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The President of the United States was angry about
the kidnapping of American citizens, and General Mike Hurst knew
it.

Sergeant First Class Michael Hurst had been a double
amputee, as a result of a suicide bomber in Iraq. Years later,
after being kidnapped by an extra-terrestrial, he had been placed
in a medical device, which not only regenerated his legs, but also
his lost eye.

The alien, a Thorian named Jonelle (Jo to his
friends), had been the slave of a murderous race of reptilian
beings called Saurans, who posed a serious threat to all humanity.
The alien recruited Mike to organize and lead the defense of the
planet, on behalf of all humans. It was a task he neither wanted,
nor felt qualified to perform. Yet, here he was, once more standing
on the sharp edge of a hellish situation.

He and the few members of his tiny staff had just
kidnapped over one hundred old veterans and elderly scientists, in
an endeavor to begin the awesome task of building a space navy to
oppose the dreaded Saurans. They never could have done it, without
the help of a sentient computer named Bambi.

Through the biological comm units Bambi had installed
in their brains, they could communicate, without anyone knowing
they were mentally communicating (comming) to each other. On their
visit with the President, they gave him a single handheld comm
unit, to enable the leader of the free world to be in contact with
Mike. It was the hope of Mike’s staff that they could coordinate a
defense of the planet, with the help of key nations, but without
the interference of the bureaucracy of any governments on
Earth.

Clearly this was going to be a very awkward
discussion.

Bambi commed him, He’s not alone, he has key
members of the National Security Council present and they’re
listening in.

Good, Bambi. They should hear what I have to say and
be allowed to ask direct questions of me.

Mike began, “Mr. President, let’s not waste time
dancing around the issues. Save that for the UN. You can ask me
anything you want to know, and I’ll answer to best of my
ability.”

“Fair enough, Sergeant.” His use of Mike’s enlisted
rank was an obvious attempt to have Mike seem as a subordinate in
the conversation.

In a demanding tone, the President asked, “Did you
kidnap those aviators, the scientists and those poor old
veterans?”

“Yes sir. My group was responsible. Every one of
those people are being treated for any existing ailments. Once the
process is completed, they will be given the chance to join us.
After further improvements are made to their bodies, which will aid
them in dealing with the rigors of life in outer space, they will
be part of the effort to defend the Earth.”

“I see.”

Apparently, Stassen covered the mic with his hand in
an attempt have a brief conversation with his staff, before
proceeding.

Mike told him, “Mr. President, covering the mic
doesn’t stop us from hearing you. I am aware of the presence of
your Chief of Staff: of John Oldfield, your National Security
Advisor: Todd Pierpoint, Director of the Science Foundation: Marge
Chalmers, and Secretary of Defense: Mike Hardesty.

“I’m sure you would like to know where we are. We
have been traveling for six days out to the Kuiper belt, to
rendezvous with the large ship that we now control. You can have
NASA, the Air Force Space Command, or any number of agencies
attempt to track this communication. I’m sure the Secretary of
Defense, will verify that you can’t even detect the transmission
coming through that hand-held unit you’re using.

“Let me put this into perspective. I’m talking to you
without using my voice. I’m communicating to you through a comm
unit in my brain.”

He heard sounds of amazement. “Good Grief,” and, “Oh
my God, the alien turned him into an android.”

Mike couldn’t let that comment slide. “No, I have not
been converted into an android. I’ve had genetic alterations, which
give me extraordinary abilities. I’m not a robotic mechanism and
I’m still a human being.”

There were a few doubtful mutterings, but he ignored
them.

“Mr. President I apologize for the police officers
who lost their lives in California. I had hoped to avoid just this
type of incident. With your help, it won’t be necessary for us to
proceed in this manner, ever again.”

There was some quiet arguing going on and President
Stassen said, “That sounds very nice, except it won’t make their
families feel any better. You know I’ve got to hold you accountable
Sergeant and I will do my duty.”

Mike responded, “I know you will Mr. President.
However, I should tell you I no longer answer to you, or any other
Government. I am establishing a Space Navy and Army that will be
dedicated to the defense of the Earth. This military organization
will not be held accountable to you, America, the United Nations,
or any nation.

There was another series of angry comments on the
Earth end of the line.

“Mr. President, please; let’s talk about what’s
coming our way. And you might as well put the comm unit down and
allow the others to speak. We’ll get a lot more done, as they get
their questions answered.”

Secretary of Defense Hardesty couldn’t contain his
anger. “Hurst, you son of a bitch. You really think you can get
away with this, don’t you?”

“Mr. Secretary, could you please explain what it is
you think I’m trying to do.”

“You’re trying to pull off something and it’s not
going to work.”

“Mr. Hardesty, I understand your frustration. None of
this is your fault, or mine. It really isn’t anyone’s fault. I
admit I might have handled this entire situation with a bit more
tact. As for getting away with something, all I want is for the
Earth to be free to continue to fuck things up, until they learn
how not to.

“And if you think I’m in it for the money, may I
first ask whether or not you found that half ton of gold we left
you. Obviously, I don’t need money. I’m not some megalomaniac who
wants to rule the world. I don’t even want to do this, but I’m
stuck with the job, because anyone selected to handle this
operation would be obliged to answer to one of the Earth’s nations.
The other nations would be in an uproar and the battle to gain
influence would be distracting to say the least. By the time the
various governments got their shit together, we’d all be dead.

“Now, can we please get off this topic for a while.
We can revisit it if you insist on doing so.”

The President said, “So you will not answer to
anyone?”

“Don’t be ridiculous, of course I will. I must answer
to my son, his wife, Max Kolbe and my alien friend, Jo. Eventually,
I’ll have to answer to every person on the planet. I’m just not the
sort of guy you have to fear, not really. Hell, it’s not as though
I’m going to run for office. I have my pride and my integrity, no
offense intended, sir.”

Bob Stassen shot back, “You asshole, of course I’m
offended.” The President paused, sighed and added, “Although, when
I consider most of the politicians I’ve had to deal with, I suppose
I shouldn’t be offended.”

Stassen sighed again, obviously frustrated by Mike’s
stubbornness. “Well, what do I call you then, Sergeant, or General,
or the Grand Wizard?”

“Call me Mike.”

Marge Chalmers, the head of the Science Foundation,
said, “Mike, if you’re already that close to the Kuiper belt, then
you must be traveling at a very high rate of speed. How fast can
you go and what sort of engine do you have? How does the spacecraft
move? And how is it that we can talk in near real time, with so
little time delay?”

“I don’t know that. I’ll have my technical genius
explain it to you. Her name is Bambi.”

Bambi entered the conversation. “Miss Chalmers, right
now, we are traveling at more than one and a half million miles per
hour. We could go faster, but I don’t want to trip any of the
monitoring beacons the enemy has ringed around your solar
system.”

There were whistles and Mrs. Chalmers told them,
“Just doing a quick calculation in my head, I would say that sounds
about right. Most people have no appreciation for the vastness of
space. For instance, ten years ago we launched the New Horizons
spacecraft and it’s only just now out to Pluto. They’ve made it
about one sixth of the way in seven days, so these guys are really
moving.”

Bambi continued, “The craft we are in at the moment,
has a form of drive that your people at NASA might understand. It’s
based on an ion drive system, but far more advanced than anything
you’re currently experimenting with. There’s a great deal to be
realized, before you can grasp the concept of the many things we do
out here, such as communicating this distance in short time. That’s
the beauty of the comm system. It’s not subject to the light speed
broadcasts of radio waves.”

Bambi deliberately left out the fact that it might be
possible for a few organizations on the Earth to detect the
presence of mysterious, minute gravity variations, whenever the
comm was being utilized.

There were more “Wows” and “Ohs”

Bambi continued to explain, “Mike told the President
about upgrading the people we need. That process is quite difficult
for the recipient, but once it has been achieved, he or she can
think at speeds that are way beyond any of your current
computers.”

Marge Chalmers voice quivered, as she said, “That
must be marvelous, but having the speed doesn’t necessarily make a
person intelligent or wise.”

Mike jumped in, “No it doesn’t, Miss Chalmers. It
also doesn’t make one kind, or gentle, or decent, or honest or
loving. Nurturing parents and the people around them develop those
traits in people.”

“Yes, and don’t forget faith the God.” she said
softly.

“That is most certainly true, Dr. Chalmers. Of
course, if I hammer on that too much, the other faiths will raise
objections to the Space Navy. That would be to the detriment of all
humanity.

“Mr. President, Mr. Hardesty, here’s what I’m asking
for at the moment. We will be physically repairing the old vets,
the pilots and the scientists. They will have the benefit of a
younger body and will probably live twice as long as anyone alive
today. We will explain to them the reality of our situation and
they will be shown the universe from out here. They will have the
option of staying and helping us to build a Space Navy or returning
to the planet and continuing their lives down there in their new
bodies.

“We deliberately took old vets, because they have
paid the price of freedom in the past and they know what a horrible
price it can be. It is my belief that those who choose to stay out
here, will make better warriors, because of that fact.

“Now here’s what you can do. We need the help of the
English speaking nations. If we gather them in a conference call,
so they can all talk with my staff and me, we can move things along
a lot faster.

“I’ll have Bambi provide security for the call and
she will also take the steps to improve your anti-hacking
protection. By the way, did you know that the Chinese and Russians
listen in on many of each other’s secure communications? They do a
pretty good job of hacking the Pentagon, too; but no more. Bambi
has secured the networks you use for national defense. I think if
you’ll check, you see there has been an incredible decrease in
attempts to break into your defense networks. Also, the Internet is
now relatively free of successful hacking and viruses.”

The National Security Advisor, Todd Pierpoint,
verified that fact, “That’s true Mr. President and it’s not just
the Pentagon. I received the report just before this call. The
entire military communications net has gone virtually hacker free
and that’s true for the Internet, as well.”

The President asked, “Why are the attempts dropping?
I can understand the success of blocking attacks on our defense
network. But, wouldn’t that increase the number of attempts? Why
are attempts to hack going down to zero.”

Mike answered, “As I have indicated, we don’t answer
to existing governments. We have taken a harsh stand on hacking.
When a hack takes place, we burn up the computers behind the
attempt. I suspect right now there are several governments who are
very concerned by these failures; in particular the governments of
China, Russia, Iran, North Korea and Israel. Also, those rogue
hackers around the world who have been a pain in the ass for
years.”

“Do you mean to say you’ve literally burned up their
computers?”

“Yes sir, that’s exactly what I mean. Once we verify
that we have identified the source computer and the related servers
and interconnected computers, we attack the entire system
simultaneously. We insert a virus that causes a power surge to
bypass internal transformers, sending full charges of current
throughout the system. So, microchips that operate on a minor
volume of amps, using relatively small amounts of wattage, overheat
and melt in a few seconds. Those people are going to have to
replace an awful lot of motherboards.

“As a courtesy, we’ve not melted any hacking
equipment in the American arsenal. Although, for the moment, we
have blocked any attempt to crack into another government’s
files.”

Hardesty, the Secretary of State, obviously still
filled with animosity, challenged, “Don’t you realize those
countries could view that act as an attack by the United States? At
the very least, they’re going to go before the UN and launch a
verbal assault on us, creating further hate and distrust of the
USA.”

Max took that one, “We thought of possible responses
by the guilty parties, and that’s the key point here. If they
complain about us hacking into their hackers, they’re admitting to
the crime. If they claim computers in their country are being
destroyed by the United States, they will have no proof. When we
placed the virus in those computers, it was done through a computer
in the very same agency. Where the Chinese were concerned, we
launched the attack from the secure computer on the desk of the
Grand Marshal of the People’s Liberation Army.”

Pierpoint said, “That’s an amazing ability, Mike. I
don’t suppose you would be willing to provide us with a copy of
that program?”

“I intend to do just that. However, for now, it is
beyond the capability of any existing computer on the planet. If
you need us to hack into something for you, just ask. However, I
should tell you that we will not aid you with planning any military
operation, unless it furthers our defense of the Earth, or it
results in the ending of a conflict. That rule will apply to the
other allied nations, as well.”

Hardesty wasn’t about to let it go that easily.
“Sergeant Hurst, might not the offended governments wish to
retaliate in some other form, perhaps a conventional attack? The
Russians for instance, might begin pushing more troops deeper into
the Ukraine, or move a few divisions up to the boarder of Poland or
the Baltic countries.”

“Yes sir, all of those scenarios were considered.
Even if they do make those moves, we can make it very uncomfortable
for them and not through active hostile means. I’m sure they would
get the message, through the passive means we would enact.”

“And what might that be.”

“Mr. Hardesty, with all due respect, we will be
holding several cards very close to our chest. I will not promise
to include you in our reaction to threats from other countries. But
I would probably consult with you before taking overt action to
counter true threats. In some cases, you’ll just have to watch and
see.

“Regarding the internet hacking. I believe, by
tomorrow afternoon, when the world begins to see a substantial
reduction in hacking, they will notice an increase in speed and
performance. If any person or country places the blame for this on
the US, they are actually giving you the credit for cleaning up a
huge mess and most users will be grateful.”

The President said, “I’m glad you’ve given this some
thought anyway.”

Hardesty jumped in. “Still, Sergeant Hurst, we should
be included in your efforts before hand. You can’t run around
willy-nilly, making it up as you go along.”

Mike would never admit it, but the man was right. He
was sort of making it up, as he went along. The man irritated Mike,
yet he understood how frustrated Mr. Hardesty must feel. In the
interest of maintaining a civil conversation, he ignored the man’s
last comment.

“Mr. President, we need to discuss a number of
initiatives that the free world must take, to help us build a space
navy. Many of the parts for several vessels and weapons will have
to be assembled on the Earth and sent into space. You will be
receiving designs for these items and, in some cases, specially
processed materials to complete those items for us. We will pay a
handsome price for those items. America and the free world will be
the beneficiary of the technology associated with it.

“What I’m saying is you will have designs for space
craft and weapons that are a thousand years beyond anything you
have now or even dreamed about. We will aid you in keeping those
items secret and unobtainable from your enemies. At first, these
items will require a huge increase in the military industrial
complex. It will provide a tremendous jump in employment and
therefore the economy. We will continue to provide payment in
precious metals and scientific advancement.

“All we ask is that you work with us for the defense
of Earth. I can understand a continued distrust of my motives and
me. All I can say to that is that I have no ulterior agenda and
neither do any of my people. How much you trust us is up to you.
You’ll find me open to any ideas that further the agenda of the
protection of our planet.”

The President, still skeptical, said, “We have no way
of keeping track of you, Mike. That’s going to frighten a lot of
people in my administration, as the word filters out and it
will.”

“Don’t discourage that approach, sir. Let them do
their job and I’ll do mine. I do ask you to urge your people not to
waste too much time on attempting to bring down the Terran Space
Navy.”

Mr. Hardesty just couldn’t let that go. “So, you’ve
come up with a nice sounding name for your little band of
traitors?”

Max lost it, just before Mike did and yelled, “Damn
it, Hardesty, we are loyal to the United States, but not to any one
element of the government. We are not traitors. So, get your head
out of your ass, step back and look at the big picture, not just
your little fiefdom.”

The President scolded them both. “All right gentlemen
that’s about enough. General Kolbe, it wouldn’t hurt for you to
step back and see things from our perspective. You’ve offered some
nice trinkets and they are very nice trinkets indeed, but you’ve
stolen our privacy. You can listen in on every discussion. How can
I have a secure talk with any one of my advisors, when I know that
everything is being overheard? Somehow, you must allow us to talk,
without being heard.”

After a long pause, Mike told him, “Sir, you’ve
already taken the necessary steps to block us from listening in
through the comm unit. When Mr. Oldfield put it in a Faraday cage,
we lost our ability to monitor you. So, build a bigger one around
your conference room and triple insulate it from transmission
waves, as you send alternating electrical charges through each of
the wires of the cage, and you’ll have your privacy.”

Marge Chalmers said, “So, in other words, your unit
can be blocked?”

Bambi commed Mike, It won’t actually work,
General. I can defeat it rather easily.

Mike told her, Well, they need to feel safe. We’ll
let them have this one, for now.

To Dr. Chalmers he answered, “Yes ma’am, it can be
blocked. I’m told it can be jammed, too, although that’s not my
area of expertise. The means for that is not something we are going
to be revealing any time soon.”

The meeting went on for quite a while. To save time
and keep the dialog going, they agreed not to break for lunch. The
Presidents staff, as well as Mike’s people opted to eat as they
worked. After the vitriol from Mike Hardesty had died down, things
began to progress a little more smoothly.

Bambi had to answer most queries that required a
technical response. Mike and Max handled the rest and those were
primarily regarding the politics in play between the English
speaking nations. It was far more complicated than Mike could have
imagined.

Finally, it was agreed that Mike and his staff would
produce a video, which would explain the current situation and lay
out a plan for the other English speaking nations to come on board,
or opt out.

Stassen told him, “I think we both can agree that no
one will want to be left out of the opportunity to gain access to
the advances in science, medicine and military hardware that you
offer. I’m afraid that each of them will feel required to do some
horse-trading, to maintain the illusion that they have some control
over you. I know I would like such control myself. But you’re not
going to surrender that, are you?”

“No sir,” Mike responded bluntly.

The President chuckled, “I can see how this method
could go a long way toward cutting through the bureaucratic
bullshit.”

“Yes sir, it can be very effective, and it will work
fine for building a space military. But I have no desire to chart a
political course for this organization. That’s why I’m willing to
work with all governments who will operate honestly with us, on
behalf of the planet and not just for their own personal wealth or
tyrannical aggrandizement. In other words, we are not going to aid
any one nation to pursue a war upon any other nation, no matter how
wonderful, or wretched it is.

“However, that being established, we are already
working to reduce the terrorist elements around the world.
Eventually, the world will see a lot less of that sort of activity.
I don’t want to frighten you, but I’m not going to be held back by
the constraints of seeking a consensus from the UN. When I find the
bad guys, I ain’t messing around with the UN by begging them to
understand how horrible those people are. I am going to eliminate
the threat that those people represent to their neighbors.”

Todd Pierpoint spoke to that. “We can’t control you,
Mike, but if you act unilaterally, you may bring down the wrath of
the United Nations upon us, because it will be assumed that we are
responsible. Several of the non-aligned nations would be upset and
begin leaning toward the other side.”

“Let ‘em lean. As the threat of terrorism is reduced,
certain dictatorships will be on the verge of economic failure,
because the states that supported them will no longer wish to waste
their money on programs that aren’t working.

“When I feel it is necessary to take action, I’ll
take it. That’s the only way for you to have deniability. When the
complaints come in, tell them some of the truth. You could say I am
a rogue warrior who has alleged he is defending the planet from
violent harm and I cannot be found. Give out my name, if you want
to. Make it official that you have revoked my US citizenship and
that I will never be allowed to return as one.”

Marge mumbled, “Well, he’s certainly committed to his
beliefs.”

Hardesty said, “Yeah, so was Adolph Hitler. Be
careful what you say, Mike. You’ll come off as a fanatic and that’s
going to scare a lot of people, especially the socialist
countries.”

“Yes, I know. It has already occurred to me that I’ll
be compared to the Nazis. As long as I don’t act like those clowns,
I can live with the false comparison. If I ever get too full of
myself, I have a staff of ethical people who will knock me on the
head.”

Mike Hardesty uttered, “What a pleasant thought.”

Mike roared with laughter. “Mr. Hardesty, I think
we’re more alike than you can imagine.”

“That’s an even more frightening thought.”

After a brief chuckle, Mike redirected the
conversation to something more serious. “Gentlemen and lady, it’s
time for you to consider a better way for us to get to know each
other and build some trust. Select one person to come out here with
us and undergo the upgrade process. We’ll return that person to you
and they will have constant contact with us, through their
installed comm unit, and they’ll be your direct conduits to our
technical staff. No one will hear them comming with us. That can be
a big help in some of the negotiations you become involved in. Of
course, that person would look like a twenty five year old kid,
when he or she returns.

“I don’t think it would be a good idea for you to be
that person, Mr. President, because there would always be a concern
that you had been compromised somehow. But, if you send a trusted
advisor, we will give you back a person with amazing capabilities.
They will have the ability to retrieve volumes of info in
nanoseconds, literally.

“Imagine setting in a conference and you need some
info about a topic of discussion that hadn’t been on the agenda.
Your new assistant would be able to scramble through government
files from all over the world, analyze them then give you his or
her perspective on the topic and it would only take seconds for a
complete review. You would never be caught off guard.”

The President huffed, “As usual, Mike, you know how
to dangle the right bait to catch the biggest fish in the pond.
That is an intriguing possibility. I’ll consider it and let you
know.”

“Sir, it’s an offer I intend to make to the other
English speaking nations, as well. The convenience and speed of
these abilities will greatly enhance our chances of being prepared
for the inevitable attack from the enemies of freedom everywhere,
and I’m talking about the Saurans.”

There was a lull at his reference to the unseen
aliens.

Pierpoint asked, “Mike, have you ever seen a Sauran
in person?”

“Yes. A wounded one attacked me. Had it not been for
sheer dumb luck and the help of Jo, I would have been killed. They
are huge, nearly twice as wide as we are. You’ve seen the pictures
of them, but not next to a human. We look tiny compared to one of
them. There were some videos on the ship that give a better
perspective of their movements. As a matter of fact, I would
appreciate the assessment of your best Xenobiologist. They might be
able to provide some insight as to their capabilities and maybe
they could pick out something vulnerable in their physique. We’ll
send you everything we have on their physiology.”

Marge Chalmers answered, “I’ll have a few people from
the Smithsonian look at it. They’re some of the best in the
world.”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

The meeting wrapped up with Mike promising to present
more technology to them, with the next visit.

Bambi asked, So, what are we going to give
them?

We’re going to bring them a dozen more portable comm
units and a dozen med units. You, my dear, are going to teach them
how use it.

But boss, it takes a comm interface to operate the
med units.

Yup. That’s why you are going to design a human
operator control panel for them, so a human can use it. These med
units won’t have to do as much as the current ones, just cure a few
diseases and regrow some missing limbs. I’ll want you to install a
self-destruct mechanism, just incase they try to take one apart and
reverse engineer it. Nothing explosive, just have it do a melt
down. Is that possible?

Sure. I’m already on it.

Good. Also, I’d like to provide them with an
anti-missile defense plasma unit. I assume you can build one, can’t
you? And it should be able to make multiple shots, in rapid-fire
mode. I suppose the biggest problem will be target acquisition and
tracking. Can you do all of that?

I should be able to and it won’t cost too much in
resources. I’ll look in the defense capability file for America and
see how far along they are. They generally structure their
defensive posture on potential enemy weapons threats. Their biggest
threats are Russia and China. Both of those countries have a war
doctrine very similar to the Saurans…blunt force. They overwhelm
their enemy with numbers, flooding the enemy’s defenses. So, I’ll
make this system able to handle 100 targets per second. That should
impress the Pentagon.

Mike was amazed at Bambi’s nonchalant attitude; at
what he thought would be an impossible task. He replied, Great.
We’re just going to bring them one though. Let them test it and see
how well it operates. If they want to reproduce it and they show
that they are serious about working with us, I’ll have you provide
them with a set of blueprints, so they can build their own. Once
Mike Hardesty and his staff see the effectiveness of it and they
realize how inexpensive it is, he’s going to like us a whole bunch
more. And, they will be able to manufacture it cheaply, won’t
they?

Sounding slightly concerned, Bambi confessed,
General, this system will not be cheap, but it will be
substantially less than any of the systems they currently have or
are working on, the Patriot Anti-Air Missile System for instance.
And, it will work so effectively they won’t need nearly as many of
them to cover their defensive area. These weapons will work fine on
the Earth and even better in space and it’s going to seem like a
miracle weapon to humans. In order to build it quick and cheap,
I’ll try to design it using existing human knowledge, which can be
easily copied, using current technology in America. But this system
wouldn’t be a threat to a Sauran warship. I’m afraid I lack the
data to build anything that would be effective against
them.

Mike grimaced. “We’re just taking baby steps for now,
Bambi. Once we whet their appetite, they’ll want more. That’s when
we press for a great deal more cooperation on a much grander
scale.”

Gotcha.
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Once they arrived back on the Mother Ship, they
worked with the robots to place more people into better quality med
units. The remainders were left sedated, for the moment. Mike
insisted that everyone get cleaned up, fed and rested, before they
did anything else.

Mary took exception to his command. She was excited
about the prospect of bringing the scientists on board and wanted
to go full steam ahead on explaining to them what was what.

Mike told her, “Sweetheart, I understand your desire
to press on right away. I don’t think you realize how fatigued
we’ve all become. Traveling in a shuttle is not the most
comfortable and it takes a toll on you. And that’s not to mention
the fact that we just pulled off four separate operations within
two days. The emotional toll is just now beginning to set in for
all of us.

“You are a Major in the TSN now. You’re going to be
in a command position and these scientists will answer to you. You
must watch out for your people. They won’t always realize how tired
they are. When that happens, mistakes can be made and, in our
business, that can get people killed.

“So, go get some rest and don’t ever refuse a direct
order from your commanding officer.”

She saluted and Mike ignored it. He openly commed
them all. “OK everybody, new rule. We’re going to run this ship
like a Navy vessel. Sailors don’t salute at sea and we won’t in
space. As close together as we’ll be working, we’d be saluting all
damn day. Now go get some rest.”

Mike waited for everyone to go to their quarters, and
then he did likewise. He showered, had a glass of wine and a slab
of grilled pseudo salmon. It looked horrible, but it tasted
wonderful.

He sent a note to the food file to improve the
appearance of their food. In it, he suggested having Bambi scan
through human food magazines, for pictures of cooked items and see
if she couldn’t get the replicator to create a more realistic
looking meal on their plates.

Before he went to bed, he gave Bambi one last
instruction.

“I want you to put together a video that we show
recruits, once they’ve been medically improved. I want it to sell
them on the idea of joining us, but it shouldn’t be a hard
sell…more of an explanation. Oh yeah, can you use Mary as the face
on the video. I think these people will react better to a human
woman than they would to a human male or an alien”.

“Once we’ve all had a good night’s sleep, we’ll
review it, edit it, and then we can begin showing it to people,
without wasting our time doing it in person.”

“Got it, Boss. I’ll have it ready for you. Of course,
I’ll need Mary to pose for a few shots of her facial expressions. I
can enhance them as needed from there for the video.”

“See to it.”

“On it.”

When he crashed, he crashed hard. He hadn’t set an
alarm; so when he woke up, he was surprised to find he had slept
for fifteen hours, according to his internal clock.

Bambi, you shouldn’t have let me sleep so long.

I was monitoring your vital signs and I felt you
needed the rest. If anything drastic had happened, I would have
called you.

By the way, with your new bodies, everyone will need
more rest and a lot more food, until the remainder of your change
has occurred. Right now, everyone is going through the tail end of
a genetic modification process. It can only be done as you begin to
use you new capabilities. Think of it as exercising to build muscle
mass. Only, in this case, you’re building gene and Nanite mass.

“So, you’re saying my body is still building genes
for me? Why? And what about the nanites? Are they made of metal,
and if they are, where are they getting it from?”

General, you can access that info in your Personal
Medical File. You’ll find a sub file for Genes and another for
Nanites. There are several sub-sub-files within those. You simply
must learn to do more with your new brainpower. I know it’s
awkward, but if you don’t use your capabilities, you won’t be able
to take advantage of them when you need them the most.

He complained, Well this is all new to me. Suppose
you set up a training program for all of us that will require us to
use files we haven’t checked out. Once we know where they are and
how they’re organized, maybe we’ll begin taking control on our
own.

Yes sir, I’ll do it and I’ll tell the others that it
is your order to practice this at least three times a day for
twenty minutes.

Good girl. Now, have everyone assemble in the
conference room. We need to get organized a whole lot better than
we have been.

Got it.

As the group drank coffee and ate a hearty breakfast
of mystery meat and scrambled eggs, with toast, they chatted
lightly about what they needed to do today.

Mike set the agenda.

“Before we begin waking up these recruits, we need to
make a video. I had Bambi work up a preliminary example for us to
edit. Let’s take a look at it.”

As they watched, the staff made comments and
suggestions. When it was over, Mary had the best idea.

“We need more variations of these. We’ll need one
that addresses the facts for scientists and technical types, one
for the military recruits and probably one we can show to the Heads
of State on Earth.”

Mike agreed. “I think you’ve got a good point.
Different groups will have questions based on their primary
interests and cultural backgrounds. Bambi, handle it.”

“On it.” That was quickly becoming her standard
response to an order, in addition to “Got It.”

He asked if anyone had any questions about the
mind-use training program that Bambi had suggested. No one had a
problem with discovering how to use their new abilities more
effectively.

Max spoke up. “Mike, I’ve been reviewing the
industrial side of things and we have a problem. We’ve only been at
this for a few days and we already have more to fabricate than our
machines can handle.

“We need more robots with different capabilities,
more shuttles, more med units, more comm units, more spaces for
crew quarters, flight simulators, combat simulators, and, if we’re
ever going to be able to construct some of our own spacecraft like
Mary is designing, we’ll need more replicators and fabricators. I
say we use half of the fabricators on board to build more
fabricators. For every two new ones that come online, we set one to
constructing items we’ll need and the other to building more
fabricators. That way, we’re attacking both sides of our
needs.”

Max’s eyebrows went up and he sighed, as he said,
“Does anyone have a problem with that?”

Mary told him, “That sounds good, but generally what
happens is you’ll end up creating occasional periods of inactivity
for some of them. At any one point in time, you’ll have fabricators
not being used for more critical projects, as others are waiting
for material that comes from a different set of machines.”

Mike asked, “Bambi, can you coordinate the
fabricators to operate at their most efficient and avoid
overlapping periods of unuse?”

“I believe I can minimize it, but Mary has a point.
It would be best to know ahead of time when a certain construction
cycle is approaching a need for a large volume of parts, or base
material. I can have the fabricators make them just in time, so the
parts are available. That way, it won’t hold up the assembly of
something critical. Also, when a fabricator has some down time, we
can have it manufacture parts that are going to be needed
later.”

Bambi cautioned, “No matter how we tweak it, there
will be times when a fabricator is down. They’ll need to be
retooled, in order to make some parts or entire pieces of finished
equipment. This suggests that Max’s idea has merit as well.

“I’ll do the best I can at orchestrating the
fabricators and replicators. As more come online, I’m sure we’ll
find that we need even more of them. I’ll bring another one
thousand robots out of storage. They are the ones who will help to
aid in the construction of the fabricators. Also, once the
fabricators begin to pump out equipment, the robots will be needed
to move those items around or place them into storage. Under the
circumstances, we’ll be facing a shortage of parts and equipment,
right up until the Saurans are at our doorstep.”

Mike agreed, adding, “That’s an excellent point and a
good way to put it. We’ll say just that, when next we talk with the
men of Earth. Time is of the essence and no amount of political
bickering or posturing is going to add to the effort to defend the
Earth.”

Wayne had his say. “We’ll lose to much time going
back and forth from the Kuiper belt, to Earth and back. We need to
be able to manufacture some things on Earth and some out here.
Earth has the space for large projects and the manpower to be able
to ramp up programs on a grand scale.

“So, I suggest that we go about it in two ways. We
ask the American government to begin construction of manufacturing
facilities that will specialize in products that further the
overall effort. Because I’m not a trusting soul, I think we should
covertly obtain our own land, in a remote area and have our own
people handle some of that without the knowledge or help of the
American government. I’m guessing that our secret effort will move
faster and be more productive than theirs, at least at first.”

Max complimented him and asked, “Where do you suggest
we look for a large parcel of land?”

“Not in America. It could cause problems. I was
thinking Mexico. We could get a long term lease, probably from any
number of the wealthy landowners down there. We can pay in advance
with cash or gold. Bambi can keep the trouble makers at bay and the
local government can probably be bribed to leave us alone.”

Mike chuckled, as he said, “Son, you’re a chip off
the old block. A little larceny can go a long way. And if the
Americans find us out, we tell them the truth, that we didn’t trust
them to take the need seriously, so we did it on our own. Either
way, we’re going to need everything we can get. And once the cat is
out of the bag, we’ll let the Americans inspect the site, so that
they can see we’re not planning a military coup.”

“Wayne, work with Bambi and do some research on
possible locations in Mexico. You’ll have to consider the
pliability of the local government and the landowner. Also, be
aware of the local criminal organization in the area. We can pay
them to leave us alone, but if they get greedy, we’ll have to
eliminate them.”

Mary seemed upset about that. “Mike, do we always
have to resort to violence?”

“No, we don’t. The bad guys will be given a chance to
make some money. If they leave us alone, they’ll be left alone. But
if they won’t leave us alone, they become a hindrance to humanity.
So, they’ll have to go.”

She pleaded, “Can’t we use Bambi to get some evidence
on them and have the Mexicans lock them up.”

Mike gave her a cold glare. “Look, we only have so
much time to prepare for the Saurans. So let me ask you this. Which
innocent families do you want to see killed by aliens first,
because that’s what’s going to happen if we can’t stop them. Some
low life, drug dealing, piece of shit assholes that don’t give a
flying fuck about anyone’s life but their own is going to get all
of us killed. That’s the nasty reality we face.”

She looked embarrassed and shocked by his
outburst.

He felt terrible about his tirade, but it was true
and too late to retract.

“I’m sorry I was so rough with you, Mary. It may have
seemed uncalled for, but it is the situation we find ourselves in.
We don’t have the time to pussyfoot around with a few criminals who
would rape and murder you without shedding a tear.”

She nodded, straightened her back and said, “OK. I
understand. But you know what? My concern is going to be the
concern of every scientist we get. What do we tell them?”

“The truth…like I just did. There’s no use in sugar
coating it. The human race is in a fight for their very survival.
If these people don’t want to help, they are out of the
program.”

She shrugged her shoulders. “I hope we don’t lose
anyone over this.”

“Honey, these are smart people. They may balk at this
at first. So
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