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Introduction to the Niseyen
Galaxy Series;

The Niseyen, originally Human, were
kidnapped off Earth by a Race of Aliens called the Kaldalei, about
two to five thousand years ago. Nearer five, some thought. Others
insisted there had been multiple influxes. They were dumped into
slavery. Landing on a frozen world, stripped naked because slaves
were not allowed to wear clothes, many of them froze to death when
forced to sleep outside the climate controlled cities. But a baby
boy was born, with a full pelt of dense fur. He became known as the
father of their Race. Most were descended from him and, legends had
it, a few others like him. Most of the Niseyen were furry. A few
were not, about two percent, looking like normal Humans, and called
‘jare’ but almost all of these jare had short hair the same length
as their body hair.

The Niseyen population had grown to 14
billion at its greatest but was now down to just over four billion
on the Niseyen planets and possibly another one billion in space
and on other planets. The population was halving every generation
or so despite all the Niseyen could do, technologically, to prevent
this. For some unknown reason, the Niseyen were becoming infertile.
Also the sex ratio was now six males to every one female and every
generation there were less and less females. This is unhelpful when
one wants the population to grow.

 


In Alien Alliance,
four hundred and sixteen Terrans were tricked by an Alien,
Paswalda, who landed on Earth and who said he had been employed to
pick up ten people and transport them to the planet Torroxell for
trade talks and up to four hundred others could come as paying
passengers. He was lying. He was short on cargo and decided they
would make useful income for him as slaves once they had
accumulated enough debt to make this inevitable and he would get a
percentage of this money because he would then claim they still
owed him the airfare and he would get a fee (under-the-table) for
having provided them. He also got well paid for transporting them
by charging them rare and valuable trade goods as barter for the
airfares.

Unfortunately, soon after they arrived,
Torroxell was attacked by a pirate fleet, the Terrestrial
population mostly wiped out in the initial gas attack and a secret
guerrilla war then proceeded using Biological Warfare since that
was their only weapon.

An Alliance with the Okme Race provided the
weapons; the diseases.

An Alliance with the Priskya, fish, the
original owners of Torroxell, provided the Communication Network
and some of the Intel.

An Alliance with the Cats, provided most of
the Intel and some of the fighters plus part of the Communication
Network.

An Alliance with two Niseyen men (Aswin and
Kazwa Celon; Az and Kaz), provided the method of distribution of
the diseases and Intel.

The tactic was asymmetrical warfare.

Combined, they won although with shocking
losses.

 


In Alien Backlash,
the problem was initially the effects of war; deaths, injuries,
traumatized survivors, non functioning infrastructure and generally
needing help. So Sarah, now Torroxell President, sends a ship off
to the Niseyen world of Petislay, the home planet of Aswin and
Kazwa Celon (the two Niseyen men) for settlers and personnel to run
the infrastructure, and sends another two ships, one towed, back to
Earth for settlers, refugees and help in general. These ships,
colloquially called Flying Fortresses, are massive war ships.

But the Keulfyd, the people behind the
pirate attack, are seriously miffed at being beaten but more about
the virus itself which was used in self defense against their Race.
The virus spreads, as viruses tend to do but it got off planet
which became a major problem for the Keulfyd. So the Keulfyd decide
to send a fleet of warships to teach this planet not to attack the
Keulfyd (they forgot they attacked them first) and to interrogate
these impertinent people who, if they weaponized the virus, should
also have the cure. Which they want.

Astonishingly, the people on Torroxell
refuse to surrender and they fight back but worse still, they
win.

In Alien Checkmate,
Most of the above hasn’t happened yet as the two stories overlap.
This story starts where Alien Alliance
ended. With Sarah sending them to Petislay for help while she
stayed on Torroxell to aid in the planet’s recovery.

 


Introduction to Alien
Checkmate

It took the Terrans a while to sort out
which was which of the nine Zeobani Az and Kaz had rescued. They
had only two sexes which was a relief. Zeobani look like a child’s
drawing of an octopus, sort of turned vertically and using four
tentacles as feet and four as hands. At the ends of their hands
were sort of telescopic digits. There were five females and four
males.

Five of the Zeobani, the most experienced on
spaceships, decided to go with them to Petislay, the Niseyen world
Az and Kaz came from. Two of the Cats decided to go too, posing as
pets. They were sentient, and they were not cats. Their main
resemblance to cats was in pussonality. They were large, twice the
weight of a large human, dark purple in color, furry, with four
legs and two arms. Their names were a problem. Not even the
children could pronounce them. Sideoloz or something similar. There
was a grunt in that too which didn’t translate into letters. Sid
for short and Eckxyl (spelt minus the hiss), Eccles for short.

The Terrans going on this trip were Az and
Kaz, Li (married to Az), Stella, (married to Kaz), Helene, Simone
and Dieter, Dan, Kelly, Mayling, Donny and Nanelle.

The five Zeobani, nine of the Terrans and
the two Niseyen were going to be crew, Eccles and Sid (the Cats),
had asked to go for the experience. They did not use technology,
but they understood its’ use. Simone and Dieter were not going to
be able to help, Dieter being not quite eight months old and Simone
very badly hurt due to two blaster bolts. One arm and one leg had
been blown off, her face damaged and her chest damaged during the
fight to free Torroxell.

Torroxell had been attacked by the Keulfyd,
a numerous and the most powerful Race of the known universe. The
Terrans were just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Or maybe
not. Terrans now had two planets albeit the second one in a shared
Treaty. A bigger planet, that was nearly sixty percent land. An
older, stable planet, with a lot less natural disasters. A planet
with the major cities having climate control. Currently off, as
they couldn’t spare the power drain when the power was on, which it
mostly wasn’t.

The Priskya, original owners of the planet,
were fish. While the toxic gas had killed all it touched in the
cities, about ninety million in all, the billions of Priskya, at
least those safe in the oceans, had survived unharmed. The Cats,
(also native to Torroxell but their sentience kept a secret), had
suffered a large number of casualties, however most of their
casualties were prior to the war but during the so called
civilization by the Ridianit.

The Ridianit had arrived on Torroxell and
cheated the Priskya into a lease of the land on the planet for
around five hundred years. But the Priskya did not realize just how
much power they were giving away until the Cats told the Priskya
that the Ridianit were wiping out many of the native species. They
started with the biting insects and kept going. Millions of the
Cats were hunted for sport. They objected. Particularly to being
killed. And chillingly, the Priskya discovered they were powerless
to help their planet’s flora and fauna. The Ridianit ignored their
protests.

The Cats problem was even worse. They were
worried that if it became known that they were sentient, because
they were Terrestrial and therefore theoretically in competition
with the Ridianit, it would be even riskier for them. So they
reluctantly went underground. Literally. Gradually, females and
young first. The Ridianit did not have expensive scanners and the
ones they had were not able to scan beneath rock. So they hid
successfully. And wondered what to do because as if that wasn’t
enough, they had another problem. They were telepathic. This, if
discovered, would make them even more vulnerable. Telepaths were
seen as a threat, their abilities hugely exaggerated by those that
feared their abilities and declined to agree to co-exist with
them.

The seven ex-Keulfyd spaceships, confiscated
by the survivors, were massive to the extent that they dwarfed a
cruise liner. They also required an absolute minimum crew of
twenty-five for short trips with no passengers. This trip had no
passengers. But it wasn’t short. It would take around eight weeks
to get to Petislay, the planet of Az and Kaz. They had thirteen to
be crew. Seven had experience as crew on spaceships. None on
anything remotely this size but they had to go to get help as fast
as they could. Sarah had told them they had to go. They were the
ones who could get help the fastest. It was going to be tough
going.


Chapter One

“Sarah, he’s doing my head in!”

Sarah laughed, she couldn’t help it. “Az,
that was in English. Impressive! I presume you mean Mathew?”

Az nodded.

“Calm down, think about what you need and
why. Explain the problem clearly and the outcome you want.
Articulate the solutions. Mathew is a bit slow on the uptake but he
can be reasoned with.”

“He’s arrogant, pompous, ignorant,
prejudiced, IQ of parsley.”

Sarah laughed again, “You’ve been listening
to Kelly. He’s not the brightest candle in the drawer…” she laughed
again as the Translator beeped again, unable to cope with the
metaphor, as usual. “He did win the war for us.”

“With a lot of help from you.”

“Not on the military side. He is a genius
there and yes he is a little insufferable lately, due to that.”

Sarah laughed again as Az stalked off to try
to reason with Mathew. She had refrained from telling Az that
Mathew had been like that before the war also.

 


Az thought hard about what Sarah had said
and as he came up, again, to his favorite Terran (not), he said,
trying to keep it short and simple,“Mathew, we have a problem. We
don’t have enough crew. Flying these huge spaceships is no simple
task. I’ve spoken to the Zeobani. Five of them have experience as
crew. One was a Navigator, two are Pilots though only of small
ships like me and Kaz, one is a Medic, one is a Gunnery Officer and
we desperately need her. The others will help where we need it. The
Cats say they have found other surviving Zeobani so you will have
others to help with the survivors. You can trust the Zeobani. They
are our allies. We have always got along and they now hate the
Keulfyd with a passion. We told them about the Keulfyd intervening
on the side of the Nashi to help the Nashi win the war on Oberterk.
The Zeobani are furious. The ones I want to recruit are from
Oberterk. Apart from everything else, they’ve lost their superpower
status and they’re the only Amphibian Race that had it. Knowing
that the Keulfyd intervened explained an awful lot to them. They
too could not understand why they had lost their planet to those
incompetent Nashi idiots. They are trained, registered, competent,
experienced in space, now highly motivated and we need their
help.”

“All right,” said Mathew grumpily. “I guess
we don’t really have a choice.” Mathew glared at the nearest
Zeobani misinterpreting her mischievous sense of humor as
irresponsibility.

“Mathew you are a little lacking in humor.
When the chips are down, the Zeobani can be every bit as serious
and nearly as warlike as you. Nearly, because fighting normally
isn’t in their nature. But they are extremely bright and quick
thinking in battle. They are valuable and experienced on the bridge
too and that’s where I need them.”

Mathew decided to shut up. He thought this
through. Kaz and Az were probably right and he reluctantly
remembered that delegation meant accepting some decisions he didn’t
like.

 


Mathew had grown up in a Washington military
family, with generals and one brigadier in his ancestry. Military
strategy was the most common mealtime conversation and Mathew was
an expert in War games in general and guerrilla tactics in
particular since his lack of intelligence had made it impossible to
win any other way. But Mathew was sneaky. He remembered when he had
been bullied at school and also fell behind scholastically so his
parents pulled him out of school and had him tutored.

While at school and being bullied, Mathew
had mastered tactics such as ambush, camouflage, diversion,
distraction, hit and run, hit and run and find a teacher (which was
very effective when being chased by several bigger kids and even
better when he knew in advance where the teacher was). He learned
how to survive. By the time he was taken home, his survival
instincts and repertoire of successful strategies was pretty good.
He never forgot that early training and realized he had a mindset
that directed his thinking along specialized lines, asymmetrical
warfare; or how to win when heavily outnumbered, outgunned,
undersized and deficient on brave-enough allies.

He thought back to the heady days of his
first command; being the military strategist in the war against
Torroxell which they were in the early stages of recovery from. He
had been better than good. He had won. Mathew had another huge
advantage as he remembered overhearing a teacher reassuring his
parents (who were concerned when they found out about the extent of
the bullying), “He is courageous and does not fear being hurt.
There is no timidity in him, he is stubborn, he refuses to lose,
and he has learned to use fear as a motivator and not to let it
rule him. He is a survivor.” Mathew grinned to himself. His teacher
had got that right. Not the type to quiver in a hiding place, he
would use a hiding place to gather information, and plot revenge,
strategy and ambush. And in later life he had also learned to
accept that sometimes he could be wrong.

 


Kaz and Az breathed a collective sigh of
relief when Mathew agreed to add the Zeobani to the crew. “Now we
have a decent chance,” said Az with relief. I told him we like the
Zeobani and understand them, having fought with them for nearly two
years. The Zeobani also need something to do to get their minds off
the horrors of the last few months and the psychological damage
done to them by war, loss of their home planet Oberterk and their
resulting slavery. I love the irony. Now, they will be crew in the
giant spaceships of said Keulfyd Race which beat and enslaved them.
This will certainly help them to recover psychologically. Payback
always helps. And the attitude of the Terrans towards them,
accepting them as equals, is doing a great deal to help them
psychologically. They originally looked at the Terrans and saw
Niseyen. But they aren’t Niseyen and I think they’ve all got that
now.”

“Mmm, I have a vague suspicion they like
them better. You’ve got to admit the Terrans have a better sense of
humor and it can be quite macabre when they’re in trouble so the
Zeobani love it. And it’s often unexpected, spontaneous and
situational which the Zeobani also like. It will be alright and
they will be able to work together. It helps that the rest of the
Terrans have a sense of humor because of those problem Zeobani
personality traits of being born clowns, very tactile and very
mischievous. Did you know that Jessie has convinced Stella to carry
him around saying his legs hurt.”

“Ah, did you tell her that was risky? They
really need to learn to be careful with the males.”

“I didn’t have a chance to. He was feeling a
bit weak and three of his legs did hurt as he had not looked where
he was going, preoccupied as usual, and blundered into some
wreckage. But when I started to tick him off he told me, “I really
just want to be carried around. And a cuddle. And I simply do not
want to be alone. Life has been so horrible lately and these
Terrans are so nice and so gullible. I wouldn’t have gotten away
with this with a Niseyen, especially not with a female and she
wants to help! It makes her feel good. And she’s so guilty about
all the others she couldn’t help. Helping me is helping her and she
doesn’t have a clue what she’s looking at here. She knows nothing
about this world. I’m her tutor. I tell her what’s valuable. She’s
the transport and I’m the brain but don’t tell her that or she’ll
smack me.”

Az was startled, “Jessie has a point there.”
He thought about it further realizing, “Jessie is very perceptive
and he is right. The Terrans are in agonies of guilt about all the
people they weren’t able to save, especially all the slaves. There
were a lot of Zeobani among the slaves.”

“Yes I get the point; I’m feeling a bit the
same myself. Maybe we should let it be but warning Jessie to
behave.”

“I did. Jessie said he was hurt by this
accusation but he got the point. Huh! I think he does have a
conscience but his sense of mischief over rules it. But my main
concern is Mathew. He is somewhat lacking in a sense of humor and
has no mischief in him. He also lacks imagination. It isn’t
surprising that he doesn’t understand the Zeobani and doesn’t get
on with them. For the same reason, he is not their most popular
Terran. He thinks they are a pack of idiots and he does not trouble
to keep this opinion to himself. He does not understand how idiots
could crew a ship,” said Az mimicking Mathew at his most
pompous.

Kaz laughed. “But we need them. I doubt we
can manage without them.

“I agree, now we have a decent chance,” said
Az with relief. “I told him we like the Zeobani and understand
them, having fought with them for nearly two years. And maybe they
can teach the Terrans some things or help us teach them; the
Terrans are clueless in such things as protocol and correct
attitudes,” Az added.

“Yes but they are also real poor at Racial
snobbery and Racial ranking knowledge. And with their Amphibian
status…”

“How can we be the same Race?!” Az
interrupted, “yet we are. I’m in a quandary here. How can these
Terrans be amphibian? Yet I’ve seen them swimming, underwater too.
I mean think about it. Had we met these people in Niseyen society
we would have been scandalised and shunned them. I would have
denied any relationship in horror.”

“Yeah well slavery, war, isolation from our
own kind and brutality have altered my attitudes, and I never was a
stickler for protocols.”

Az looked at his little brother in
amusement, how true.

 


The day continued over the lunch table as Az
announced, “The rest of today and tomorrow we are going shopping.
Mathew has told us we can help ourselves and Kaz and I aim to! We
are going to be looking in food shops for any food edible by
Terrans, Cats and Zeobani. You Terrans, take a Zeobani with you to
teach you the symbol to look for and the color of the symbol to
choose. You need the symbol which indicates carbon based life form
requiring certain food groups. The color of the symbol indicates
whether the food is primarily protein, minerals, fats, fruit,
vegetable, fish etc. I note the Cats have caught on even though it
is their first experience in reading?” He looked at the Cats.
Stella replied for Sid,

“He says they understood the concept so it
was easy. I gather their color vision is good too.”

Az nodded. “Tell them to get enough food for
themselves for six months to be safe. We need to collect anything
we think we might possibly need as well as food. Think laterally.
You Terrans won’t know the taste of most of the food packages so
your tactic is going to be to pack as many packages as possible in
the hopes that some will be edible and make it bulk packets. And
get as much sikikil as possible. The Zeobani will show you the
symbol for that and it is also color coded and generally sold in
bulk. Kelly told me to tell you to think of it as the local
equivalent of flour in its’ use. I know it’s bland in taste but it
is bulk cereal carbohydrate, some plain, some laced with vegetable
or fruit, or meat, or fish, or insects or a few other things.
Enough food is needed for three to six months. We have to return
with help and remember we have to equip the ship for the return
journey and we need food for maybe ten thousand so I hope you now
get my point as to quantity!

Simone is going to be the Quartermaster. She
will catalogue all the food and she has lots of helpers who will
put it away. She has also calculated how much will be required of
what categories so learn today and get lists off her tomorrow.” Az
paused to check his list. “Loading this ship is the priority for
today and tomorrow so you will have lots of help. The Priskya are
busy fishing and Alan has organized a group to gut and pack the
fish. Helkmid has figured out the process to flash freeze and has
located the freezers which already had a fair amount of Keulfyd
food in it which he says will be safe for you to eat but he and
some helpers are busy unloading some food he says not even you
Terrans will eat but the Priskya are eager to try it. Some fresh
shellfish will be going with you, Helkmid says it doesn’t freeze
well, and Kelly wants some of that pink water plant and the purple
fruit, lots of it, for the Cats. Most of those will have to be
frozen. Some Cats are delegated to do that courtesy of Bella and
Bea as the messengers.”

Kaz cut in with “Az and I will look for all
the decent beverages we can find too. You Terrans might drink water
but we won’t be and neither will the Niseyen on the return journey!
For today, Kelly has instructed everyone to get five hundred
packets of food each, minimum, plus as much sikikil as you can
find, since it keeps for years, and it is edible. What is in the
packets you lot collect might not be…There is no shortage of
storage space so get to it and get those trolleys and trucks and
get loading.”

As Az and Kaz and the girls headed off they
looked on in puzzlement as the boys got them help to load up the
inside of a car with what looked suspiciously like luxury
goods.

“Hey what’s all this? Why are we loading
this, what is it and you said we need food?” Li asked
suspiciously.

“The Nashi confiscated our data bracelets
when we were captured on Oberterk. That means they confiscated all
our possessions and all our savings and we had nearly enough to buy
a spaceship between us! All our savings! Our only compensation is
that the Nashi couldn’t use our bracelets as they were the latest
model which can’t be accessed, legally or illegally, once removed
from their rightful owner so they couldn’t ‘acquire’ them and they
couldn’t get real nasty and wipe our qualifications gained on
Oberterk. Kaz and I are not going home broke! We are taking these
new cars and stuffing them full of stuff for us and our parents. We
cleared this with Mathew and Sarah and they agreed. They said to
help ourselves and we are.”

Az was annoyed, he missed his bracelet so
much and more he missed being cut off from its’ technology which
had been extensive. He kept going to phone people and had to go and
physically find them instead and it was doing his head in! He might
be fully clothed now but he didn’t feel it with no bracelet.
Unconsciously, he rubbed his left wrist where it should be. Kaz
noticed. He knew exactly how Az felt.

The four finished loading technical articles
then headed into what Stella thought looked like a shopping mall
but the boys were looking annoyed.

“What’s wrong?”

Kaz answered, “Normally you go into a store,
key into your bracelet what you want and the store directory lights
up on your locator and leads you to the item or category.”

Stella said cheerfully, “Oh, that sounds
like the way we shop on the Internet but our stores don’t do that.
There’s often a huge sign with the directory on that but you just
check the approximate location and go look. I never thought of that
Internet classification technique being used inside a shop but I
don’t see why not. Apps on cell phones could be used for that. But
for me shops are for browsing. So we just have to go look?”

Li asked, “How do they categorize clothes
here? We do it for size and gender. Is it not sorted for Race so
can’t we look like that?”

Kaz decided to take the lead, “Let’s just
show the girls the symbol for Niseyen and split up and search.
Niseyen clothing should all be in one section to encourage impulse
buying of other stuff you didn’t come in for.”

“And how do we communicate with no data
bracelets?! Az grumbled.

“Yell,” said Li as she and Stella headed off
in opposite directions.

Az and Kaz looked at each other and trudged
up the ramps picking a floor each and fifteen minutes later heard a
triumphant yelling from Li who was in the centre by the ramps,
yelling from the eighth floor Az gloomily saw. Nothing wrong with
her volume control!

He trudged up finding Kaz on the way who
said, “I found the jewellery and more tech.”

“And how are you going to find it
again!?”

Kaz pulled a piece of material out of his
pocket with floor and location markers on it and a pen. He laughed
at his grumpy brother who scoffed at his ‘low tech solution.’

“Adapt brother and cheer up. All this will
be sorted once we get home and just think of the home coming. Think
what Mum will think of having two daughters. And did you also
consider they might think we’re dead? We’ll be home in six weeks,
think about it!”

Arriving on the eighth floor they found Li
impatiently waiting and Stella already hunting through and with a
carrier full.

“The male stuff is over there,” she pointed,
“over by the windows and Li found the shoes on the back wall, this
floor,” and she buried herself back into the hanging racks and the
shelving, flinging garment after garment into the carriers.

“Get some for the others,” Li reminded
her.

“Already thought of that but luckily we’re
all a fairly similar size. I’m only bothering about those going on
the ships and we need more baby stuff for Dieter.”

Several minutes later Li yelled, “Oh get
over here, new underwear!!”

Stella skidded in beside her and they both
started laughing as they looked around for the boys, then
stealthily tried some on and then loaded up yet another carrier
after checking the sizing and getting ten pairs each for all the
women varying the sizes. They then headed for the shoes and boots
but soon encountered a problem.

“They’re all too big, too wide.”

“Could there be a racial difference?” Asked
Stella and then suddenly realized, “No fur. Our feet aren’t furry
so all the shoes will be too big.”

“I didn’t think of that, but Stella some of
them are jare, like us.”

“Yes but the boys said two percent so it’s
probably a market too tiny for another world to bother with. No
wonder most of the stuff was much too big. It’s all for girls with
built in fur coats.”

The boys came up behind them with full
carriers and as Li glanced at what they had she said, “Did you
remember to get clothes for Mahmoud, Dan and Donny?”

Az looked down pondering, “Can’t they wear
these?”

Li picked up a jacket and looked at it
critically, “Too big for both of them and the wrong colors for
Mahmoud and Dan’s skin tone. They’d look dreadful in this yellowy
beige. Pick red, blue or black for Mahmoud and Dan but these colors
would be Ok for Donny.”

“Niseyen men don’t wear red or blue.”

Li looked at him, exasperated, “White or
grey?”

“Alright Li we’ll get that, come on Az, and
you girls need to get much warmer clothes. It’s cold on Petislay.
You need outdoor stuff because there’s no climate control.”

“Don’t forget underwear!”

“Got it Stella.”

“For Mahmoud, Dan and Donny too and smaller
bums, no fur.”

“Oh. I forgot that, will do,” said Kaz
having forgotten both underwear for Mahmoud, Dan and Donny and the
size significance of ‘no fur.’ They headed off back the way they
came while the girls looked around for coats, jackets and other
warm clothing. Trying on a jacket Li said, “I’m swimming in this
and it’s the smallest size.”

“Mmm, I give up. Let’s look in Children’s
Wear,” and Stella headed off back to where she’d found clothing for
Dieter saying, “We are more likely to find our sizes here.

A half hour later, the boys found them
there, choosing children’s clothes.

“Well they fit better,” said Stella, not
embarrassed, “but there is little variety. We did find some boots
that fit and slipper type things that I guess will do for the ship.
And the underwear fits better but we couldn’t find any bras,” and
she laughed at the expressions on their faces.

Az looked at what they had chosen,
“Trousers? These are boys trousers!”

“Well they fit and I’m not wearing skirts or
dresses on a spaceship.”

“These are boy’s clothes, they’re the wrong
styles and the wrong colors,” said Kaz rummaging through the
carrier.

“We don’t care. They fit, not much else does
and I don’t like the girl’s stuff and there’s very little of it,
much more boy’s stuff. Li doesn’t like the girl’s stuff either and
we refuse to wear frilly, synthetic fabrics. All those other adult
clothes are too big and we were going to have to take them in but
those are just spares. We’ve already decided to take our own
clothing but we did want the shoes and more undies.”

Az and Kaz looked at each other, “They’ve
been wearing the same clothes for weeks now,” muttered Kaz. They’d
be out of fashion now even on their world.”

They dumped all the carriers on the ground
floor and the girls followed the boys to what looked like a
jewellery store! The girls both headed for the necklaces and
bracelets (normal ones) they could see but were interrupted by Az
who said, “Li, Stella, over here first please.

Li went to stand beside him and saw sets of
lockets. She looked from them to the expression on his face; a mix
of dour and formal, “This is a big deal isn’t it?” She said trying
to correctly interpret his expression. Cripes he’s on a downer
today she thought, what a grump!

“We need to choose lockets for all four of
us. Matching sets for each couple. Women choose them.”

“OK,” said Stella looking at Kaz’s face, “I
guess this is our equivalent of wedding rings,” she looked down,
thinking, looking, wondering what they were worth.

“I like these,” Li said picking up a set but
as she looked at Az’s face she saw that familiar disapproving look.
She glared at him.

Stella looked at Li sympathetically, “I
think I have a better idea. “Why don’t you boys haul out the ones
you like and we’ll choose from there. I gather Li picked last
year’s fashion?” She added sarcastically while Az had the grace to
blush.

Kaz leaned over and removed several sets,
“These are junk or very out of fashion. The rest are good. I’m
sorry, we keep forgetting all of this is new to you.”

Li sighed and added the ones she liked to
Kaz’s reject pile and she and Stella scrutinized the rest.

Li picked out a gold and white set and
critically tried it against Az’s fur and then her skin. She looked
up at the relief on Az’s face and saw she’d finally got something
right!

“How did I do?”

“Very good choice.”

“Why?”

“They’re very valuable. Gold and diamond,”
he beamed.

Stella smiled as she realized that, lacking
any other parameters, both she and Li and been looking for what
they liked and colors that would suit their skin tones. “So gold
and diamonds are present and valuable in this galaxy as well,” she
said thoughtfully. “Gold, it was thought, might have come in on
meteorites but diamonds were home grown on Earth.”

“They’re a product of natural processes, at
least those ones are, so they’re more valuable. Which do you like?”
Kaz prompted.

“Most of these,” Stella said, “which are
more valuable?”

Kaz leaned over and quickly rearranged the
sets belatedly realizing she couldn’t read the prices, “Most
valuable,” he pointed to the left, “less valuable to the
right.”

Stella didn’t like the far left ones which
were garish to her eyes but the ones next to them were plainer but
looked tastefully expensive. She picked them up and turned to Kaz
seeing the approval in his eyes. “Now what? Do I put yours on you
and you put mine on me? That’s what we do where I come from.”

“We also make a public statement as we put
them on,” commented Li.

“Oh, we generally do this in private, then
have a public ceremony and also go and register which we can’t do,”
said Az in a disgruntled tone.

Li had had enough! She put the lockets in
her bag and pushed on Az’s chest pushing him away and into the
centre of the shop.

Stella laughed saying, “I think he’s going
to get a lecture along with the locket. She picked up one of the
lockets and turned to Kaz, figuring out the clasp as she turned.
She reached behind him, kissed him very thoroughly and as she
fastened the locket around his neck she said softly, “Kaz, I Choose
you. You are my first love and you will be my last.”

Kaz held her tightly for a few minutes,
thinking and savoring the moment and then reached for the other
locket. As he placed it on her he said simply, “Stella, my first
love, I accept. You, and none other. With you my life is complete.”
He put his arms around her and held her close wondering at his luck
in finding such a prize.

Stella turned a few minutes later looking at
the jewellery and said, “Right. Money. Small, portable and sellable
items.” She looked around and spotting a rubbish bag, she emptied
out the rubbish bag liner and started to load the bag turning to a
shocked Kaz, (shocked both at what she was doing and more at the
container), and saying, “Well, get loading. Pick the expensive
stuff.”

So he did.

As they added the bag to their goodies, Az
and Li came into view, hand in hand and wearing the lockets, Az
looking somewhat sheepish and embarrassed and Li looking pleased
with herself.

Az cleared his throat, noticing the lockets
on them too and said, “We need to head for some more sellable
stuff.”

“No we don’t,” said Kaz, “Stella just made
off with the jewellery store. I’m tired, why don’t we just get more
of those new cars and shove some stuff into them and make that do
for the day and I’m hungry.”

“Stella made off with the jewellery store?”
Az laughed, “I should have thought of that! Now we need a written
statement from Sarah and Mathew to say that we were granted these
items in lieu of payment. That should solve any legal queries re
our right to sell them at home.”

So they then filled yet another car with
these collected goods after Az found a more appropriate container
for the jewellery. Donny came over as they were loading four filled
up cars into the ship and said, “What’s this? You guys been
treasure hunting?”

“Az says Mathew and Sarah told him and Kaz
to help themselves so we did, answered Li. “We don’t know what
we’ll have to buy at the other end. Az said there may be a problem
with getting fuel and other supplies for the return journey and we
may need serious money and Mathew and Sarah said we are not allowed
to take money with us and to sort the problem out ourselves so we
are. You need to sort some stuff out too. We are using these cars
because they’re sellable and easy to move containers,” she grinned
at Donny, “and there is such a huge amount of room here now all
those planes and satellites have been moved out. Sarah said we
weren’t allowed to sell the planes as they will be needed here. You
go get one and fill it up too.”

She looked at the reluctance on his face and
said, “Never mind, we’ll do it you for you,” and thinking at least
it was a bit more interesting than loading unknown food.

So Li and Az filled another car for him and
a further one for Mahmoud, heavy on tech, while Kaz filled one for
Simone and Dieter. Into these cars went sellable (on Petislay)
luxury brand items, all new. Li and Stella, now joined by Donny,
loaded what they were told to, often in complete ignorance of what
it was and what it was used for. Finding the going fast, Az and Kaz
decided to load up another car for their parents.

“How about we grab another car for Mum?”
Stella said. “She and Bert are out searching for medical and other
supplies for the ship and she won’t bother with stuff like this. I
guess we should start filling it up.”

“I’ll just get yet another car instead,”
said Li. “I’m bushed with all this shopping and we still have to
spend the day tomorrow loading food for ten thousand. Oh my aching
muscles!

That night over supper Mahmoud told the
girls, “I’ve been agonizing over whether I was going to go or not
but in the end I can’t bear to leave my family. And my
retro-engineering skills are needed. Me and Akira have a whole
planet to try to restore to function. I’m sorry.”

It’s OK, we understand,” said tactful Donny
while the girls looked at him in dismay.

“I’m going to hate saying goodbye to
Mahmoud. Apart from missing him, I was thinking he’d be awfully
useful sorting out the ship functions, he has a knack for it,”
Stella said softly as Li nodded in agreement.

 


Next morning Bert announced over breakfast,
“All the Terrans going to Petislay have to have a quick treatment
in the Healing Machines to get inoculations to some other Niseyen
diseases which you will be susceptible to. These are ones there are
no inoculations to, Helkmid tells me. The rest of the Terrans are
also going to be getting this treatment prior to any migrants
arriving from the three Niseyen worlds. The Okme are quite happy to
perform this service for nothing.

As they all groaned, Helkmid said, “Today,
after Treatment, you Terrans and Cats can do all the difficult and
strenuous jobs while we sit back and just do our own. Sounds good
to us!” And he laughed as they rubbed sore muscles. He did feel
some sympathy for them. The twenty odd inoculations he had given
them yesterday had been somewhat unpleasant. He knew some of the
potential side effects might be no fun either but they didn’t last.
He took pride in making his inoculations as side effect free as
possible with the added ingredients but he couldn’t eliminate the
side effects from an immune system encountering a threat and
getting alarmed into action. He did not understand the priorities
of some people! Medical science for the Niseyen had not been a
priority for the Kaldalei (the Race that enslaved the Niseyen), and
had had to be developed virtually from scratch once the Kaldalei
had gone extinct.


Chapter Two

“About time you lot I’ve been stuck here
waiting for you,” said Mayling as Li, Az, Stella and Kaz turned up
to load the next lot of cars in, “but it sure beats hauling, I’ve
spent all day loading stuff and itemizing exactly where it is and
what it is. Man is Simone a hard task master and can she organize!
Good choice as the Quartermaster. We have a meeting, get down to
the mess. It’s a meeting of all that are going. The ship has now
been christened de Ark in case you weren’t there then.”

A few minutes later they were all in de
Ark sitting on bench-like seats a few sizes too big. Both the
Cats were sitting touching Simone so they could ‘hear’ what was
said through her.

Sarah opened the meeting. “You know what we
need; to open diplomatic relations with the Niseyen. Convince them
to come, and to come and help. Terra can supply the brawn but we
need the Niseyen for their knowhow. Cos we don’t know how.” She
paused while the Terrans laughed. It didn’t translate for the
others. “And I don’t know quite how you are going to organize this,
but it would be helpful if you all knew Universal by the time you
get there. You only have to learn about a thousand words to have a
decent vocabulary. You have two months. That’s only about sixteen
words a day. Piece of cake. My suggestion would be a week in basic
learning, concentrating on bridge commands, then total immersion.
However, I’ll leave it up to you. Now first, you need a Captain.
Nominations please.”

“Mum,” said Kaz.

“Seconded?”

“Me” said Li and Stella together.

“Any other nominations? No? All in favor?”
Every hand, paw and tentacle was raised except for Kelly and
Dieter. “Against,” every paw, hand and tentacle went down. “Carried
unanimously. Kelly, you’re Captain.” Everyone laughed while Kelly
spluttered, “That was a jack up!”

“No it wasn’t. It was well planned,” laughed
Li. “We’ve been talking. We all want you.”

Kelly muttered ungratefully as she went to
the head of the table but she accepted the position.

“All right you sorry bunch.” She wrote for a
few minutes.

“Az and Kaz, pilots, Jaswic and Kawujid
alternate shift pilots.

Jessie, Navigator. Issyzel, guns, but first
teach scan. You’ll have to do both jobs till you teach someone
else. Sorry. Odific, find and set up a first aid station. Then get
with Simone and the two of you sort out some type of exercise room.
They probably have one.

Who wants to cook? A Terran preferably.” She
looked around the room?

“I can cook,” said Dan, “But I don’t know
where the kitchen is, or how to run it, nor what to cook for Cats
and Zeobani. I gather the meals are, ‘pick a packet, add water and
stir.’ How about we each do our own? I’ll find and organize a
kitchen. Odific can you help me sort the packets into who can eat
what please.

“Oh Dan,” said Kelly in a sing song
voice.

“What?”

“This is a ship. It’s a galley not a
kitchen. What else can you Zeobani do? I’m sorry but we Terrans
know nothing. Same for the Cats. They’ve never been in space before
and don’t use technology either.”

Kaz spoke up. “Az and I can navigate and
know scan. We can both do communications too, but not with this
board which is locked. We can communicate with the other Keulfyd
ships that were on this planet. Mahmoud and Akira have sorted out
the call frequencies of those other ships so we can communicate
with them but only with those six ships. They’ve made one of the
ships on Torroxell into an Air and Space Traffic Control Station so
we can all communicate with Torroxell.”

“So you can’t phone home Kaz?”

“No. Sorry. If we had time and could find a
Niseyen ship we maybe could. But we’d be searching blind. The thing
is, most communication boards are locked when you’re in port and
the engines, and guns etc. All separately which makes theft more
difficult. And sabotage and terrorism also. We are lucky the
Keulfyd were so busy surrendering and getting off these ships that
they didn’t lock us out. But, when you surrender your ship, you
aren’t supposed to lock it. Doesn’t always happen like that though.
But these boards are permanently locked anyway, I would think, to
stop someone on board communicating where they shouldn’t. Typical
for illegal operations. Usually, only the Communications Officer
and the Captain or Commander can unlock the board. And Niseyen
ships look like any other. We have a planet to search. There’s no
time to try to find one unlocked that I know how to use so we could
take it out and install it here. I did check out a few. So did Az.
And we’re not sure we could do it.”

Kelly nodded. “The rest of you, Terrans,
buddy up and pick a job. Just one. Learn it as fast as you can.
That has to be our priority, forget Universal. We can learn that
later and personally I disagree with Sarah there. Using another
language, there is a possibility for errors which could be
catastrophic given how little we all know about these ships.
Translators are safer so for now we use Translators. Everyone make
sure you have one. The Cats are using Simone for now. How many
other telepaths do we have?” She looked around as only Li, Simone,
Stella and Mayling raised their hands. No one else. “Plus myself
that makes only five. Damn.”

She paused, “Has anyone been exploring this
ship?”

“Yes we have with Mahmoud,” said Stella.
“We’ve sorted out a tiny portion of the ship that has everything we
need. The ship is divided into five with five portions that can
each be self sustaining. That’s with bridge and crew quarters. Not
counting the holds. I mean that the ship can be extensively damaged
and still function so long as one of these sections is intact and
still functioning. It’s brilliant. Mahmoud says it’s made to take
heavy damage. Is he right?” she looked around. There were nods from
the Niseyen and Zeobani. “Mahmoud suggests we use the central
portion. It’s the most secure. We have the whole ship as open as we
can get it to air it out. Mahmoud found the emergency door
controls. And he’s labeled some of the door controls. He and Donny
did it yesterday.”

“OK. What else do we need before we go?”

“We still have not found life support,” said
Jaswic.

“OK. All those who know enough to look, try
to find it. But Az, would there be enough air in this ship anyway?
It is enormous. If we could just find fans, would that do?”

“The fans will be connected to the life
support system. I am puzzled. It should have been left on, it
should have been going. It still might, but I can’t detect air
movement. Everything else was left on. Maybe it just switches on
when the oxygen gets too low.”

“So it could already be on?”

“Yes.”

“Should we risk it?”

“I think so.”

“OK, we will. Akira told me he figured out
the water pumps. Who did he tell?”

“Me,” said Az. “We have heaps of water. Even
enough for Terrans and Zeobani! And it runs through filters and re
circulates.”

“OK. Water, food, communication, engines.
Fuel?”

“We assume they will have enough for a
return journey and a good reserve. There’s not much extra use of
fuel for a longer distance. The use is on takeoff and acceleration,
mostly acceleration. Take off can be almost entirely on anti-grav
with just a touch for direction but getting up to speed uses fuel.
However we are a lighter load with all the slaves, planes and
mercenaries gone and with hardly any crew. We are a lot smaller
personally too. There are substantial stores of food. Keulfyd food.
It might not be too palatable but it is food and we will be able to
eat it. And regarding fuel use, cruise uses hardly any. And we’ll
be using a lot less power. There should be heaps in reserve.”

“But you haven’t found any fuel gauges
yet?”

“No.”

“Ammunition?”

“Almost full,” said Issyzel, “and I know how
to use the targeting board.”

“What’s the internal power source?”

“We haven’t figured that out yet either but
I have found the emergency generator. Or rather Akira did. He
searched for the symbol the Zeobani told him meant ‘emergency’ and
‘emergency equipment.’”

“There are a lot of ‘probablys’ here.” Az,
you and anyone else that knows what they’re doing, get your stuff
on board then get it sorted. We’re not leaving with all these
problems unsolved. Life support, fuel, internal power. Contact the
other ships and see what they figured out. The Niseyen slaves could
fly them so we must be able to. Everybody, back here, packed and
ready by tea time tomorrow. Oh and we Terrans have been sacked as
food gatherers and the Zeobani have taken over that task. They say
we packed some stuff even they wouldn’t eat. One of them went down
and checked what was being loaded. They say they’ll recruit some
helpers and have this stocked by tomorrow on schedule.”

 


With just under two hours to go, everyone
was back. Az, Kaz, and all the Zeobani were on the bridge.

“Do we have life support?” Kelly asked
coming on board.

“We’re not sure. We think so. We asked the
other ships but they are a slightly different model. All seven are
different.” Kelly groaned. “But all the other problems are
sorted.”

“You found the fuel gauge?”

“No, but we found two of the tanks. We
figured out the level and there is plenty of fuel. So that solves
fuel and internal power.”

“Leaving life support.”

“Yes, but even if it is off, we have heaps
of time to find it and turn it on.”

“So you advise we go?”

“Yes. Apart from anything else, the manuals
will be on board somewhere.”

“Yes but how can we read them?”

“Through the Translators.”

“How?”

“This model, (and he held up the Translator
Li had given him the morning they met), can read as well. And
translate. If we find the manual I can read it.”

“All right,” said Kelly, “we go.”

There was a cheer from the others.

 


As de Ark lifted slowly and silently
off Torroxell, it was being watched. The watcher was mostly behind
one of the three moons its’ periscopes fully deployed. The watcher
had been in the vicinity for ten days, staying hidden, trying to
determine what was happening on the planet. The watcher noticed
that all the communications satellites were gone bar one. The one
remaining was broadcasting a Warn-Off. This was colloquially called
a ‘Warn-off and Shut Up, Or Else.’ Tellingly, there was no space
traffic and almost no air traffic that the watcher could detect.
The watcher’s scanners were top of the range. The watcher could see
power usage in three cities only.

The watcher had seen the other two starships
leave earlier and accelerate off. Huge Flying Fortresses as they
are colloquially called. They were not squawking any ID. Neither
was this one. No identification almost certainly meant illegal
activities. The watcher had let the two go. Two of that size and
fire power were too much to tackle particularly when one didn’t
know what was going on. The chief problem being that they had to
stick to the law which created problems. It was illegal to shoot
first but criminals didn














































































cover.jpg





