were
gone and now I had no doubt that the natives were involved. There
was little we could do about it, and though each of us mourned the
loss of our colleagues we carried on as best we could without
further loss for nearly a week.

With only three of us left we were
diligent in maintaining line of sight, lest one of us fall prey to
the natives. I was determined to protect my remaining crew and we
went armed everywhere at all times now. The weight of our loss
followed us day and night now, and while we each still harbored
hope, none of us really thought to ever see our physician or
navigator again. Whatever had become of them, I hoped that they
could
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