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In episodes one and two, a distant
alien species whose home planet was in danger because of its
failing red dwarf star, tried to eradicate all life on Earth and
then terraform the planet to meet their needs.

Thanks to the exceptional talents of
two inspired physicist, who devised two unique weapons, each
tailored to repel the desperate and repeated alien assaults, the
world was spared not once, but twice. Humankind celebrated their
victories and felt safe from future aggressions, but those
celebrations may have been premature.

A renegade alien Commander, now
repelled for the second time, and against the orders of his Elders,
contrived plans to return to Earth with a world-destroying weapon
of his own — this time determined to succeed . . .


Chapter 1

AREA 51

THE SOUTHERN NEVADA DESERT

 


 


Dorothy Keets bolted upright in her
bed and sat staring into darkness as a distant clap of thunder
added to the surrealism of the unfamiliar surroundings. Next to her
in the dark, Phil, her husband and fellow physicist, was sound
asleep, and gently snoring.

She was shocked out of her sleep by a
nightmare — one of the few she'd had since she was a child. She had
once gone to bed after watching a monster movie on television — a
horror movie her young mind didn't have the ability to understand
was only a movie, and that experience had plagued her young mind
until her mother explained what she had watched was only a movie
and not real. But this nightmare wasn't about monsters coming to
get her, it was inspired by a subconscious fear her recently
devised world-saving weapon might fail.

She dreamed she and her daughter,
Cathy, while back home in Massachusetts, clutched each other as
they watched a massive tidal wave approach. The giant, hundreds of
feet high wave hovered over them, suspended in motion, while filled
with all manor of debris. It was about to descend and sweep her and
her daughter away along with all mankind. It was then she woke in a
cold sweat and angry, but also glad it was only a dream — a soul
paralyzing, frightening dream so real that even now awake, she
still had a hard time believing it wasn't happening.

The responsibility for the very
survival of the human species is a lot to heap on the shoulders of
one individual, and the stress was getting to her. But this wasn't
the first time she'd shouldered the weight of the worlds survival,
and she was more or less accustomed to the pressure, or so she
thought. The nightmare hinted her stalwart determination might be
cracking.

She wiped her forehead with the back
of her hand, and loosened the top button on her sweat soaked
blouse, and realized she was still dressed. The pitch dark of the
room puzzled her, and why was she still in
her clothes, she questioned?

For the briefest moment, she wasn't
sure her eyes were open. Her bedroom at home was never this
dark. Where the hell am I,
she thought, her sleep deprived mind not yet
functioning?

She glanced to her right and saw only
more darkness. The alarm clock with the oversized, red, digital
numbers, normally showing the time of day that she depended on
because of her myopia, and was always there on the beside table,
was missing. What the hell's going
on, she thought, again, her sleep deprived and
paralyzed mind still not comprehending.

 


The reason she and Phil, her husband
of over twenty years, were in the room, began over two decades ago.
It was a time when they were still students working on their
doctorates, and a time before they were married.

During the beginning of the first
alien attack, and because of their exceptional talents, Dorothy, a
slightly overweight young woman with a round face, mousy hair and
thick glasses, was recognized as having the ability to think out of
the box as a physicist, and was always able to come up with the
most unorthodox solutions to a problem, but solutions that worked.
And with Phil, a happy go lucky nerd type with the unique ability
to interpret mass spectrometry readings, were, along with other
renowned scientist, called upon to assist with finding a solution
to the fist alien nanobot attack on Earth — an attack that nearly
succeeded.

When thrown together, the couple
worked well with each other, and while working closely, consulting
and confiding in each other, they developed an unexpected mutual
attraction — hence their marriage. And together, they saved the
Earth from the first attack.

 


Ten years later, a second round of
alien attempts to colonize the Earth had begun with the aliens
constructing two giant lenses designed to melt the north and south
polar ice while attempting to raise the Earth's ocean levels to
suit their needs. Being a water going species, they needed deep
oceans to survive. Humankind was technologically overmatched, and
try as they did, could find no way to destroy the
lenses.

Dot and Phil, again, called upon to
come up with a weapon that could be used against the second alien
attack, worked day and night for days on end, and after several
failures, but with determined persistence, eventually devised an
effective weapon — a weapon based on an old naval experiment that
had failed sixty years ago. This weapon proved so powerful and
devastating, Norman Wells, the President of the United States,
didn't want to use it, but had no choice. As Dorothy and Phil
slept, he launched a counter-attack that succeeded beyond all
expectations . . .

 


After sitting up in the bed and
looking around, her heart rate slowing, she realized where she was,
and why she and Phil had decided to take a room in the Area-51
complex instead of flying to Vegas and their home.

Before going to bed, the couple had
reasoned that if problems with the manufacture of the super weapons
should develop, they would be nearby to help solve them.

After settling, Dorothy took one last
resentful glance at her sleeping husband, punched her pillow, and
laid back down, determined to get more rest, and while waiting for
the next rumble of the strangely soothing, distant, thunder. With
her eyelids slowly creeping down, her mind slowly slipping into
welcomed unconsciousness, the whine of a golf cart's electric motor
came to a stop just outside her door. Oh,
crap, I wonder what's happened now, she thought, now
awake again, and knowing that sound well.

She rolled over onto her back, and
threw an arm across her forehead. She knew whoever drove the cart
was coming for her, probably coming to tell her something was wrong
with her weapon, possibly wanting to tell her it had failed, and
demanding she spend several more hours working on it, or come up
with something else.

Sure enough, as expected, a rapid and
persistent knock rattled the metal door, the shadow of two feet
showing under the gap at the bottom. What
now, she thought? I'm too
tired to deal with this. "Who is it?" she sat up, and
asked in a tired and irritated voice, wishing she had taken the
flight back home and out of reach of any sleep robbing
interruptions.

"It's Kim," said the Area-51 complex'
director, from the other side of the door. "I know you're tired,
but I have good news for you. Open up, you can sleep
later."

"Okay, Doctor, I'm coming," Dorothy
said, while glad to hear the words, good
news. Her eyes now adjusting to the dark, she glanced
at Phil, again. That man could sleep
through the end of the world, she thought, slightly
jealous. "I'm coming," she said again, and with the overhead
light's switch being located on the wall next to the door, she
unconsciously reached to turn on the beside lamp in the dark,
cramped, sparsely furnished overnight room, and realized there was
none. Jesus, she
thought, I'm not at home.

She made a feeble attempt to
straightened the clothing she'd slept in, before reaching for her
thick glasses on the bedside table. It's a
shame, she thought, irritated, I need my glasses to find my glasses. What time is it,
anyway, she wondered, her searching fingers locating
her glasses, almost pushing them to the concrete floor of the
austere room designed to allow a tired scientist to get a few hours
rest more than to mimic a hotel's room. Christ, I'm never going to get any rest in this place,
she thought, dropping her bare feet to the cold
floor.

She opened the door and found Doctor
Kim, an unassuming Asian fellow of fifty-something, standing there
with a face-splitting grin. Besides, being a very persuasive
individual, he was an exceptional organizer with a light-hearted,
easygoing, personality, and also a pretty good physicist. He
grinned broadly, his smile showing all forty-eight, and so excited
he was nearly shaking. While still dressed in his white lab coat,
he hadn't been to bed.

"Dot," Doctor Kim, said, ultimately
failing to contain himself, "I am so thrilled to tell you your
ingeniously designed weapons have worked beyond our expectations."
He placed his hands on both her shoulders. "Those damn lenses over
the poles are gone, Dot. They're gone. Your weapon blew them to
hell. The machines in the oceans will soon be gone too, all of
them, and the aliens are already leaving our solar system. They got
their butts handed to them. Isn't that great, Dot?"

Still hung-over from the lack of
sleep, Dorothy only stood looking at him as if trying to understand
what he was saying.

Seeing the mystified expression on her
face, Kim, who wasn't much taller than her at five-four, decided to
slow down. He knew she was exhausted and might be having a hard
time understanding what he was telling her. "Dorothy, my dear, your
weapons worked," he began again, speaking deliberately. "You did it
Dot. You are not only the most inspired scientist in the history of
the scientific world, but soon will be the most celebrated. Dot,
honey, you'll be able to write your own ticket from here on out.
The entire world owes you more than you'll ever know. Do you
understand me? You did it, Dot. There are no words to express how
happy I am to have worked with you. Where's Phil, he had a hand in
this, also?" He looked past her into the dark room.

"Ah . . . he's still sleeping, I
think. I'll wake him," Dot said, while seeming to grasp what Doctor
Kim was saying, but the gravity of what he was saying still not
completely registering.

"No, let me do it." Kim rushed past
Dorothy, and while flipping on the overhead light, leaped on the
bed and began jumping up and down, his grin showing all
forty-eight, and unlike him, not able to control himself. He
signaled for Dot to join him. Now fully awake, Dorothy joined him
with a helping hand from Kim. Together they hugged, and laughed,
and continued to jump on the bed, both squealing like school
children.

"It worked?" Dorothy questioned, while
jumping.

"Yes, Dorothy, it worked . . . It
worked . . . It worked," Kim repeated over and over in cadence with
their jumping.

With the bouncing on the bed, Phil was
jostled off and hit the bare concrete floor. He raised up and saw
his wife and Kim jumping like two miscreant youngsters. "What the
hell's wrong with you two? Don't you two know this is the first
time I've slept in days?"

"Oh, shut up, sleepy head, and come
and join us. It worked. We're winning!" Dorothy said, as they
bounced around the bed in a circle with the springs protesting
loudly, and Kim looking down on Phil with that crazy
grin.

"What's working?" Phil asked, climbing
back onto the bed, and standing, but not joining in celebration
just yet and with a mystified expression.

"The weapons we developed, silly,"
Dorothy said, reaching out to take Phil by the hand. "We kicked
their alien butts. They're leaving. The world is not going to end."
She pulled him close and planted a kiss on his lips.

The foggy haze now beginning to lift
from his sleep deprived mind, and recollection flooding in, a smile
matching Kim's broke out on his face. "It worked? We actually did
it?" He tried to match Kim, who was still jumping, but
miss-stepped, and tumbled to the floor, still smiling as he sat and
looked up at the now jumping Dorothy and Kim.

Dorothy stopped jumping. "Oh, my God,"
she said, as she stepped to the cold floor. "Are you okay? Did you
hurt yourself, baby?"

Phil immediately clamored to his feet,
his middle aged body feeling the results of hitting the floor
twice, and began bouncing around the small room, spinning wildly,
his arms extended over his head, and punching the air with both
fist. "We did it, Dot. We won, Doctor. We actually beat them!" he
said, as he danced in a circle with the joy of victory filling his
body. He dived on the bed, and on his back, kicked his legs in the
air, and then jumped off the bed to begin dancing again.

"I know, baby. We actually did it. We
won." She hugged Phil and danced with him as they looked into each
other's eyes — their love for each other enhancing their
joy.

Kim stopped jumping, and looked down
on the two aging love-birds, and felt a twinge of loneliness. For
the first time in a while because of how busy he'd been, he
regretted being alone. "Okay, you two, settled down," he said,
climbing down off the bed, now out of breathe, but still smiling.
"I want you to come with me to the communications room. I've got a
feed from one of our satellites coming in. I want you to witness
for yourselves how well your genius inspired weapon is working.
Come on, we should be hitting the next target before long." He left
the room, punching the air and felt a twinge in his shoulder just
before he climbed onto the four man golf cart parked just outside
the open door. His joy was so overpowering he wanted to scream, or
dance, or something, but managed to control his emotions this time,
besides, he was still tired from his adolescent behavior on the
bed. "Come on, you two, we'll miss it," he said, again, as he
slapped the steering wheel of the cart with an opened hand — no
more punching for a while.

"We're coming," Dorothy said, as she
released her hug on Phil and sat on the side of the bed, pulling on
her shoes. Phil only stood looking down at her, the face-splitting
grin still on his kisser, and nearly as excited as Kim. "Will you
put on your shoes, Phil," she implored her admiring
husband.

"Huh, oh, yeah. Ah . . . Where are my
shoes?" he asked, now back in the present, and looking down at the
floor.

"Aw, baby, probably under the bed
where you always kick them." Dorothy bent over, and her head near
the floor, reached and retrieved one shoe from under the bed and
handed it to Phil. "You get the other one. It's too far under for
me to reach."

"Thanks, sweetie." Phil got down on
his knees and fished for his other shoe. "I can't believe we did
it," his voice muffled under the bed.

Dorothy slapped his raised behind.
"What do you mean you can't believe we did it? Didn't you have
faith in me?"

"Ouch," Phil said, after bumping his
head on the frame of the bed and withdrawing with the shoe in hand,
a bewildered expression on his face. "No, baby. That's not what I
meant. I — "

"I know what you meant, silly. Now
will you come on? Doctor Kim is waiting on us."

From the hall, Kim implored, "Will you
two come on. We should be attacking the next alien oxygen
converting machine near Japan in a few minutes. You've already
missed the attacks on the ones off the coast of California, and
Hawaii."

"We're coming, Doctor," Dot answered,
and then said to Phil as she headed for the door, brushing at her
uncombed hair and pulling her white lab coat around her to cover
her wrinkled clothes, "I'm going out. Will you hurry up,
slowpoke."

"I'm coming, I'm coming," Phil said,
as he slipped on his loafers, and stuffing his shirt-tail inside
his pants, hurried to follow, not the least bit worried about rest
of his clothes. Still grinning, he thought, she said it would work, and I'll be damned if it
didn't, as he climbed onto the golf cart.

As soon as the pair were onboard, Kim
wasted no time. With his head down, and feeling reborn, he made a
sweeping U-turn in the wide corridor, and headed back to the
communications room, driving with careless abandonment, and wanting
to see the alien machine being destroyed near Japan, the country of
his birth.

 


As the trio entered the communications
room, Phil and Dot in the lead, they were greeted with a thunderous
and prolonged applause that seemed to go on forever, indicating
everyone's appreciation of Dorothy's accomplishments. It seemed
everyone working in the complex was in the spacious room. They'd
been watching the satellite feed on two large back-to-back,
flat-screen monitors hanging in the middle of the room from the
concrete ceiling.

Other smaller monitors hanging on the
walls around the room, showed images of alien machines that hadn't
been destroyed. They showed the destruction the machines were
causing — showed the carcasses of the millions of dead sea
creatures floating in a mile wide rings around the bases of the
machines, everything from the largest whales to the smallest
sardines floated on the oceans surface like so much rubbish —
showed how the birds were being sucked into the machines and then
spit out to join the other dead floating carcasses. But no one's
attention was on those smaller monitors. Everyone watched the two
large TV's hanging in the middle of the room, featuring an attack
on an alien machine using Dorothy's world saving weapon.

"Okay, folks, quiet down, we're about
to destroy another of those air-sucking machines in a minute," Kim,
said, "Come on Dot, and Phil, watch what your weapon can do." He
led them nearer one of the overhanging monitors, the people parting
to make space. As Dorothy and Phil weaved their way through the
crowd, they received pats on their shoulders and backs and heard
whispers of a job well done.

As they watched, the satellite feed
showed a radical new jet fighter streaking across the Pacific Ocean
with the con-trails condensing on its wing-tips and the overhead
satellite barely able to keep up with its progress.

"Jesus, what the hell is that?" Phil
asked, no one in particular.

"That, Phil, is one of our newest
fighters — the X-51," Kim explained. "As a matter of fact, it's
hangared her in the complex while going through test
flights."

"Crap, that thing is fast?"

"Yes, Phil that it is," Kim said,
impressed. This was the first time he'd seen the fighter in action.
He knew about the development and testing of the super-jet, but
never had the opportunity to actually watch it in flight. "You
know, Phil, I hear it will eventually become pilot-less and
completely autonomous. I've heard they'll install a ramjet engine
in it that will increase its top speed to over Mach-11, way beyond
the ability of a human pilot to withstand the g-forces
created."

"Is that right?" Phil said, as he
continued to watch the wide screen monitor. "What will they come up
with, next?"

"Who, knows, Phil. They'll probably
find a way to fight wars with only machines — you know, like in
movie, The
Terminator."

"I wouldn't put it past them, Doctor,"
Phil said. "But that would be a scary time if things got to that
point. There will come a time when the only reason to not go to war
wouldn't be based on how many lives are lost, but on how much it
would cost to build the machines. Wars are horrendous, and they
should remain horrible. Take away the vulgarities of wars and there
will be no reason to not engage in them. We already fight financial
wars based on land acquisition, and religion. I can see a time when
we'll fight over who has the most advanced machines, and war will
become no more than a video game, and let me tell you — that'll be
the day I'll craw into a bunker, lock the door, and never come out
until I need more food or water or something."

"Yeah, well, I agree. If it got to
that point, I want you to save a spot for me in that bunker," Kim
said. "Okay, there is the target coming up on the left. Watch
closely, or you might miss this."

The room went dead silent as the feed
showed the X-51 coming up on its next target. As Colonel, Corey
Phelps, the X-51' pilot, came upon his target, an alien air sucking
machine off the coast of Japan in the Pacific Ocean, flying at a
height of twenty-thousand-feet, he pushed a button on the cockpit
instrument panel that set the target acquisition and weapons
deployment computer. He then sat back, released his grip on the
yoke, and let the fighter's automated systems do their
thing.

The X-51 immediately began to drop
down to fifteen-hundred-feet, and leveled off. It reduced air speed
to under five hundred miles per hour, and with no cross-wind, held
a dead on course over the target. Just as it passed directly over
the alien air sucking machine, it released one of Dorothy's weapons
that had been stored in its fuselage.

The weapon free-fell about three
hundred feet, as it dropped to a point that appeared to be well
short of the target.

"Jesus, Doctor," Dorothy said. "He
missed. What will he do, fly around and try again?"

"Hold on, Dot," Kim cautioned. "Watch
this. He didn't miss."

As the weapon was about two hundred
feet above the ocean's surface, and a few hundred yards from the
side of the air sucking machine, a small parachute deployed, which
was quickly caught in the turbulent current of the air being
sucked, sideways, into the machine and while pulling the weapon
in.

A second or two passed, and then
seemingly from within, a bluish glow enveloped the entire mile
across alien machine. The orb of blue light grew brighter with some
kind of electrical discharge clearly visible inside as it migrated
down the tube that sank below the ocean's surface. The machine with
the bluish orb surrounding it, hung over the ocean's surface for
another moment or two, and then, poof, the orb vanished while
taking the sinister machine with it. Immediately, the once
turbulent, churning, corps filled water, quieted, while leaving
behind soft rolling, four or five-foot waves. And almost as
immediately, the Earth ecosystem began healing itself, as hundreds
of white seagulls descended on the floating dead fish and began
swallowing the ones they could manage.

Dorothy let out a little squeal, and
turned to throw her arms around Phil's neck, and began jumping up
and down, while at one point, bumping her head into Phil's chin and
dislodging her thick glasses that fell to the tiled floor. Overcome
with emotion, she didn't stop jumping. After another squeal of joy,
she repeated, "It worked, it worked, it worked!"

Doctor Kim placed his hand on
Dorothy's shoulder, feeling her shudder. "Of course it worked.
That's what I wanted you to see. You did it again. You saved all of
humankind, Dorothy. You saved us all."

The rest of the people began whistling
and cheering and laughing and applauding Dorothy louder than
earlier, some with tears in their eyes, the room filled with
exuberant hullabaloo. Many of the viewers began high-fiving and
hugging and playfully punching each other in the shoulders. A loud
whistle from someone only punctuated the celebration.

Dorothy forced herself to calm down.
"I know, Doctor, but, I don't know . . . seeing it with my own eyes
and seeing that thing disappear . . . I don't know. It's more than
I expected." Her eyes filled with tears. The rest of the crowd, now
quiet, laughed at Dorothy's humility, relieving tension. Picking up
Dorothy's glasses, Phil continued to watch the feed with his mouth
hanging open.

The X-51 crossed over Japan to target
the machine in the Sea of Japan, that machine meeting the same fate
— after becoming enveloped in the blue orb, disappearing into
nothingness.

The X-51 turned left to fly down the
Korea Strait, and continue on to attack the alien air sucking
machine in the East Sea of China, also, destroying that
contraption. Colonel Phelps knocked the machines out as fast as he
could get to them, while continuing on to the South China
sea.

The crowd cheered every time another
machine was destroyed.

What the celebrating crowd didn't see,
was the several F-22 Raptors out of the Nellis AFB, Nevada, and
armed with Dorothy's weapon, attacking the air sucking machines in
the great lakes of Michigan. And they didn't see the naval aircraft
carriers, The Enterprise, The Dwight D. Eisenhower, and The
Theodore Roosevelt, all out of Norfolk, Virginia, Naval Station —
and The Nimitz, out of the Kitsap, Bremerton, Washington, Naval
Station — and The Abraham Lincoln, out of the Everett, Washington,
Naval Station — all with a full with a compliment of Dorothy's
weapon-armed F-22 Raptors, and all cruising to different locations
in the North and South, Atlantic Ocean, searched for any remaining
alien machines. The Carl Vinson, a Nimitz-class supercarrier, out
of The Naval Air Station North Island, San Diego, California, also
overloaded with its compliment of F-22s, and the A-10 Warthog
Thunderbolts — and packing Dorothy's weapon tipped, Bradfords,
plowed the Pacific along with Corey in his X-51.

It was the beginning of the end of the
second alien attack. Before the end of the day, every one of the
thousand or so alien machines left behind in the waters of the
world would be gone, and the aliens who planted them beating a
hasty retreat.

Phil put his arms around Dorothy's
waist, and pulled her tight to him, and with unmasked joy for her,
a tear rolled down his cheek.

Dorothy tamped the tear with a thumb,
and simply smiled. "Come on big boy, let's go back to our room."
She took his hand and led him out of the communications
room.

The crowd, including Kim, whistled and
applauded the couple as they left. But didn't know their
celebration may have been a bit premature.


Chapter 2

GLIESE 581-D

THE ALIEN HOME PLANET

 


 


The Captain of the giant flotilla'
lead ship was not happy as he ordered his Navigator to form a
wormhole back to his home planet of Gliese 581-d. His multi-pronged
attempt to shape the Earth to the needs of his species was
summarily defeated by the underestimated humans. Even though the
virus like nanobots his scientist had sent to the Earth over twenty
years ago, which were supposed to cleanse the planet of all life,
were neutralized by the humans using an unexpected tactic — when
his task-force of thousands of ships emerged from a wormhole in the
Earth's solar system near Jupiter, bringing with him all he thought
he needed to rid the planet of the pesky humans, he was sure he
would have a new home ready for he and his species within the next
five years. He was wrong.

How could we have been
defeated so easily, he thought, as he stood on the bridge of his massive ship watching his
Navigator construct the wormhole home? We had superior technology —
technology that should have been absolutely imperious, yet the puny
humans were able to destroy our machines with little effort,
he remembered, while wondering how he was going to explain
his defeat to his Elders once he returned home to his dying world.
He knew he would be lucky to get command of another ship, let alone
another armada.

He floated behind the Navigator in the
water atmosphere of his ship and watched the Navigator form the
wormhole taking him home. With his four spindly arms, each ending
in three, flexible, pincer like fingers, the navigator worked
feverishly at the controls gathering exotic-matter pervasive
throughout the cosmos and one of the essentials needed to create a
wormhole.

Exotic-matter, the stuff that is
repelled by gravity rather than attracted, and which, when combined
with dark-matter and energized by dark-energy, would begin the
interaction resulting in a massive, stable, wormhole opening
between two points in space.

The Navigator pulled at one bulbous
like control, pushed at another, watching the monitor in front of
him. It would take a moment to gather enough exotic-matter to begin
the process, but once enough had been gathered, he'd be able to see
the space in front of the ship begin to churn while causing
distortions of visible light. It was the first, most tedious task
necessary to construct a wormhole, but not the most
meticulous.

Once the distortion attained a certain
level, all he had to do was inject a fair amount of dark-matter
along with a bit of the mysterious dark-energy and the wormhole
would begin to open while beginning to gather its own dark-matter
and dark-energy as it grew. Dark-energy, also responsible for the
continuing expansion of the universe, would fuel the engine of the
wormhole and make it stable.

The Captain floated and watched the
same monitor as the Navigator. He never tired of watching wormholes
form. He understood the process, even found it fascinating,
although, he couldn't do it himself — only Navigators could
construct wormholes — the reason they were so valued, but not
celebrated in his society.

Of course, his advanced species didn't
always know how to construct wormholes. There was a time when they
wanted to venture out of their solar system, they were limited to
the same laws of physics as humans, but could travel at near
light-speeds because of their ability to harness and use
dark-matter, sometimes known as antimatter, or antigravity. Their
discovery of wormhole manufacturing was an accident.

The species of Gliese-d knew they had
to find another planet with a relatively young sun to colonize.
Their sun, Gliese 581, as it is refereed to on Earth, a small dwarf
star was in its latter stages of life. They already knew, using
quantum mechanical effects, how to create a supper vacuum in space
as they traveled while removing dark-matter from the front of their
ships, and placing it in the rear, causing their ships to be pushed
from behind by the high pressure buildup of dark-matter, and
simultaneously pulled by the super vacuum created by the removal of
the dark-matter from the front, nullifying the effects of the Higgs
Field. Using that technique, they were able to reach velocities
near ninety percent of light-speed. Even with that accomplishment,
considering the size of the universe, it still took them many years
to venture to other planets they might want to colonize.

They knew of the existence of
exotic-matter, but combining it with dark-matter hadn't been tried,
let alone try to harness the all pervasive dark-energy of the
universe, which it is speculated, is more abundant than dark-matter
in the cosmos.

While on an excursion to a nearby
solar system, one of the scientist onboard a lead ship, while
thinking he might be able to increase the speed of his ship by
manipulating the ever present exotic-matter the same as they did
with dark-matter, attempted to gather enough exotic-matter to move
to the rear of his ship. He hoped the combination of dark-matter
and exotic-matter would give the ship the small increase in thrust
needed to boost the speed of his ship to light-speed. To his
astonishment, when enough exotic-matter was gathered in front of
the ship, it reacted with the dark-matter already there, and along
with the undeniable dark-energy that is infused in every particle
of matter, dark, exotic, or otherwise, they combined and did their
thing, and a small wormhole opened in front of the ship, but didn't
last. He didn't completely understand why the wormhole came into
existence and vanished so quickly, but he knew he was on to
something.

The scientist immediately ordered the
return of his ship to his home planet. He had to collaborate with
his colleagues — tell them of his discovery, and see if they could
find a way of reproducing and stabilizing the newly discovered
wormholes.

Many years later, and after countless
experiments, and using antigravity, which they already used on
their ships when near a planet, they learned to stabilize wormholes
— control them to the degree they could open a hole anytime they
wished, and control where it went, but only after paying a high
price. Many ships were swallowed by several powerful, out of
control, black-holes. The only limiting factor to building
wormholes was if they weren't careful constructing the apparitions,
they could bring into existence a small black-hole that quickly
grew out of control and devour anything near it including the less
than weary scientist and the ship he was on. Black-holes, no matter
how small, could quickly grow while devouring anything and
everything anywhere near them including dark-matter, exotic-matter,
and anti-gravity, and there was no controlling or escaping them
once they latched on. A hungry, medium-sized, black-hole was easily
capable of devouring a star and its entire solar system, and
continue on in search of other heavenly bodies while being drawn to
any mass by the forces of gravity. Back then, they knew that
adventurous pilots didn't have the ability to control how much
dark-energy they gathered, and without that skill, had no control
over their attempts to create wormholes. This was a time before
Navigators were discovered. For that reason, the permission to
attempt to construct wormholes was not allowed for a long time. The
Elders understood the danger of accidentally constructing a
black-hole. They feared that an unskilled pilot of one of their
ships, while attempting to build a wormhole near their home planet,
might bring into existence a black-hole that would consume their
entire solar system.

After many arguments, the adventurous
scientist were allowed to continue with their experiments, but with
the stipulation that they would always build the wormholes at a
distance of at least one light-year from their planet, or any
planet as far as that goes.

It had been speculated that all
galaxies were collections of stars that were drawn together by the
attraction of monstrous black-holes — so, in a way, it could be
said they were the harbingers of life, but not anything you'd want
to be anywhere near.

Actually, if the alien scientist
wished, they could construct a black-hole near a planet and sit
back while watching the ultimate killer as it ripped the planet
apart. Fortunately, they weren't a malicious militaristic sort of
people, and would never destroy a planet, well, maybe in
self-defense, but never out of malice — it was illogical. Besides,
anyone attempting to deliberately construct a black-hole was
ignoring the chance he would be caught up in his own diabolical
contrivance if he wasn't quick enough in placing some distance
between he and the intended monster. And even then, if a touch too
much dark-matter was present at the hole's beginning, that hole
could grow so fast that escape from its undeniable grip would be
impossible.

Once the constructing of wormholes
without creating the unwanted black-holes was mastered, using the
special talents of Navigators, they were finally masters of their
destiny. They could go anywhere in the galaxy they wished,
actually, anywhere in the universe, as far as that goes. They were
sure that in time they would find another planet to move too, and
Earth was one of the planets they had in mind. They were sure that
their advance technology would, always, prevail, unless they came
into contact with an intelligent race with superior technology, in
which case they would move on to another planet they could conquer,
or would return with whatever technology they needed to concur that
planet. One way or another, they had to move — they had no
choice.

 


Emerging from the wormhole not far
from his home planet, the angry and disappointed Captain ordered
the crews of the many ships in his armada to send all newborn down
to the planet, and to prepare for a return to Earth. He planned
consult with his superiors about using, for the first time, weapons
to concur humans and take their world.

The Earth was the most promising
planet he'd come across so far, and he wasn't willing to give up on
it just yet. He knew he had an argument ahead of him while trying
to convince the purely logical leaders of his species that he
should be allowed to return to Earth with weapons, particularly,
after being so thoroughly defeated, and loosing so much equipment
during the loss.

He knew his race was not malicious,
and to convince the Elders to allow him to return to Earth with
weapons would contradict the basic tenants of his species'
philosophy, which affirmed that the most intelligent, the most
technological advanced of any species had the right to survive, and
the people of Earth, by destroying all those machines and sending
him packing, showed superior intellect.

He knew that his leaders would argue
that, even though, his species may be more intelligent, they
weren't, in this case, more technologically advanced as
demonstrated by the people of Earth being able to defend themselves
against their nearly indestructible decahedrons and technologically
advanced nanobots. He knew the Elders would argue that to resort to
brute force to take what was needed, violated the fundamental
truths of their society that they held so sacred, and should not be
violated at any cost.

He knew the Elders would argue the
possibility of a stronger species attacking their species, and if
his species didn't have the better technology, his species should
be the species to parish — based not on which species was the
strongest, the most brutish, the most primitive, but, based on
which species was the most intelligent, and which species was able
to repel, or succumb to the most technologically advancements of
the two species.

As he boarded a smaller shuttle,
already filled with newborns from his ship, and after ordering all
new births to be loaded onto shuttles from all the ships in his
flotilla, he set out for his home planet one hundred miles below,
the other shuttles following.

As he descended, he knew that all the
anticipated and well considered arguments of his Elders would be
used to say no to he returning to Earth. He, also, wasn't prepared
to accept those arguments as excuses to not try again. He felt the
humans of Earth were lucky. He felt the strange weapon they used to
send him packing, was a fluke and had limited capabilities, so down
he went to try and change his leaders' minds.

As the shuttle dived below the surface
of the planet-encompassing ocean, he headed for the oceans' bottom,
two thousand feet down in that particular area, although, the ocean
was much deeper in other areas of the planet. There he can park his
shuttle and it would be seen to by a maintenance crew while he was
away. After making sure the young he brought with him, as well as
the young on the other shuttles were led to the educational band of
the ocean, particularly the few that demonstrated navigational
skills, he headed for the equatorial region where the Elders and
leaders of his society were located. The youngsters displaying,
born with, navigational talents, which couldn't be taught, would
receive particular attention. They would be taught by other
experienced Navigators to focus their special abilities and
eventually become valued Navigators.

The Captain's planet, Gliese 581-d, as
Earthlings called it, is a water world with the whole planet
covered by one vast ocean of varying depths. This ocean is divided
into several regions that run like bands, parallel to the equator,
each roughly designated for specific aspects of the species'
sociological needs.

The bands begin at the equator where
the Elders, the leaders of the society, thrive, mainly because the
equator is warmer because it was closer to their dying red dwarf,
star. The regions then expand north and south with regions for
education, manufacturing, science, and so forth, and extend all the
way to the north and south poles that are mostly not designated for
a specific use, and were less populated because they are several
degrees cooler, but not frozen, as on Earth.

Gliese 581-d is a large planet with a
mass of at least 5.6 times that of Earth, and had plenty of room
for all their needs. The crush of its size also accounted for the
molten core that was actually smaller than Earth's, but provided
enough heat to keep the ocean from freezing, but was not large
enough to cause volcanoes. If it weren't for the fact that their
red dwarf sun was slowly dying, they wouldn't be on the search for
a new home. They knew that to find another world with as much water
as their home, was doubtful, but necessary. And the search had been
going on for at least the last five-hundred years, and would
continue until enough planets had been colonized to assure they'd
always have one in reserve.

Because of their massive, flexible
shell covered brains composing roughly forty-percent of their
turtle like bodies, they were an extremely intelligent, if not
robust, species. They had four spindly, pincer ending arms, four
short stumpy legs as well as four well developed flippers. They
reveled in their technology. They considered themselves logical,
and determined, and definitely not barbaric. But because of their
logic, while lacking, in general, much emotion, they wouldn't
hesitate to inhabit another water bearing world whether it was
inhabited or not. The only thing stopping them from colonizing a
world is if that world had a more advanced society with superior
technology, and that would be the argument the Captain would have
to overcome.

As he descended down toward the ocean,
he looked towards the large factory hanging like a moon in orbit
around the planet. It was there the massive exploration ships,
well, all of his species' ships were constructed. The large metal
covered globe, while hanging there like the Death Star of Star Wars
fame, was hundreds of miles in diameter and had a large portal
situated on its equator. He saw another transportation ship being
flown from the interior, its bulk being followed by several alien
controlled construction robots as it was escorted to join the
hundreds of other transportation ships parked nearby.
Ah, he thought, another ship to be used to take my people to Earth when the
planet is ready to receive us.

He knew there probably wasn't any
water inside the new ships right now, but eventually, when the
Elders thought it time to move, all the ships would be taken down
to the planet to have them filled to the brim with the life
supporting liquid.

 


Now at the bottom of the ocean, and
after parking his shuttle next to many others shuttles, a hatch
opened, allowing the water from his shuttle to mingle with the
oxygen rich water of his world. He swam through the hatch while
taking in several deep breaths of the fresh water through his
breathing and communication tube protruding from under his flexible
brain cover and just behind his head.

He hadn't realized how stale the water
of his ship had become until he was back home and in the oxygen
abundant ocean. He thought about ordering his main ship's pilot to
bring down his ship to undergo a water exchange, but decided he'd
do that if he was able to convince his Commanders to allow him to
return to Earth.

As he swam, his beach ball sized head
on a swivel, his three eyes took in the beehive of activity around
him. He saw schools of youngsters swimming everywhere with their
youthful, explorative, energy. He watched as the two prospective
Navigators he discovered on his ship were led away by another more
mature Navigator to begin their instructions. If he had a mouth, he
would have been smiling as the two followed their leader while
swimming around and under their escort and having fun while
apparently playing follow the leader. However, he was hoping there
were more in the school of hundreds of youngsters born on his
ship. Maybe there were more born on the
other ships in his flotilla, he thought.
We'll need every Navigator we can find, once the
move to Earth begins.

 


The sad thing about Navigators is they
were born into their trade. They had innate abilities unique to
their species, and were highly valued, but there was never enough
of them born.

It was by happenstance the early
scientist learned there were those in their ranks who could
actually see the ingredients of wormholes being gathered. A
scientist, and daring pioneer of the early wormhole experiments,
happen to have his prodigy with him on the bridge of a ship as he
was attempting to construct a wormhole. He was hoping to have his
offspring follow in his footsteps and become a scientist much like
himself. When the youngster asked his father why the space in front
of the ship was swirling as it was, the father couldn't see what
the youngster was indicating.

Once it was confirmed that the future
and first Navigator could actually see the exotic-matter being
formed, and was able to prevent the accidental creation of a
black-hole, a search was launched to find any others in the
populations with the ability. It was discovered that the trait was
rare indeed. Only one in several million had the un-teachable
ability, and out of those, not all were good enough to become first
class Navigators. Eventually, all youngsters were tested as soon as
they had the ability to communicate, and the ranks of Navigators
grew until there were enough to man every ship in the fleet, but
not enough to man all the ships needed to move the entire
population of the dying world when the time came.

Even now, the youngsters, who were
born onboard the Captain's and other ships, would be tested at the
earliest opportunity. It was known that finding a Navigator was not
as likely as it would be on the planet where their were many more
youngsters to be tested, but all had to be tested just the same. It
was also known that Navigators begot Navigators, so anytime a
Navigator gave birth, the hopes of he producing another of his kind
were always high, but not a given.

Although Navigators were essential to
the survival of the species, they were not envied for their
abilities. They were sequestered onboard the ship they were
assigned too, and led a lonely solitary life, and to them, there
was no pride in there abilities, they were only doing what was
natural and received no joy from their duties other than serving
their Captains, making the wormholes, and going different
places.

 


With his shuttle being seen to and the
youngsters unloaded and taken care of, with a minimal swipe of one
of his powerful flippers, the Captain spun around to head for his
meeting with his Elders and leaders. As he swam through the
manufacture zone, he passed several workers while inside their
robotic construction machines, each carrying, what appeared to him
to be parts for another shuttle. He passed them without
slowing.

As he swam through the science zone,
he passed a small school of scientist floating behind others of
their kind, in a position near the end of a twenty-foot in
diameter, transparent, tube. He slowed to see what they were
doing.

Mounted on a tripod was a peculiar
apparatus that looked strangely like a weapon. The object had
something extending from one end that could be interpreted as a
weapon's barrel, with a dish-like, ten-foot, bowl, about halfway
back and pierced by the cylindrical barrel.

At the other end of the cylindrical
work area was a four-foot cube of metal. The metal appeared to be
made of the same, almost indestructible material his ship was
constructed of. He knew his species didn't believe in weapons, so
to see them working on one was a surprise to him.

While remaining silent, he swam up
behind the group to wait and see what they were up to. The single
scientist, who was manning the apparatus, activated it. The water
in front of the apparatus came to a quick boil, and the metal
target immediately turned white hot, the water surrounding it
boiling and sizzling. In a second or two, the metal plate began to
melt, while large drops of molten metal fell to the bottom of the
encasing cylinder. The scientist continued to fire the, whatever it
was, at the plate until it had melted to nothing with the water
beyond it beginning to boil in explosive bubbles.

"What is that?" the Captain asked the
nearest scientist. "It's not a weapon, is it? I thought we didn't
believe in weapons?"

"No, it's not a weapon. We needed an
effective apparatus to drill holes in or clear any dry land on any
planet we might find. It works pretty good under water, also,
doesn't it?"

"I'll say it does. But you do realize
that it could, also, be used as a weapon, don't you?"

"I imagine it could, but we would
never put it to such a use. This one here is just a small
prototype. We've already constructed a much larger one that can
level mountains. If we should find a planet with plenty of water,
but too much land, we'll be able to vaporize the land in much less
time instead of dredging as we had in the past. Actually, if fired
long enough, it can cleave a planet in two, but we would never do
that."

"Oh, really?" the Captain said. "And
where is the larger drill? I haven't seen anything like that
before."

"It's already mounted on one of our
terraforming ships in orbit. We're only trying to improve the
efficiency of the drill — that's why we're firing this prototype.
We think that if we can modulate the frequency properly, it can be
used to drill to the core of a medium sized planet from space, and
harvest the heavy, superheated, elements there. But we would only
use it on an un-inhabited planet because the drilling process would
ultimately cause whatever planet we use it on to become
rotationally unstable and break up."

"I see," the Captain gurgled. "That
sounds like a powerful tool, but if set properly, it could be used
as a weapon, correct?" he asked again, a sinister thought growing
in his mind.

"Yes, that may be possible. If the
drill were far enough from an inhabited planet, and the array was
set to a wide enough beam and the power was turned down to its
lowest setting, I imagine it could be used to destroy living
tissue, and kill off organic beings, but it was not intended for
that purpose, and our society does not allow such use of our tools,
besides, that use of this drill would be cruel and absolutely
barbaric."

"Of course, we would never devise such
a weapon, let alone use it. I hope you succeed with your fine
tuning," he said, and continued on to meet with the Elders, his
mind already thinking thoughts he shouldn't. His adventure seeking
mind concocting a sinister plan that went against the basic tenants
of his species' philosophy, he knew that if his Elders knew what he
was thinking, it could get him into very serious trouble, probably
costing him his command. On the other
hand, my plan could make me a hero if I'm able to implement it and
succeeded. Yes I would hear endless lectures about our species'
ethics, but in the end, in light of the danger our species faces,
my actions would be forgiven and I would be hailed as a slightly
reckless, but ultimate hero. That I can live with, he
thought, as he swam effortlessly faster to meet with his Elders,
but not to tell them of his plan. He was now in a hurry, and
couldn't wait to get the pointless meeting over so that he could
get on with what he felt was the proper course of
action.


Chapter 3

 


 


It had been six months since the giant
alien lenses and air sucking machines were defeated. As Phil sat
across the isle from Dorothy, he watched a slightly overweight
middle aged man squeeze past Dorothy to run to the toilet for the
third time during their flight. He and Dorothy were on a commercial
airline on their way back to their once home in Cambridge,
Massachusetts, to visit their daughter, Cathy, who was working on
her post graduate studies in physics while attending MIT. Phil
could see the distressed look on Dorothy's face every time the
overweight man wedged himself into the isle, and decided when the
man returned, to offer the man his seat next on the isle in
exchange for the seat next to Dorothy. Normally, he and Dorothy
would have been seated together, but because they were on a public
airline, and traveling at the expense of the government, they had
to take whatever seats were available, and as typical, when the
government book their seats, whoever did it neglected to book
adjourning seats.

After a good while, Phil saw the man
returning and standing, stopped him in the isle. "Pardon me, sir,"
Phil said, "I see you've had to go to the bathroom several times —
"

"Yeah, and what's it to you?" the man
responded, while seeming to be insulted.

"I'm sorry, Sir. I meant no harm. It's
just that I was wondering if you'd like my seat on the isle instead
of having to squeeze past my wife every time you got up, that's
all," Phil said.

"Oh, I'm sorry. It's just that I'm not
feeling well. I hate to fly. I get motion sickness every
time."

"I understand. Did you take any
Dramamine before you boarded?"

"Yes I did, but it doesn't help. I get
sick while riding in a car, also — an inner ear problem, I
guess."

"Sorry to hear that, but you're
welcomed to my seat if you'd like."

"Thanks, ah…"

"Oh, I'm sorry, Philip Keets, and that
is my wife Dorothy. Nice to me you."

"I know you. You two are the people
they held that ticker-tape parade for in New York the other day,
aren't you?"

"Guilty as charged, Mr…?"

"Baker, Steven Baker," the man said,
and turned to address the rest of the folks on the plane, "Hey,
everybody, we have celebrities on the plane. This is Mr. Keets and
his wife Dorothy. They're the ones who save our cake-holes from
being hit by that asteroid a few months back," he said, while not
knowing what they were actually saved from. A round of applause
resounded throughout the cabin. "Please allow me to give you and
your lovely wife my drinks and dinner, if you don't mind. Lord
knows I can't eat or drink anything as long as I'm on this flight.
It's the least I can do. Thank you," Steven said, offering Phil a
handshake.

"No, that won't be necessary, Mr.
Baker. I think I'll just take the seat next to my wife and try to
rest the remainder of the flight. It's been a long day and I'm
tired. Thanks anyway." Phil tried to release the iron grip of the
man.

Steven wouldn't let go. "Say, where
are you headed? I want to stay in touch," he said, while
unintentionally trying to crush Phil's hand into a string of
spaghetti.

Phil reached up with his left hand and
grabbed Steven's shaking hand by the wrist, and, with some effort,
pulled his right hand free and massaged it while saying, "We're on
our way to spend a few quiet days with our daughter. She's
attending MIT."

Steven saw Phil massaging his hand.
"I'm sorry about that. I'm an old retired roofer. I don't realize
the strength of my grip, sometimes. All those years of swinging a
hammer, I guess. I own my own roofing business, now. I'm on my way
to Massachusetts to attend a home repair show — you know, all the
new fangled stuff they're coming up with every year. I've got to
stay on top of the business. Say, how can I get in touch with
you?"

Phil hesitated before answering. "I'm
sorry Mr. Baker, but my wife and I don't have much contact with
many people. We work for the government on top secret projects. You
understand, don't you?"

"Sure, sure, I understand, completely.
Whatever you did to save the world was top secret I imagine. I
don't know. All I heard is that you two devised some kind of
something that stopped the world from being blown up or something.
I think someone said something about a big meteor or something that
was coming our way. From what I hear, a large piece of that meteor
hit the west coast of Antarctica, or something. Did a lot of
damaged too. I don't know, the government didn't release many
details. But thanks again, and I know you can't talk about it, but
enjoy the rest of the flight. And if you should ever need a roof on
your home, just give me a call. My business is in New York —
Baker's Roofing and Repairs. I'm
listed in the yellow book. I'll give you one hell of discount. As a
matter of fact, I'll do your job for half cost. How's that for a
deal?"

"Thanks, Mr. Baker. I'll do that
should the need ever arise," Phil said, squeezing past Dorothy to
get to his seat while not bothering to tell the man that he lived
in Vegas. He was only on this flight from New York because of the
parade down heroes canyon that was held in their honor, which
Doctor Kim insisted on arranging for them.

"Yeah, you do that, now. Enjoy the
rest of the flight," Steven said, as he turned to hurry back to the
restroom.

After Phil was seated, Dorothy leaned
over to plant a kiss on his cheek. "Thanks, baby. That man was
driving me crazy with him jumping up that way. And I don't have to
tell you how many times he stepped on my feet. I'm going to need
crutches when we got off the plane."

"Yeah, and I'm going to need a cast
for my hand. He's got the grip of a vise. But that's over now…
Uh-oh, look the other way, he's on his way back to his seat," Phil
said, as he turned to look out through his portal and see the gray
clouds zip under him, while Dorothy laid her head back and
pretended to sleep.

 


# # #


"Mom, Pop, I'm so glad to see you.
Come here and give me a hug," Cathy said, as Phil and Dorothy stood
outside her dorm room's door.

Dorothy had made up her mind she
wasn't going to cry, but that resolution didn't last long. She
could feel the tears filling her eyes even as she climbed the
stairs to Cathy' floor. She was now flowing like Niagara as she
hugged her daughter.

"Still the sensitive soul you've
always been, huh, mom?" Cathy, a mirror image of her mother, right
down to the thick glasses, said, after releasing her hug and seeing
the river of tears streaming down Dorothy's cheeks.

"No, baby, I'm just happy to see you,
sweetie. How have you been doing?"

"Well, to be honest with you, I'm
doing great, but I don't think you'll think so when I tell you
about an extraordinary chance in my life — "

"Change?" Dot interrupted, "What
happened? Did you change your decision to become a
physicist?"

"Well . . . Yeah, that too, but before
I tell you, I want you to come in and meet my roommate. You'll love
her. She's adorable, and beautiful person with a heart as large as
this dorm."

"Now, Catherine, Phyllis, Keets, you
know I don't like suspense. What is this change you're talking
about, besides cutting your hair?"

"I'll tell you in a minute, mom, now,
will you and dad come in and meet my roommate. Her name is Flower.
Isn't that wild?"

"Sounds like one of those hippie names
from the sixties to me," Phil blurted out.

Cathy put her finger across her lips
as she looked back into the room while hoping Flower hadn't heard
Phil, and then grabbed Dot's hands to drag her into the room. As
the trio entered, they found an attractive young lady, despite her
slight overweight, sitting on the top bed of a bunk-bed with a
laptop between her crossed legs, and intently gazing at something
on the computer.

"Flower, I want you to meet my
parents, Philip, and Dorothy," Cathy said, pushing her parents in
front of her.

"Wow, Cath," Flower said, as she
looked up, tossing the computer aside, slid down from the top bunk
and landing with the nimbleness of an athlete, belying her chunky
appearance, and then swiftly hugged Phil and Dot. "I'm so pleased
to meet you. My name is Flower, and no, I'm not a love child of
hippies as everyone seems to
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