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ROBO LOG
 
 
Robo Date: 81.124 In transit to Relo
Robo Date: 87.5392 Engine caught by tractor beam
Robo Date: 87.5398 Entering planet atmosphere
Robo Date: 87.5401 Tractor beam disabled
Robo Date: 87.5403 Power failure
Robo Date: 87.54045 Preparing to land
Robo Date: 87.5413 Landed on planet’s surface
Robo Date: 87.54262 Initiate scan for D.O.G. Report
Robo Date: 87.5438 D.O.G. Report Results
 
Data Observation Groundwork Report
Planet Name: Dabon
System: Upeero
Sovereignty: Upeero System 
Population: 632,312
Nationalities: Dabonian, Relon
Climate: Arctic, alpine, tundra
Terrain: Mountains, forests, tundra
Capital City: Chillton
Attractions: Blackwood Forest, Space Force Military Training Academy - Dabon Campus 
Location: 70.099106, -151.464081, Blackwood Forest
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Robo Date: 87.5449 Initiating hibernation
Robo Date: 87.57833 Alert: Life form: human, male, aged 18.19 Macleen years 
Robo Date: 87.57839 Recovered by human male
Robo Date: 87.5821 Relocated to 70.002820, -151.621323, Blackwood Forest
Robo Date: 87.8689 Power at 21%. Incinerator low.
Robo Date: 89.227 Snowtrack component online
Robo Date: 89.23 Power at 19%. Incinerator low. Refill required.



1
PROTECT THE HELPLESS
 
A gragon roared.
The sound jolted Mardok from sleep. A gragon? In the town of Chillton? He jumped out of bed and started to pull on his uniform. He wasn’t on duty tonight, but he was Atorian, superior to any species in strength and speed. He couldn’t lie in bed and listen to a gragon’s roar without doing his share. He had to get involved. To protect the helpless. It was his role.
The people of Chillton needed him.
Once he was dressed, he grabbed his helmet and sword belt, then ran out of the barracks into the cold night. His boots crunched over the frosted path as he ran toward his snow crawler. He put on his helmet and started the rig. The purr of the engine filled his ears. Instead of giving the vehicle time to warm, he revved the throttle and shot out into the street.
In the distance, the gragon roared again.
Mardok steered his snow crawler out of the Space Force Military Training Academy campus and onto Main Street. In the distance, over the snow-capped rooftops of the houses near the forest, a plume of charcoal smoke rose into the night sky.
Fire could destroy people’s homes.
“Not on my watch!” Mardok yelled, shifting into fifth gear.
At the end of Main Street, he turned left onto Orcan Drive, which stretched all the way through town and into the forest. As he sped down the icy street, he passed several homes that were on fire. 
Ahead on his left, a yellow ball moved back and forth in the dark night. That had to be the fire glow in the gragon’s chest. Tiny white lights swiped across the night sky. Those would be the spotlights from the snow crawlers belonging to Mardok’s fellow soldiers, as they tried to follow the gragon.
But it was too fast.
Never fear, soldiers, Mardok thought. I’m coming.
As Mardok rounded the bend, the whole creature came into focus at the end of the street. As gragons went, it was about average. Average size. Average green color. Average fire glow in its chest.
The gragon had climbed onto the roof of a two-story house. Its taloned feet were wrapped around the chimney. At least a dozen soldiers on snow crawlers had parked on the road across the street. A dog ran about, barking at the gragon. The black lab belonged to Coron, a cadet from Mardok’s bunkhouse.
Mardok drew closer.
Automatic gunfire puttered from several directions. The gragon reared back, and as it turned its head toward each of the soldiers perched on their snow crawlers, it roared and breathed fire at them.
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Some of the soldiers threw themselves to the ground. Some jumped off their snow crawlers. Good thinking. Their armor was fireproof, but the snow crawlers were not.
As if echoing Mardok’s thought, one of the abandoned snow crawlers exploded.
Mardok sped up on the scene too quickly. He banked hard to the left to avoid the flames of the explosion. The skis on his snow crawler slid as the snow beneath turned to slushy water. He twisted the throttle to full. The track spun in the liquid.
Come on, come on!
The track caught. It jerked him up over a bank of icy snow that had not been liquefied by the fire.
“Mardok!” A soldier waved him over behind a huge bank of snow.
Mardok steered to the snowbank and pushed back the screen on his helmet. The soldier shoved up his hood screen as well.
It was Coron. “I didn’t know you were on duty, Mardok,” he said. 
“I’m not,” Mardok replied. “I heard the beast and figured you soldiers could use some help.”
Coron frowned. “You don’t think my team can handle one ground dragon?”
“Doesn’t look like you can.” Mardok grinned. “Why’d you bring your dog? A snack for the gragon?” 
Coron’s frown turned into a scowl. “Qwog is a hunting dog.”
“Yes, but not a gragon hunting dog.” Mardok slapped his hood screen down. “And you can’t shoot a gragon, you know. Only a stun sword can cut through their hides.”
“General Gruss said the AP boat-tail bullets would kill them.”
“He’s wrong,” Mardok said. “Watch and see.” 
Mardok held onto the brake, but revved the snow crawler’s engine. The maneuver steered him in a tight circle that sprayed Coron with wet snow. 
Mardok shot out from behind the snowbank. The gragon had dropped to the street again and was headed for another house. Inside the front picture window, a family of five huddled in their pajamas. They stared at the approaching beast, eyes wide with fear.
“Oh, no you don’t!” Mardok yelled at the beast.
Coron’s black lab, Qwog, was trotting after the gragon, barking without taking a breath. Mardok steered up beside the animal and scooped him into one arm. Qwog was mid-sized, and Mardok was able to lay the animal over his lap.
He steered straight for the space between the house and the charging gragon. He got there first, struggling to hold onto the dog as it squirmed and barked like crazy. 
Qwog’s antics got the gragon’s attention. It looked at them, growled, and inhaled a deep breath that lit up its chest. 
Mardok took off.
When he reached the end of the street, he glanced over his shoulder. 
The gragon was following them.
Excellent.
He steered out of the town, toward the farm country. He needed a wide open space where he could battle the beast without it damaging any more buildings. Halfway across the field, the stench of bovids gripped the air. Mardok looked back. The gragon had slowed down. It smelled the bovids too.
Mardok twisted the breaks on the snow crawler and yelled back at the gragon, “Over here!”
The gragon stopped and sniffed the air.
Come on! Mardok turned in a circle. He let Coron’s dog slide off his snow crawler. It barked at the gragon, but the beast started running toward a distant farm.
“Hey!” Mardok accelerated after the gragon. 
The beast crashed through a wooden fence at the edge of the farm. A herd of bovids lowed and lumbered away as fast as their fat bodies could move.
Mardok steered his snow crawler toward the broken fence. He needed to get close enough to use his stun sword.
The farmer and his family had exited the farm house and were racing toward the pen.
Mardok veered in front of them and stopped long enough to say, “Stay back, citizens! It’s not safe.”
He drove to the broken fence and jumped off. He picked up a splintered wooden slat and ran inside the pen. The ground was muddy inside, and he had to move slowly to keep from slipping. He approached the gragon from behind and swung the wood at the creature’s hindquarters. The force of the impact jarred his entire body.
The gragon’s head turned. Yellow eyes locked onto Mardok, and the creature roared. Then it went right back to chasing the herd.
Using the fins along the gragon’s spine as hand and footholds, Mardok climbed up the beast’s tail and onto its back. The gragon roared again and tried to shake him free. Mardok held tightly to the fins and continued to climb. Just a little farther and he’d reach the neck.
The gragon spun in a tight circle, knocking Mardok off balance. His hands slipped from the fins, and he flew through the air. With a jarring thud he landed in a pile of icy hay. He sprang to his feet. The distant buzz of a dozen snow crawlers mingled with the gragon’s slow, tramping steps as it headed for a cluster of bovids. Mardok glanced toward the city. Snow crawler headlights flashed his way. He needed to finish this job now, before the gragon set all those snow crawlers on fire.
He mounted the back of a bovid and grabbed its shaggy mane. He steered it toward the barn. It squealed in protest but lumbered along.
When the bovid reached the barn, Mardok stood on its back and climbed onto the roof. He pulled his sword and ran along the ledge toward the gragon. It had cornered the herd of bovid against one end of the barn. Coron’s dog, Qwog, barked and barked as it circled behind the gragon. 
The creature took a deep breath. Its chest glowed bright. A ball of fire rose into its throat.
Mardok gripped his stun sword in two hands and leaped off the roof. He swung his sword toward the beast’s extended neck. The electrical blade cut through the thick hide with ease. 
The gragon’s head smacked onto the muddy ground just as Mardok landed in a crouch beside the body. 
Coron’s dog continued to bark. The family cheered. 
Mardok paid no attention to their applause. He kept his eyes focused on the neck cavity of the gragon’s body where hundreds of severed wires sparked.
That couldn’t be.
He leaned closer, hand on the pommel of his stun sword, just in case, but there was no need to fear. The beast was dead. Yet this was no regular gragon. 
A cyborg gragon? Could such a thing exist?
Mardok inspected the head, too, and found the same sparking wires. He noticed a plate of metal at the base of the creature’s neck. Part of it was gone, but he was able to make out the letters: Fleed.
The grumble of snow crawlers came to a stop, and a handful of soldiers called out. Mardok glanced at his fellow academy trainees. 
“Coron!” he yelled. “Get a transport over here to haul this gragon in. I need to show it to General Gruss.”
“Yes, Mardok. Whatever you say, Mardok,” Coron said.
“No need to take that tone,” Mardok said.
“This was my mission,” Coron said. “My team was handling the situation. We didn’t ask for your help.”
“Which was why I came on my own,” Mardok said. “Protecting the helpless is what I do best.”
Coron glared at Mardok and walked away.
Strange attitude to take. Mardok sheathed his sword.
The farmer ran up to Mardok. “Thank you, soldier. You saved my herd. How can I ever repay you?”
“No need, citizen. Protecting the helpless is
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