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 Five Days On Pimu

 


The inside cabin of the transport aircraft
was silent with the roar of engines and whipping wind from drag.
Men sat facing each other along the inside walls, small helmeted
heads in the center of a mound of gear. Some were sleeping, some
stared off in their own thoughts. Most were young; all had faces
devoid of any subtle softness, which was indication of the kind
bodies beneath. Goggles hung under chins and all exposed skin was
covered. The grey aircraft climbed high into the early morning
sky.

The uniforms were all the same. Items were
mounted in the same positions on the soldiers’ kits. Should an item
be needed from a comrade, one knew right where to find it.
Everything was dress-right-dress, except for Barrak Fare. The out
of place individual still looked like a soldier, except for hair an
inch longer than the rest and a light, yet full black beard. He sat
in similar gear with his back to the cockpit divider. The folded
glider wings on his back were military issue, but the personal
clothing and survival pack were of mismatched colors.

The Glide Master, outfitted in an emergency
parachute, came around the divider from forward and gave the hand
signal to his flock that they were ten minutes out from release.
The troops echoed back the message and began final preparations.
The GM sat next to the odd-man-out and leaned in for a shouted
private conversation.

"The green light will be left on long enough
for you to launch after the sticks have gone. You good on the
distance and direction of your intended target?"

"Yeah, mate!" The former soldier shouted
back.

"These type-D's have ten seconds of assisted
burst! You good on that?" the GM asked.

"I've only been off the line for a year, Tom.
I know how the D's work! I was a cadre at glide school when they
introduced them!"

"Well it's good to see you again Fare! No one
had heard from you since you got out! We got a little worried!"

"I appreciate you doing this for me too!"
Fare shouted back. "You sure they won't miss the wings?"

"Ehh!" the Glide Master said, waving his
hand. "We never have any equipment losses! Pushing long training
runs on us from Yelamu down to the desert once week, is going to
produce losses. Maybe loosing a glide system here or there will
make the chuckle-heads in Ground Service Headquarters rethink how
hard they are pushing us!"

"Still strange to hear it called that! Seems
like a lot has changed in the time I've been away!"

"Don't we all know it! A bunch of officers
got reassigned over to the Space Service when the reformation
happened too. It's a whole new world out there!"

"I've seen it out on the street! A culture
change! Recruitment has really picked up..."

The light above the pair’s head changed from
red to yellow, indicating that it was time for the troops to get
into position for their launch. The aircraft had reached the
position and elevation necessary for the wing-borne troops to make
it all the way to their distant location within the individual
glide packs' standard range of 500 miles.

"I gotta get the kids ready! It was great to
see you again Master Sergeant! Stay in touch from... which island
is it again?"

"Pimu!"

The GM nodded his head and double tapped the
hammer on a finger gun. He turned to his troops, pulled his goggles
up on his head, and started with his big, punctuated hand motions,
preparing the men to exit the aircraft.

 


The back door opened and the soldiers of the
new reorganization of the Tellus Global Army, now known simply as
the Ground Service, shuffled out, two at a time, offset as to not
collide on exit. The troopers fell for three seconds; face forward,
until their glider wings slowly extended out, turning them into
independent gliders. On the tips of each of the wings was a single
can-style rocket, which would produce ten seconds of thrust that
could give the troopers a margin of control over their heavier-than
air free flight craft.

Barrak Fare watched the practiced men exit
the aircraft without a single hiccough, giving him a bath in
nostalgia for the times when he taught and fought with the
glideborne soldiers. The Glide Master was the last to exit the
aircraft and gave a sloppy salute to his friend before leaping off
the tail ramp with confidence.

Rather than the standard
walk-off-and-open-after-three, Fare sprinted for the open sky,
diving out the back and triggering the spreading of his wings as
soon as he was out of the threshold of the larger craft. His wings
came open as he veered west from the pack of soldiers below him
that were on a direct route to the desert training ground to the
south. Below him, the glint of a wrist mirror flashed over Fare's
glider. The Glide Master who had snuck Fare onto the flight pulled
one leg out of its locked tail support and scissored it out twice.
Fare returned the all okay to his friend as the individual took his
own bearing that gradually separated him from the pack.

The wind howled as his thick clothes flapped
in the wind. Despite the fact that it was a warm day on the ground,
up at the necessary altitude to achieve the targeted glide
distance, it was very cold. Fare breathed deep from the trickle of
supplemental oxygen that fed in through his protective mask. His
goggles projected a pre-programmed flight path, which the lone
glider switched off once he determined his bearings. From this
height, Fare could not see the island to the south, but the
mountains on the coast were an easy waypoint between himself and
his goal.

The land below was nearly featureless; purple
mountains surrounding a long marshy valley. The big blue ocean to
the west was obscured by thousands of feet of morning moisture
hanging in the air. Barrak Fare was only thirty-nine years old, yet
the mileage he experienced felt very different from the time that
had passed. Aloft above layers of mist in the open sky, he felt
completely free. It was the reason he became an instructor at the
glide school in the two years prior to the alien attack. The
freedom of being completely in control of himself up in the wide
open sky was like no other feeling he had found in his military
service.

And so, on his glide above the wild lands of
the North Colombian west coast, Barrak Fare completely relaxed and
took in the serenity of the beauty below him. Soon, the solo glider
found itself passing over the mountains that had been designated as
a waypoint and the collection of expertly engineered metal that
managed to stay aloft on the wind left the mainland for open ocean.
Rechecking his goggles, Fare initiated a three second burst from
his rockets, to correct his path and minimize the speed at which he
was shedding elevation. Sheets of haze shifted below the pair of
wings and a chain of islands stood out from the deep blue, framed
by a border of white water that crashed against cliffs and
shores.

Hundreds of intense seconds passed as the
solidly built man guided his craft down to the waters surface. At
two hundred feet, the glider turned south, parallel to the shore,
and the rockets flared again, leveling out the flight path. The
wind off the surface, which fed the waves on their approach to the
rocky shore, pushed up on the gliders wings, giving a substantial
amount of lift to the glider. Fare looked for a beach as gravity
fought a winning battle on his equipment. Prior to the trip, Fare
had spent hours learning the landscape of the big southern island.
Now, looking at the land in person, he attempted to reconcile the
overhead view he had come to know with the actual landmass he had
glided so far to see. A good spot to swim ashore finally presented
itself.

The last of the gliders booster rockets were
fired. The craft petered out all its forward speed as Fare tilted
the glider backward to trade momentum for altitude. When the glider
had come to a velocity that seemed far too slow to continue to
maintain, the pilot initiated a maneuver that was rarely used
except in emergencies. Instead of releasing his lower body to run
off the landing, Barrak Fare fully ejected himself from his glider
wings, dropping himself and his water tight gear free of the flight
equipment.

The shock of the water was overwhelming. Even
though Fare had chosen to perform a water landing, which was highly
undesirable for glide troops, the sudden change from flight to
complete submersion was quite disorienting. Fare surfaced in a
cascade of aerated water, flipping the flight helmet off to the
side as he floated in his buoyancy-activated flight suit. As the
cold ocean water began to creep in through his gear and onto his
skin, Fare began the short swim from his crash landing site in to
the shore of Pimu.

 


The glider wings sunk twenty feet to the
ocean floor, abandoned. The surf zone was forgiving to the former
soldier, as the bottom topography was a gradual rise up to the
beach. Barrak Fare trudged out of the water, pack dragging behind,
other gear dangling from the strong body beneath. Fare crossed the
high water line and plopped down on the polished rocky beach. He
breathed heavy but was happy.

Barrak had been making his plans for exiling
himself to this island for over a year. He had quit the Army right
before the reorganization and had stayed off the grid since. His
first idea was to live in his cabin in the mountains, but the
winter snow, which had seemed appealing in theory, had changed his
mind about the climate he wanted to enjoy in his retirement.

The more he considered where to go, the
stories he read as a child of shipwrecked sailors kept coming to
mind. He had learned survival tactics in his service, but they had
always been framed in a situation where support was never far
behind. The general mentality of making things work out of pure
willpower was solidly implanted in his personality. As Fare
stripped of the flight suit and gathered his gear for the
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