
		
			[image: Signs]
		

 Signs

  ​​Book Description

Close to perishing, the battered crew of Infinity One must risk their lives—and sacrifice one—to assure that human life continues on.

The crew of Infinity One must return to Earth to get a synthetic dilithium crystal from the Intercosmic Space Program’s main base in Marinette, Wisconsin. Without the crystal to power their spaceship and the cloaking shield, they’ll be an easy target for the Zeta aliens.

As if that wasn’t enough, the sixth seal of the Book of Revelation is fulfilling its promise of stars falling from the sky and the sun becoming black as sackcloth. 

It’s a race against time. Can the downtrodden crew retrieve the crystal before calamity crushes them? Will they give up all hope because of the impossible odds against them? Who needs to be sacrificed to save the others? Find out in this sixth book of Seven Seals Redux.

Author’s website: https://www.ConnieMyres.com
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  ​​Chapter 1

Rev. 6: 12–17. 12 When he opened the sixth seal, I looked, and behold, there was a great earthquake; and the sun became black as sackcloth, the full moon became like blood, 13 and the stars of the sky fell to the earth as the fig tree sheds its winter fruit when shaken by a gale; 14 the sky vanished like a scroll that is rolled up, and every mountain and island was removed from its place. 15 Then the kings of the earth and the great men and the generals and the rich and the strong, and every one, slave and free, hid in the caves and among the rocks of the mountains, 16 calling to the mountains and rocks, “Fall on us and hide us from the face of him who is seated on the throne, and from the wrath of the Lamb; 17 for the great day of their wrath has come, and who can stand before it?”

* * *

Beyond the forward window of Infinity One, Earth came into view. Even though it was not as red and sparkly as when the aliens first arrived and began terraforming the planet, it was not the blue marble with white swirls it once was.

Jack walked up to Infinity One’s control desk and stood between scientist Max and Sarah Van Dam, seated in front of the system console. “That’s one sick looking planet. It looks like a pink rubber ball that’s been rolled through a pile of cow dung.”

Sarah looked up at Jack, remembering the victory kiss they shared when they left Mars. “You’re right, it doesn’t look too healthy.”

“Don’t tell me that GI Joe is taking us back to Earth.” Max placed his bony elbows—hidden inside the sleeves of his black hooded sweatshirt—onto the desk and leaned forward. “I thought we were supposed to be going someplace safe, not back to the man-eating moss and crazed zombies.”

“Artie,” Sarah said to the seven-foot tall android, dressed in fatigues, standing on a pedestal in the center of the flight deck. “Are you taking us back to Earth?”

“Yes, Sarah,” Artie said, with a soft, confident HAL 9000 voice. “Infinity One is unable to enter warp drive without another dilithium crystal. Our earlier jumps were severely flawed, causing human particles to mix temporarily with the ship’s molecular body. Proper faster-than-light speed should instead place Infinity One into a bubble, thus protecting the ship and its passengers from intermingling. I believe this may be one reason for Ray’s illness.”

Max slammed his hand next to the instrument panel. “You damned tin can. Didn’t you know that piece of information before you sent us gallivanting around the universe?”

“I am sorry, Max, but I have had little experience with the warp drive. However, with more investigation, I have found that any further jumps are dangerous to the crew without a proper dilithium crystal. I have located what appears to be a synthetic crystal inside the Intercosmic Space Program’s main base in Marinette, Wisconsin.”

“That’s where they designed and put this ship together,” prepper Tony Callahan said as he massaged his wife Clare’s shoulders.

Forced to be the pilot in command of Infinity One because of astronaut Ray Barber’s illness and the safety wristband she wore, Sarah turned the skipper’s chair toward the android. “Artie, how are we going to get it? Aren’t the aliens on the planet?”

“I have located an active alien base in Antarctica,” Artie said, “but none at our destination.”

“But won’t they still be able to detect us?” Sarah asked.

“The cloaking shield has enough power to keep us from being seen while we enter the atmosphere and descend to the bottom of Lake Michigan.”

“Wait a minute,” Max said. “What’s to stop the aliens from finding us when the shield gives out?”

“I have located an ancient alien ship of unknown origin submerged in the deepest area of a basin. It is probable the spacecraft has already been logged by the Zeta’s and is of little concern to them. I will guide Infinity One under the water until it sits atop the craft causing one signature. I calculate there is a sixty percent chance that we will not be detected.”

“Sixty percent?” Clare said, taking off her tattered camouflage cap. She ran her fingers through her mussed hair. “That’s not very good odds. And by the way, who are the Zeta’s?”

“I will elucidate further, Clare,” Artie said. “The alien Rausuca and his kind are from the binary star system in the southern constellation of Reticulum known as Zeta Reticuli. The ancient alien ship we will pair with is a different species. I chose to call the aliens we are currently resisting, Zeta’s, for clarification between the two species.”

“So, who are the aliens we’ll be cozied up with?” Jack asked.

“Unknown, Jack. I will run further analysis when we have formed with the craft.”

Seated to the right of Sarah, Professor Jerry Dillon looked up from a computer screen. “From what I see here, Artie is correct. If we don’t meld with the ancient ship, there is a one hundred percent chance the aliens—I mean Zeta’s—will find us. There simply is not enough power to hold the cloaking shield much longer. I say we do as Artie suggests.”

“It sounds like a terrible idea to me,” Jack said, watching the professor tap numbers on a monitor.

“Artie,” Sarah said. “Is there life on the spaceship in Lake Michigan?”

“I have not discovered lifeforms, Sarah. The spaceship was downed thousands of years ago, and what life was on it has either left the ship or expired.”

“They could be hibernating,” Tony said. “Maybe that’s why you can’t pick them up.”

“That is possible, Tony. But my recommendation stands.”

Sarah turned her chair back toward the viewscreen. “We might as well do as Artie says. I don’t see any other options.”

“So, Artie, where exactly are you taking us?” the professor asked, continuing to stare at the flashing images on the screen.

“Professor, the ancient craft is submerged nine hundred, twenty-five feet in Lake Michigan’s Chippewa Basin between Michigan’s Sleeping Bear Dunes National Lakeshore and Wisconsin’s Door Peninsula.”

“Ah, yes,” the professor said, “the prehistoric Lake Chippewa.”

“Don’t everyone forget that the robot is infected with malware from Proxima b,” Max said.

“Allanna,” Tony corrected.

“Whatever. Even if the infected robot isn’t leading us to our deaths, there’s still the matter of—” Max ripped the glasses from his face. “How the hell do we get the crystal when we’re one hundred, fifty-four fathoms deep?”

“I must admit,” Father Mitch said as he began securing loose equipment at the lab station. “Max does have a point. We can’t swim there.”

“Artie.”

“Yes, Sarah.”

“How do we get from the bottom of Lake Michigan over to the ISP headquarters in Wisconsin? Are you going to drop us off there?”

“No, Sarah, I cannot drop you off because the cloaking shield is almost depleted and we will be observed. The excursion module is the best course of action.”

“Excursion module? What’s that?” Jack asked.

Max continued wiping the thick lenses of his glasses on the hem of his black goth T-shirt. “It’s the space pod, Jack. Right, Artie?”

“Correct, Max. The excursion module, or EM, is Infinity One’s small craft that shuttles the crew. It is affectionately known as, the bug.”

“Jack, you can call it the bug,” Max said. “That’s right up your alley.”

Jack smiled as he watched Max place the glasses back on his face. “You know, Max, I’m glad Tony and I got you those goth clothes—you cranky old fart.”

Max looked Jack up and down. “Too bad you’re not still wearing that long underwear from the spacesuit. I really enjoyed that look on you, Jack.”

Sarah sighed “You two quibble like an old married couple.” She turned her attention back to Artie. “Will the Zeta’s be able to see the excursion module?”

“Sarah, I assume the Zeta’s will not be searching for objects that small.”

“You know what assume means, don’t ya?” Jack grinned at Max.

“It means supposing to be the case. But why don’t you enlighten us, Jack? What does assume mean?”

“It means to make an ass out of you and me.” Jack laughed.

“You’re as bright as they come, Jack,” Max said, just as an alarm sounded.

Sarah looked at the control panel that was now lit up like the front porch of a house entered in a Christmas decorating contest. “Artie, what’s that warning signal mean?”

“Sarah, we are entering Earth’s atmosphere, and the cloaking shield is failing.”

When everyone looked out the forward window and saw the Michigan mitten racing toward them, they either ran for the flight seats or found something to hold on to.

“Are we going to crash, Artie?” Willis said, helping Georgie and Dawn grab Jibber and little Miss Foo.

“Do not worry, Willis. There is only a twenty-five percent chance of anything going wrong.”

“That’s one to three odds in poker lingo,” Jack said, gripping the back of Sarah’s chair.

“Figures you’d know that one, Jack,” Max said, strapping himself in.
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