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The Mars-Earth War.

Let me tell you about
the Mars-Earth war. I must tell you that all I am about to tell you
is possibly fictional, but is the truth as far as I am concerned.
There was this fellow Spacer guy, right, and he was in this bar on
Ceres, and we were discussing, life the universe and everything, the
usual stuff. Huh, oh Sian, I think his name was Sian Helbringer.

Anyway so this guy, who
was really drunk by the way, shows me this really short documentary,
a news real from that time back a thousand years ago. Spooky that,
seeing footage so old, and yet it was like it was only filmed
yesterday. How Sian got such a high definition film to play was in
itself a minor miracle. This high tech civilisation being wiped out
by greed and anger. Was it real? I can only believe it was possible,
and perhaps it was the truth.

It was a different
time, technology was King in that era. It was the era of travel.
Luxury space liners took people on journeys that circumnavigated the
entire solar system for their holidays. Hard to believe that people
had enough free time to be able to do that kind of thing. Why, some
families even had their very own space craft.

Ordinary people had a
luxurious lifestyle in that long ago time, mostly taken care of by
the government. And you know there were over a thousand colonies upon
Mars alone. People thrived in outer space after the advent of gravity
plating. There were people living all over the solar system. People
back then had everything laid on in comparison to nowadays.

Apparently this whole
Mars-Earth war thing was was started by a bad mining survey upon Mars
for some Earthling, the Mr. Big of mining, Mick Kinkade. Truely, I
kid you not. Somebody lied.

It was not the lie in
itself that had caused the war, no it was the person who'd been lied
to. He got very very angry and being super rich had his own bloody
private army. So the wealthy Mr. Kinkade sent atomic missiles all the
way from Earth directly into the Mars mining minister, Mr. Keric's,
office.

It took months for
those missiles to get there and Kinkade had died in the meanwhile.
Can you believe it. It had all been forgotten about by the time the
missiles actually got there with an extremely loud KABOOM.
Lots of cameras hid everywhere in them days you know, so it was all
filmed. So soon afterwards the Mars Automatic Defence (MAD) launches
a counter strike. Its six months later on, and the missiles are
blowing the total crap out of the estate of the now well and truely
dead and buried, Mick Kinkade, and a couple of Earth's major cities.

This was an outrage
that was big enough for the absolutely lazy Earthly government to
actually do something about the situation. So the officials crawled
out from under the mothballs and reacted. After a lengthy political
debate they fired some nuclear weapons right back at Mars, and so
several months later on blasted a few of the Martian city's.

By this time one of
Minister Keric's sisters who had been living in the Venusian city of
Anew. Being the security contractor for the city declared war upon
the Earthlings. In revenge Kathrine Keric launched missiles at
several Earthly targets. Nobody, but nobody messes with the Keric's.

So you get the idea
right, now the grand floating city of Anew is also involved in this
growing interplanetary war.

Nobody really knows
what happened to Anew because contact was lost about nine hundred
years ago. Some folk say that it's still there inside the atmosphere
of Venus just awaiting rediscovery.

But we do know what
happened to Mars and Earth. Kablooey, evil nuclear weapons rained
down from space upon both of them.

After the nuclear
winter people began to crawl from their hide de holes and begin to
rebuild. It was several hundred years before any semblance of society
emerges. But by this time almost all of mankind's greatest
achievements in the technology area have been lost.

Without support from
the planets many of the colonies in outer space, were without the
necessary resources to be able to survive. So they became abandoned.
People just starved to death mostly, or were killed by looting
scavengers. Of course that meant mini wars or at least conflict
between all of the smaller space colonies. So by the time everyone
had finished blowing each other up humans had been reduced by almost
fifteen billion people.

The worst was the
technology loss. A group of people that has been reduced to
subsistence farming don't have the time to teach their children,
human society became retrogressive.

However, during the few
hundred years that the planets took to marginally recover we that
lived in the space colonies had become independent and thrived. And
now, well, we are still free from the shackles of our long ago
planetary past. In some ways the war was a good thing for us lot out
here. It taught us to stand upon our own two feet.

So apparently that's
what happened to start the Mars-Earth war. Just one angry old man.
The craziest thing is, that with all of their wonderful and magical
technology the planets couldn't keep peace between them.

Still today I find
things when scavenging that nobody can find out how they work. All
those minuscule circuits that are a part of tiny machinery that you
cannot see with the naked eye. We most certainly don't have the
technological ability to replicate it either.

They could cure almost
any disease and they could fed a hoard of over fifteen billion with
ease. A sad ending to the whole affair. But we still keep finding
technological stuff out there and one day we may find the key to
understanding it all.

 



The
End.


Anew, The Lost City.

I was sitting on this
barstool in a bar on Mars after this lengthy flight from the asteroid
belt to deliver a cargo of urgently needed spare parts. Happily
sucking on a few to many beers and chatting with a fellow Spacer
about life, the universe and everything. He had just completed this
rather intriguing tale of a ghost ship that orbited the sun
continually.

Apparently he and his
salvage team had just happened upon it several months ago and then
boarded it, the Pentacle it was called. Anyway, they got through the
air lock to find that everybody had been dead for so long that only
their clothed skeletal remains were left.

Then spooky things
began to happen about the ship, and two members of their crew were
killed as they were salvaging the old Pentacle. It was as though
there was someone else was on board with the salvage crew trying to
kill them all off.

Doors opened up and
closed by themselves and air reclamation engines stopped working
intermittently. The first member of their crew who was killed, was
locked in a room and the air reclaimed. Other crew members were
almost killed when doors closed as they were about to walk through.
One door, closing unexpectedly quick pinned a crewman hard up against
the door frame, it squishing the life out of the poor soul. These
random acts or near misses became more and more frequent. Until
things got so out of hand that they all panicked. Then frightened for
their lives, they hurriedly left.

It wasn't until after
they had gone that they found out who their assassin was, an ancient
AI that had gone completely insane after a thousand rotations of the
sun upon it's own.

The psychologically
challenged and estranged AI had killed the entire population of the
ship Pentacle in a crazed fit of madness a thousand years beforehand
and had been trying to kill the salvage crew to cover up it’s evil
crime.

A crazy story and
possibly quite true. Not to be outdone I told my barfly buddy about
how I found and lost, the lost city of Anew.

 



* * *

 



I must have been in my
early thirties when it all occurred. Pete asked me to meet him at his
bar. I hated bars back then and bloody drunks too. But I needed to
attend in person if I wanted to get the information he had for me.
Something that I coveted all of my life, the location of the lost
Venusian City, Anew.

This lost mysterious
city purportedly floated inside the thickly clouded, dusky atmosphere
of Venus. Over the previous fifty years or so ago, since some records
of that city's possible existence were discovered. Many scavengers
and treasure hunters alike have tried to find out where it was.
Myself included.

Now during the great
Mars-Earth wars lots of our technology had been lost, including the
secret of the city, Anew. Not only was its location unknown, also the
technology that was used to build it was lost.

Pete was a scoundrel of
the worst kind, a man that would quite happily kill you for a meal or
scam your last dime. I had no choice but to see him personally if I
wanted to find out if the information he held was on the up and up.

Now Pete gathered
information from reliable sources and so it was always worth my while
to meet up with him. In the previous year I had made a small fortune
with his help.

Good question. How long
had I searched for the mythical city of the Venusian's? Most of my
life up until then. It may help you to understand better if I tell
you a little bit about myself. My first years of life began in the
orphanage seventy-one years ago. Sian, my name is Sian, apparently I
could possibly have ancient family links to Anew. So quite naturally
I had a bit more than the average person's curiosity about the fabled
city. But there hadn't been any contact with anybody from Anew, since
the ancient Mars-Earth war.

Over a thousand years
ago the Venusian city reportedly circled the planet permanently
inside of the atmosphere at an altitude of sixty kilometres. I always
believed that Anew was real because the Nuns at St Christopher's
found some trinkets or artefacts from the city with me inside of my
baby basket. Unceremoniously dumped outside of their front door one
evening, I might add.

Overall my life at the
orphanage had not been a bad existence. Sure St Christopher's was
full of challenges, and sure I got beaten up a lot until I learned to
be tougher. I'm not bitter mind you, but if I see that rogue Jorge
Penny again I will probably kill him, just to balance out the cosmos
a little, you understand. That bugger was the nastiest bully that me
and everyone else faced while I was in my youth and early teens. I
still have this slight facial tic from one of the nasty beatings that
he gave me. The rotten dammed mongrel would go to hell, for sure!

"Calm down mate or
your out of here."

The person behind the
bar said to me.

"Yep we don’t
want to get kicked out."

My barfly buddy said,
grinning.

"I’m fine, I’m
fine. Sure, sure I'll calm down a bit."

Anyway as I was saying,
I was lucky enough to come out of the orphanage rather unscathed and
was able to move on with my life. While many of my colleagues are
still unable to function normally in society.

I got myself a darn
good job, Scavenger, and it was a lot of fun and extremely rewarding.
I had begun my career at the tender age of sixteen, on this rusty old
ship, 'The Caviller' as a member of the crew. We would search
space for stranded vessels and lost ships to salvage. In my first
year I had made more credit than five years of working a normal job
as a space station hand, or one of the planet side farm communities
on Mars.

Our Captain, Mr. Ross
Banner, was a real gentleman, and quite civil as far as scavenger
Captains go. He didn't take up that pirate attitude like a lot of
others out there. So our crew actually got paid after every mission,
real credits on account.

About halfway through
my second year I was out scouting for the Caviller when I came across
a derelict troop transporter. A left over, from the Mars-Earth wars.

It was dead in space
and hadn't been flown anywhere for over a thousand years. It looked
as though it was just abandoned. I could not make out much damage
upon the exterior of the troop carrier and I desperately wanted to
have a look on the inside. But I didn’t have enough time that
particular day. Because this wasn't the ship we were looking for, our
crew had been given the salvage rights to a luxury space yacht, 'The
Vincent 1'.

It was proving quite
difficult to find in this cluttered area of the asteroid belt so
everyone was in mini-pods looking. Now, getting back to my story, I
wrote down the spacial coordinates of the troop carrier and went on
with our mission.

After we docked at
Ceres station I made an arrangement to go back to the carrier for
another look-see. If it could become space worthy again it would be
mine. It did, it was, and at eighteen years old I was my own Captain
in charge of, 'The Heretic', as I called it. Part time cargo
carrier, but mostly scavenger vessel.

Are Jesus, sorry I am
forgetting the story again, so there I was heading toward an old
mining shaft on Ceres that had been turned into Dan's Bar and Grill.
The most wonderful establishment upon God's green Earth. Excepting it
wasn't on Earth and it wasn't very wonderful, or indeed very green at
all.

It was a dark hole, a
multi level shaft that was full of the worst people that humanity had
to offer. Now I am not exactly clean and proper, but I'm quite tame
in comparison with most of Dan's other clients.

The manager, that's
right you guessed it, Dan, was supposedly so heavily involved within
the local Mafia, this was their hangout. That being so, the whole
place had a feeling of impending danger.

Now Pete wanted to meet
up on the lowest level called Dan 5. Heaps of strippers and hardcore
vice were advertised upon the lift wall screen while I made my way
down from the parking area at ground level. As the lift came to a
halt and the doors opened up, the peaceful seclusion of the lift and
the gentle lilting of elevator music was instantly replaced by
extremely loud asteroid rock and a thick raging crowd.

I made my way through
the throng of people to find Pete. The crowd were in party mood and
pumped up on alcohol and various other drugs. It was so sleazy, I
kind of slid and squeezed my way in between the people as I traversed
my way to the bar. I picked up some drinks, including Pete's
favourite lite beer and then began to slide on through the crowded
room, body on body, with the drinks held high. The crowd so thick
that only trails of people moved to and from the bar, to the
bathrooms, or the seating areas. Otherwise it was compressed groups
of people who had a similar bent.

I found Pete in a booth
at the rear, sitting talking with someone. As I got to within five
feet of him he recognised me and beckoned me over with a little wave
of his hand. I slid into the booth and sat beside him placing the
drinks down upon the table.

"Sian meet Dan."

Oh bugger, that was all
that I needed, introducing to the Mafia. I didn't want to meet any
gangsters tonight or any other time. But hey, one must take the bad
with the good in life. Right!

"Pleased
to-meet-ya."

I stated with rather
flat vocals.

So this is how I found
out where the city of Anew was actually supposed to be.

Pete had the file ready
for me to view so he placed the storage device in the palm of my
hand. My AI, that was embedded in my palm automatically linked with
it showing me the information. It was not easy to read the file, that
had at some time or another been fragmented and then recovered. The
hologram interface popped up above my palm allowing me to adjust the
imagery that was being sent directly to my corneal implants.

The digital file
appeared to be very old, a military file showing the position of
where in the Venusian atmosphere the city of Anew should reside.

Inside the file was
something a little bit frightening. There were orders to destroy the
city. Was it real or was it only an unsent draft of an order?

So I had to ask myself,
if the fabled city of Anew had actually been destroyed and sent
plummeting down to the Venusian surface or if it had it actually
survived to float above Venus? With this file quite badly fragmented
it was impossible for me to tell.

"Hey Pete, is
there any more of this? Another file perhaps?"

I asked with a shrug.

"Yep, there is
another file pertaining to that one. If you decide to buy you get
both for 20k."

"10k and I shout
the next beer."

"Sian, I couldn't
even pay the people that I got these files from with that lousy
amount, let alone make a profit. 18k and I get the drinks in."

"18 is to much.
These files are so badly corrupted and they will need some tech
specialist to help restructure them. That's going to cost a flaming
fortune Pete. 12k and not another credit more."

"Done 12k. But you
get the drinks in."

Pete said as he handed
me another storage device.

I flicked the credits
across the bio-net link to Pete, and he then smiled appreciatively. I
grabbed two more beers from the bar for us to enjoy before I left. I
had no idea if I had been conned or not and really wouldn't be
entirely sure until I actually went to Venus and saw Anew for myself.

The Heretic lifted off
from Ceres smoothly, its powerful engine easily pulled the ship away
from the gravity field that surrounded the planetoid. Once the ship
had obtained a stable orbital pattern I allowed the thousand year old
war computer access to the files. It turned out that my thoughts were
correct and the war computer on board the Heretic had the software
needed to piece back the files.

They all opened
perfectly this time, revealing not only orders to destroy Anew the
mythical city of yesteryear, but there was also a entire blueprint of
how to do it. There also was a briefing on how to traverse the wild
difficult atmosphere of Venus, along with the technology that this
ship had to be able to do so. Unbelievable, it was unbelievable and
totally exciting at the same time.

After the big
Mars-Earth war was over technology had suffered greatly as you know,
and the type of technology described within that file was far to
advanced for my mind to understand. But then it happened.

Heretic took off from
orbit and out into space without warning. Panic began to set in as I
found the controls locked into auto pilot mode. I couldn't change
course and had no control over where the ship was taking me. Abducted
by my own flaming ship, I had little choice except to go along for
the joy ride.

 



* * *

 



I should really go back
a bit and tell you more of how I got my ship. I definitely need to
tell you a bit more about how it functions at least, so that you
understand the story better.

So using a hired
shuttle, I went back to the old troop transport. And finding a
docking port I locked on to it and used the universal portal doorway
that was standard upon this type of shuttle. It held, and I floated
directly over to the closed airlock for the carrier, and then I
checked out how it opened.

Of course it did have
to be one of those blasted identity locks that needed an entire palm
print for access. No wonder it was still floating in the void. These
things were impossible to open without the codes or the hand that
sealed it shut in the first place.

Many a scavenger has
previously died trying to get into such a vessel, only to find that
the self destruct mechanisms were still on and fully functioning. A
big kaboom, was the last sound that they ever heard.

So anyway, I cleaned
the dust from the sensor pad, and out of some kind of strange respect
for the ancestors and also curiosity, I placed my palm on the pad.
You wouldn't believe it, but it opened for me. One of those totally
weird things in my life, a completely coincidental moment. My palm
scan happened to be exactly the same as whomever locked it, a
thousand years past. The chances were billions to one of that
occurring.

So okay, I get inside
to find it perfect, just like it was the day it was closed down a
thousand years ago. Everything is functioning normally as this ship
had these automatic repair drones that kept it all in good order.
Gods, the technology that they had and couldn't find a way to make
peace. Yup your right, crazy people huh.

So inside I go and get
to the control cabin located in the centre of the ship. There weren't
any windows to the outside of the ship. Oh, my guess is that the
control centre was there so it couldn't get destroyed in battle.
Again everything is on and functioning, weird right, it was kind of
like people had just left minutes beforehand.

So then what do I find
out, that this transporter also has defence capability, all working
and loaded. Rail cannons, missilery, arrays of electronic defence and
attack, stealth systems and some other stuff I didn't know anything
about.

I boot up the drive
engine, yep only one on this boat, perfect, it all operates so
smoothly. The navigation controls are all lit up and the whole thing
is ready for more war or pleasure cruising, so I do, hahaha, pleasure
cruise that is.

I haven't ever driven
my own ship let alone anyone else's, but this thing was so easy, just
push a button and go. No messing with coordinates or those lengthy
math equations, see station on screen, highlight, press go. The
bloody thing flew itself. Overjoyed is just a little bit of an
understatement of how I felt right then.

I eventually found a
war computer, marked, 'War Computer', of course. Underneath
that and highlighted in red were these words, 'Only Use In Case Of
War'. Right got that, don't use on any friends or family. So I
hadn't ever used that particular interface until I set up those files
that Pete had given me.

 



* * *

 



So yep, the story,
right sorry, I tend to get so sidetracked after a few to many beers.
The aged tactical display unit still functioned and some seconds
later the Heretic's course was displayed on the screen. Ye Gods, I
was actually going to Venus.

Well not directly it
seemed. It was taking me on a long route to pick up some kind of
apparatus required for my mission to destroy Anew from the Earth's
moon.

I still couldn't get
control over the Heretic, and not through lack of trying mind you.
Here I was along for this thrill ride, whether or not I wanted to be.

Days later on the ship
arrives at the moon, where it finds orbit automatically. Then it
finds the location it wanted to get to. To me it looked as though the
Heretic was on a suicidal course and I was going to die for sure. I
watch on the screen as it dives at the moon, fear my only companion.
Then this amazing thing occurs.

A big section of ground
in this crater that the ship dived toward opens up and swallows us
whole. Then the opening quickly closed up behind the Heretic as we
entered. Crikey, so now I was trapped inside my ship, inside some
ancient base of operations without any kind of control over my own
destiny at all.

I don't know who's side
I am supposed to be on in this long ago conflict. A war that was
supposed to be over. So was my ship from Earthly forces or from those
Mars renegades. Now though the ship decides to release the locks and
allow me to get out into the moon bunker.

So this whole moon
bunker is kind of spooky, right. It is just as operational as my ship
and its huge, like, much bigger than a large freighter inside. As I
explore my new surroundings I find all kinds of salvage goodies that
I could make money on and began adding up how much money I could
make. A fortune.

In some way this was
the bonanza of a lifetime for any salvage operator. After a while I
started looking for a way out of the place. Although I knew where the
door was to get myself back outside I couldn't unlock it, no code no
go. I must have been at it for hours, well, I had lost track of the
time, when a mystery voice behind me said.

"We're ready, are
you the pilot, let's go."

I turned about slowly
and looked at the person that had spoken, definitely a soldier of
some kind. He was dressed to kill and armed to the teeth. With my
hands held up high I began to explain that I had been captured by the
transporter. However this trifling bit of information was badly
received and instantly I was greeted by the wrong end of the gun that
this soldier guy held.

Where the guy had come
from the Gods only knew. So just as I was thinking about that another
four of them appeared behind me, ready to go of course. Now I was in
a right pickle.

"So our orders are
to destroy Anew. You sir are either the pilot or you are the enemy.
Which is it?"

"Well I am the
pilot and also a prisoner of the ship."

I blurted out, my hands
still held up high.

"Well if you are
the pilot, let's go, we can't hang around here all century."

How could I explain to
these soldier guys that the war was over and this thousand year old
space craft had just abducted me. It was then that I was abducted
again, this time through it was to serve in their Earthly army. As I
was taken back to the ship I saw the open coffin like boxes lined up
against a wall. I hadn't seen them before because I was so busy
trying to find a way out. Then it dawned on me, stasis pods. So the
team of marines must have been here all of this time just waiting for
their orders.

Somehow I had to get
them to understand that this ancient war was over long ago.

The ships rear cargo
hold door was open for us to enter. I went directly to the control
centre and tried again to reset the darn thing before it caused more
trouble. I couldn't access any of the control interfaces, obviously
the ship was still in it’s war mode. Anyway, I was eventually able
to attract the attention of the commander from their group, Jay, I
think his name was. I showed him the date and time on the main
monitor and we went from there.

Anyway he looked at the
screen, looked again and then accused me of tampering with the ship
computer. No I said that there is the correct time, your team have
just been asleep for a thousand years or so. Jay looked at his
orders, looked at the screen, and then back at me. Finally it all
dawned upon him, our shared disposition, and now my ship held six
prisoners as the rear door closed up. Then it fired up the engine.
The bunker opened and we blasted off towards Venus, all of us
captive’s of the Heretic.

The Sergeant or
whatever rank he was, was not silly. He knew that they were all going
upon a useless mission, especially after I informed him that the city
of Anew was a myth in this era. He read me the last part of the
orders, destroy Anew or die trying. Panic set in as I began to see
the problem. My ship would keep on searching until it found and then
destroyed Anew, us aboard or not. We still had several days to try
and figure out how to shut down the AI, but I now had five extra
people to work upon this computer problem.

The war AI was
programmed to complete it's orders or to die trying. Suggestions were
a plenty but most of the team just wanted to shoot the darn thing. I
had my suspicions that violence wouldn’t work very well at all. It
could possibly even set off the automated destruct sequence and
explode the whole flaming ship. So we just kept right on going
through space towards Anew trying to find the answer before we got
there.

Our position inside the
cosmos was shown by a blue dot upon the screen. This screen also had
an ETA read out and one morning it told us that we only had twenty
four hours of travel left before we dived into the truly unfriendly
atmosphere of Venus. We badly needed to get the war computer offline
A'SAP, as the Sergeant put it.

We both kept trying
different ways to do this, reboot from stand down, a hard boot by
unplugging and replugging the mains power. But nothing that we tried,
worked at all. It was almost the last half an hour before doom, when
the Sergeant decided to shoot the evil thing dead. I was in the room
with him at the time. I just happened to turn around to go to the
bathroom at that same moment that he fired the shot. As I did so I
accidentally knocked the barrel of the gun saving the life of the War
AI.

Now the Sergeant took
offence to this and so pushed me back out of the way to have another
shot. I fell back into this shallow recess that was in between the
equipment racks, a narrow bench breaking my fall. A little shocked by
the way I was treated, I used both hands to launch myself back at the
Sergeant. As I bodily hit him hard, the computer stopped and the
ship's engine shut down, throwing both of us onto the floor.

Reset was flashing up
upon the screen now in red and an audio alarm sounded. We both
scrambled up to our feet still pushing and shoving one another, but
finally the war computer was offline and that was all we needed to
know. So we stopped fighting each other and then tried to find out
what caused it to go offline. We couldn't find any reason why it had
stopped working. After some time, we gave up and decided to have
lunch.

As the team, I called
them all now, sat around the galley table looking relieved that the
ship hadn't blown the life out of us all. I decided to bring up the
little things, like what they were all going to do now that they were
unemployed.

Some of them had
already caught up with the real world via multi media, it wasn't so
difficult. After all human beings were, well, mostly the same
conniving, miserable, and down right nasty creatures that they had
always been no matter what their outward appearance. In fact this
group of five men had an advantage most people never had, they were
all highly trained professional killers and could gain employment
anywhere.

I asked if they would
like to get into the salvage business with me, and make themselves a
tidy fortune, I corrected myself there. Err well possibly make a
fortune. They all thought about my offer for a while and then shared
their thoughts.

Jay liked the idea of
travelling the solar system and picking up treasure, the others just
wanted off at very the next station. But to go anywhere we had to get
Heretic's computer back online without triggering the war computer
into action once again. We found out eventually what stopped the war
computer the first time, another accident of course.

None of our extensive
investigations had got us anywhere. In frustration I sat back on the
little bench between stacks, my hands resting palm down underneath my
backside. The blasted war AI restarted immediately and the engine
fired up. I stood up straight away and turning placed both palms on
the bench. Yes, you get the idea, it turned out that the bench was a
touch sensitive pad for the emergency shut down of the entire ship.

So now that we had the
ship stopped again we set about getting back control. After a few
miss starts and a couple of other hiccups I finally had the Heretics
AI back to normal. Now I could program a new course for my ship.

I still desired to
travel to Anew. Being so close to it was really such a tease. The
Sergeant helped me with the correct coordinates from the war file and
some excitement began to build inside of me at the thought of seeing
this mysterious city. At the least we should be able to answer it’s
questionable existence. And I perhaps would find an answer to my
heritage.

After we had regained
control of the computer, Jay showed me how to access the log. We
found that my ship had been originally designed for flight in any
kind of planetary atmosphere. It had also been abandoned by its crew
who had returned home upon a cruise liner after the war had ended.

Left alone and
abandoned, made it mine under the salvage law. That made me feel a
bit better, knowing that I hadn't stolen. In fact I was on a big high
now with my life goal so close by that I almost could taste it, and
my ship confirmed as mine. If the next few days went well then I
would be visiting the home of my possible former ancestors. Imagine
my glee.

All of the marine team
forcedly came along with me upon this journey into the unknown. Venus
was large and bold on the view screen of the Heretic as we made our
final approach.

This planet's
atmosphere is a quite dusky depressing colour of yellowish brown that
didn't inspire anything in my mind to visit it at all. It certainly
didn't look hospitable. However Jay assured me that the rumours were
true and that in his time there was definitely a humongous city
floating up in the clouds. Was it still there? Only one way to find
out. Dive into those clouds.

Heretic started its
orbital decline along the coordinates that we had programmed. On
screen the planet began to show itself as the dense clouds parted in
places here and there. This view was dark yellow almost brown with
slits of sunlight shining through cloud. It was something akin to
looking through a dust storm if you were on Mars before it was
terraformed. The desolate surface of Venus looked barren, rocky, with
high mountain ranges and dust storms raging across its surface.

It just looked down
right spooky to me and really unfriendly. It was something like that
was described in that ancient biblical story Revelation, the
apocalyptic prediction on Earth that actually came about. And yes,
here I was going directly into this horrible looking atmospheric
mess. I must have been quite mad at the time.

The ship although
designed for planetary entry and exit, was getting buffeted by the
extreme wind velocity. So violent were the Venusian storm systems
that I truly doubted my choice to try and find Anew.

The yellowish brown
atmosphere was intermittently lit by these extremely bright bolts of
lightening. This was awe inspiring to say the least. Never in my
whole life had I felt so close to my possible death. The Heretic kept
its course by constant corrections as it was being so wildly thrown
about. Now we were inside a gravity field we too were being thrown
about in our seats. Then it happened.

Upon our forth rotation
Heretic was now inside the goldilocks zone of the atmosphere. Here
the winds blew in the same direction and were pretty much a constant
speed and so the Heretic did not get as much buffering. It was the
most Earth like conditions in the solar system inside this zone. Yep,
as you say, beside Earth. Haha.

We were still upon the
course that I purchased from Pete at the bar and we must've been
getting close to the destination when an alarm began to sound.

The forward view screen
gave us a clearer view of the skyline and there in the distance was
an object of some kind. At this vast distance though, we couldn't
really make out what it was.

Even with the ship set
on minimum power we were still flying along, well over two hundred
kilometres per hour. If we were ever going to land on this thing we
needed to somehow slow down.

As I began to
investigate how to drop off speed in atmospheric conditions by using
the computer interface. I discovered that I did not need to however,
as the automatic pilot was apparently quite adept at flying in these
cyclonic conditions and the Heretic did it all for me.

The final approach saw
the city on screen. It was definitely like a science fiction
nightmare with spooky intense lighting crackling through the air
around it. Large, wasn't big enough to describe it, this was a
humongous silver giant. If we were on screen next to it, the Heretic
would appear as a very small dot.

The ship turned about
in the wind to align the rear with Anew. It fired the engine up to
full speed to slow us right down, fighting against the harsh
hurricane force winds. We slowed down enough to hover over this city
that was being propelled along by the wind. Then the ship dropped
down below the leeward end of the city.

The windward end of
this city was rounded, designed to sail through the wind smoothly,
but the leeward end was this massive concave wall with hundreds of
levels. Heretic picked out the one we were to land at and then began
to slowly move forward. A very large hanger bay filled up our entire
screens now as we came in to land. There was no airlock, just some
weird transparent screen that allowed us to pass directly through.

Although I had never
seen one my guess was that it was some kind of force field. So
finally here I was, after thirty odd years of searching, inside the
docking bay of the city of Anew, my possible ancestral homeland.

We cautiously debarked
from the Heretic to find only an empty landing bay. Yes my ship was
there so it wasn't entirely empty. Oh, haha. You're funny. So anyway,
this place has everything running just like my ship was when I first
entered it. I walked over to what looked like an entry door with my
specialist team behind me.

I had to laugh just
then, you can take the marine out of war but you can't take war out
of the marine. The guys were totally loaded up like they were
expecting us to be attacked. Me, huh yep, it just looked like another
abandoned shell to me. So I was laughing at them all as I hit the
button that opened the door. Inside was a large control room,
probably for directing air traffic.

I saw a couple of
people sitting at consoles and so I called out 'hello there' as I
went directly over to them. They didn't answer me back, and I when I
got there, I wished that I hadn't gone over there to investigate. I
spun one of the office chairs around, and yep, you guessed it,
clothing filled with bones. These folk were a long time dead.

They looked as though
they had died instantly just sitting there doing their job. If this
was the entrance to the city, then what was on the inside. We could
only traverse further to find out.

Going back out into the
main hanger we all searched for a way into the city. Off to one side
was a large hall with many elevator doors. One bank had arrows
pointing left or right while on others the arrows pointed up and
down.

We decided it would be
better to take one to the very top floor and work our way back down.
The speed of the lift going up took your breath away, it was so
extremely fast. It still took almost two minutes to get up to the top
floor. Once there the doors opened to reveal an overgrown forest,
within this expansive sky dome high above the whole floor. Of course
you couldn't see the one hundred kilometres to the other end but
looking up at the curve of the roof you could guess that it was
indeed covering the whole floor.

Then from behind me and
to my left came a shot, immediately a squeal of pain was heard in
front of me. I jumped in fright while the person, or whatever it was
raced off into the forest with Jay in hot pursuit. Why had Jay fired?
As I got closer to the spot where the person was wounded there was
blood on the ground along with a dropped pistol. Holy smoke, I had
just come closer to death than I ever had before.

While I stood
contemplating heaven or hell, Jay returned with a bleeding prisoner
in tow. It really wasn't going all that good right then, we had just
found the lost city of Anew and made an enemy. His dress sense left a
lot to desire, a mismatch of tribal modernism in patched over vinyl.
He could have definitely done with a decent seamstress that's for
sure. In lots of ways my heart went out for the poor blighter, who's
body looked half starved.

Their language had
changed into some kind of pidgin over the centuries of isolation and
at first I couldn't make head nor tail of what our prisoner was
saying to us. Jay had the gist of it though, after the off world
transports had stopped coming the Venusian's only had what was left
on the station with which to survive.

A total societal
breakdown had resulted with fractions breaking free upon almost every
floor. This floor had a much better chance of survival, as you could
grow food up here. Now the only fraction left was on this floor and
we were the first visitors that they had in several hundred years.

Apparently some people
had left long ago when transportation was still open with other
planets, but only a handful. I reached into my carry bag and withdrew
the bejewelled amulet from my baby basket and showed the prisoner. He
didn't recognise it. I however having now been through the planets
atmosphere and on to Anew, finally understood it. It represented the
city of Anew floating in Venus's atmosphere. The large central jewel
was representative of the very dome that I now stood underneath. My
life long mystery was over at that moment. I felt lost for a jiffy,
emotional, without any direction.

I didn't have time to
consider my future as just about then the whole city dipped down into
the atmosphere and then jerked its way back up in spits and spirts
while bobbling left and right. It was like an earthquake only, yep I
get what you’re saying, a sky quake? Hahaha.

Anyway something was
screwing with with the city's delicate balance of staying up there in
the atmosphere and it wasn't good. Reading by his absence of
reactions the prisoner didn't seem to think it was such an abnormal
event. As a matter of fact, he took our moment of shock to high-tail
it back inside the thick jungle.

Jay summoned the team
together and everyone followed along after the escapee. I know,
stupid right, but it wasn't my idea. I just wanted to strip some
ancient technology out of the place and scoot back into space. Yep it
was a terrible idea, and yes quite soon after we were captured. Hey
who's telling this story, you or me?

Eventually we were
taken to the leader of the rooftop tribe. A pumped up little dictator
who had never been challenged. Directly in front of us was a fire
with a large iron pot boiling away over it. Several human looking
bones were scattered about on the ground. I said to Sergeant Jay,
crikey, these buggers are cannibals.

The tribe's Chieftain
eyed us without compassion and he asked which floor we came from. It
appeared as though he didn't know that we had a ship downstairs. But
stupid Jay however opened his big mouth and told him. Later on I
found out that he was trying to barter our way out of this tough
situation with a free ride back to civilisation. Still it was a
really thickheaded thing to do under the circumstances.

I was on my seventh
beer by this time and feeling a little light headed. My barfly mate
had to give me a prod before I continued the story.

So there we were
prisoners of the great who's-im-a-whats-it. I have forgotten his name
it was so long ago and also because right at that moment Jay suddenly
killed him. Jay had this hidden knife and had thrown it right into
the Chief’s heart. The rest of the team quickly dispatched the
hapless squad of cannibal captors around us, but more were coming
towards us.

We all ran like hell
was chasing us back to the elevator and all dropped back down to the
hanger level and back to our ship. I had just got the engine fired up
when some of those top floor residents who were following us began
shooting at my ship.

Bugger this I thought
and I punched the war computer button. Instantly a hail of fire burst
forth from the guns somewhere on the Heretic cutting down the whole
lot of them. But the problem was that the bloody war computer had
remembered its mission though, and it shot two small missiles into
the lift hall. Then it lifted off, turned about and shot out of the
bay into the yellowish brown light outside.

That wasn't enough for
the AI though, it was now on a mission. It manoeuvred itself into a
position approximately two kilometres away, turned, and fired
missiles until the city began to burn. Our team had all watched on
the screen as the great city of Anew burnt its way down the sixty
kilometres and into the ground of Venus.

It had all happened so
fast that I didn't have time to shut the AI down until it was to
late. But by the time I did we were back up in space and I didn't
have to. It's mission complete, the war computer just shut itself
down like as if nothing had ever happened.

We ended up going back
to the moon base and we scavenged a impressive load of tech. We all
made more money than Gods that month and the team were ecstatic. I
dumped most of them on Mars along with their share of the booty. I
forgave Sergeant Jay for him almost getting us killed and after some
training he became a good partner in the scavenger biz.

So there you have it
the lost city found, only to be lost again, forever. Destroyed by
marauding scavengers. My drinking buddy just nodded with one eyebrow
slightly raised and ordered another round of drinks. I almost choked
on mine when he said in a matter of fact, flat baritone voice.

"Yep, you get that
sort of stuff happening out there."

 



The
End.


The Telekinetic Kid.

The war raged on and
on, years and years went by until war be came the new normal, it was
during this period that Carl was born. Carl was a very normal looking
baby, he had everything that a kid should have had, in all the
correct places. 'Ten toes, ten fingers and two of everything he
should have, perfect.' as those doctors would say in them days.

He quickly grew up into
a happy, pudgy, little ankle biter. Still, Carl showed no exceptional
or unusual abilities. During preschool he was just another, 'average
performer'. The same as the majority of kids in any of the school
classes that he attended. As a matter of fact nothing at all about
Carl seemed to be different from the other children.

But if those people had
known a way back then what everyone knows now, I feel sure that
people would have taken much better care of Carl than they did. But
others however, would have killed him before he grew up. Me, well it
didn't effect me so greatly and Carl did stop the war. So I kind of
think that Carl did us all a huge favour before he disappeared.

So hold on to your
seats and I will tell you all about how Carl stopped the war.
Allegedly that is.

At age four his parents
were killed as an aircraft flew over their home and dropped a bomb.
But the worst thing was that it was one of our own dammed bombs from
one of our own darn aeroplanes.

The bomb, that had not
ejected during the mission was hung up within the releasing
mechanism. Where it had upon the aeroplanes return, shuddered loose
and quite neatly fallen from the bomber at the exact moment of time,
to directly hit Carl's parent’s car as they were driving home from
shopping. Coincidence? Well, maybe.

Except that, apparently
during that morning there was a lengthy verbal disagreement amongst
the family. Apparently according to what researchers have found out
about that day. Carl had sat all by himself, all silent and moody in
a quiet corner of his kindergarten class, and several witnesses at
the time claimed that he had just sat there staring straight ahead,
and that Carl's unblinking golden eyes seemed to glow brightly.

So was it an accident,
or in his angered rage did the young Carl actually somehow cause the
bomb to drop upon his parent's car? A lot of people still speculate
about that particularly odd occurrence these days, especially after
what occurred later on in Carl's life.

With Carl's parents
deceased, Carl became a ward of the state. Carl was taken directly
from his kindergarten that very afternoon and placed in St
Christopher's Orphanage.

This charity run
establishment was quite tough upon the young boy who really couldn't
understand, why he wasn't allowed to go back home to his own house.
He just wasn't mentally equipped for the crush of social living
inside of a regulated organisation such as this.

His first problem was
that of grief, or grieving really. He didn't see his parents after
the accident that killed them, as their remains were considered by
the authorities to be, too brutally damaged, for Carl to view.

The orphanage thought
that it would upset Carl unnecessarily, and so he held his grief and
anger pent up inside his tiny toddler mind. Carl's problems grew as
he aged, and his most challenging dilemma was that of social
interaction with the other orphans.

A vast majority of the
boys were extremely rough with others, and more so with the new ones.
Kids can be so cruel. It was during this early period of childhood
that Carl became quiet. Introverted.

Carl tried to settle
into some kind of daily routine, however it was almost impossible
inside of St Christopher’s institution. The whole place was a
completely disorganised shambles. Everybody had lost their parents
inside this totally anguished community of lost children.

Their individual
reactions to their loss were diverse. Extremely crowded classrooms,
and the jam packed dormitories where, the children were stacked up
six high, left nowhere for a person to be alone.

Without space for their
own quiet contemplation the children were mentally compressed, and so
the atmosphere was filled with wailing. Every child had some kind of
mental health issue. Those mental health issues were compounded by
the bullying from those whom would be Gods.

Then at the age of six
all the brutality suddenly ceased for Carl. It was strange but true,
suddenly nobody wanted to harm him any more.

Well it wasn't
absolutely quite true that people didn't want to do harm to Carl
anymore, no, it was because people couldn’t.

It was because Carl's
extremely introverted subconscious mind wouldn't allow his body to be
hurt anymore. Carl of course didn't know what he was doing as his
psychic abilities were hidden from everyone, including Carl himself.

Carl's subconscious
sent commands to the subconscious minds of any people who attacked
him. These attackers or abusers were ordered to leave Carl alone. It
was like an invisible barrier of some kind protected Carl wherever he
walked.

Days later, or even a
few minutes later in some cases, they who dared to assault a young
Carl became unwell, or had some kind of serious drama that kept them
away from him. People soon learned by experience that it was far
better to leave Carl alone.

With a new found
freedom from those oppressive bullies, Carl was finally able to begin
a routine, and because of that he began to smile.

Carl had this permanent
smile upon his face no matter what he did or wherever he went. Nobody
liked that smile or the way it sat upon his face.

Now, Carl was not the
only child who smiled brightly, others also did occasionally. He was
however the only one that smiled all of the time. Apparently he
retained that smile throughout his entire life until just a few weeks
before his strange disappearance from our world.

Although nobody liked
this weird smile there was a wonderful thing that Carl's smile
brought into his life, adoptive parents. The Georgette family had
been trying to adopt and during a visit to St. Christopher's they
were so taken by the smile upon Carl's face that they took him home
with them that very same day. They gave him a stable home and a
balanced lifestyle that allowed Carl to settle.

Flora and Jean
Georgette's kindness instantly gave stability to the young Carl's
mind. That happy smile remained upon his face no matter what was
going on around him.

The war continued to
rage on without victor, but nothing ever happened to the Georgette
family. They had plenty of everything necessary for their day to day
living, and their life was good.

Whenever the enemy war
planes flew over that area dropping bombs, the Georgette’s tiny
area of the world was unaffected.

And so the really odd
incidents that had occurred around Carl up until his adoption into
the Georgette family, dissipated entirely. By the age of ten everyone
had forgotten about the strange smiling boy. As he had now become
just another citizen living in a world of a population obsessed with
war.

During his time of
youth the war continued about the world as no answer to the conflict
was found. The years in between ten and fourteen, Carl learned a lot
about a world at war. As he progressed into his teens he discovered
more and more about the war. He had discovered that almost all of the
world’s resources were directed to the financing and manufacture of
better weapons to battle against their enemy’s. This was when the
eternal smile occasionally began to slip away from Carl's teenage
face.

People upon all sides
of the continuing struggle were dying and Carl couldn't understand
why. Why, didn't they stop their fighting. During his entire short
life, Carl had known nothing more then the upheaval of war, and he
wanted his future to be different.

Finding out and
assessing all of the information that he could about the reasons
behind the war Carl began to formulate a plan.

His plan was to find a
way to get the populace of the world to gather and to unite in peace.
The smile returned to his face as his subconscious mind worked upon a
way to make peace happen.

As we have already
alluded to, Carl's subconscious mind was a little bit different from
that of the average person. Carl reasoned that without any weapons to
fight with, that war couldn't continue. This was a normal response
that most normal people had come up with, but Carl really wanted it
to occur. As he was thinking of how to stop the worldwide
construction of weapons, inside of him, his subconscious mind was
listening.

It was during these
weeks of Carl's subconscious thinking that his adoptive parents were
killed at work from a terrorist attack.

Carl's subconscious
mind that had unknowingly kept his whole family safe from harm had
become so distracted by the problem of the worldwide war that it had
forgotten it's primary function. That of protecting his family.

When Carl found out
about his parents death, extreme anger, a blood red fiery anger
filled Carl's teenage mind. The young Carl ended up in complete
mental breakdown, because the Georgette’s were the only people in
this entire world that were consistent and always pleasant to Carl.

When these kindly folk
were killed, the anger that flashed into Carl's mind, turned into
heated vengeful motivation, this was then transferred into his
subconscious mind. That problem of stopping the war that was being
worked on deep down in there somewhere, well, it was immediately
solved.

The overwhelming
conflict of his subconscious mind, caused Carl to stand perfectly
still and stare.

His eyes began to glow
with that same golden fire from back when he was a small child in
kindergarten.

As he stood there just
staring directly ahead his mind projected billions of telekinetic
tendrils out into the world. This time though Carl was totally aware
of what he was doing, as his subconscious mind expanded into a
singularity. The invisible telekinetic threads stretched out
worldwide towards every weapon in the world.

Not just the ones
awaiting use however. The tendrils stretched out to all the other
weapons that sat idly by, even those that were still in the process
of manufacture.

Silently, invisibly,
telekinetic trails entered each of the billions of weapons world
wide. Then instantly the guns, bombs, missiles, bullets, all
simultaneously detonated.

An enormous multitude
of explosions large and small happened at once, rocking the poor
world on its axis and causing world wide havoc. Afraid for their
lives, most people ran out from their homes and into the streets as
absolute chaos unfolded around them.

Billions died instantly
as after exploding, the devices of death, radiated their deadly waves
of destruction outward from the point of ignition. The fires that
began worldwide in the aftermath were massively destructive in nature
and couldn't be controlled. Many more people died in those fires then
just the initial explosions.

As this armageddon
destroyed the world, Carl stood motionless upon the street outside of
his home mourning his adoptive parents, tears fell down his cheeks.

For many weeks
afterwards the air was filled with smoke until the fires eventually
ran out of fuel to burn. The planet would never be the same again.

Only one place in the
entire world hadn’t been effected, it did not even sustain any
damage, and that was the suburban area that surrounded where Carl
stood. Immobile, in some kind of stasis.

It was during this time
that the earth had its first alien contact. Hundreds of people were
in the street where Carl stood, and they all witnessed the spectacle.
This is what everyone there attested to.

Apparently, Carl just
stood in the exact same spot, with his face pointing towards the sky.

His golden eyes began
to glow brightly as a visible telekinetic tendril expelled from his
whole body into the distant evening sky and then beyond into space.

As the people watched
on, the telekinetic tendril narrowed into a fine stream of intensely
bright light. So bright it glowed, that the tendril was clearly
visible while the afternoon sun shone brightly behind Carl.

As dusk fell upon the
suburb, Carl still stood motionless in the street. Although some
people had tried to help him, they were held back from his immediate
vicinity by some kind of invisible field.

Then as was witnessed
by so many, the glowing tendril flowing from Carl's body, suddenly
stopped. Carl then apparently regained his composure and his face
began to turn down from the sky to see his surroundings for the first
time in days.

Carl's weird smile then
returned to his face as he looked about into the eyes of the hundreds
of stunned faces of the people who surrounded him. Then the sky
directly above him began to glow.

Softly at first, like
an evening star, then it started to expand in size and began to glow
far more brightly until it became clear that it was an object of some
kind.

The people all started
to back away as the object dropped down towards Carl. Then people
began to run as the object hovered for several minutes, glowing
brightly in the night sky above them all.

As the crowded street
cleared, the glowing object landed on the road beside Carl and a
doorway opened to reveal a darker interior.

The remaining people
just watched on with expressions of awe upon their faces as Carl
quite casually walked in through the open door of the object. The
door then closing up behind him.

As the space ship rose
back up into the night sky, many people reported that, at that moment
they possibly had some kind of mind link with Carl.

This spooky feeling of
contact with Carl was felt by everyone close by and they all reported
the same telepathic message echoing loudly inside of their minds.

It was an extremely
rude, blunt statement, almost a command, that everyone felt was a
dark warning.

'Learn a better
way, war causes destruction'.

The space ship sat
above the stunned crowd for several hours that night before it took
off into the great unknown. Everyone had their cameras out, so there
was lots of confirmed documentation of the space ship.

I myself, had only seen
the later news reports of what occurred that evening and so I only
have a secondary opinion of what really happened.

There were many
differing types of speculation of who or what Carl was. Some reports
said that he was most likely an alien sent here to stop the war,
while others were convinced that he was only another human being and
that his so called psychic abilities were as yet to be proven.

Most of the differing
reports about the situation concluded that perhaps some odd kind of
atmospheric conditions were the cause of the worldwide detonation of
every weapon in existence.

Ball lightning was the
most popular answer for the strange light in the sky that evening.
And as for Carl's strange disappearance, a scientific debate had
declared that quite possibly a plasma bolt had totally evaporated the
teenager.

But in my mind it was
definitely a real possibility that Carl had telekinetically caused
the war to end, returning to another world or dimension afterwards.
Of course we as humble earthlings can only speculate about the past
and patiently wait to see what our future holds.

With billions dead
world wide from the billions of dangerous weapons exploding, and from
the uncontrollable fires that raged incessantly afterwards, the
humble human psyche took on a new prospective.

Then perhaps, those
souls left behind remembered a long ago past where life was actually
treasured. Nowadays each and every person left upon the Earth became
valued, as mankind struggled to rebuild. A mammoth task that would
take generations. Perhaps this time humanity would put all of their
efforts into protecting world peace, and keeping good will amongst
men.

For me life goes on in
a world where the oddity that was Carl is still viewed with mixed
feelings. Who was Carl? What was Carl?Was Carl a good person or bad?
As a journalist of curiosities, and peculiarities, I find the
discussion to be irrelevant, and an absolute waste of everyone’s
time.

Whom or whatever the
still open discussion eventually decided upon about Carl. Will
basically in my opinion be an unimportance. It was how we handled our
future that mattered the most now.

So Carl I wish you good
luck, whomever, whatever you were, and wherever you are. I for one,
hold you no malice.

 



The
End.


Abductor’s from Andromeda.

The crew of the Misfit
came into our solar system, not with the intention of conquest or
the intent to spy upon us. They were here for one reason only, to
find and then steal a rock band that had the potential to win the
totally awesome and prestigious Andromeda Band Playoffs. The
rules are simple, the band must be from a non FTL planet to compete,
and of course play well enough to please the masses.

The space ship Misfit
was in an orbit of the earth behind stealth shields. They sat up
there in local space while they monitored the rock music that played
over several hundred different media sites. The crew, Ji and Ki, twin
sisters, were narrowing down a long list of possible contestants. One
band came to their attention, 'Alexis and the Pitch's' perhaps
this could be their winning entrant in the competition.

The rock group that the
aliens were watching was a band of four. The normal setup of drummer,
lead guitar, base guitar, and singer. Alexis was on lead, Jo'Jo on
drums, Baptiste on base and Antoine singing.

The best thing was that
The Pitch's had finished touring Paris and the band’s Twitter
account showed them travelling off to the Australian outback. After
landing in Australia their first gig was to be preformed at the Alice
Springs Hotel.

This was a remote area
where it would be far easier to snatch up the group. An excited Ji
and Ki were ready to grab their next entry for the competition.

 



* * *

 



Alexis and the Pitch's
started yet another tour of the French rock circuit. At the beginning
the tour was fun, they began in Cognac at the Salle de concert West
Rock, a extremely crowded venue with a lively atmosphere and
audience. After several other venues that they would rather forget
their tour took them to Toulouse, La Cave a Rock. This was yet
another memorable concert experience and it was there that the band
was invited to tour the Paris circuit. Yes, Paris a real large city
with real hard rock fanatics from around the world. Fabulous,
excellent, wonderful, exciting, were only some of the commentary used
by the four Pitch's.

They began their Paris
tour in a concert hall, L'Olympia Bruno Coquatrix, and even though
they were the support band the crowd went wild. It looked as though
they were in for an exciting tour.

As the nights went by
the venues became more pubs and clubs then concert halls. They
played, Trabendo, Pop In, La Caveau de la Huchette and a few others.

These venues began to
get more violent at the ratty end of their tour, as they moved out
into the city's extremities. The whole tour was beginning to feel
like crap. They wanted to go home.

But during their
performance at the Pop In, they were noticed by the Australian
recording producer, Mr. Gavin Ropers. He had approached them after
the gig and invited them for drinks.

After a few to many,
Gavin asked the Pitch's if they would like to, tour in Australia. He
made extensive promises to the group, as they all do, producers and
their promises, hardly any of them, ever came true. By this time
however the band had totally tired of Paris and the whole French tour
thing.

Bored to death by the
average responses at the last few venues, an overseas tour sounded
like a fabulous idea. Perfect, some fresh air and countryside, they
only had to just relax and enjoy it. They took the job.

One week later on and
the band was going through customs at the Darwin international
airport. Australian time 4-30 AM was a bit daunting, everyone had jet
lag and were surprised to find that it was only two days before they
had to play their first gig. Jo'Jo was asked to open up her bag as
the sniffer dog singled her out. Alexis was annoyed about the delay,
but that’s show biz.

"Not again? Crap
man, bureaucracy."

Jo'Jo was found to be
holding a small amount of pot in a plastic baggie that she had
forgotten about. The customs officials weighed the tiny package, a
whole whopping .5 grams. Jo'Jo flips them off as she is given a small
fine and the pot is taken to be destroyed.

They warn Jo'Jo that it
is an offence to smoke pot in almost all Australian States, and then
release her.

The rest of the band
was patiently waiting
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