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Chapter I - Hello Lello 47
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Jack admired the tall gleaming spires of Lello47 through the ship's porthole, his eyes lingering on the way the sunlight reflected off the buildings like diamonds scattered across the planet's surface. The urban skyline was awe-inspiring yet harmonious, blending seamlessly with the surrounding landscapes. 

Jack’s voice was tinged with nostalgia as he turned to Tatu and said, “Lello47 reminds me of the planet Koda, Tatu. You'd think these two planets were sisters.”

Tatu chuckled knowingly. “You’re only partly right, Jack. What you see now is just the tip of what makes Lello47 unique. We haven’t yet entered the sprawling orchards and cultivated fields that supply this planet with all it needs.” 

“Wait till you see the mountains, towering peaks crowned with cascading waterfalls, and the emerald forests where animals roam freely without fear. Unlike Koda, the rulers here have implemented strict laws to protect their world.” 

“Construction is allowed on fifty percent of the planet’s land. The rest is devoted to agriculture and untamed nature like you won’t find on any other planet. As if that wasn’t enough, their seas and oceans are home to floating tourist resorts, a marvel in themselves.”

Jack’s lips curved into a smile as he absorbed this description. “I believe you, Tatu. It sounds like paradise. I can’t wait to meet these people.”

“They’re humanoids like you, Jack,” Tatu added, his voice carrying a touch of amusement. “You’ll see, they have their ways of standing out.”

A few moments later, the ship gracefully descended onto the softly manicured landing platform of a grand estate set amid a fairytale mountain landscape. The house, built of natural stone and wood, seemed to breathe with the life around it. The lush garden, filled with vibrant alien flora, created a serene setting that soothed the soul. A wooden table in the garden was modest yet elegant, its surface adorned with six steaming mugs of exotic herbal tea. 

As Jack stepped out of the ship and approached the gathering, Tatu clasped him on the shoulder and began introductions. “This is Jack,” Tatu announced, pride lacing his tone, “my friend who saved my life.” 

Then, gesturing to the four figures standing before them, he continued, “Here are King Michael, his wife Jennifer, their son John, and his wife, Camelia.”

Feeling out of place among the regal family, Jack smiled shyly and bowed slightly. The family’s warm smiles, however, put him at ease. 

King Michael, a stately man with streaks of silver in his hair and eyes that radiated wisdom, stepped forward. “We’re honored to meet you, Jack,” Michael said with genuine warmth. “It is no small thing to save a friend’s life. You have our gratitude for keeping Tatu safe.”

Jennifer, a graceful woman with quiet strength, added, “Please, sit with us. We prepared this herbal tea in anticipation of your arrival. It’s a blend native to Lello47. We hope you’ll enjoy it.”

The group settled at the table.  The atmosphere quickly turned lively as they shared stories and laughter. Tatu, of course, stole the show with his colorful tales, most of which featured his notorious friend Omiddu. Each time Tatu imitated Omiddu’s eccentric behavior, the group erupted into hearty laughter.

At one point, Tatu excused himself and returned with a polished wooden box, intricately carved and inlaid with precious stones. He placed it before Michael, who raised an eyebrow in curiosity.

“King Michael,” Tatu began, his voice carrying a note of pride, “you once asked me to find this object. Well, thanks to Omiddu, I succeeded. I hope it is what you’ve been searching for.”

Michael opened the box.  His face lit up like the morning sun. Nestled inside was a platinum apple, its surface gleaming with an otherworldly glow. It seemed almost alive, pulsating faintly as if it held the universe's heartbeat.

“Do you know what this is, Tatu?” Michael asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, Your Majesty,” Tatu replied with a respectful nod. “I’ve made sure not to touch it. I’ve been told that the first person to hold it will own its power.”

Jennifer leaned forward to peer into the box, her eyes widening in amazement. “Tatu, this is incredible. You must have paid a fortune for it. We’ll compensate you handsomely, double, even.”

Tatu laughed heartily, waving off her offer. “Double of nothing is still nothing, Your Majesty. Omiddu gifted it to me, and now I’m gifting it to you. Consider it to be a token of friendship.”

Michael studied Tatu for a moment. Then he stood and retrieved a small gold medallion encrusted with Gallatan gems. Michael returned to the table and opened the medallion.  He carefully sliced a thin piece from the apple with a ceremonial knife and placed the fragment inside the gold medallion.

“Take this to Omiddu,” Michael said solemnly, handing the medallion to Tatu. “Tell him it is a token of our gratitude. Should he ever find himself in need, he will know how to use it.”

“I will, Your Majesty. Thank you,” Tatu replied, bowing his head.

As the laughter resumed, John, a younger man with a sharp wit and a charming demeanor, turned to Jack. “So, Jack,” he asked, leaning in with curiosity, “what’s your story?”

Jack hesitated, his eyes dropping to the ground. For a moment, the weight of his past pressed down on him like an iron chain. Not even Tatu had probed him for details. Maybe now was the time to open up, to let go of the memories that had haunted him for so long. 

Jack straightened up, looked at the expectant faces around the table, and began to speak. His voice was steady but tinged with melancholy as he began to paint the picture of his life.  It was a story both painful and profound.
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“My parents were working middle-class workers,” Jack began, his voice steady yet tinged with a faint sadness. “I was an only child and understood, even as a young boy, every time they told me they didn’t have money to buy me a bicycle or other toys like all my friends had. I never complained. I learned early to make do with what we had.”

The five listeners, seated under the cool shade of the Lello47 orchard trees, leaned forward slightly, captivated by the man’s story. The warm breeze carried the faint scent of ripened fruit, and the golden sunlight filtered through the leaves, dappling their faces.

Jack’s face seemed distant, his mind drifting to a different time and place. “I graduated first in my class and earned a scholarship to Stanford University in California,” he continued. His tone brightened slightly, recalling a milestone that once filled him with pride.

“At Stanford,” Jack explained, “I focused exclusively on my studies. If I wasn’t in lectures or labs, I was buried under a mountain of books in the university library.” He gestured as though stacking an invisible pile, then shook his head lightly. 

“I didn’t even notice anyone around me. I was so absorbed in my studies that the outside world faded into the background.”

Tatu nodded knowingly, but Jack chuckled softly. “What I hadn’t realized,” he said, “was that someone had noticed me, a beautiful girl who spent as much time in the library as
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