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Chapter 1 - Zander (Cheese) 
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Today Zander is on routine space patrol six miles above the planet. No matter how many times he does this he is always awed by the experience. It is so much better than the Sims he trained on. In the distance the hazy curve of Vulcania, framed with blue, white, and purple is breath taking and his space acrobatics draw a couple of g’s to add to his enjoyment. He looks down below and can see green and brown coloured continents. 

Zander owns his own apartment in Quintass City. It is a very utilitarian apartment made from silver plasteel and synthglass, but Zander likes it that way. Quintass City is a busy place. Busiest of all is the spaceport. On Vulcania there are two races. The Khalts and the Phalahs. Zander is a Khalt. Although the Khalts are in a minority, they are the rulers. Nevertheless, the Khalts and the Phalahs coexist in perfect harmony. Theirs is an idyllic society in which many are very gifted. Zander is no exception. In his three years in the Space Force, he has risen to the rank of Captain.

Zander thinks of his cousin, Patahl. Patahl refused to join the Space Force. As far as Zander is concerned there are hostile aliens out there, so the Space Force is vital. His father, Shamran, is proud of him. Always supportive. Always encouraging. This is part of the reason that Zander never plans. He always flies by the seat of his pants, on the ground, in the air, or in space.

Suddenly the sun rises from behind the planet splashing golden light across his cockpit. Zander shouts “whoo hoo!”

Zander calls to Kellis Space Base, “This is Blue Two. The skies are clear. Over.”

“Received Zander. Why not do another sweep for luck? Over.”

“Will do. Out.”

Zander does another orbit of the planet. His tiny, one-man craft is a tight fit, but it doesn’t bother him. He spirals down to land. The landing bay is a flurry of activity. There are messages blaring over the tannoy. Pilots and troops mill about. When he opens the cockpit the reassuring, familiar oily smell hits him.

A deck officer comes up to him, “Captain Marvlo, the General wants to see you sir.”

When he gets there the General actually comes out of his office to greet him.

“Sir ... I ... er ...”

“At ease, Captain. We have detected some anomalies on long range scanners. It could be a cloaked invasion force. I want you to do a recon. Your small one-man fighter might go undetected.”

“Yes Sir. When?”

“Right away.”

“Yes Sir!”

Zander’s craft is re-fuelled in record time, and he speeds off to check out the anomalies.
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Chapter 2 – Patahl (Chalk)
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That same day, Patahl rises early. He looks out of his bedroom window at green evergreens and grey deciduous trees that have not yet come into bud. There are snow clad mountains in the distance. Steam issues from one of the peaks. He looks up at a cloudy, grey sky. 

Vulcania is semi-volcanic. Even in winter steam issues from the ground. The Vulcanians build their houses over the geysers and use the heat for warmth in winter. Their only problem is cooling the water and diverting the heat away in summer, but it is a good problem to have.

Patahl is a cautious person. Everything must be controlled and planned. Not like his cousin Zander, who is impulsive. At the second hour, precisely, he sits down to his breakfast. He takes exactly three spoonful’s of cereal and measures two thirds of a cup of milk into the bowl. He chews every mouthful ten times. After five mouthfuls he stops to talk to his mother.

“Good morning mum,” Patahl says.

“What’s good about it?” His mother replies.

“How are you?” Patahl asks.

“Awful. I have the suspicion that something terrible is about to happen to me.”

“You felt that way yesterday and here you are,” Patahl says.

“That was yesterday. I thought that I was going to be ill. The terrible thing is totally different.”

“Why not plan and control what you do?”

“That can’t protect you!”

“True, but it can minimise the chances.”

“Maybe I’ll think about it,” his mother says.

Patahl resumes his breakfast and follows his cereal with a round of toasted oat bread, buttered and cut perfectly in half, from corner to corner.

Patahl is still some time off from the choosing. The choosing is what makes Patahl’s people unique. Each Vulcanian must choose their path on their eighteenth birthday. Officially there are only two paths: Dark and Light. In reality there is also the Grey. The Grey Path is dangerous and difficult. It is hated by followers of the Light and Dark Paths because it is neither Light nor Dark, but a mixture of both. His late father chose the Light Path. The Light Path respects all life and shows kindness to all. The Dark Path condones violence. Few follow the dark path.
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Chapter 3 – Raiders
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Zander speeds away from Vulcania with his sensors on full spread and moderate sensitivity. He travels on for five hours, using a quarter of a tank of fuel, with no long-range sightings and no long-range sensor blips. In the distance he sees something strange. It is like a large, liquid refraction of space and stars. It happens again. Zander fires a plasma bolt directly at it. Immediately a large fleet is partially revealed. The cloak reasserts itself, but the fleet fires on Zander. He doesn’t need any further confirmation; he sharply turns his craft and transmits a warning. This gives the Space Force a few hours to scramble every available pilot. Though the raiders are aware that Zander has divulged their presence, they still try to overtake him and destroy him. He flies evasively and burns half of his remaining fuel evading them. Eventually Zander joins his comrades and prepares to repel the invaders. 

At first the raiders attack with smaller fighters. For a while Zander holds his own, even damages one of the raiders’ ships. “There are too many of them!” Zander complains to his comrades.

The enemy deploy larger craft, which are slower and less manoeuvrable, but more powerful. 

Zander is hit and crash lands in the outskirts of Quintass City. Checking himself for injuries, Zander is amazed to be alive with only a few cuts and bruises.

Patahl hears a loud commotion and sees soldiers coming towards his house. “Mum, we’ve got to get out!”

“I told you something terrible...”

“Come on!”

They escape from the back of their house. A lucky shot hits his mother in the back of the head, killing her instantly. All over Vulcania people are being ruthlessly killed without reason. Patahl freezes. Tears well in his eyes. 

“Oh mum, why did you have to be right?”

Fear takes over and he runs for the nearest tree cover. As he gets his breath back, he looks in disbelief as his people are systematically slaughtered. It is pitiful. The followers of the Light Path have no means to fight back. Even the followers of the Dark Path are defeated by sheer weight of numbers and the ferocity of their attackers.

“Don’t be afraid.”

Patahl jumps. He prepares to run.

He sees a squat alien in grey battle armour. The alien has a gun, but it is pointed at the ground. 

“Please don’t shoot,” Patahl pleads. 

“Those barbarians are the Havilah. We are not like them. We hate what they do.”

“Won’t you help us then?”

“My people, the Narda, are not strong enough, but we can rescue some of you.”

“Rescue?”

“Yes. Come to my ship.”

The ship is hidden in a clearing deep in the woods. A number of Vulcanians have been gathered there.

“Are these all of my people that you have rescued?” Patahl asks.

“We do our best. Ours is not the only ship.”
“I’m Patahl.”
“Emrist.”

“Please to meet you.”

Emrist takes Patahl inside






























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHALK
Vin
AND

Adams

CHEESE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





