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Chapter 1.
 

To whom it may concern:
Tomorrow may be my last day on this beautiful planet. The fate of mankind could well depend on the outcome and we do it alone. Our plans have been in the works for months now, but sadly the trap we planned will not be here in time so all we can hope to achieve is a battle to the death, to destroy as many Xouri as possible and hopefully devastate their ground forces enough to allow another faction of humanity to complete what we will begin tomorrow.
Sadly I fear my command will suffer one hundred percent causalities should we fail. If not, maybe the rest can hide and rebuild.
I guess it would help to understand why I have chosen the death of my command as well as myself if you know a little about me, assuming anyone ever finds this last testament.
My name is Vincent Mason. I was born in Michigan and entered the service at the age of seventeen after my parents were killed in an automobile crash.
I did two tours in the Gulf and one in Afghanistan as a sniper and was wounded, sent stateside to recover.
 During my recovery I met a nurse and fell in love. She was moving to Michigan to take advanced nursing courses, so I took the option of leaving the service and return to my home state with my new girlfriend. I wound up in the Michigan State Police as a SWAT instructor and worked a second job for six years to pay for her schooling, our rented house and a new car for her to drive to U of M from where we lived.
After finally graduating her Emergency and Surgical Nursing courses, she went to New Mexico for an interview and two weeks later she called to ask me to ship her stuff to her there. I told her I would take a vacation and pack up the car and maybe I could find a job with a police department there where she was. Her reply was “It would be awkward because her new boyfriend wouldn’t understand!” Great, I told her, “Then have your new boyfriend pack up his car and come get your stuff, because by the end of the month, the landlord could toss it out, as I wouldn’t be here.”
I had been saving secretly for a down payment on a house for us as a surprise when she found her first job. It served as a good two day drunken spree and a down payment on a house away from where we lived. So I got a really nice house, put what’s her name behind me and began moving in. I took some leave and painted, fixed and did what needed to be done and for the first time in months decided that finally things were going my way……that is until…..
Vince’s mind drifted back to the day he finally was settled in. The sun was shining and it was a glorious end of May, day. Birds were singing and soaring lazily in the sky. Even from the backyard where he was raking, he could hear the children running and laughing in the street of his suburban neighborhood. Two women a few houses down were talking over the backyard fence and giggling. Vince looked at the pile of leaves he was raking and grinned as he wondered who raked this yard last. They had been there all winter and were still somewhat wet from the spring rains.
Suddenly the air became very still and Vince with all his years of combat froze. Something was wrong! The children no longer could be heard. He looked up from his raking and back to the women, they were frozen as they looked to the sky behind him. Before Vince could turn and look to where they were looking, a dark cold shadow blocked out the sun. The air cooled un-naturally and slowly turned as he looked upward to see a huge shape, a shape that covered the sky!
Instantly his training kicked in as Vince scanned the details of the object.
Without realizing it Vince mumbled, “Christ! Definitely not of this planet. Two miles across….no two and a half. Christ, it’s flying so low….crashing maybe?” 
He scanned for features like weapons, launching bays and other features that might help him decide what this ship’s intentions were, but there were none. The giant ship was almost featureless, sort of a blackish blue and…..” Vince snapped his head around as it passed over and shouted, “…It’s damaged!” 
As the rear of the disk shaped craft’s shadow moved past his yard and down the row of houses, he heard screams! He looked down to the two women that moments ago had been giggling….they were holding their heads and screaming both stopped and looked at their hands as they began to melt. Their heads began to melt as well, as they stood frozen in place, one looked back to Vince as her face slowly melted. The melting stopped and their bodies began to turn to powder as the gentle May breezes carried them away until all that remained were their clothing.
His new neighbor ran out of the house screaming for his wife. He stopped and looked at the last remaining dust blowing from her sundress. He looked at Vince, then back to the pile of clothing. He choked several times.
“Ed, I don’t know what happened.” Vince called out. But Ed just coughed again, then again and Vince realized Ed wasn’t choking back emotions, but he was choking. Ed grasped his throat, choked twice more and dropped to his knees. Dust began to drift from Ed’s body as he screamed in agony and Vince could do little but stand there and watch as his new neighbor followed his wife in the May breezes.
Vince looked downward to his own body….nothing, he was fine. Slowly he became aware of screams throughout the neighborhood and ran around to the street to see what was happening. As he rounded the corner of his house and toward the street he could see scattered survivors, a very few survivors. As he looked up and down the street he gasped in horror, there were so many piles of clothing, so many had suffered the same fate as his neighbors. Some survivors screamed or cried, while others just wandered around in total shock.
Vince looked down at his hands once more as if to verify he wasn’t going to vaporize himself. He stood there staring at his hands rubbing his fingers together.
“Feels like a find sand, doesn’t it.”
Vince swung around to see a man in his mid to late fifties standing there.
“Sorry if I startled you, my name is Fred Wilkins.” He tried to chuckle, but failed miserably. “That’s Doctor Fred Wilkins. I teach physics, or at least I did until the last round of cuts….call me Doc, hell everyone else does.”
Vince snapped out of it. “Ok Doc, what feels sandy?”
Doc frowned, “Whatever that damned spaceship dropped on us, or maybe it’s what’s left of the humans that turned to dust.”
“What was it Doc? Oh sorry, I’m Vince Mason.” Vince held out his hand.
The Doc shook Vince’s hand, “I have no idea Vince, or why….”
Vince glanced around, then at Doc, “Christ Doc I can only speculate, but obviously those ships are not of this planet and after the vaporizing of what appears to be two thirds of the population it flies over, I’d guess it’s some kind of invasion.”
“Maybe it was a mistake Vince, maybe it’s power supply or whatever keeps it aloft caused the deaths.”
Vince sat on the curb as the Doc followed suit. “Doc, any race of beings that advanced would, or at least should know what effects their propulsion system causes. Me? Hell, I’m guessing invasion. Soften up the enemy, then send in the landing forces. I was in the milita…..”
There were screams from down the street as the few survivors pointed to the sky. Another ship, this one slightly smaller than the first swept over the city, turned  and vanished out of sight as both men sat there staring at the horizon as it vanished.
“There! See, feel your skin.” Doc muttered still partially in shock. “See, feels powdery.”
“Yeah I see Doc, so?”
“Well Vince, it would appear whatever it is, we’re immune, just like them.” Doc pointed up and down the street at the people standing, staring in the direction the second ship had gone.
Before he could finish, a third ship came from a slightly different direction and vanished.
Vince looked at Doc, “Well I would suspect that’s the landing force. Let’s see the first ship landed north of here, as low as it was I’d say maybe Bay City. The second looked like it was going northwest, but where it landed, I haven’t an idea. The third went west, but turned south, so I’d guess somewhere on the west side of the state.”
“Why here? Why not Washington or New York…..hell why not Moscow?” Doc muttered.
“Doc, the first ship looked to be severely damaged near the rear. I’m guessing now, but because it’s the larger of the three we saw. Suppose it was damaged, say in space or by one of our missiles. Say it was damaged enough where it had to land. Michigan is surrounded by water. The damaged ship lands to repair, two escort ships land north and south to protect it figuring attacking the main ship by water makes it more difficult that if it had land on all four sides.”
“Makes sense Vince…..but it looked like the other two ships might have been damaged as well.”
Vince interrupted and stood as he offered the Doc a hand up. “Look Doc, I’m on leave from the MSP SWAT unit and as ex-military, I’m guessing during an invasion from space, I’ll be needed in some capacity.” Vince took one look around the neighborhood and sighed.
“God I hope I’m wrong…..you know about the invasion thing.”
“Me too Vince.” Doc managed a grin, “Well if you need a laid off physics professor, let me know, for now I’m going to see what I can do around here.”
“Doc, look, you need to get people organized. Start here on our street, then other streets, if you find some people that seem mentally stable after all this, send them around to get people together and so forth. We don’t know what we’re up against or how many actually survived, but I have a sneaking hunch if I’m right about an invasion, then I’d be willing to bet they engineered whatever killed so many, could have been engineered not to kill everyone.”
“Why?” Doc looked strangely at Vince.
“Because Doc, these invaders apparently wanted some of us to survive for some reason.”
“That my new friend is too scary to ponder.” Doc nodded and headed off down the street.
Vince walked back into the house and took a deep breath. He knew this day would forever change humanity and he had to be strong. He slowly pulled out his drawer and looked down at his camouflaged  military uniform that he thought he had put away for good and sighed as he reached down and began to put it on.
Vince walked over to his closet and pulled out a large case and opened it revealing a powerful modified .308 sniper rifle, several clips of ammunition, he closed it and opened the second drawer. In it were two scopes, one powerful one for day, the other for night. He closed the case, slung everything onto his shoulder headed out the door.
In his garage, he carefully attached the cases to his motorcycle. He grabbed his beautifully decorated helmet and walked over to his workbench. Taping up his visor, Vince began to spray his helmet to match his fatigues.
He began to wave it around to dry, then chuckled aloud.
“Christ Viper, what the hell are you doing, it’ll dry while you head to the station.”
Vince got on his cycle and started it up, slammed it in gear and drove down his short drive to the street. He stopped and looked back at his new house and gave a huge sigh.
“Guess it just wasn’t to be.” He whispered as he slowly let out the clutch. Down the street he drove, waving at Doc as he passed.
Doc gave him a friendly three fingered salute as he passed, then turned to the four survivors he had gathered together.
“Somehow I think it’s going to be a rough day for Officer Mason.”
One of the small group looked at the cycle as it got smaller in the distance.
“That guy’s a cop?”
“State Police he told me, guess he’s reporting in.”
The teenager watched as Vince rode out of sight and turned to Doc.
“Flying saucers, invasions…..sucks to be that dude.” 
“Yeah…” Doc smiled, “….but somehow I think he can handle it.” He looked back to the direction Vince had gone. “Good luck Vince.”
Vince turned and entered the ramp to the expressway toward the direction of his post. He no sooner entered the expressway when the rain began.
“Great, just what I needed about now.” He sighed as he slowed knowing the roads would be slick until the rain washed the oils off the surface, dumping his bike was the last thing he needed at the moment.
As he slowed he heard a loud explosion overhead and looked up to see a huge fireball. There were three more fighter jets flying northward. The second jet exploded in a ball of fire, then the third, the forth veered upward and out of sight. Vince stopped the cycle and stared at the dwindling fireball.
“There was a purplish blue flash just before the fighter exploded…..a force field? Christ what next?” 
Then it hit him, those jets were at least five thousand feet in the air, that meant the shield was that high. If the force field or shield went that high, how far did it extend on the ground?
“Well shit! There goes any air support.” 
Vince sighed and began moving northward toward his post hoping most of his comrades had survived and would meet him there.
The rain stopped and the sun broke out as Vince slowly shook his head. What a wonderful day this would have been for riding, if it wasn’t for…..he sighed again.
He turned off the expressway and shortly pulled into the drive for his station, his heart sank. 
There were only a few private cars there and none of their police cars at all. He pulled up to the front door and dismounted looking around all the time. The immensity of what was happening was beginning to set in. Whatever had dissolved the people on his street, must have been wider than just under the spacecraft.
Vice burst through the doors and moved quickly to the front desk. He glanced over the entire office, his spirits sagged.
“Vince? Thank God someone is still alive.”
Vince swung around to see the post’s second in command standing there.
“I’ve called and called over the radio. I turned up the power to the max and tried for the last thirty minutes and no one has replied. Before the phones stopped working I called everyone, but not one officer or their family answered.
“Lt? Everyone? Damn that means we’re alone?”
“I’m afraid so Sergeant Mason, you, me and whoever manages to show up.” the Lieutenant replied.
“Lt look, you know I’ve been in the reserves, until I find out otherwise, I’m back and as much as I hate to, I have to head for the nearest Armory to report for duty there. Maybe someone there knows something and I can let you know. Not to mention we’ll be going over to Marshall law.”
“Thanks Vince, hope someone knows WTF is going on.” the Lt grinned, “I need to know if I should kiss my ass good-bye now or if I have a few more hours…..” 
He turned toward the radio and over his shoulder shouted, “….good luck Marine!”
Vince smiled and turned to the door, he whispered softly, “Thanks, think I’ll need it.”
Once out the door and back on his cycle, Vince headed down the expressway ramp and toward the Armory. It was just off one of the secondary expressways and Vince didn’t even waste the time using the exit as he drove up the embankment and across the side road and over the Armory’s lawn. As he rounded the building at the rear door there was a bustle of action going on. There had been survivors and thankfully more than Vince had figured. 
As he parked his bike, a Major ran over to him.
“Sergeant Mason, thank God. We have eighteen survivors that have showed up so far. Communications say one of the alien ships landed right over Bay City.”
“Landed?” Vince was obviously puzzled, “On Bay City?”
“Over Sarge, the damned thing is sitting on what they described as five spider like legs and sits two hundred feet or more over the city. The legs did quite a bit of damage as they are huge, but the rest of the city is ok from what they said.”
“That’s good news, now if….”
“Sarge, we don’t have time to talk, I need you to go to……uhhh….” the Major unrolled a map and pointed to a spot in the middle of nowhere, just north of a town called Frankenmuth. There’s a forward command center forming there and we won’t be able to contact them with our radios. Sarge…..Vince, look you’re the only one of us here with any kind of battle experience….”
Vince smiled and nodded with a chuckle.
“I know Major, I have a better chance than anyone here. I know the area around there, hell don’t ya worry sir, I’ll find them, set up some sort of communications or bring back any orders. I realize you’re not from around here, so I’ll get ya whatever intel you need.”
The Major grinned nervously, “Well then Sarge, good luck.”
Vince looked at the Major as he walked off to his men and sighed.
“Christ everyone keeps saying that…..” He closed the visor on his helmet and from underneath came another sigh, then….
“Kind of makes me wish I was in another line of work.”
 
 

 
 

 
 
 



Chapter 2.
 

It took a few hours of riding down back roads and a quick stop at a local hardware store to paint his motorcycle to match his other camouflage. There was a chance whoever was in those ships might just have some sort of air support and Vince had survived in too many battles to take chances. The Major had told him to be safe and he intended to do exactly that. So onward he rode toward his destination about thirty minutes away if all went well. The small tourist town of Frankenmuth was deserted and for the first time the eeriness of this day became clear. The town was a very popular spot and to see it deserted, shocked Vince into a new reality.
Vince slowly rode through the empty streets and pushed onward north and into the open country side.
Before long Vince saw signs of heavy vehicle tracks running across a field and into some heavy woods, so he pulled off and headed toward the woods. Once again the quick but heavy rain gave Vince a sign where to go as it had muddied the field and now he followed along beside the rutted tracks.
As he neared the wood, he saw two soldiers waving for him to come in their direction. After a quick stop they headed him in the direction of the forward base’s commander several more miles north. Vince found the new location,  got off his cycle, walked over to the Colonel and saluted.
“Sir I was told to report to you and get any information you had so I can take it back to Major…..”
“At ease Sarge….” the Colonel sat and motioned Vince to do the same.
“….we’ve had two vehicles report and I sent them on. You’re from the Flint reserves correct?”
“Yes sir, but, the Major…”
The Colonel chuckled. “I know, your Major wants to know what the hell is going on. Well Sergeant Mason, I can only tell you what I know and what the basic plan is….and of course what little I know I sent to all posts south, including your Major.”
“You know me sir?” Vince asked.
“Oh hell yeah, Sarge. Anyone that was over in Afghanistan during that damned winter offensive knows who you are.” The Colonel laughed, then added, “But I guess you came all this way to get info, not recognition.”
Vince smiled, “Yes sir and if it’s ok with you sir, would like to get back ASAP!”
“Ok Sarge, here’s what I have so far. The military is trying to get power and repair the cable and phone systems, or at least ones we can use to pass on info back and forth. That damned energy wave they used to dissolve sixty percent of our people also screwed up most electronics.”
“Like an EMP, sir?”
“Something like that Sarge. Whatever it was it seems to disrupt the energy that holds us together and before you ask, we have no idea why some of us are immune and we still don’t know what the hell it is.”
“Well Colonel, maybe they wanted some of us alive, but not enough of us to cause them a lot of problems.”
The Colonel sat back into his chair and laughed, “Well son, those bastards are going to get plenty of problems from us…..the few that are left that is.” 
The Colonel sat back upright and looked directly at Vince as he leaned on his small table. He pointed at the map on his table. 
“As you know the first ship landed right over Bay City. Now the second one landed just east of I 127 just south of Houghton Lake. Almost like it’s covering the bigger of the ships. The third ship landed just north of Fowlerville, between I 69 and I 96.”
“Sure looks like they’re covering north and south of the main ship to me sir…..what?”
The Colonel looked puzzled, “Strange thing is all three ships appear to have been damaged. Reports say it looks like shrapnel damage caused by something really big exploding near them. So why they’re so far apart is anyone’s guess.”
Colonel White was a tall slightly graying man with rugged looks and the strain of this day was showing as he began to read off his notes to Vince.
“Ok Sarge, there is no movement or signs of them trying to contact us or even fight. They have some sort of force shields around them and it goes right down into the ground….” 
He laughed, “….we tried to go through the sewers in Bay City but they were all blocked by this invisible shield. We tried to dig under in a few spots, but quit after twenty feet. All our planes are out of commission as well as most of our vehicles. People under the ship seem to be alright and those outside of the ship’s force field have fled. Most are completely hidden or left the area.” he laughed, “Not that I blame them.”
“Yes sir I found that out. The roads here are mostly clear, as people dissolved, their cars mostly wandered off the road until they hit something or ran out of momentum. I’m going to try the expressway on the way back. I’d like to stop by the MSP outpost as well to inform them.”
“One of the scout hummers came down I 75 and it sounded like what you found mostly. Some wrecks, a few fires, but mostly the cars just ran off the roads and stopped. Also there is some sort of a secondary shield over what I’m guessing, is the entire state. It seems the Air Force tried a bombing raid, but our planes hit it and exploded.”
“Yes sir I saw that part.” Vince shook his head sadly. “Brave men, such a loss.”
“What you may not know Sarge, is this shield is on the roads as well….hell one scout tried taking a boat out and hit the damned wall about a quarter mile from shore. He tried swimming under it and found it was there as well, all the way to the bottom. He used up most of an air tank trying to dig under it, but to no avail.”
Vince felt his body slump. “Christ Colonel, that means we are really on our own.”
“That we are Sarge. The reports are we can’t actually see through the shield, it looks like we can, but it’s some sort of optical illusion, again we just don’t have enough info on it. As far as the space ship’s shields, it looks like we can see ok through them, just not sure if people on the other side can see us, no reports back yet.
Now before I get side tracked Sarge, tell your Major to wait one week, then send his men down I 69 just toward Lansing, they’ll see the rest of the Division as the staging area is…..” the Colonel sighed deeply, “….right out in the open. The General has ordered us to mass and we’re going to try to attack the ship south from there. All but the scouts that are watching the ships will inform us if there is any activity.”
Colonel White looked up from the map and with a frown added, “If the ships make some sort of a move before then, new orders will be sent, assuming we have any communications by then.”
“Christ Colonel, you say the state is surrounded by a force field, no outside help. You’re telling me we have only about thirty percent of our men, or less, no air support and now we’re going to fight those advanced aliens en masse and out in the open?”
The Colonel laughed, “That about sums it up Sarge, we’re going to fight a God damned war in a fucking gold fish bowl and it’s going to start right there.” He slammed his fist down on the map on the table.
“An inverted fish bowl at that Colonel.” Vince winked, “Wonder if anyone is going to charge admission to watch us fish fight?”
Colonel White nodded sadly, “Look Sarge, you didn’t hear it from me, but I think the General is looking to make a name for himself. Now if your Major follows orders, there is still room for the fish to wiggle a bit.”
“How so sir?”
“Well Sarge, you and I know if the aliens fight with that advanced technology, we’re basically FUBAR. So tell your Major I want him to send out a few small sniper parties to watch the main roads. It wouldn’t do to be caught with our pants down would it? This way should something happen to the main groups of soldiers, we’d still have some sort of hit and run force out there. I want you to form those groups Sergeant.”
Vince grinned, “You mean like we should be doing instead of mass attacking?”
“You have your orders Sergeant. Dismissed.” The Colonel gave Vince a slight nod and Vince knew he had just been given the order to freely act as a reconnaissance, sniper group, if the Major could spare the men. Vince had led many groups like that during his tours and there were none better than he. This however was on his own turf and he knew it well. 
The problem as he knew it was, he didn’t know what he was up against. As far as he knew the damned things in those ships could be bullet proof, then what would he do?
Vince walked over to his cycle and started it, gave a final look back to the Colonel’s tent to see the Colonel give him a little salute, then went back about his business. Vince nodded and kicked his bike into gear and headed back out into the field after giving the skies a quick look, just in case.
The scouts were right about the expressway, it was mostly clear of vehicles and if there was some sort of alien air cover, there were plenty of vehicles alongside of the road to seek cover near. Giving himself a reassuring grin, he twisted the throttle and spend toward his home base at the Flint Armory, with a quick stop at his outpost and finding it empty, Vince headed home.
Night was falling as he pulled off the expressway near the armory. He could see not many more troops had shown up and he knew most likely they were dead, vaporized like those in his neighborhood. He pulled up to the now still loading dock and dismounted.
Vince looked around at the men and a few families that had accompanied them as they sat scattered around the armory’s yard and dock area. Never had he ever seem such dismay, such hopelessness. Sadly he shook his head and entered the armory looking for the Major. 
In the commander’s office Vince found Major Richards sitting at the reserve commanders desk staring at a map. He looked up to see Vince as he entered.
“Well Sarge, looks like things have changed a bit. While you were on your way back command got one line to us working, so save your breath we got that idiot’s orders about the open attack. I’ve been ordered to wait a week and send all my men to meet the main body of troops for the massacre….our massacre!”
“Sir, Colonel White suggested perhaps you could send some men out to scout and if need be snipe any attackers or give advanced warning. Maybe even cover any retreat should it become necessary.”
The Major smiled, “Good old Lewis, damned if he didn’t give me a way to save some of my men.” 
The Major shouted for his aide to call a few men and his officers as Vince stood there puzzled. He knew he could easily survive living off the land if need be, but more men, more mouths to feed should supplies be cut, he wasn’t sure of. Then again whatever the Major ordered, he knew he would obey.
Soon three soldiers entered along with two Lieutenants, all stood at attention. The Major stood and looked at the men.
“Ok, I’m going to put this as simply as I can Sergeant Mason here is going to lead a team of snipers to scout and cover the area. He will be incharge, he will be in command and you are to follow this ex-marine’s orders like they came from me.”
One Army Lieutenant stepped forward. “Sir ex-marine?...A Sergeant?”
“Lt, the Sarge here was officially discharged three days ago. But I decided….”
An extremely well built Sergeant stepped forward. “Sir, not to question your orders, but Major, Marine or not, I’m probably the best shot around and have two more stripes than this….uh Sarge does. Hell sir, with all due respect, I’m probably the best shot in the whole country, with the exception of Viper.”
The second Sergeant laughed, “Hell no one can outshoot Viper sir. So why not put Sergeant ‘I’m black and can whup anyone’s ass, in charge?” 
The Sergeant stopped, swallowed hard as he looked over to Vince.
“No offence to you either Sergeant Mason, but Cobra is one hell of a shot and we’d follow him through hell.”
Sergeant Raymond ‘Cobra’ Smith stood up straight with pride to every bit of his six foot five height. He raised his ebony fist and snarled, “Put me in command sir and those damned invaders will pay with their lives….I swear it, Major Richards.”
The Major smiled at Cobra’s oath, then looked to Vince, then Cobra, then back to Vince.
“Sgt. Smith here wants to be just like Viper when he grows up.”
All the men in the room laughed.
Vince walked over to the huge man and looked up. “Christ Major, you mean this guy’s not grown yet?”
Again laughter as Cobra, who was several inches taller than Vince grinned, “Naw, I think I’m big enough to whup anyone now and outshoot anyone but maybe Viper and with no disrespect to you Sarge, and lead my men better than anyone. Again with no disrespect I seem to out rank you as well.”
Cobra grinned, “But you sure as hell are older than me, I’ll give you that.”
Again snickers echoed throughout the room.
Major Richards chuckled. “Ok men, enough. Vince, I’m giving you a field commission to Captain. Sorry that’s all I can promote you to, is one rank below my own. Your orders are to take these men out with you, form two teams and relay any important info back here to me.”
He looked over the entire group, “Guys, in a week there may be no more command here…..maybe nowhere. It could be up to small groups like yours to hit and run the enemy until someone on the outside can figure out a way to get through that damned force shield.”
Cobra being the good soldier he was looked at Vince and nodded. He then looked at the Major. “Sir what if no one gets through the shield?”
“Then Sgt. Smith, it’s up to teams like yours and other groups to form and use guerilla tactics…..”
Vince looked over his new group, “Until we win……or die trying. Remember the saying, “Surrender is not an option” and I mean it.”
The men all looked over to Vince, there was a new respect in their eyes for this  new man the Major had put in charge, even the two Lieutenants nodded affirmative.
Cobra looked Vince over once more, then looked over to the Major.
“Sir, we all heard you know the Sarge here from way back…..”
The Major grinned, “Sgt. Smith, I thought you all knew me well enough to know I wouldn’t put anyone in charge I didn’t think would be the better choice. That’s enough now, you’re all dismissed.”
He looked to Vince before anyone could leave. He grinned and added, “Make your plans Captain, get whatever supplies you need and drop in to say good-bye before you leave.”
He smiled at the group. “Good luck men, you may need it.”
The men all turned to leave but the Major added, “Luck to you too Viper.”
The five men turned and looked at Vince, then Cobra looked at the Major.
“Christ Major….Viper? You could have said something before I made a fool out of myself.”
The Major winked, “Ahh, Cobra, you never asked. Besides, there are times where your head gets a bit too large for your helmet and you need to learn a bit of humility.”
Cobra grinned, “Yeah, I know…..” he shook his head in dismay, “…but….Viper, shit you could have told me.” 
The Major laughed as the men finally left the room. He walked over to the desk and looked at the map that had arrived from command in Lansing. Slowly he shook his head, then looked at the closed door.
“Viper, Vince….I’m sorry my old friend, but I did have to save the best men I had and I sure hope you live up to your reputation….I think they’ll need you at your best.”
 
During the next week preparations were made and the Major left with every troop and civilian that volunteered to meet with the main body of troops. Vince and Cobra’s two, three man sniper teams stood and watched from the brush as the small force vanished from sight down I 69.
“Damn Viper, I wish we were going with them.” Copra looked wistfully in the direction the command had gone.”
“No you don’t Cobra.” Vince said as he patted his number two in command on his shoulder.
“It could well be a massacre and if it is……”
“I know sir, it’ll be up to us.”
Vince smiled, “Ok Cobra, the Major made me a officer, but out here, I’m Vince, or Viper whichever, but can the sir crap.”
Cobra grinned and as he vanished back into the brush he chuckled in his deep voice, “Roger that Captain Viper.”
Little could they know the main force once assembled would number nearly one thousand. Nor could the small teams of snipers know that main force would bring the wrath of the invaders.

 

 

 

 
 
 
 



Chapter 3.
 

The main body of humans moved to within ten miles of the southernmost spaceship. It had been two weeks since the alien space craft had landed, there had been no sign of activity and now at the approach of humanity’s only major force within the force shield that surrounded the state, the alien ship came to life.
From the depth of the three alien ships came a high pitched whine, unseen until now, dock doors opened and through the purplish blue ship shields flew hundreds of fighter craft. They were wedged shaped with two large round glowing engine pods on either side.
From all directions they came at the main body of humans, firing green pulsed beams of light that blew through armor like a bullet through paper. 
Troops stared in disbelief as they looked at the fist sized holes in their bodies as the green pulses passed through them and vanished into the ground before they felt the first pangs of pain. Stranger looks crossed their faces as they looked down at the large wounds to see no blood, the blasts had completely cauterized the damaged areas instantaneously. Then the horror set in as the looks changed again…..to the blank faces of death as they fell over to the dusty earth.
The soldiers ran as the glory seeking General screamed for them to keep moving forward. One soldier ran by him and he grasped the soldiers arm and spun him around. He screamed that they were cowards and traitors……. right up until two pulses cut him in two. The soldier looked at the General’s remains and turned to flee, but never made the second step. 
Vehicles and men ran in all directions, while the few remaining officers gave orders to fall back to the regrouping areas…..
Then three greatly larger alien craft appeared and from the flat pear shaped craft, came horrid purplish blasts. The ground for ten feet around where these beams hit, exploded shattering even the largest tank. These larger war craft were a good fifty feet long and at least twenty feet wide and almost as thick. Thankfully for the few fleeing troops these craft seemed to be limited in the time it took to build up power for the next shot.
Within twenty minutes, less than two dozen of the nearly one thousand troops of the human resistance remained. The remaining soldiers were scattered among brush and drainage pipes, others hid under trees and one by one tried to find others. The brave soldiers, though badly beaten, sought any officer that remained….one officer did, Major Richards.
One sergeant managed to crawl over a road and rolled down into the ditch on the other side. Spotting a large drain tube several yards away he crawled in the tall grass toward the tube. Several fighters flew over head as he froze as the fighters were now going very slow, just almost hovering. 
The Sarge slowly pulled the tall weeds over him as he looked up. One of the fighters was less than one hundred yards away, then stopped, it slowly began to turn.
There was a smoke trail, then the fighter exploded in a ball of fire. The red ball of fire was followed by an even bigger green blast and the fighter fell to the earth as hundreds of pieces of dirt fell all around the hidden soldier. The Sarge started to stand and cheer as he turned to see a lone soldier standing on the road at the lone soldier lowered the ‘Stinger’ launcher from his shoulder.
 The soldier vanished in a huge blast from one of the war craft and again the Sergeant was hit by falling debris from the explosion.
The Sarge slumped back into the weeds.
“Soldier, whoever you were, you took one of them down with you.” Sarge said softly. After a few words of prayer the Sarge began to crawl being careful not to move the tall weedy grass he was in. A sound froze him again, something was on the road where the soldier with the Stinger had been. Carefully the Sarge looked back to see two aliens! He gasped and clasped his hand over his mouth as he slowly looked back.
The aliens were over seven feet tall and looked like they were made of silicone rubber. They were almost a purplish opalescent in color and it appeared like he could see a good inch or two through their skin. Their heads were like ours, but slightly larger on the top, while their chins were narrower. Their eyes were cat like and twice the size of ours and small holes where a nose should have been.
Their arms were thin as well as their legs which appeared to have two knees per leg, that flexed at different angles. He watched as they walked slowly toward the blast crater. They walked upright and nervously looked around as they moved, but it was the slight purplish glow around them that made the Sergeant take notice.
“Christ personal force fields.” He mused silently. Still he slowly reached for his sidearm and prayed that it was still there after all the crawling he had done. One of the aliens looked in the Sarge’s direction, it swung it’s pistol looking device toward him and he knew he couldn’t get his pistol out in time….his heart sank!
There was the sound of a M-16 in the semi-automatic mode. Rounds blasted through soft alien tissue and sent chunks of their flesh flying. The two aliens dropped to the ground and the one that had seen the Sarge rolled down the embankment at the Sarge’s feet. He swung around as he pulled his 9mm and pointed it at the alien.
Sarge gave a huge sigh when he saw the gaping hole in its chest as a thick purple and green mud like fluid spurted out.
There were the zipping sounds of a fighter firing it’s pulsed weapons and a soldier leapt off the road and right over the Sarge. Several bursts of green pulses tore up the ground around the Sarge as the soldier sprinted into a grove of trees twenty yards away. The pulses followed him right into the woods as branches and leaves flew in all directions.
“Damn, sure hope he got away….” Sarge whispered as two alien fighters flashed over head and kept firing into the wood.
With one quick look around, the Sarge got to his hands and knees and moved quickly to the drainage tube ahead. He stumbled into the dark tube and crawled back through the  six foot in diameter, corrugated metal tube as far as he could…..right up until he slammed into something that moved!
“At ease Sarge.” Came a soft whisper. A red flashlight came on and to the Sarge’s amazement, it was the Major.
“What the hell just happened out there Sarge, we were about to take a chance and go take a look.”
“We, sir?” Sarge replied.
Major Richards moved the red beam back into the tube and the Sarge saw four more men sitting there, one was attending the other.
“Corporal Lewis….Christ one of those pulses took his arm off just below the elbow and another took a chunk out of his leg. We got him down here and…..”
The Corpsman looked sadly to the Major and nodded slowly as he pulled the soldiers tattered shirt over his face. “Even with no bleeding he died of shock….I think Major, Christ I’ve never seen anything like this. I wasn’t trained for shit like this, I don’t……”
Major Richards laid his hand on the medic’s arm.
“It’s ok Corporal, it’s ok.” He turned his attention to the Sergeant.
“Sarge, you were out there, report.” The major looked back toward the corpsman and sadly shook his head as the Sarge began.
“Well sir, as you well know it’s a massacre out there. Haven’t seen another living soul, but there were a couple of us that got some payback.”
“How so Sarge?”
“Well Major, I saw one guy bring one of those damned fighters down with a Stinger and before it fell it exploded in a green ball of some energy looking blast. It wasn’t fire….I don’t think. Another guy shot two aliens that were on foot. I think they were trying to see what we used to bring down their fighter. The guy with the Stinger was killed and the guy that killed the aliens, well last I saw of him he was sprinting  through the woods with two alien fighters firing at him.”
The nameless Sergeant looked at Major Richards and with a strict professional demeanor reported as he saw things unfold, then added,
“Sir the aliens on foot they had a glow about them. At first I thought it was a force field, like the fighters. But both the fighter and the aliens were destroyed.” The Sarge looked at the Major and added.
“Sir? I think those shields are to protect them from something like our atmosphere or viruses…..”
The Sarge grinned weakly, “….cuz’ sir, it sure as hell didn’t protect them from our weapons.”
The Major was thrilled, but still saddened. The good news couldn’t come close to overriding the disaster that had occurred this day. 
“If those damned fighters hadn’t hit us so fast and in such large numbers, we might have had a chance. I know the mothership’s shields are explosion proof, we already tried on the one in Bay City, but Sarge what you told us about the smaller shields is critical. We must get this info back to HQ, assuming these ships haven’t hit anyone but us……” He sighed, “….or if there is a HQ standing.” 
In the dim red light of the flashlight the nameless Sergeant wrote what he had seen in the Major’s small notepad. Once added to the Major’s report, he was given orders to head back to the Major’s armory command and to try to find Viper or Cobra, that they’d know what to do.
“Viper’s as smart as they come Sergeant, hell it was Viper that told me as we moved toward the field of battle to look around for places to fall back to. Also to look for places to conceal ourselves if the worse should happen. For some reason I remembered that and once the General gave the advance order, I looked around and spotted this culvert. I’m not sure how the hell I got back here, but if it wasn’t for Viper’s advice.” The Major stopped there, they were safe for the moment, but it was a long way back.
Three days and nights passed before the fighters stopped looking for survivors and the alien ground troops left. Well hidden behind piles of debris in the drainage tube the four remaining men shivered. Injured and cold the evening of the fourth day came….
The Sarge slowly crept out of the dark, dank hole under the road he’d been hiding in and crawled through the tall weeds in the failing daylight. Finding a cross road he carefully peeked up over the mound the road sat upon. He raced across the narrow one lane dirt road and rolled down the other side.
He peeked back up and waved to the other two as they covered the Major’s crawl to where he was on the other side of the elevated roadway. The Sarge slid back down and awaited.
A large explosion shook the air, followed by the whine of several alien fighters fired at the blast area where the alien destroyer had blown up. A quick peek revealed the Major and his men were no more, he slid back down into the weeds and crawled into the brush.
All around him leaves flew and turf erupted as the fighters turned their attention to the Sergeant as he crawled deeper into the trees and brush as he prayed their aim wouldn’t find it’s mark. He ran and prayed as dirt flew all around him and he prayed even harder as he dove into the thick forest and tree limbs fell like rain all around him, yet he crawled onward.
 
Cobra looked over to Viper and in his usually deep soft voice whispered a prayer, then looked over to the others in their two teams.
“God help all those in the cities. Two days now….no three, those fighters have flown overhead and strafed the cities. Those damned destroyers blasted anything that looked like a weapon.” Cobra turned and looked back toward the city as the down town area lay in ruins and the smoke towered above like tendrils trying to reach the clouds.
“You’re right Cobra and we’d be there as well if Viper hadn’t set us up in this wooded area along the expressway.” One of the men whispered almost as if he were afraid one of the fighters that flew over head would hear.
“A lot of good it did other than keep us alive.” Viper replied with a sigh, “Now we get to go back in and bury those that didn’t survive….that….” He pointed back at the smoldering area of Flint that used to be the downtown area.
From all over, from the southern suburbs to the north as far as they could see, smoke billowed into the reddish orange sky as the sun began to set behind them. Far beyond smoke billowed upward from other cities and towns as the men in the two squads knew the attacks were not just their city, but all. 
The sun slipped behind the horizon and the glow of fires still raging lit the darkening evening sky and not one man there had a dry eye.
“You know we can’t really go back don’t ya Viper?” The deep voice of Cobra whispered as Vince nodded sadly.
“What are we going to do now Viper? We saw the mass of fighting craft come from the direction of…..” Cobra’s voice got even softer.
“You know there most likely aren’t any survivors from the main force.”
Viper slid back into the woods as he motioned for all to follow. Once well inside the woods he sat on a fallen tree. He looked over his men as they one by one joined him, until all sat facing him.
“Well guys, this isn’t how I wanted to be in command, but as Captain, I guess I am now. We all have figured those alien bastards have hurt us real bad by now. We have six men and we sure as hell can’t stay together, so we’ll split up forming two three man teams. A shooter, a spotter and one to guard our backs. I want us to cover as much of the city as we can, snipe any alien if we get the chance, but only from a distance. Be smart, but if you get a chance to take one of those fighters down, do so.
Eventually I’ll try to contact the Colonel and his team that was left to watch the big ship at Bay City, until then we fight by hit and run, assuming we get anything to shoot at. But when we do, expect all hell to break loose.”
Vince looked over to Cobra and winked, “So Cobra it’s a good thing  you say you’re such a good shot. Maybe we can snipe them from a long way off. These .308’s are good, but we really need to find something bigger.” 
Cobra laughed, “Only from deep cover and only one shot so they can’t home in on us?”
Vince nodded and pulled out his map and unfolded it as he looked over his men.
“Sergeant Smith and myself will decide on a time table and various locations to meet. This way we can exchange intel and maybe supplies if one team is luckier than the other. If for some reason one team arrives and had to flee, then we meet at an alternate location the following day. Everyone understand?”
The teams all nodded the affirmative and Cobra and Viper made their plans.  
 
The following year passed slowly, during that time the two teams became five, then eleven. They found the aliens could be killed as easily as a human. Viper and Cobra managed to find two .50 cal sniper rifles and discovered that the small fighters could be brought down, with a well placed shot to either a low flying pilot, or to a small glowing area between the two engines which resulted in a purplish, green explosion. This was followed by a hasty retreat into the woods and hiding in the nearest hole as fighter after fighter came and strafed. Occasionally the wood would grow dim as a hulking destroyer would fire several blasts into the dense greenery hoping to get lucky.
Again and again the deadly snipers would strike and the aliens died…..and so did the snipers.
The eleven teams were whittled down to eight, then four. New men came to join, were trained and died bravely until there were no more volunteers. The now three teams were shunned by the majority of the people as the alien ships began to strike back at the nearest city from the last attack, but there were always those that lent aid no matter the cost.
The aliens had began to allow regular movement from city to city as the humans found out. The only attacks on city’s were after an attack on the aliens, so Viper stopped attacking the aliens. Slowly man began to move about and realized the fighters flying over head saw them and didn’t attack. So slowly survivors began to move food and other needed supplies by small truck as big trucks were destroyed on sight by the ever present alien air patrols.
It was from these small trucks now and then a bundle of supplies would be thrown by sympathizers to give sustenance to the even moving teams of snipers who were now being hunted by the aliens.
Huge bus sized anti-gravity vehicles would bring two dozen aliens to a wooded area and they would hunt the invisible teams of snipers that no longer fired on the aliens unless they had to. 
The snipers too had learned the cost of killing the aliens. The destruction of one fighter wasn’t worth the cost of human lives lost in the reprisal.
Hunted and alone the teams struggled throughout the winter and the next spring. It was then the three remaining teams joined up for what was to be the last time.
Hunkered down in the basement of a burned out building the nine men sat around making plans, when Viper stood and began pacing.
“Well men, hit and run worked only for a short time, but we discovered a lot, sadly we had to quit. I think we all have figured out the aliens want some humans alive for some reason we’ve yet to discover. But we, through our attacks killed far too many of our own through reprisal attacks and for that I’m responsible.”
“Bull shit!” Cobra stood and faced Vince, “Bull suit! I’ll say it again if you want Viper. We know from the few scouts we’ve encountered that damned force shield completely surrounds the state and we’re not going to get any outside help in the fucking war. We all did what we thought we had to, to delay the aliens any way we can.”
Vince smiled weakly as the men all voiced agreement to Cobra’s comments. Vince shrugged and said. “Well whatever, it’s obvious by now no one has figured out how to penetrate the shield or they would have done so. We can’t hit and run anymore because of the aliens attacking the civilian populace……I’m ending our sniper teams as of this moment.”
“Ok, I agree Viper. We haven’t killed any aliens in almost three months. We’ve been running and hiding ever since. So now what?” Cobra’s voice was showing he was still determined as ever to fight.
“Well men, we’re splitting up into pairs.” Vince grinned weakly as the men all looked startled. “Then we’re getting the hell out of here!”
One of the newly trained civilian spotters stood and asked, “Captain, why?”
The rest of the men all nodded, they too wanted to know why. All knew Viper was no quitter, nor was Cobra.
“Men, last night Cobra and I talked it over and you all have been trained well. You know how to survive in the wilderness if need be and are all leadership material. We have the nine of us and Jason back in the city that has agreed to go with his friend Paul over there.”
“Good God Paul I think someone has a crush on ya.” One of the men shouted and the rest roared with a brief, but much needed round of laughter.
“Paul, Jason is a good fighter, but feels left out since he was hurt in that attack last fall. But you two have been friends a long time and if you don’t mind being slowed down a bit with a guy with a gimpy leg….”
“It would be my honor Captain, I’d be more than happy to team up with Jason, not to mention he saved my ass a few times.” Paul grinned as he remembered Jason pushing him under a fallen tree during one alien attach, only to come out and find his friend laying there clutching his leg where a chunk of a branch had been blasted almost right through it and he never made one sound. 
“I can go team up with him as soon as we break up. If it’s ok with you sir, we’ll head on over toward Port Huron, we both have kin over that way.”
“Good, so you two are one team. The rest of you pair up and Cobra and I will be sending you to various parts of the state to form and train groups of men and women to fight. Whatever your specialties are, train them in that as well. No fighting, just gather intel and train and wait further orders. Those of you that are in uniform, dump them and make like civilians, hide weapons you make or find and be ready to fight once contacted.”
Viper walked over to the basement door as Cobra handed the men their written orders.
“Show these to whomever you try to recruit.”
 One by one the men left as Cobra and Viper shook each man’s hand, wished them good luck and watched them vanish into the night a team at a time.
“Damn Viper, glad those aliens can’t see in the dark any better than us and thankfully three pairs have night vision goggles.”
“Yeah, well they have the farthest to go. Traveling by night is safer.”
Cobra nodded as the last of the men vanished into the moonless night. “Funny, all that technology the aliens have and they don’t have night vision of any kind.”
Vince nodded in agreement, “Yeah, it is strange Cobra, time and time again they act like their stuff is new to them. Obviously war isn’t they changed tactics as quickly as we did. They know how to fight…..just…”
Cobra sat down on an old chair and nodded slowly, “…just it’s like they don’t know how to operate their equipment very well. Even during the first days of fighting we saw several fighters crash into one another, shoot up their own ground forces…..weird.”
Vince sat next to Cobra and looked into the small fire that they had going. As he looked into the dancing flames, he sighed. “More questions than answers…..”
 
 
 
 

 

 

 
 
 
 



Chapter 4.
 

The next day the two exhausted men slept, so long had they been running and hiding. Now well hidden in the basement of an old burnt out truck stop and far away from the city they took a well earned rest. Curled up in their sleeping bags the following day passed and the following night. It wasn’t until nature demanded that the two crawled out of their bags and headed up the basement stairs to the ruins above. Time had passed slowly these last few days, the men gone, not being able to fight for fear of more civilian deaths, just nothing to do. 
Viper chuckled as he finished his business on the last of the rare unused porcelain devices. He actually tried to flush it and for some reason something this minute, as no water to flush, amused him.
“Christ, I’m losing it. Jesus, all I ask is just working plumbing like what they’ve managed to get working back in the cities. Why I’d be…..”   
“Viper over here!” Cobra shouted as Viper closed the bathroom door and walked over to an area where what looked like a service counter once was. Now only collapsed ceiling and charred boards lay.
Cobra pointed to the area behind the debris.
“A body Viper, in uniform.”
Viper knelt down and looked at the skeletal figure as he rummaged through the tattered remains of the soldier’s uniform.
“Well he was a Sergeant and looks like the wild dogs and other critters got to him a while back. Naw, not dogs or he would have been scattered, probably rats and insects.”
“Any idea on how long he’s been dead Viper?”
“A year or more I’d guess. Maybe one of the survivors from the first meeting with the……Well shit!”
Cobra knelt down next to Viper and looked down at a small spiral note pad Viper had pulled out of the Sarge’s flak jacket pocket. Viper slowly opened it and flipped through the pages.
“Well I was right, the Sarge was with the main body almost two years ago when they were attacked. He was trying to bring info back to us to pass on to the other scattered commands about shooting down the alien fighters and a description of the aliens…..” Vince looked sadly at the dry pile of bones that at onetime use to be a brave fighting man.
“….he struggled to get back to us after the Major was killed. Look at his shattered leg, what’s left of the bandage around the missing lower half. The pad said he was hit about twenty miles from here.”
“Jesus Christ Viper, Sarge there crawled that far with most of his lower leg missing?” Cobra’s deep voice resounded with amazement.
“Yeah he knew he’d loose what was left because he tied the tourniquet so tightly and dared not loosen it for fear he’d bleed to death. Guess that part took about twenty miles….poor bastard went through all that just to pass on info we already had discovered. But he had to try, he couldn’t have known.” Viper slid the small pad back into the pocket and stood.
Vince stood at attention and snapped a salute to their fallen comrade, Cobra did the same.
“Viper….Vince, we going to bury him?”
“Grounds still frozen too deep Cobra. We’ll cover him with some of this debris so no more animals can gnaw on his bones and maybe someday…..”
Cobra’s booming voice finished, “…..we’ll come back and give you the hero’s burial you deserve Sergeant…..what was his name Viper?”
Vince slowly shook his head. “Don’t know Cobra. No name tag, nor mention in the notes, might have been a volunteer. So many nameless have died, the poor Sarge here is just one more brave soul we’ll never know his name…..so many.”
Cobra nodded sadly as the two men covered the bones of the man that died so valiantly. Once satisfied his resting place was secure they stepped out into the warming early spring sun. Cobra turned to Vince and grinned.
“Well Vince, guess I’d better be on my way. That messenger we ran into last winter said there are small groups of militia forming all around my old stomping grounds. I’ll head on down toward Detroit and see what can be organized there, then head on over to the west part of the state and set up as many groups as I can.”
Cobra’s deep voice cracked slightly as he looked as the man that had been his idol and now close friend.
“I’ll await your orders Captain, whether they come next year or ten. We’ll be ready to fight….and Vince, my friend, you watch your six dammit!”
Vince extended his hand as the two slowly shook hands. They had planned splitting up as both of them could easily command many groups of militia. Cobra would head to the southern part of the state where he had been raised and Viper would head north to meet up with Colonel White who had moved his command close to Bay City. Viper’s men had scattered throughout the state of Michigan and all would prepare for the day when they would be called to arms.
Cobra looked at Viper and grinned, “Hell Captain, I’d give ya a man hug, but you’d probably just start crying like a little girl.” He gave Vince a slug on the arm instead and turned and began to walk southward.
Vince rubbed his arm and shouted after Cobra.
“Christ Ray, that fucking hurt! Would have preferred to been hugged you asshole!”
From the distance there was a deep chuckle and Cobra’s hand flew up over his shoulder and flipped Vince the bird.
Vince smiled warmly, “Going to miss ya friend.” With that being said, he turned and headed north toward Bay City.
Vince knew the journey, though shorter than Cobra’s, was going to be slower. Once again he’d go into areas where there were many alien patrols both on the ground and in the air. 
Vince was right!
After two weeks of hiding and ducking. Sprinting from one kind of cover to the next, Vince finally got within sight of the field and wood the Colonel and his scouts had been in. He had waited for sunup for fear he’d be gunned down by one of the Colonels men on guard duty. He had no way to let White’s people know he was coming, they had lost their land communications last fall. Vince didn’t even know if the command even still existed, but he hoped there would be someone at the old HQ. Information was desperately needed, the aliens were still winning.
Cursing the spring fields bare of cover Vince slid out of the ruined farm house and began to sprint across the field toward the woods ever scanning the skies, the ground, anywhere aliens might appear. He ran so fast he thought he’d fall.
At the halfway mark, Vince stumbled and with arms flailing managed to stay on his feet. His flailing actions did draw attention.
“Over here soldier!” Came a shout from a camouflaged soldier who waved from the tree line far from where Vince was headed.
Vince still ran to the trees closest to him, then turned toward the soldier and sprinted until he could no longer run. He gasped and stumbled to the ground and rolled into the brush. He knew the soldier would come to him, but instead heard someone else.
“Who are you trooper?” A voice whispered from behind him from the brush. Vince rolled over and looked to see a shave tail Lieutenant standing there. He snapped to attention upon seeing Viper’s Captain bars stitched on his Camos lapel. He looked down and saw the tag on Vince’s Camo shirt.
“Holy shit! You’re Viper! We heard you were all wiped out.”
“None of the messengers made it here?” Vince gasped.
“No sir, not since around fall last year. Now and then some civilian volunteers, but all reports of you and your teams valiant deeds stopped.”
Vince struggled to his feet as the Lt helped him up. He looked the Lt in the eyes.
“Valiant, my ass, the aliens started killing civilians and destroying their small crops, buildings…. All we did was get more civilians killed than aliens. Hardly what I’d call valiant Lieutenant.”
“I’m sorry sir, we didn’t know.” 
“That’s ok Lt, I need to see Col. White if he’s around.”
The Lt grinned, “Aw, he’s still around Captain, just not here. We managed to find a damned fine camp, damned near to that alien force shield at Bay City.”
Vince chuckled, “Well Lt that’s great news.” The young Lt grinned sheepishly.
“Hell sir I never used to swear until I joined this outfit two months after they landed. Now I just can’t seem to stop.”
Vince patted the Lt on his back as they walked into the wood, “Yeah I know Lt, those aliens tend to do that to people….that, among other things.”
The Lt nodded silently and headed deeper through the brush. 
“We’ve been assigned to stay here to pick up anyone one that heads our way since we moved and to report back to the Colonel about any alien movements. Now and then we have been finding people, usually soldiers and volunteers, that heard we were here. So when we moved the Colonel decided to keep a small contingent here. We train them and send them to the few small commands that still exist. Problem is those damned alien patrols.”
“Roger that Lt. I ran across a hell of a lot of patrols mostly in the air though. A lot of activity.”
“They’re looking for us sir. Seems like they understand English and even some of them speak it. So we can only use our wired communications. When we get to our underground bunker, I’ll phone in a message and tell the Colonel you’re on your way and send you with an escort.”
The Lt laughed, “We’re hard to find, we had to be, somehow those aliens seemed to know our main outpost is near their ship. Constant patrols, hell they want us so bad, occasionally they send upwards of a hundred of them on foot searching the buildings around the shield.”
The Lt. and Viper walked through the thick wooded area, as each filled in the other what had gone on for the last year and within a few more minutes, the Lt. stopped at a mound of fallen trees and dirt. He turned to Viper and grinned, reached down through some leaves and pulled open a door. Viper smiled and went down the stairs as the Lt. closed the door and followed him down. Viper looked around with amazement.
“Never would have guessed Lieutenant, wide not dark now damp. Hmmm….walls, not dirt, flooring, lighting, all the luxuries of home.”
“Not a lot to do Captain, we scrounge from the town and surrounding farms.” He laughed, “Hell we even managed to get out and dig up the crops that surround us. Seems most of what was planted keeps growing every season.” The Lt. led Vince into the radio room that was used mainly for listening for survivors. He walked over to a Private and within a few seconds he had Bay City command on the phone. He spoke for a few minutes, hung up and turned back to Viper.
“Ok sir, told command you’d be coming by week’s end. Let’s get you some food and rest.”
“That’s ok Lt. I can rest tonight.” Viper grinned. In less than twenty minutes, Vince was with his escort and headed toward the Bay City outpost another four days away by foot and two days of more ducking from cover to cover once in the city. By now the ground around them could be just as deadly, the aliens could well be on foot as well as in the air. The Lt had informed Vince the closer to the city they got, the heavier the alien patrols. 
Although the Colonel’s men had never captured an alien, nor caused any destruction to the aliens, yet the Lt. was told the Colonel and his group was hunted for and the aliens knew all about the Colonel. The Lt. also said he knew someone was watching for Vince’s arrival, but the alien patrols were heavier than expected.
Eventually Vince and his escort made it to a large moldy scented warehouse complex. Cautiously they crept among the piles of dusty wooden pallets piled almost to the ceiling and boxes stacked haphazardly along the route through the structure. Even in daylight, it was dark and ominous, with puddles of stagnant water scattered throughout the huge building. The building looked like a hoarders dream. 
The Private stopped close to an inner wall, gave one last look around, then tapped a large black drainage pipe.
From a huge pile of crates came a scraping sound, then two of them began to move. A hole in the floor had been hidden under the crates, but as Vince got closer he saw it was more than a hole, it was a hidden stairwell, a deep one. Viper’s escort grinned and pointed down the stairs.
“Just go on down sir, they’re expecting you. Good luck Captain.” Before Viper could reply his escort for the last week, turned and vanished among the piles of near ceiling high debris.
A Private met Viper at the bottom of the stairs.
“We’ve been expecting you sir.” he gave Viper a quick salute and motioned for Viper to follow.
Past several well armed troops standing behind sandbags that had been piled high enough to hide behind and thick enough to withstand a grenade blast they walked. Into a large area where a dozen or so men sat talking, cleaning their weapons or whatever chores they had to do. Through another set of doors and down another poorly lit hallway and around a couple of corners Vince trailed the Private. The hurried bustle all around him was definitely a well organized head quarters and it was huge.
The Private stopped at one door and knocked.
“Who is it?” Shouted a voice from beyond the door.
“I’ve brought Captain Mason sir as you requested.” The Private replied.
The door burst open and there stood Doc. He glanced back at the Colonel. 
“Damned if you weren’t right Lewis. He is alive and it would seem in fairly good shape for a dead man.”
Vince looked at Doc, then the Colonel, then it hit him as he looked back to Doc.
“Good God Doc! Wilkins wasn’t it? We met the day the aliens landed back…..”
Doc smiled, “…in our neighborhood. I’m surprised you remembered. Things were a bit hectic those days.”
The Colonel walked over to Vince and extended his hand as Doc let Vince’s hand go.
“Vince, I’m sure glad to see you again….” He laughed, “…or should I say Captain Mason. You know the last two messengers said you and your people had been reported dead. But with all the reports of alien movements in your area, I figured they were chasing something, or someone.”
Vince shook the Colonel’s hand, thanked the Private and was ushered into the command room. He told the two of the year and a half since he had seen the Colonel. How he had even gone back to his old neighborhood and how it had been leveled…..including his new house. He also mentioned his puzzlement over seeing Doc as one lone survivor who was rebuilding said Doc and a dozen or so, had been taken by the aliens. Then Vince turned back to the topic of his ruined home.
“Christ I hadn’t made my third payment yet and now all that sits on my property is a pile of burnt out debris and I’ll bet my damned insurance company won’t cover alien damage and with my luck, when this is all over the fucking bank will make me start payments up again.” Vince plopped down in a chair the Colonel motioned for him to sit in.
The two laughed, then it was Vince’s turn to get caught up. The Colonel explained how they found the warehouse, how they had scrounged around for months getting it set up and hidden in this old sub-basement. Then he turned and looked at Doc.
“Doc here was found staggering half starved about a block from here. Doc, why don’t you fill Viper in on what you found out.”
Doc leaned back into his plush chair along side of the Colonel’s desk and took a good sized gulp of Scotch. He motioned if Viper wanted a shot, but Viper nodded he didn’t. 
Doc pointed to a sketch of the ship that had been drawn on a map of the city.
“I was in there Vince, in the alien ship. You see a few days after the aliens started attacking everywhere, they hit our street where we had set up kind of a militia. We had heard the ships were just sitting there, but the guy that lived behind me, well he didn’t believe they had come in peace. So he started preaching we had to get ready for a war like we had never seen and damned if he wasn’t right.”
Doc squirmed a bit, “Hell the aliens flew over the city and the guys he was training started shooting…..well you saw the results. After they leveled the neighborhood, they landed and took the survivors. They brought us here to this ship over Bay City and since then took people more people from the city below the ship as well. Mostly in small groups of less than a dozen, but most were never seen again.”
“Christ Doc, what the hell are they doing to the captives?” Vince looked warily at Doc, “Please don’t tell me they are eating us or something like that.”
“Vince, I can only tell you what I’ve experienced and seen. The first thing those bastards do is put us in some sort of machine that I believe tests the intelligence of whoever is in it. If you fail they take you through door on the other side of the room. If you pass, you’re taken back out the way we entered. Those of us that passed, well, we were trained to repair their ship.”
Doc leaned toward Vince.
“Vince those aliens didn’t build the ships and just know enough to operate them. Christ they couldn’t even figure out how to repair some of the stuff, we had to figure out how to. Of course we’d fix one thing after stalling for a month and in the process secretly damage something else once we figured they couldn’t tell the difference.”
“Whoa, Doc, how do you know they didn’t….”
Doc laughed, “…build the ships? Because the aliens are all over seven feet tall and their arms are skinny and their legs aren’t much better. The areas where we had to work were made for creatures our size to work in. Even the chairs on the bridge were designed for shorter beings.”
“Bridge? You were on their bridge?” Vince sat upright almost choking on his words.
“Only got a glimpse Vince. They took me up long enough to get some sort of electronic part out of what appeared to be an unused console and take it down to use in this device I was working on. Those of us that were lucky enough to be workers, kept our eyes open and every night made notes on what we saw, worked on, thought things did…..stuff like that.
Vince these aliens are war like. This ship was build with mostly defensive weapons, but it appears the aliens have jury-rigged some of them together to form powerful offensive weapons, like converting their shields to pulse some unknown radiation from the engines to dissolve people. We weren’t immune Vince, we were just in between pulses. Luckily it only works while in flight….and the damned aliens can’t take back off!”
“They can’t? Damn Doc, this is getting more and more confusing, instead of filling me in, you’ve succeeded in….”
“I know Vince, just wait, it gets better.” Doc laughed and leaned back into this chair.
“Some of the aliens have learned our language and we, some of their words….” He laughed again, “…not that we let on we understood. It seems there were four ships and just as they entered our solar system, they came out of some sort of dimensional drive and for some reason one of them exploded and damaged the rest of the ships. The weird thing is they didn’t seem to know our planet existed. Piecing together what we have, something turned their ships toward Earth and once they saw us, landed.”
The Colonel leaned forward and placed his hands on his desk and looked strangely at Vince.
“Doc said it appears the aliens didn’t put the shield around the state.”
“That’s right Vince, hell as powerful as those ships are, combined they wouldn’t have enough power to toss up a shield that size.”
“Then who did?” Vince was as confused as the other two men appeared to be.
“Have no idea Vince.” the Doc sighed, “It’s like they have some sort of guardian angel or something. Now and then we’d pick up a bit of them talking about being pulled here or there, something about wormholes, but as to what or how, we had no idea.”
Doc got up and walked over to a small case of bottled water and handed Vince a bottle. 
“About two months ago I was sent down to the engine area and worked on the field generators, the ones that are around the area of the city just under the ship. I had to wear a strange looking belt and pack to allow me to pass unharmed near the fields the generators create even inside the ship. It took me a week or so to get all the parts, but I managed to toss together a device that allowed me to pass through the fields. I found I could power this device I made using regular electricity, and the damned thing actually worked!”
Viper laughed, “You sound surprised Doc.”
Doc chuckled, “Hell I’m a advanced physics professor not an inventor. Anyhow, the twenty of us talked it over and they decided it would be me and one other that would attempt an escape the next time a ship went down to capture more humans. 
We came up with a plan and waited.
Vince I’ll tell you but don’t spread this around, we don’t want to make the Colonel’s men nervous, but the day we escaped, the two of us worked our way around toward the landing craft. We hid in this room off the hanger deck and……well…I think I know what happens to the people that don’t become workers, their brain matter is used in a really huge biological computer. We saw a long room with what looked like some process that was breaking down human brains and transferring what was left to one of hundreds of, what I’m guessing were, memory or computing banks. The banks were this type of glass the aliens use and it was on the other end of where the brains were being processed. By the time we could see through the glass, what was left was no more than a jelly like substance, but we could see what looked to be small bolts of electricity jumping here and there almost like synapses in our brains, but on a much more powerful scale.”
Vince leaned backward in his chair, “My God!”
“I think that’s why they wanted some of us alive Vince, for that computer. I’m guessing that’s where they get their computing power from….and why they need us. All that power would burn out any biomass. They need us to replenish their computer when it eventually burns out that biomass.”
“So that much I understand Doc, but how the hell did you get away? I’ve seen the inside of those landing craft through field glasses. They’re just one big empty area inside.”
Doc laughed, “That they are Vince, but not on top. We crawled on top and hid among all that mess of conduit and vent tubes. When they landed and went out looking for humans, we climbed down the side and hid in a building until they left. That’s why they let us go about our normal business Vince, so what are left of us can survive to be used as labor, or brain matter, until then they let us live our lives pretty much uninterrupted.”
“Every so often there is a white powdery discharge from the ship, it’s faint, but we see it now and then. Doc thinks, it’s all that’s left of us once the aliens remove the brains.”
“Incineration?” Vince asked and both men nodded the response Vince dreaded.
“Well guess it’s better then winding up on those bastards dinner table…..but dead is dead none the less, we have to do something.” 
Colonel White smiled slyly. “We have, or are Captain. You see when Doc and his friend escaped, they ran into a resistance group. They stayed with them for several weeks after the aliens found they were missing. Finally the only way Doc could get out was run power down into the sewer and hook up his device.”
Doc continued, “Some of us escaped once the shield in the sewer could be neutralized, but noticed the aliens soon started to search the areas near the opening on the surface, so apparently they can detect the field being disrupted even the tiny hole we make. So the underground decided to post men down there in the sewer to await one of us on our side to come, then disrupt it, let us in to trade info, then when we’re done, turn it back on and let us out again. Mostly we just hold up written material and read their reply so we don’t disrupt the shield too much. We tried running a insulated phone cable through the sewer, but the shield cuts the flow of electrons, so all wires on the outside of the shield are useless.”
“Brave people staying when they could escape.” Vince added.
“That they are Captain.” the Colonel mused, “but to be honest they have a plan. They just aren’t sure how to go about it and to be perfectly honest, I don’t either.”
Doc grinned, “When I was staying with them we tossed around a few ideas on how to hurt the aliens and one of the underground suggested maybe we should just blow up the ship. First of all I had only a few inklings as to how and secondly, there are still a lot of people trapped within the ship’s force field that would die if the ship was destroyed and fell on them. We agreed on most of the plans, but differed as to how. There was so much descent the rebels were divided Vince. Killing a lot of humans, just to bring down their ship was a touchy subject. There was this one lady reported who I was told was second or third in command, said she would leave if we insisted in the blowing up the ship plan.”
Vince grinned, “Well I can see where having a ship that size, fall on your head, might be a touchy subject Doc. Was there another plan?”
“A few things were tossed around Vince. The guy incharge is a real fanatic, but he seems to listen to whatever we came up with. I told him about meeting you and had no doubt that once I got through the field I could get hold of some sort of resistance on the outside. No one could figure out why the Air Force hadn’t blasted the ships. At the time we didn’t know about the state’s shield, until the Colonel told us. I told him of the various plans we talked about and he said he knew someone with a lot of combat experience. Then Colonel White had sent word for you to come, but we got the reply back, you were dead…..but, now you are here in the flesh, you can help.
“Me? Sure, but how?” Vince asked cautiously.
Colonel White laughed, “Because Viper you’re the expert on blowing shit up!”
Vince grinned as the three chuckled. He knew he was up to the challenge, but there was that lingering thought nagging at him in the back of his mind….things never quite went according to plans. The underground plans, Vince couldn’t live with. He would come up with something, the question that kept bugging him, would the resistance would accept what he came up with? The way Doc talked, just in his tone of voice, there was hesitance, something he wasn’t saying yet about the underground. Maybe it was just something Doc felt in his bones and Doc wasn’t the sort to jump to conclusions.
A fanatical leader, a fringe group, all dangerous parts of a shaky plan at best. Vince sighed and for the first time in months that nagging feeling returned…… This was going to be a long war.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 5.
 

 Doc told of his escape from the aliens and some more of the things he saw while he was onboard. The main thing being the engine, the field generators and massive power units all sitting right in the middle of the ship on the bottom floor near the center of the ship. There was a huge round area on the outside, dead center, that was used for landing the ship with energy thrusters and all around that center spot, sat all that great power. It was the center, the heart of the ship. 
Doc had no doubts that destroying that would cause the ship to fall to the ground. Sadly the effect would also bring thousands, maybe millions of tons crashing down on anyone below.
“The underground in Bay City is led by a guy named Kane. It’s not his real name, he says he adapted it from the bible Cain and Able. Apparently he killed his brother when he found his brother had been giving the Xouri information so they wouldn’t take him to the ship.” Colonel White shook his head in dismay.
“That was back before Doc figured out how to get out of the city by using the disruption device in the sewers. Seriously Viper, you have to watch out for Kane, he’s a damned fine rebel, but some of his ideas are way out in left field.”
“Yeah like crashing the ship on the city to kill the aliens.” Doc frowned.
“I’m for fighting back, but killing all around, is just plain insane.” Doc paused, then added, “Vince I saw a lot of horrible things on that Xouri ship, but as slave labor, they treated us harshly, but no brutally. I always got the impression their race has used captive laborers before, perhaps centuries. They also know what to do if any of their slaves rebel. One guy did and was killed instantly in front of our eyes so they knew, we knew exactly what would happen to us if we considered disobeying.
Vince I want those God damned Xouri dead, but not at the expense of human lives.”
Vince looked at one man then the other in the dimly lit room. He too frowned with disbelief.
“Even if the ship could be collapsed on the city, there’s no guarantee that would kill even half of the aliens, er Xouri, would it?..... Ah, Doc, Xouri?”
Doc chuckled, “Ok one question at a time. Xouri, it’s as close to the sounds they use when they speak of themselves. As far as Kane’s plan, he’s a massed huge tanks of fuel and propane, even natural gas directly beneath the center of the ship. He figures on detonating it just before the ship hits the ground. He said he’d be right on top of the main warehouse with the remote detonator. Christ Vince, he has three huge warehouses full of gas and other fuels, enough to wipe out half of the city. His problem is he can’t bring down the ship.”
The Colonel laughed. “Even Kane isn’t insane enough to think the resulting explosion would actually bring down the ship. However if you can figure out a way to blow up the legs so it will fall…..”
“BULLSHIT!” Vince sat forward and with an angry look added, “If you think I’d even consider blowing up the majority of a city and killing….”
“Whoa there Viper!” Colonel White held up his hand, “I didn’t say anything about sticking to Kane’s plans. I want you to come up with some sort of plan to use explosives, not to crash the ship, but to get into it or disable it more until we can come up with something.”
Vince sat back into his chair, “Sorry sir, just we’ve seen way to much loss of civilian life. Even if it meant killing every last one of those Xouri bastards. And Colonel, between you and me, I could care less if we save any of their technology or not, just as long as no more civilians are lost. I’ll come up with something sir, but I’ll have to get into the city and take a look at those legs.
Christ all mighty, those legs are massive and maybe there is a way to blow out, or cut our way into them and send attack parties up through them to the ship.”
“Yeah, Viper that’s what I thought, originally, but hell one of my men kept a plasma torch on one spot for nearly an hour and whatever the leg is made of, never even got the least bit hot. I was hoping you might have some high explosives or know where some is stored.”
Colonel White grinned.
“Hell it could be swinging at windmills, but it was the only thing I could come up with…..that ship is huge! I’m hoping as heat can’t cut it, perhaps it’s vulnerable to impact or explosion, hell maybe even cold if we had any liquid nitrogen.”
Vince started to get up, but Doc waved him back into his chair.
“One last thing Vince, the underground is divided. When the plan Kane insisted upon was brought up, many though like you. Kane eventually convinced most to go along with his plan, but those that didn’t want to become martyrs decided to leave and come up with a different plan. They’re suspicious of us because we’re working with the main body of rebels. I’m telling you this because we don’t know if the faction that broke off, will give you any trouble or not. Remember they think we’re going to go along with Kane, even though we said we didn’t like his plan.
Guess they feel we just want to destroy the ship anyway we can and eventually Kane would convince us to go along with him.”
Colonel White scratched his head thoughtfully.
“We offered them a way out, but they’re staying to come up with a plan better than Kane’s. The main problem is we have to go through the sewer where Kane’s men keep watch on the breaching device of Doc’s. It has to be turned on and off from inside the shield where the Xouri have allowed the survivors to produce power once more.”
Doc grinned and looked at both men.
“If the Xouri ever cut off power to the city, we’re screwed. Thankfully they haven’t put two and two together yet. Guess it never occurred to them that the field interruptions are caused by us or we could use our electricity to disrupt something as strong as their shields.”
Colonel White nodded, “Shame we can’t open it from this side, but Doc said it only works from the inside of the field. We have to turn it on and off to avoid detection by the Xouri.”
Doc grinned, “They might not know how all their stuff works, but they know how to detect a field breach. We can’t keep it open for more than twenty five seconds, thirty will trigger the breach alarm and the whole area will be swarming with the Xouri.”
The Colonel laughed, “Yeah, they haven’t learned about the sewer system yet and we want to keep it that way. Christ the few times we triggered a field alarm, the Xouri were swarming all over the place above ground right over where the sewer is.” 
He pointed to the map of the sewers and a sketch of the sewer the breach device.
“The main sewer we’re in is a six foot tube, it goes about one hundred feet to a slight bend, then another two hundred feet to the warehouse where the rebels punched through from the sub-basement to the sewer.”
“How much of a bend Colonel?” Viper asked.
“Not much Viper, about a thirty degree bend over about thirty feet or so…..why? You have a plan?”
Vince grinned at the men. “Maybe Colonel, maybe. I need to get in and take a look at the ship legs and measure the sewer tunnel, six foot should be more than enough.”
“For?” Colonel White asked.
“Well Cobra, uh, Sgt. Smith, found a dozen and a half missiles at a base down near Detroit. We used them near the end of the Afghanistan war. They’re twenty two feet long and have some really high explosives. The nice thing about them is, they are only three feet in diameter. They were used to penetrate deep reinforced cave systems. Their blasts are directional and throw one hell of a blast forward of where they strike, so one or two missiles……. ”
“So how’s that going to help us Viper? Missiles would detonate the center engineering area, but debris could kill many and if the ship exploded, then….” Colonel White looked a bit uneasy.
“Easy sir….” Viper chuckled, “….didn’t say anything about blowing the ship up. Christ Colonel, that things is over two miles in diameter. True, there could be some civilian losses, if we use the missiles to further disable the ship. Doc could give me some ideas as to where to aim. If we stay away from the center, then civilian deaths should be kept at a minimum.
But to be honest sir, that is only a backup plan. I was thinking about the legs on that ship. Hell they hold the thing up and have those knee like joints, I guessing so they can retract into a smaller area during space travel.
My general idea is bringing in about a half dozen of the missiles I told you about and aiming for the knees of the last two legs. We’ll have three chances to bring them down.”
Lewis White had been in the military for several decades and earned his promotion to full Colonel. He was a tactician and an organizer, but now Viper had completely lost him.
“Two legs? He asked.
“Ok look sir, Doc, the western most leg is let’s say the front of a round ship, there are two more legs a third of the way to the rear, then two more another third of the way to the rear. As I came in it looked like there might have been a sixth leg that would have been due east at the extreme rear of the ship.”
“That’s right Vince, it was damaged so badly it wasn’t repairable, at least for now, the Xouri had more important things to be fixed. The rear of their ship did appear to be missing a large part. But I don’t follow…..”
“Doc, look there are five legs holding that ship, what two, three hundred feet in the air? Without the sixth one, take out the two rear legs are all that’s holding up the rear of the ship. If we can blast the knee joint of the rearward legs and get them to either collapse or completely fall off….”
Doc began to break out in a smile that went from ear to ear as he looked at Vince, then the Colonel. He pointed to the drawing of the ship on the Colonel’s desk.
“Lewis, look, we take these two legs out and they buckle, there is nothing holding the rear of the ship up.”
Colonel White frowned, “But we don’t want the ship to fall on the city.”
Viper grinned, “Don’t think it’ll fall Colonel…..”
Doc pointed back to the drawing and added, “If the legs are strong enough, and I think they are, when the rear two buckle, the front two, a third of the way from the front of the ship will act like a fulcrum. You see the rear of the ship will begin to fall toward the Earth, the two front legs will act like the center of a teeter totter and the forward leg will just lift off the ground as the ship falls backward into part of Saginaw Bay.”
Vince smiled, “And if all goes right, we’ll have the ship with its ass sitting in the bay and its nose pointing upward. Hell with another missile, I might be able to punch a few semi truck sized holes in the rear, so we can attack through them when the ship comes to rest.”
“Assuming the damned ships weight doesn’t completely cause the two fulcrum legs to break and send the whole thing crashing down on the city.” Vince could hear in the Colonel’s tone of voice, he was nervous about the plan.
Vince smiled, “Well sir, that’s why I have to get inside the field and have a close up look at the legs. They taught me a lot about blowing things up, including materials and structure placement of charges. If Doc is right about the material the ship is built out of, then we have a damned fine Plan A.”
The Colonel leaned forward and put his arms on the desk, he studied the drawings on his desk for a few seconds, then looked at Viper.
“For God’s sake, make damned sure ‘Plan A’ does what you say it will. See Sergeant Adams and he’ll assign a man to take you through the sewers and into the city.”
Viper looked over to Doc.
“Before I go, Doc you said you were able to pick up a bit of their language and some of them I hear speak our language?”
Doc laughed, “Speak it? Hell Vince there are a few that if you couldn’t see them, you’d swear if was a human speaking. Let me put it this way Vince, the Colonel has ordered no phone or radio communications unless there is a daily password, just in case. And this has been passed on to other commands by messenger. We sent a messenger to you, but people in your area said they heard you were dead.”
The Colonel stood, “Well Viper, best you get going. We’d like to get you into the city soon so we can get this plan A of yours going.
Viper stood as he nodded to the Doc and then Colonel White.
“Give me a few days to a week sir and I’ll have enough data to decide for sure. In the mean time, with your permission, I’ll give your Sgt. Adams a map, our code so the time I’m in the city will be enough time to send someone to meet with Cobra. We’ll need to get things moving, but if we can’t use the missiles for my plan, then they can be hidden here for future use.”
“Good idea Viper. Tell Sgt. Adams to sent the best we have, I think a party of three moving at night. Now about the missiles….”
Viper grinned, “Cobra will worry about moving them up here. We’ve talked about them and possible uses as well as how to move them undetected…..” Viper laughed, “….one at a time, so we probably won’t be able to do anything for at least a month give or take a week depending on Xouri patrols. Our problem is going to be making some rail launchers for the missiles. Each missile has its own ground control unit, but the launchers will never fit into the sewers. 
I’ll have to get the underground to make rails to my specifications and to make six of them so we can launch all missiles whenever we need them, so we won’t have to reload two missiles. We might have to use the other two quickly.”
The Colonel stood and extended his hand to Vince.
“Well Viper, good luck and keep your head down once you’re in the city. We know the Xouri are dangerous, but we just don’t know about the rebel faction, but they’ll have a better idea what you’re up against rather than stranger to their city.”
Viper nodded to Doc, gave the Colonel a salute and headed out the door to find the Sgt. he was told to. From there he would spend the rest of the day making plans with the soldier that had been assigned to him as a guide.
Civilian clothes were found in his size and packs were packed for the quick journey. The Colonel’s command post was in a warehouse only a block away from the warehouse that they had used to dig into the sewer once Doc told them of his escape. It was that block they had to be careful of and Viper sighed a sigh of relief when he was led out above ground about sunset…..there were a lot of things that could be used for cover. Vince looked at the Private that was assigned to him.
“Everyone said the Xouri have been letting people go about their normal lives as long as they don’t appear to be doing anything suspicious. Why don’t we just walk to the warehouse?”
The Private grinned and replied.
“Only on the inside of the shield, sir. Out here they’ll blast up from one of those gun ports.”
He pointed upward as Vince saw round humps on the side of the ship as the Private continued.
“Not all are in use, but we can’t take any chances. Those alien blasters sure pack a wallop.”
Viper nodded and grinned, “I know, I’ve seen them at work and at least for today, I’d prefer not be the recipient of one.”
The Private nodded and off they scampered in the direction of the warehouse and below the entrance to the sewer. Once in the warehouse, they proceeded to the guarded hidden entrance to the sewer. His escort stopped and mused.
“Hopefully sir within the time you’ll be gone, we should have the tunnel from HQ to the basement here finished.” He smiled, “No more ducking alien patrols.”
Through nearly a hundred yards they moved in the stooped position being careful not to hit their heads on the occasional protrusion. All the time Vince made mental notes of what would have to be removed so the missiles could be moved through the sewers. So far he thought, only a few obstructions stood in their way.
Finally they reached their destination, the breaching device. 
The rebel on the other side started to move his hand to the on off switch, but Viper waved him off as he pulled out a tape measure and began to look things over as the escort shouted loudly through the shield not to disrupt the shield yet.
“Hmmmm, if we move the missiles to this point and build a rail……” He looked at the rebel on the other side and asked how wide the shield was between Doc’s device which was bolted to several points to the sewer wall.. 
The Private grinned, “You have to shout sir. The shield is clear to the sight, but sound doesn’t penetrate very well, you have to shout….I mean really shout. Don’t worry Captain, we’re deep enough where we can’t be heard from the surface.
After finding the shield’s thickness was slightly less than six inches and he had a good five and a half feet between the device’s protrusion, Vince began to ease his worries.
“Well we can built the rail to here…..” He took out a black marker and  made a heavy mark on the wall to each side of the sewer.
“…..then Ill mark the same on the other side. We can build a rail system right along to the warehouse from your warehouse.” Vince laughed, “Then all we have to do is get those missiles down to the sub-basement. Tell the Colonel if he builds the track correctly and the rebels do on the other side, we should be able to push the missile through the shield within the safety time frame with no problems. It’s just getting them down to the basement that worries me.”
“No worries sir, we have a huge supply elevator. It’s all manually operated so we don’t draw attention to the abandoned warehouse by using electricity. We should be able to take the elevator to the second floor and lower the missiles down the shaft using the same winch system we use on the elevator. I’ll tell the Colonel to bring down the long carts we use to haul supplies and your rockets should fit on those, we can push them through the new tunnel right to this spot.”
“Great! You do that and take these notes, they’ll give your boss everything he needs to know.” Viper handed several sheets of paper he had been scribbling on and gave them to the Private and told him to take it back to the Colonel. He motioned for the rebel to breach the field and quickly moved to the other side when the rebel signaled to come over and soon they were headed toward the underground’s warehouse.
Vince looked back at the Private as the shield closed back in and nodded. One of the rebels tapped Vince on the arm and nodded in the direction they needed to go in the dimly lit storm sewer. Vince sighed, there was no turning back now.

 
 
 


Chapter 6.
 
Viper was ushered into a dimly lit room and walked over to the empty desk in the center. He glanced around the room to see it cluttered with charts, maps and sketches of the ship that stood overhead. He walked around to the side of the desk and slowly looked through the many papers that covered it.
“So the infamous Viper has finally made his way to us. You were expected, even though most said you were dead.” 
There was a pause, then when Viper never turned to see the speaker, the speaker commented.
“Impressive you didn’t jump, didn’t turn, hell man I could have been holding a gun and blew your brains all over the place.” 
Viper never looking up from the papers chuckled, “Well Kane, I heard you as you stepped around the corner of the room you just came from, so you didn’t startle me. I heard you by the material your jacket is made of as your arm moved through the air. You know, when you motioned for your man to stay back……you really shouldn’t wear leather if you want to be silent and your man walks much too loudly and has a limp.
I figured you are Kane as I’ve heard you handle everything yourself……”
Viper turned to see a tall dark haired man slowly walking toward him. He was thinly built and had a black, short, neatly trimmed beard and moustache.
“You would appear to be an adversary to be reckoned with Viper. Glad you’re on our side.” Kane said with a half hearted chuckle, “You are on our side aren’t you? I heard you wanted to speak to those traitors that broke away from our resistance.”
“Well, intel is critical Kane, the Colonel said they broke away from your group months ago. It’s just possible they might have found something your people haven’t.”
Kane sat in the chair behind the desk, leaned back as he watched Viper closely as if he were deciding something. Then he began to grin as he leaned into the light that covered a small area on the desk.
“Can’t tell you where they are, don’t really know, don’t really care as long as they stay out of my hair. Besides I heard their leader was killed trying to stop some civilians from being taken into one of the landing craft…..” Kane leaned back into the shadows. “…..good riddance to him. They’ll come crawling back any day now, if you’d care to wait.”
Viper sat on the side of Kane’s desk and pointed at the map.
“Can’t wait Kane, have to get every bit of info as quickly as I can. We have missiles coming up from…..”
“Yeah, we know. Your Colonel sent word to us by Morse code. You see we can’t just walk up to the shield and yell at one another very easily.” Kane laughed, “So we have people watching the top story of his warehouse, third window from the south. He does the same, we have bright flashlights affixed to long tubes. That way one would have to be in the same window to see the flashes….oh I see he forgot to mention that part. He sent word as you were preparing to come here.”
“So if you know about the missiles, then you know of……”
“Your plan, sure and sounds great to me.” Kane replied.
“My problem is what if something happens to you while you’re out there looking at those God damned legs? Not very bright, you die and the plan goes up in smoke.”
Viper grinned at the shadow Kane was in.
“No worries Kane, the missiles will be sent and the Colonel’s men should have already begun work on the track to push them along in the sewers. Cobra either will come himself or send one of the missile guys to configure them. Just get the track going, the Colonel has.”
“As have my people Viper. As we speak they are bringing railroad rails from a warehouse about a half mile away. All I need to know is the configuration.”
Vince smiled and picked up an old worn pencil from Kane’s desk, flipped over a sheet of paper and began to sketch. Kane leaned back into the light and watched intently as Viper drew out his idea.
“Ok, have your men do this, it’s the same as the Colonel’s troops are doing. They’re starting at the field breaching device so your people can align to their rails. I suggest making a few blocks about two feet long to use as spacers for the rails. If we put the rails right up to the field, the wheels should roll over the gap without a problem once the field goes down. You can shut it off, he’ll roll the cart to you and you can turn the field back on……” Viper though for a second, then, “......should take only six or seven seconds if your people time it right. We can wait an hour or so and send the next through.”
Kane got up and called one of his men, gave him the sketches Viper made, ordered several other things to be done and sat back down.
“So when do you want to go? I’ll send a dozen or so men, just in case.”
“Not needed Kane. That many men would just draw attention, even if we are dressed in civilian clothes.” Viper replied.
“Yeah, you’re probably right, I’ll just send a couple to escort you to…”
Viper stood and looked at Kane. “That’s ok Kane, I’d prefer to go alone. That way I can move faster and quieter and mostly not have to worry if your guys will make a sound, or if I have to watch out for them.”
Kane frowned and for a second looked as if he was going to shout at Viper, then he seemed to calm down.
“Ok, have it your way Viper, my men wouldn’t go over very well if you should run into the traitors, they might start shooting.” Kane laughed in such a manner it made Viper unusually wary.
“Hell there have even been a few times we’ve had some minor shoot outs. So many times the aliens just seem to watch and let us alone, they don’t even come down and see what’s going on anymore…..I guess, to them, it would be like entertainment. You know, watch the humans kill each other.”
Kane got up and walked next to Viper and put his hand on Viper’s shoulder, still chuckling.
“I really think at first it confused them us shooting at one another, so they never really interfered. Maybe because we weren’t shooting at them. Hell I don’t know, but then I think they got to enjoy it, that is as long as we didn’t kill too many of us off.”
Viper gave Kane a slight smile, not wanting Kane to think he didn’t think it was funny. Vince pointed at the map of the city.
“I’ll head on over to this leg, it’s the closest. I’ll find some shelter nearby and use that for my base. That way I can take a few days to take measurements, check and see if I can figure out what the leg is made of and anything else I can take note of.”
Vince looked to Kane, “If you have no objections Kane, I’d like to get started now. If you could have one of you men show me the way up to the ground level and give me any pointers about being on the surface.”
Kane grinned, “Hell man, I’ll take you up myself and as far as up there. Just walk short distances, then go into a building, wait about ten minutes, then come out and continue on. Just keep moving like that. The Xouri seem to watch vehicles and people that stay on the streets for a long time. Most building are intact, except where the ships legs crushed everything beneath them. A few structures have been destroyed during the first days, back before people just gave up on fighting. Fires burned some, some collapsed during the landing, but most seem ok.”
As Kane began to usher Viper toward the door Kane had entered through, Kane continued.
“I know your next question, well Viper, the base on those legs cover a little over four blocks and be damned careful in the buildings around them……we lost a few people when we tried to gather info on the landing pads. The weight of the ship actually caused the pads, which are about thirty feet thick, to sink a good fifty feet into the ground. The whole area around them is unstable, so be careful. The legs are so damned thin, I wondered at first when the ship would come crashing down, but it never did, so it must be some damned strong stuff.”
Before long the two men were standing before the door of the rebel warehouse. Kane filled Viper on a few more things to be careful of, ways to contact him and one last warning about the splinter faction and how deadly they were.
“Those bastards will kill you on sight if they think you’re with us. They hate me and my people, probably because we’re willing to risk everything to destroy the Xouri and they just want to hide in the shadows and be left alone. If I was you Viper, I’d shoot any of them on sight.”
Kane reached into his holster and pulled out his pistol that had a silencer on it.”
“Take this and don’t be afraid to use it.”
Viper looked at the gun, then up to Kane’s face.
“Naw, don’t need one, I have ways to take someone out if needed. Besides if I kill them, that would make it hard to ask them questions.” And with that, Vince slid out through the partially open door and into the sunlight. Or at least what light at noon, under the two and a half mile in diameter Xouri ship. Following Kane’s instructions, he walked normally being careful not to stare at the few people that dared to walk out in the open. He’d duck into a building now and then and either wait or walk out the other side. It took a little over two hours to get to the area near the leg.
The ground had indeed begun to crush under the weight of the massive leg of the Xouri ship and he was still blocks away. Even this far away the houses and other structures had begun to lean or collapse from the impact of landing. 
Ducking into one of the sounder looking houses, Vince began to work his way toward the ships leg pad. Darting from one collapsed structure to another he finally managed to get to one building that still stood although it stood on the edge of the twenty foot drop to the top of the pad.

Vince looked out through a large crack in the building’s wall.
“Christ! That’s one big landing pad.” He mused at the size and ways to get down there when the time came. As for the rest of the day Vince decided to unpack his gear and using the things he had brought with him, take measurements, pictures and anything else he could do from afar.
For the next few hours, Vince worked diligently.
The skies began to darken and off in the distance the rain began to fall. Lightning flashed, and muffled thunder could be heard now and then.
The ships legs were under the ship itself and not a drop came near where Vince had made his base of operations. He wondered at the immense size of the ship and the legs.
Never stopping he continued to shoot every inch of the leg and pad with his camera and telephoto lens. He’d stop and draw something he would notice, add a few notes, then went back to scanning the alien engineering.
The rain stopped and within an hour the clouds were gone. Vince had gone to the southernmost leg which was the closest to Kane’s base and now walked up the window of the building he’d been taking pictures from, he sat on the sill and looked out.
The sun had begun to set and off to the west the sky glowed with orange, red and pink clouds as the dying light struck them. Slowly the brilliant colors began to change to dark blues and purples.
Vince sighed as he looked up to see the edge of the ship that was blocking his view from over head….he sighed again.
Sometime during his musings of days before the Xouri came to Earth, Vince decided to call it a night and started back to the other side of the building he was in, the much more stable side. He noticed a glow coming from the room down the hall. He walked cautiously to the room and listened through the partially closed door…..nothing!
Slowly he pushed the creaking door open to see the ceiling had been torn away as this side of the structure had fallen away.
“Good thing this is a damned big building.” Vince mused with a chuckle, but it was the glow that transfixed his attention. 
Vince looked up to see where the glow had come from and gasped in awe. The Xouri ship was aglow with many lights of blue and purple. Now and then an orange one appeared. Some flashed, some stayed on, some faded, they slowly reappeared. Now and then the lights of one of the Xouri craft darted through the night sky and Vince knew it was one of their landing craft, perhaps looking for him or other rebels. 
In the distance he could see what was left of the city and it too was lit up. 
“So much beauty….so much devastation.” Vince sighed and turned and closed the creaking door behind him. Slowly walking back to the room on the second floor where he had made his home for the duration of his stay, he walked into the small room and sat on the small sofa. He looked over at the dusty bed and it hit him, he was in a large boarding house of some kind. 
“I’ll be damned! All the beds I saw going through the rooms to be sure this place was unoccupied. All the hours of working, shit, I wind up in a three story boarding house! Talk about luck, at least I sleep tonight.”
Slowly Vince got up and removed his gear form the bed where he had tossed it. He laid it on the floor and turned to the bed. Thinking, why not, he pressed on the bed. It was soft and it occurred to him, it had been months since he had slept on a bed. He carefully removed the dusty bedspread and folded it so the dust on it wouldn’t fill the room. 
Throwing caution to the wind, Vince pulled off his boots and sprawled out onto the bed, placed his hands behind his head he stared at the ceiling as blue and purple lights flashed through the dusty lace curtains. For the first time in months, Vince fell fast asleep, a deep sleep and in for first time in months he actually dreamed.
It was a good sound sleep he needed, as sleeping with one eye opened was about all he had done since the invasion. As dreams danced through his head, he turned to his side and slept even deeper…. And something inside kept screaming at him this was wrong, but weariness won out.
 
There was a tickle on his left ear. In Vince’s half sleep he brushed away the tickle, but his eyes popped open quickly when he heard a male voice chuckle and say….
“Well damned if he isn’t still alive Doc. Looks like you pulled out a miracle after all.”
There was a second voice that added, “Wasn’t all Doc, hell if Tara had put one through that other bastards head, this poor jerk would have been dead enough where Doc couldn’t fix him.”
There were many male laughs, so Vince kept his eyes closed.
The training kicked in, he listened and counted at least three men in the room with him, two near his bed and one the other side of the room rummaging through his gear. Outside in the rubble of the hall, he could hear two more people, one of which was headed toward his room. He knew it had to be now or never, before the fourth man got into the room. 
In one quick move Vince rolled over kicking the nearest man to him across the room, while in the air on his way to the floor, Vince swung around and elbowed the second man sending him flying to the far side of the small room. Vince leapt the last few feet and caught the third man as he turned to see what the commotion was about. Feeling Vince’s strong arm around his throat and hot breath snorting in his ear, he thought he was done for, until…..
“Who the hell are……”
Vince began to tremble, his whole body began to feel funny, “…are…you and….” His knees felt like rubber, his grip on the man loosened and the guy slipped away and moved over to the first man and helped him up off the floor. 
Vince tried to focus on the men, but his head was spinning. Something was wrong and he had to get out and get out fast, he turned and staggered against the wall. Using every bit of energy and will power he had Vince managed to slide along the wall as the three men gathered together and stared at him. Slowly he managed to inch along the wall until he felt the trim around the door. Keeping his eyes on the blurry looking men Vince felt the nothingness of the opened door’s space. He felt along the open space until he felt the other side of the door and figured it was completely open.
Vince knew it was this time or never, his stare swung from the three men toward the open door behind him as he prepared to dash through it, but his head began to swim and his eyes darted unsteadily as he moved his head around.
Before he could regain his balance, he bumped into something soft. His head managed to catch up to his body’s direction. He caught a glimpse of shape as he stumbled and fell to his knees the shape caught Vince and held him firm. Just as his vision grew dark and the ringing in his ears began, he heard a soft giggle, “We have to stop meeting like this.”
“Sorry Tara, he caught us off guard and….”
“Enough! Get him back on the bed and prepare him for transportation.” 
The men hurried about and Vince felt himself being picked up….the ringing got louder and Vince fell into unconsciousness.
The next thing he felt was that strange tickle on his ear again, but this time he’d wait before he reacted. He heard footsteps enter the room.
“Hi Tara, I had to replace the dressing in this guy’s head. Christ he must have a head of steel or is the luckiest son of a bitch that ever lived. That damned bullet didn’t seem to crack his skull, but he’s gonna have one hell of a headache when he comes to. Sure miss having an X-ray.”
“What the hell do ya mean when I come to and yes I have one hell of a fuc….” Vince snorted, but was cut short by one of the sexiest voices he had ever heard.
“You amaze me Doc, you’ve brought him back twice now and both times, he’s a pain in the ass. Maybe I should have let that bastard finish what he started.”
Vince, who had been laying on his back with his eyes closed, now opened them to see a tall thin guy standing over him. The guy smiled, “Well welcome back! This time I trust you won’t be kicking me in the nuts like you did last time?”
Vince looked at the guy as he dropped a roll of gauze into a little pan along side of the bed he was laying on. The guy turned and smiled, “I’m called Doc, I used to be a medic back in…….geezzz, Tara this guy sure looks fimiliar.”
“Well is he or isn’t he going to live?” That sexy voice asked as Vince rolled his head to see whom it belonged to.
As Vince slowly managed to focus on the woman sitting in the chair a few feet away from his bed, he mumbled, “What the hell happened, who are you two and where the hell am I?”
“I’m Tara Dias, sort of the leader around here I guess. The man that saved your life is Doc, he’s an army paramedic and the closest thing we have to a doctor. I guess the thing I need to know is who you are and what the heck were you doing looking over that spacecraft landing pad?”
Vince’s eyes finally focused, before him was a ravishing brunette of slight build. Her dark hair pulled back into a ponytail. Her golden skin glistened in the bright light the Doc had on to work on Vince. She leaned forward and Vince’s glance dropped to her blouse that had the top few buttons undone, his gaze dropped to her cleavage.
“Would you care to answer my questions, or would you like to take a few more moments to stare at my tits?”
Vince’s eyes shot back up to hers as he sputtered out a few jumbled words. “Sorry….not sure what… head hurts bad….can’t seems to…”
Doc smiled at Tara, “Let’s let him get some rest boss, then you can question him in the morning. I’ll stay with him…..” Doc looked down to Vince, “…assuming you’ll be a good boy and not try anything.”
Vince managed a smile and in a whisper replied, “I’ll be good….my…word on that….tomorro….”
Doc grinned at Tara, “He’s back to La-la land, I’ll see ya in the morning. Get some sleep, Doctor’s orders.”
Tara giggled, “Yes sir!” and out the room she vanished. Vince never heard her go, he was out again and his head hurt even in his weird dreams. Weird as the rest of the night, all he could dream about was this lovely creature, he had just met. Dreams about holding her in his arms, dreams about her slitting his throat.
The next morning Vince heard the door open and as he heard Doc say something, the only thing his senses could focus on was the wonderful scent of fresh brewed coffee.
“I brought you and our guest some coffee Doc, is he awake?” Tara’s musical voice said.
Eyes still closed Vince smiled, “I am now I smell coffee, and……something else…” Eyes still closed, he sniffed, “Perfume? Man it’s been years since…..” Vince’s eyes popped open.
Sorry, it’s the same brand someone I was once close to used to wear.”
“I’m sorry, was she killed?” Tara asked softly.
“Vince managed to sit upright on the small bed, swung his feet over and on to the floor. He looked at the leader Tara and grinned slyly, “No, but I’d thought about it.”
Tara giggled, “Oh, sorry. I had one of those moments a while back, but decided just to let it go and leave.” She sighed.
“Isn’t easy letting someone go after being with them several years.”
Vince now managed to be sitting completely on the bed with his legs dangling toward the floor as he grinned at the pretty Latino leader, “Tara isn’t it? Well in my case it was easy to let go. I had to, to keep my sanity.”
Tara nodded and handed Vince a cup of coffee.
“I’m Tara Dias, sort of the leader of a splinter group of the resistance here in the city. We had a difference of opinion and Donald decided he’d leave the group and several of us went with him. Sadly Donald was killed a few weeks ago and I was chosen to lead.”
“Lead?” Vince asked.
“The group’s leader Kane wants to bring down the alien ship anyway he can, even if it means killing everyone under the ship. Don broke away to find a way to prevent that from happening, maybe find a different solution.” Tara looked at the floor sadly.
“But I….we, don’t have any ideas and we’re afraid Kane will figure out something before we will. One of our scouts saw you and we figured you might be with Kane, so we watched you for a day. We figured you were looking for a way to carry out Kane’s plan and were about to capture you, but some guy was already in your room as I snuck through the door. At first I thought he was with you, but the he shot at your head…..luckily you toss in your sleep….”
Vince felt his head and the wrapping Doc had placed there.
“Ahh, starting to make sense now….yeah I toss a lot, so I’ve been told, old war memories.” Vince beamed a wide smile.
“Oh and thanks for saving my life.”
“My pleasure…ahh….”
“Oh shit! Sorry! Vince Mason.”
“Ah ok, Vince Mason, anyhow he just grazed you and I was a bit faster in my aiming than your assailant was. Never saw the bastard before, but he could have been one of Kane’s men. The underground has a lot of small cells scattered all over the city and as long as I was with them, I never met them all.” Tara’s smile was contagious.
“I doubt if it was Kane. Tara, you see I’m here checking on the leg and landing pad because of my plan to bring the ship down without loss of life…..I hope. At least my plan is better than Kane’s and he went along with it.”
Tara sat in the chair she had been sitting in the night before.
“He did? Holy shit and I thought that bastard was inflexible. But I still wouldn’t rule one of his men out. He doesn’t like others messing with his agenda.”
Vince chuckled as Tara smiled, there was a friendship beginning to blossom, not to mention a strong admiration for each other. They were struggling for the same thing….ending the alien invasion, but in a way that didn’t lose lives needlessly.
Vince told Tara of his full plan, or at least what he had so far. 
After having dinner with the small group of Tara’s splinter group, the two went back to her suite of rooms in an old hotel ruin. The evening was warm, but the only air that circulated was coming from air vents. Not one window was open, not one window was uncovered. Vince kept wondering why, the aliens were letting people live as they normally would do, more or less, so why the hideout style living?
Things were getting more confusing and Vince never did like confusing.
“This place partially collapsed when the ship landed, but mostly the rest of the structure is sound and we’re made some improvements. At least we have cold running water since the aliens allowed the city to go back to providing utilities for us, but we dare not use gas because of the open pipes all through this building and sadly we never found any electric water heaters, so I’m afraid it’s cold showers in the morning around here.”
Tara looked at Vince and frowned, “Guess they want us happy before they do with us, whatever they do to people up there.”
Vince was surprised that his Doc hadn’t told anyone about the ‘brain matter tank’ and figured that perhaps it was best for the time being, Tara and the rest didn’t know.
He watched as she went over to each window and double checked it to make sure no light could show through to the outside. Vince watched her as she moved about the room and gathered an armful of bedding and carefully spread it over the couch in her living room. She bend low to tuck the covers under the cushion and Vince felt something he hadn’t for a long time.
He jumped up from the chair he was sitting in and walked over toward the door.
“You know Tara, maybe I’d better find another room. I wouldn’t want any of your people get the wrong idea.”
“Sorry Vince, my people have taken all the rooms that are livable, some even are doubled up. We hide here mainly from Kane more than the aliens. We just don’t know how long he’ll hold a grudge or if he might have one of his people tell where we are….if we let him know.”
Once again Vince felt himself paying more attention to her soft musical voice, then her story. He watched her blouse move as she inhaled and exhaled, the way her ponytail danced about her shoulders as she turned and walked away. How tight her jeans were as she sat on the made up sofa and patted a spot next to her.
“I don’t bite!” Tara giggled.
“Too bad.”
“Hmmm? What?” She replied with a questioning smile.
Vince looked at her eyes in the poorly lit room, as he approached the sofa.
“My God you have gorgeous eyes Tara……” Vince froze!
“Oh shit, I didn’t mean that….” He swallowed hard as he tried not to look so damned embarrassed.
Tara struggled not to giggle and looked at the floor.
“Oh I’m sorry, you don’t like my eyes.”
“Oh no, I meant you have beautiful eyes Tara, just its not my place to say that…..I mean now, here…aw fuck me I can’t say nothin…..” Realizing what had just come from his mouth in front of a woman he’d just met, Vince clamped both hands over his mouth. He plopped down beside her still keeping both hands over his mouth as Tara giggled gleefully at his embarrassment.
She leaned over to him and kissed him on the cheek without realizing she had pressed her right breast into his arm quite firmly. Staying within inches of Vince’s cheek, she giggled softly.
“Well first off, I could care less what my people think, you should see the room to room happenings around this place after bed time. 
Secondly, Vince please don’t be embarrassed…..” She smiled at him coyly, “…I have see you watching my body and to be honest, I kind of looked you over when you were unconscious back at your hotel you were hiding in and then again here. You are pleasing to the eye….as for your language, I’ve said much worse.”
Vince turned and slowly removed his hands and smiled.
“Well I still shouldn’t have said it anyhow.”
“Oh the thing about me having nice eyes?” Tara teased the flustered Vince.
“No I meant the, fuck me, thing…….” He frowned knowing she had led him right back into his embarrassment. He rolled his eyes as Tara broke out into the most wonderful laugh. He was completely under her spell as she arose from the sofa. Her ponytail brushed his face as she stood, turned and faced him.
She smiled softly, teasingly, then turned and headed into her room. As the door closed with a giggle.
“Who knows if you play your cards right…..maybe. Around here we have learned to live for the moment, there may not be a future.”
Vince looked at the door as it he heard the lock click. He started to ask “maybe what?” then it hit him what he had said just prior to her reply. Vince grinned, but the grin quickly vanished. He looked down and for the first time noticed a rather large bulge in his jeans. Then it hit him…..she had looked down, he noticed just after he looked at her eyes……
“Christ!” just after he’d been looking at her nipples pushing at her soft draping blouse. Now he felt himself reddening. Tara must have noticed him looking at her breasts and glanced down to see if it was intentional and seeing his rather pointed state, she had to have known he was looking on purpose.
Vince fell back on the sofa, swung his feet up and kicked off his shoes and laid back.
“Christ man you’ve been busted.”
Of course Vince felt bad, but he didn’t quite know why. Things had been rough the last year especially. Looking at a beautiful woman couldn’t be wrong, but getting caught doing it, making this woman with such a great personality, not to mention saved his life, making her feel uncomfortable enough to lock her door in her own suite. That was inexcusable!
Tara sat on the edge of her bed and pulled her blouse over her head, she looked down at her breasts and how large the nipples had become. Her mind raced….
“My God I was such a flirt with him and look at my….Christ!”
She stood, looked at herself in the mirror and frowned. 
“Even when you realized you had your tit buried into his arm you kept it there teasing him….no! Dammit, you enjoyed the way he felt!”
Tara looked at the reflection that was mentally admonishing her and smiled slyly.
“After all these years…..he did feel so warm…..”
Tara started to turn away from the mirror and could have sworn the image there winked back at her and she giggled as one word kept echoing in her mind…..
“Maybe…”

 
 


Chapter 7.
 
Vince slept well, which surprised him as he made his bed on the sofa and soundly he did sleep.
Vince woke and quickly pulled the linens off the sofa and neatly folded them and put them back into the drawer Tara had taken them out of the night before. He then sat down on it and kept trying to push these thoughts of Tara out of his mind. Why was she haunting his thoughts? Had he met her, or seen her somewhere in his past, then it hit him and he grinned as he awaited his host.
The following day passed quickly as their small group learned of Vince’s ideas and in turn he was told of the area and way this small group of rebels might be able to help. Quick introductions were made and a tour of their building was made and surprisingly Tara snapped several times at other females in her group that seemed to flirt with Vince.
Lunch and dinner passed, a lot of plans made and soon it was time for bed. Tara took Vince on her rounds of the guard posts and then they headed back to Tara’s rooms. Tara vanished into her room and Vince pulled out the bed linens he had been given the night before. When his sofa bed was made he sat and began to think, perhaps a bit too deeply.
“Wow! A man that makes his own bed? I think I’ll have to get to know you a bit better.” Tara teased as Vince spun his head around causing noisy snaps in his neck..
“Christ girl! Give a guy a heart attack will ya?” Vince laughed, then noticed Tara was wearing nothing but a large towel and another was wrapped around her hair as she patted her self dry with a towel end.
“Shower is through my room and the door to the right. Sorry but only one towel left, so it’ll have to do…..” Tara giggled, “…a girl has to have one for her hair.” 
She pulled the towel off her hair as the wet raven locks fell about her shoulders. She began to dry her hair.
Vince walked over to her bedroom door and peeked through. He saw the bathroom door and began to head for it.
“Don’t worry I won’t peek.” Tara giggled. 
“Don’t worry I won’t peek? Really! You just said that….to him! Christ you’re going to get him to think you’re some scatter brained little girl.” Tara scolded herself under her breath.
Vince turned as he pulled his T-shirt over his head and his bulging muscles rippled. The shirt came off and he asked, “Did you say something?”
“Me? No not me.”
“Ah, ok, thought I heard you say something about a little girl.”
“Oh must have been thinking aloud.” Tara smiled nervously, then to herself thought, “My God he has the hearing of a cat.”
“Ok, well, I’m hitting the shower, thanks.”
Tara watched as Vince turned and stared at his muscular shoulders, his taut back, his really nice…. She gasped I dismay.
“My God, there I go again! What the hell has gotten into me? I’m acting like a little girl with a crush, just like…like, back in sixth grade! Oh hell!”
Tara listened for the shower to start, and sighed a breath of relief. He was in the shower and she could stop acting like, whatever she was acting like. She looked at the clothes she had put out on the bed.
“Christ!!” She gasped as she realized she had laid a pair of red lacy panties on the bed. No one knew she liked wearing sexy things and now this stranger knew what she wore under her jeans.
“And of course they had to be the red ones! The ones that stick out like a sore thumb on top of the white bed! Well I guess it couldn’t get much worse him seeing my red panties…..Oohhhh! Stupid!!!” She shouted. Tara dropped her towels and reached for her panties…..
The door clicked and Vince walked through with a towel wrapped around his waist.
Did you yell to me? I thought I heard you…….Oooooo shit!....”
Tara still completely naked, spun to see Vince wrapped in his towel, twisting to avert his eyes away from the beautiful brunette. Tara stooped and grasped one of the towels from the floor and held it in front of her. There was probably the most awkward pause of silence either had ever experienced.
Vince slowly turned as he asked if she was covered and she replied she was, with a quiet yes. He walked over to her as she kept herself wrapped in her towel. A tear tickled down her cheek as he gently reached out and touched it. His hand turned as he slowly ran it over her cheek to her chin as he then lifted her downward gaze up to his.
“Ok, look….” Vince said softly with a warm smile, “…there is something here, for as little of time that we’ve know each other, I feel something and I’m not talking about monkey grunting urges.”
Tara looked deeply into his eyes and forgot all the embarrassment she had felt, she smiled and buried her face into Vince’s warm chest.
“I feel like such a fool. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since……since…”
“You saved my life? Hmmm…. Maybe you think of me as a little puppy who’s life you saved and brought me home and don’t know what to do with me?” Vince laughed, but noticed Tara was looking strangely at him.
“Oh Vince, I know you were trying to be funny and cheer me up, but, that’s about it.” She looked longingly into his deep blue eyes.
“It’s not I saved you, but I did find you and now I have, I’ve been feeling things I haven’t felt since my husband died as the ships landed.” There were tears in her eyes as Vince wrapped his arms around her as she sunk further into his chest, her body slowly relaxed as she sighed and began to whisper.
“I knelt there where he had vanished in front of my eyes as I started pawing the ground, screaming his name. I needed him, his touch, his strength. Now you come along and I feel these same things, about you, about a man I know nothing about.”
Tara looked up into his eyes as if there would be the answer there.
“Needed his strength? Maybe then, but look at you now. You’ve taken over leadership, by unanimous vote from what I hear, you aren’t afraid to face the aliens, you….”
Tara buried her face into Vince’s chest once again.
“You don’t understand Vince, I’m very afraid. Afraid of everything, the aliens, the choices I make….people that may die because of my decisions….I hate it! I hate being afraid.”
Vince grasped Tara by her arms and gently pushed her to arms length.
“Ok so you’re no different them me, or the Colonel, or any one of the men and women that follow you. You do what we all do….face it…..” 
Vince smiled that warm smile that Tara was beginning to really like.
“….suck it up and do what we have to do to survive. Tara? Don’t you realize you’re one hell of a woman, all your people look up to you.” Vince chuckled and added,  “Hell you’re a leader, we shake in our boots and handle the stress, but we go on. You have, look at you now, what more could you want.”
Tara smiled a loving smile back to Vince and buried her head once more in his chest and as he wrapped his arms around her trembling body once more, she whispered….”
“Someone to share it with.” 
And for a while after, they stood there holding one another, sharing something neither thought they’d ever find again. Not moving, nor kissing, somehow they knew that would come later. 
For that brief moment in time, there were no aliens, not other rebel group, nothing but the sound of their breathing, their heartbeats, the warmth and security of each other’s arms.
That moment both realized nothing would happen. Each knew life was precious and could well be very short these days. Life had to be grasped as it came at them, but this time, nothing happened. The need and want was there, but as their bodies finally parted both knew this was not the time, nor place as Vince slowly walked out of her bed room. He paused in the doorway and looked back at Tara.
“You know I wanted to kiss you, but….”
Tara smiled from her bedroom doorway as Vince sat on the sofa and leaned back tossing his hands behind his head.
“I know Vince, I did as well. Damned if I know why, maybe the thought of losing someone I have feelings about….Christ I just don’t know.”
Silhouetted by the dimly lit room behind her Tara slowly turned, stopped then turned just her head. In a soft whisper she replied.
“I too am so afraid to lose someone again. No not someone……you. I can’t explain it Vince, but the first time I saw you there was something. Like I knew you, as if we had been together in another life, I’m so confused.”
“I know Tara, when I heard your voice I recognized you. I knew you…..”
Tara stopped and for the first time, she giggled, “Of course you knew my voice silly, I was all over the TV, I used to report all over the state for…..”
Vince laughed, “I know Tara, I recognized you when I saw you, sort of.”
Vince chuckled and in a higher pitched voice Vince said, “This is Tara Dias, KXRV, TV signing off.” Vince smiled and winked at the lovely figure standing in the doorway.
“Without your TV makeup and business clothes, it took a few minutes, but I have kind of a photographic memory. I knew who you were alright, but it didn’t explain the feeling that I had when I heard your voice. It was as if, I had know you for years, like I was at ease with you. There was something about hearing your voice in person, I just can’t explain it.”
Tara walked a bit farther into her bedroom, she turned, “Vince, I know you’re going to think I’m nuts, but I think I fell in love with you. When I’m not sure, when I first saw you, a short time later, I don’t know. All I know is you make my heart race, when I see you, when I hear your voice,….”
Tara now in her room turned, walked back to the doorway and leaned against the door jamb as she looked at Vince. Her voice soft, seductive without trying, her demeanor, so vulnerable.
“…..am near you. I can’t explain it and I hope you do not think me the fool, but I love you Vincent Mason.”
With that Tara turned and vanished out of sight.
Vince looked at the empty doorway for several minutes, then the light went out. She had not locked the door, nor even closed it. He knew she had left it open on purpose. Vince knew he could walk into her bedroom and their night would be filled with ecstasy. He also knew she was as confused and vulnerable at the moment as was he.
Vince never considered that he would ever find someone to fill the empty hole in his life that this woman had. He slipped on his clothes and sprawled out on the sofa, his head turned toward Tara’s bedroom and in a whisper, the hardened soldier Vincent Mason said….
“I love you too Tara Dias.” 
 
The following morning Vince felt soft lips brush his cheek, his eyes slowly opened to see Tara kneeling beside the sofa.
“Good morning sleepyhead, time to rise and shine.” She kissed him on the lips gently, arose and walked back into her bedroom.
Vince slowly swung his legs over the side of the sofa and watched Tara’s sway as she walked away from him. Her tight jeans, that cute little…..
“See something you like?” There was a little giggle, then the sway increased to a tempting wiggle.
“You had your chance last night Mister I won’t take advantage of her!”
“But I…..”
Tara smiled as she vanished into her bedroom. From the room came her musical voice. 
“Even occur to you why I left my door open? Maybe I wanted to be taken advantage of? Maybe I wanted you to……”
She turned and Vince was standing behind her, she jumped!
“My God! I didn’t hear you come into……”
Vince whispered into her ear, “Snipers specialty, catch the prey off guard and…..”
 His lips pressed to hers, her lips parted as their bodies pressed against one another. Her arms flew to enclose his neck as his wrapped tightly around her waist. She pressed herself into him, leaving no doubt she was his. Yet slowly he eased his kisses and gently he released her from his embrace.
Vince looked into her dark eyes and gently kissed her one last time.
“We could of last night, we could right now and no doubt will look like a fool, but presently we have work to do, aliens to kill and neither of us need to be worrying about involvements.”
Vince kissed her again gently.
“Baby, I do love you, hell I can’t explain any more that you can, but it’s going to be hard to do what must be done without worrying about your safety. I’m afraid if we….well, we…..”
Tara placed a finger over Vince’s lips.
“Shhhhh, baby I know what you mean, the more we get involved, the more concern we’ll have for one another. I know it’s stupid, but I feel the same way. I love you more and more, every time I touch you see you feel you near me….”
Tara sighed and pushed herself away from her new love.
“….if we’d made love, I’d never let you out of my sight for fear that something might happen to you and I wasn’t there.”
Something came over Tara, that she just couldn’t resist. She walked away from Vince swinging her rear seductively.
“Just remember, at some point you will be able to do more to this than look and drool, soldier.”
“Oh and what makes you think I’m drooling over that hot little body of yours anyhow?” Vince chuckled.
Tara turned back toward Vince and he noticed several of her blouses buttons had been undone. As she walked Vince could see her beasts swaying gently in her blouse and her now obvious cleavage. She stopped a few inches from him and giggled.
“Because I could see that you were!” Her eyes lowered.
“What, the hell are you……” Vince looked down at the bulge in his jeans.
“Oh yeah, it’s been so long I forgot….ahh, things can give a fella away.”
Tara giggled, “Well you saw what you had to look forward to, it’s kind of nice a girl can see what she has coming down the road….” She glanced downward again and laughed seductively.
“….and a girl can see that thing from waaaay down the road.”
Vince glanced down, then with a sly chuckle, replied to Tara’s teasing.
“Well then Miss Dias it would appear we both have something to look forward to.” With that Vince got up stretched and headed out the door. He paused long enough to grin at his new found love and she smiled back, they both knew it was time to go to work….playtime was over.
Down in the basement of the small hotel all of Tara’s people had gathered. Tara and Vince came down the stairs and moved along the short dimly lit hallway and stopped just outside of the door. Tara looked at Vince and for the first time he saw nervousness in her eyes. She looked down at his hand, then slowly clasped her fingers through his, she looked slowly up to Vince’s face.
Vince just smiled as he grasped her hand reassuringly, leaned down and kissed her on the forehead. 
Tara sighed and smiled as she stepped through the door pulling Vince along behind her. The two walked to the front of the room of a little over two dozen people.
There the two of them stood hand in hand to the mumbles of her followers.
Tara smiled as she looked over the group of people.
“My friends, most of you know me, some that I see have come from our other colony…welcome.” She sighed, looked lovingly to Vince, then back to the gathering.
“This man here is Captain Vince Mason. He has a plan to bring down the alien ship that sits over your city without destroying our homes. Now why all of you voted me as your leader, I’ll never know, being an outsider and all, but…..”
A tall scruffy man stood. “I’m Roger Drakk Tara, the leader of your other group. I know we’ve only talked through messengers, but”
“I recognize you Roger, how……”
“Please Tara, let me finish. After Don was killed, everyone knew you through TV. We knew  how much Don and his late wife trusted you and mostly we saw in you the ability to lead. We trust you to do what’s best for us and our city. Tara you’re our leader and we’ll do what you want done. Granted our group is on the other side of the city, but you’re a natural leader and one with enough courage to break away from that fanatic Kane.” 
The man sat back down as applause broke out.
Tara held up her hands and smiled at the crowd.
“Then my friends, I hope you’ll trust me enough when I tell you I’m sharing my command with Vince.”
There were some mumbles in the room, but most just looked Vince over and awaited Tara to continue and continue Tara did. She told her people of Vince’s plan, his encounter with Kane, then his need to get back to the ships leg and pad to study it a bit more. 
Then Tara smiled at the gathering, reached down and clasped Vince’s hand once more.
“I’m going to tell you one more things my friends, Vince and I had decided to, er, date? I really don’t know what you’d call it considering the invasion and all….” Tara realized she was at a loss of words.
Vince who had been slightly behind Tara now stepped forward.
“Look I know I’m new here. You’ve accepted Tara’s saying she wanted to share joint command with me.” He glanced down at Tara and smiled.
“We can’t explain it….I can’t explain it, but it would seem I have fallen for your leader and for some unknown reason she seems to be a bit smitten with me and we’ve decided to see if something blossoms. Personally I think something will.”
Vince looked back at Tara and squeezed her hand gently.
“She’s quite a woman.” 
Tara and Vince just looked at each other and those in the room could see there was something more than infatuation between them. But the looks lasted far too short for the romantics in the room as their two leaders began filling them in on what had to be done. Soon all thoughts of romance had vanished and pure business filled everyone’s minds.
For almost two days more Vince made trips to the landing pad area. He and those with him, took samples, pictures and anything else deemed of interest. Each night his small group would sleep in different spots for security and each moment Vince was being guarded under Tara’s orders, she did not want a repeat of the night she had first seen her love, nor did she trust Kane wouldn’t make another attempt on her new loves life. Unlike Vince, she was sure it was Kane’s man that tried to kill Vince that dreadful day.
Only once during that time did they get to see one another, when Tara and one other brought fresh supplies. There was only a brief moment in the shadows under a staircase the two shared a passionate kiss. Holding each other briefly still panting from their brief exchange, Tara bade Vince one last ‘be careful’ and she vanished into the evening shadows back to her headquarters.
“One more day.” Vince whispered as he watched her vanish around a corner of the building with her guard. He walked into the room where the others awaited him and back to work they went. All the time Vince had at least one of his people, well hidden, looking out of the shield toward the direction of the Colonel’s location.
Finally the last day had arrived, everything Vince needed had been gathered and noted and back to Tara’s HQ they headed.
Vince walked through the door of the room Tara used for an office as Tara rushed into his arms. There was a quick kiss, then Tara turned and nodded toward the other side of her office.
“This is one of Kane’s men Vince. Kane sent him to tell you the first of the missiles has arrived.”
The man stood and walked into the light where Vince could see him a bit better, it was the guide that took Vince through Kane’s compound.
“Kane called for a truce with his people and Tara’s. Kane needs you to come and teach his men what they need to know for firing the missiles and let him know when and where you want them fired. It would seem no one that came with the missiles knows how to program them.”
Tara began to speak, but Vince gently hugged her. Vince stepped forward and looked at Kane’s man.
“Look I know it was Kane’s man that tried to kill me that night.” 
Vince felt Tara’s rage without looking at her as he held out his hand to keep her behind him.
“You tell Kane I never did trust him, I mentioned each missile had to be programmed, but not unlocked with a code that only Cobra and myself knew. So you go back to your leader and tell him, not only am I coming to his complex, but I’m bringing everyone of Tara’s people and they’ll be leaving through the breach to go to the Colonel’s camp….I’ll need them out there. So you tell that bastard, no tricks, no funny business or I’ll leave him with whatever missiles he has and he can try to figure out how to unlock them himself! Now get going, we’ll be leaving in small groups so not to bring attention to our movements.”
Tara’s men ushered him out and Tara looked at Vince.
“You knew Kane ordered you killed?”
Vince chuckled. “Look honey, I saw your people watching me, I saw one other watching me from the other side of the place I used for my base. I recognized the lone man from Kane’s camp…. remember I told you I have sort of photographic memory? The only mistake I made was thinking he was just keeping an eye on me. Same for your people, so I figured I was safe and that with all the people keeping an eye on me, I’d be safe. Think I’m getting a bit too lax in my old age.” Vince chuckled.
“So when I came too and found out it wasn’t your people that tried blowing my brains out, that just left Kane’s man.”
Tara snuggled into her love’s arms as Vince laid out his idea of moving all her people to Kane’s encampment. Mostly she agreed, but the idea of all her people leaving, she balked at.
“Honey, look I need your people outside the shield I have some ideas and I need people that know the city well and can identify places from outside the shield to the Colonel’s men.”
Reluctantly Tara agreed.
During the rest of the day Tara and Vince, who led the first group, watched as more of her people came in and were ushered to the breaching device in the sewer and were let through in short bursts as not to trigger any alien alarms. Soon both of Tara’s colonies were all through and Vince rested a bit easier. These two groups had become enemies and the last thing he wanted was fighting to break out. Kane had actually stuck to his word.
More surprising was the fact that Kane and his men actually were civil to Tara, who was forever at Vince’s side.
Over the next few days the missiles were brought in through the rail system in the sewer and located in the areas Vince had discovered to be the best locations to fire the missiles from and not one gripe from Kane. There was little time for sleep and as each missile was brought in, Vince programmed it, then relocked it with the code and the missile was cautiously moved to its new location. Finally the six missiles were well hidden and ready to strike.
Kane had actually been friendly and escorted Vince and Tara to the breach in the sewer. He reached out his hand to shake Tara’s and surprisingly, reluctantly she accepted. He then shook Vince’s. 
Then without warning the two breach guards and the two men that had accompanied Vince, pulled guns and pointed them at the two lovers. 
Kane who was squatting, smiled and looked up at Vince and Tara who were slightly stooped in the six foot high storm sewer.
“Sorry about this Vince, I’ve come to respect you a lot. Yeah I know I’m a real bastard, but I prefer to do things my way. Tipping the ship and putting a few holes for access in it still means it could collapse the remaining legs. It could mean our forces might not be able to kill all the aliens in it, hell man, they might be able to get reinforcements from the other two ships……”
Vince looked at Kane sadly. “Look I never guaranteed that there was….”
Kane sat on one of the chairs his guards used and smiled at Vince.
“You’re a dreamer Vince. I knew once I heard your plan there were too many chances for failure. I know what you all think of me, that I’m crazy, mad. But, even with you thinking I’m mad, I like you Vince. You’ve seen real war and know my plan, though costly in civilian lives, has a better chance of success.
Now I know you’re thinking you coded the missiles, but as you programmed each one, then locked it, I had people watching you through binoculars are writing down each code and if you check your backpack, you might notice the co-ordinates you created for the legs are gone. All leg coordinates.”
Vince started to check, but he knew in his heart Kane had taken them.
“I knew I should have never created co-ordinates for those other legs…..dammit!” Vince swore under his breath.
Kane grinned, “You had to Vince, just in case we had to blow the other legs and tip the ship the other way. Guess you’re just thorough, I wish I would have had someone like you under my command in the Gulf.” Kane sighed.
“Anyhow, I sent a letter to your Colonel with the first group telling him I was going to go with my plan and to get everyone away from the city and my people have been watching and they have been leaving in various ways. Clever man your Colonel, not once has he drawn the aliens…… but I digress, you can’t get through the breach as it’s controlled from this side, a few of my men and I are going to stay. We’ve already reprogrammed five of the missiles for the knee joints of the legs which should bring it evenly down, the last missile will fire when the ship is half way to the ground. Hitting the center of the ship should open it up for the Coupe de Grasse, my setting off over ten thousand pounds of propane and over five thousand gallons of fuel just as the falling ship reached the tops of the warehouses underneath it.
We don’t mind dying to show these invaders they can be hurt with all their force shields and technology.”
Kane leaned forward and looked at Vince, then Tara.
“Tara, I know you’ll never forgive me for all the innocent deaths, but if the aliens found people were thinning out below the ship, they might have guessed something was going on and definitively known there was a breach in their fields somewhere and that I couldn’t allow. Vince, sadly enough I know you know I’m right. If any plan has a chance of working, it’s mine. The repercussions of your plan failing would have been just as deadly to the populace below the ship and you know it.”
Vince looked at the ground sadly and nodded as Tara grasped his arm in shock.
“Complete destruction of the enemy, is the goal of any army honey. The trick is beating the enemy down enough to get them to surrender…..but…”
Kane finished what Vince didn’t want to say….
“….this war there is going to be no surrendering. We win or die.”
Tara was now in tears, she too knew what Kane had said was always in the back of her mind. The fight left her as Vince put his arms around her, she knew Kane was in control and there was nothing left for them to do. She looked up at Kane and in almost a whisper said, “But if the outside figures how to breach the field around the state we…..”
Kane held up his hand and looked at Tara and she could see Kane was genuinely grieved about the upcoming loss.
“Tara the first thing Doc did once he got out, was work on the theory of breaching the state’s field. using the last two devices, he tried for weeks, hell he couldn’t even breach this ships field from the outside, they appear to be different shields. It was after Doc reported back that my plan was devised. Donald refused to go along with it, but you know that. I had to take on the responsibility myself, no one else wanted the responsibility of killing all these civilians…..not even your new boyfriend here.”
Forever the slightest of moments the three looked at each other and hated Kane for what he was about to do, yet thanked him for the courage to do it. Not a word was said, there was nothing else to be said. 
Slowly Vince turned and grasped Tara’s hand. Kane nodded and his men lowered the shield and the pair quickly went through. Behind them they heard the slight crackle as the shield closed. Never looking back, never saying another word Tara and Vince hurried through the storm sewer as they reached the opening to the Colonel’s base they stopped.
“Baby, a motorcycle?” Tara asked.
“Christ I never thought about that. I knew the sewer went all the way to the bay, but never thought about the other end.” Vince looked down on the seat as light from the opening lit the sewer up just enough to see clearly, there was a note attached to the cycle’s seat.
“Vince, you know what’s going on by now, Kane said he would tell you. Take the cycle to the end of the tunnel as fast as you can. There are no sharp bends, look for yellow paint start slowing there.
When you see white paint stop and go through the hatch, you’ll be about four miles from the city limits.
Up top there’ll be another cycle in the brush to your left. If Kane succeeds, there is no telling how far you’ll have to ride. My command is here.” There was a hastily drawn map with an ‘X’ on it near the expressway. Tara looked at the map, then at Vince.
“Can we make it before….”
Vince’s answer came as action, rather than a reply as he straddled the seat of the motorcycle and started it, he turned and held out his hand and Tara jumped on behind him. Off they sped in a deafening roar. Down the black sewer they raced at times it seemed they would outrun the headlight of the cycle.
Finally there was a long line of yellow paint and Vince let off the throttle…..
Then a long line of white and Vince began braking. He slowed almost to a stop, then a blotch of white paint high-lighted a series of steel wrungs built into the wall that led up to a ledge. Vince came to a halt and the pair got off the bike.
They climbed to the ledge and found a hatch on the side of the wall. Through the hatch they hurried and up a set of stairs to a round steel hatch.
The setting sun light as low as it was, almost blinded them. They shielded their eyes as Vince looked around. Spotting several sticks a few feet away that had white paint on them, he tugged Tara’s hand and ran to the brush the sticks led to. Hurriedly they uncovered the cycle and with one quick glance back toward the city, both got on and Vince twisted the throttle.
Within seconds the pair were riding over the field and onto the expressway. Tara looked back at the ship in the distance as she shouted over the wind….
“How far away are we?”
Vince glanced back and shouted, “About eight or nine……”
Vince never noticed the radio on the cycle, a military one. There was a crackle, then Kane’s voice.
“I’ve opened the breach one last time so you can hear this radio message. Vince, Tara I hope you’re well away by now…..may God and history forgive me!”
Vince slowed on the top of one expressway overpass, then stopped.
“Oh my God Vince……LOOK!”
Vince looked around to the ship in the distance. Even from the distance they had gone, they could see huge explosions at the knee joints of the vast alien ship. At first there was nothing, then as if someone had pulled the chair form a sitting guest, the giant ship began to fall straight down. Slowly at first, then faster it fell until it neared the tops of the buildings.
“Baby….” Tara shouted, “….the missile under the center never went off.”
“We couldn’t have seen it from here, baby.” Vince replied just as the first of the tallest buildings began to crumble.
From beneath the ship came a reddish orange ball of fire blasting out in all directions from the ship. Tara feared Kane’s blast never penetrated the ship.
From the top of the half mile thick alien ship came a ball of fire that reached a good half mile higher than the ship, then another explosion, this time from several openings on the sides around the ship. Another, then another explosion wracked the ship as it settled to the Earth.
There lay the alien ship on what was left of the center part of Bay City, smoke billowed from hundreds of holes in the sides.
Suddenly there were several dots that began to appear from the sides of the spacecraft.
“Fighters are being launched. We’d better….” 
Before Vince could finish, there was another explosion, but this time it was different. This time the plume of fire that burst forth from the top of the ship was blue, then purple. There were colors of green and strange bolts of sort of energy that tore through the top of the ship, then without warning the entire ship seemed to just fly apart as panels of its hull flew outward in all directions. They were followed by a huge blast of purple and blue flames of energy and a massive explosion that looked like someone had inverted a big blue bowl over the ship that expanded outward from the domed explosion came more, larger blasts of energy and all the blasts were mixed in with the red fiery blasts of Kane’s burning fuel.
A good ten miles away from the city Vince could see the shockwave coming as he threw his arms around Tara and pulled her to the ground. He threw himself atop her as the air around them began to rumble. Their ears felt like they were going to pop.
“Open your mouth baby and cover your ears.” Vince shouted as Tara complied. There was a huge shockwave that hit them and did so, so hard it rolled them a dozen feet. Then the sound hit them, deafening rumbles, yet strangely non blast like.
Vince got up and helped Tara to her feet.
“Guess energy explosions aren’t very loud, hell it wasn’t even…..” He turned toward Bay City and froze. Tara did as well and slowly sank to her knees. There was no more city. There was nothing but a hole that was filling rapidly with water. Around the vast hole was only burnt earth for several miles in all directions. Smoke filled the darkening evening sky as the glowing fires scattered about the debris field could be seen.
Vince felt his knees buckle as he too wound up next to Tara on the overpass pavement. She turned away and buried her head into Vince’s chest as he wrapped his arms around her. She sobbed gently as Vince felt a tear trickle down his cheek. He had let himself be outwitted by Kane. Sadly he knew deep down inside his plan had little chance of succeeding, but he wanted to try. It had to have been better than…….that!
Tara and Vince sat there wrapped in each other’s arms watching the scene of utter destruction as the evening turned to dusk, the dusk to night.
Some had been saved, but so many lost. This was war and sadly they knew more lives would be lost.
The aliens now knew they could be hurt. That humans were a force to be reckoned with and the horror the two had witnessed this day would be just the beginning…….
They knew that today the aliens had been hurt…… 
Today mankind had a chance.   
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 8.
 

It took almost three days for Vince and Tara to find Colonel White’s well hidden camp due to the hundreds of alien fighters, from the other two ships flying about overhead. They appeared to be going in all directions, so just as Vince had done in the past, they rode from cover to cover, eventually leaving the cycle behind so they could stay better hidden.
 Upon reporting Vince and Tara were elated to find out, there had been no alien reprisals, or at least nowhere that they had heard of, even better was the news that those escaping Bay City before the blast, had managed to scatter throughout the area without any reported causalities.
“I’m beginning to think the aliens are confused as to what exactly happened, Captain Mason.” Colonel White mused with a grin.
Doc paced back and forth as Vince and Tara watched.
“If the destruction was as complete as you said Vince, it’s a damned good probability they’re lost as to why the ship exploded. Remember I said I got the idea that the ships weren’t build for them? Well if I was right, then sure, why not? There’d be no clues left for them to find.”
“Makes sense Doc.” Vince added, “If I was them, think I’d just pull back for a bit and assess my options, maybe stay in cover until I could figure out what happened.”
Colonel White looked at Vince and Tara.
“What about you two? What are you two going to do now Viper? Hell I don’t have enough people to do squat about the aliens. Doc and I talked about moving my command to one of the universities, maybe U of M. This way maybe Doc and a couple of other scientists can come up with something. Perhaps some way to breach the force fields from the outside.”
Tara who was sitting on Vince’s lap, got up and pulled Vince to his feet.
“Vince and I haven’t had much time together so we talked about maybe going back to his home town in Flint and spending some time together.”
“Yeah, I sent word to Cobra using some of Tara’s people that lived down near Detroit. They’re going to find him and see what he has cooking.” Vince squeezed Tara’s hand gently.
“But mostly, we just want a few weeks together, alone. Then I see about organizing some sort of resistance back in Flint, there’s a lot of good people there and many helped while we were on the run.”
Everyone said their good-bys and made arrangements, using the techniques Vince had developed, to stay in touch and relay plans and information back and forth.
They all knew there was little they could do for the present. It was time to crawl back into the woodwork until such a time a new strategy could be implemented. 
A week went by and Tara and Vince found a place on the outskirts of his home town. It was wooded and covered mostly from the occasional alien patrol craft flying over head, and close enough to an expressway just in case. A creek nearby and a large field provided an area and water for a fairly large garden. They even had neighbors a quarter mile away who provided them with seed.
It seemed that Vince was going to settle down…..at least for a while. 
Standing at the front door Vince swooped Tara off her feet and up into his arms and carried her through the opened door as she giggled and kicked her legs in girlish glee. Pushing the door closed with his elbow he stood there in the hallway holding his new love. Tara nestled her head into his chest and cooed softly.
“How’d you know this was here, baby?”
Vince laughed softly, “Now don’t go thinking I’m some sort of physic Tara, my squad found this shortly after we were on our own. We used the house at the end of the street as an observation post. I set this up as a backup house for the next time I was in the area. I found three piles of clothes in the back yard, I’m guessing all that was left of the houses owners. Every time we’d set up a safe house, we’d take time to set up a second one, just in case we came back to an area. Sadly this house was apparently available because of the clothes I found.”
“Three, baby?”
Vince looked sadly at Tara and sighed.
“One set of clothes I found in the bushes was for a child of about five, I’d guess.” Vince kissed his love on the forehead. “Maybe we can make this a home again….at least for a short time.”
Tara slipped out of Vince’s arms and grabbed her backpack that Vince had tossed in the door before carrying her in. She gave him a quick kiss and headed up the stairs to explore.
Vince had set up the wind generator almost a year ago and knew the house had solar heated water, so he went about turning everything back on. Soon the place began to look like a home.
Within a few minutes Vince headed up the stairs for a hot shower. He strolled into the bathroom and began to peel off his clothes. He opened the glass shower door and stopped.
“Hey you already took a shower?”
“Of course silly as soon as the water got hot, you were out working on the generator.” Came the faint reply from down the hall as Vince turned on the water and the hot steaming water cascaded down over his aching muscles. Tara had put out the soap that she had taken the day before at one of the major chain stores they had rummaged through. They had found new clothes, supplies and other much needed things, as Vince’s mind drifted back to the previous day. Looting had occurred everywhere, but there were few people left, so although things had been broken into to, there was still plenty to go around.
Vince remembered Tara’s glee as she ran through the store gathering up beauty supplies and other things. He chuckled remembering how he could hear her squeal from the other end of the huge store upon finding something she wanted. Vince had to admit he too was acting almost boyish as he loaded the basket with all kinds of sport items, but when the two met at the front of the store, reality set in and only the few items that could be packed into their brand new stolen truck could hold. Vince grinned as he looked across the street at the shattered showroom window he had driven through an hour before. He then looked at his brand new, several year old Blazer and sighed.
“I’ll bet some family would have been using this the year if was manufactured, if it wasn’t for…..”
“You say something baby?”
Vince sighed and smiled at Tara, “Naw, was just thinking aloud honey, was nothing.” Those were so much better times, camping, hiking, fall color tours……
But as always his thoughts of pleasant things quickly faded. Memories of the ship falling on the city, the thought of all the death the aliens brought with their arrival, the destruction, yet strangely enough, the aliens never did retaliate for the loss of their ship as most people believed they would, the Xouri never really knew what happened. The Bay City ship had been destroyed in minutes and Doc figured the Xouri that were in the ship, never managed to get the word out to the other two ships they were attacked and the fighters that made it out were consumed in the ships explosion.
Kane had caused massive loss of human life, but he had attacked so quickly, he got away without any reprisals. Mankind had been lucky this time.
“Hey! You going to take all day in there?” A faint voice shouted from down the hall.
“I found our room…..” There was what sounded like a giggle, then, “….looks like I’m going to need some help in here.”
Vince got out of the shower and quickly dried himself off, tied the towel around his waist and hurried down the hall. He pushed the cracked door open and his jaw about hit the floor!
There laying seductively on the bed was Tara and all she was wearing was a tiny completely transparent black nighty. She stretched her arms out toward Vince as she rolled over on her back and wiggled her fingers.
“Oh baby I seem to put this little old thing on and now I can’t seem to get it off……” She licked her lips and partially closed her eyes. “….but I’ll bet a big strong man like you could help a little helpless girl like me get this old thing off.”
Vince was stunned! They had kissed and even in the few moments they had been alone even grasped each other in raging passion, but they’d never made love, never…..
“HEY! Are you going to join me or am I going to have to start without you?”
It was as if Vince had been doused with cold water. His eyes darted back and forth, his head snapped back toward Tara’s nearly naked body as she rolled back over on her stomach propped her head up on her hands and grinned.
“Well it’s not like you haven’t seen me naked before my love, remember the night back in…..”
“Yeah….yeah, I know, but…. My God Tara, you’re…. you’re…..”
“Getting cold baby, getting cold and sure wish there was someone…… and at this point I mean ‘anyone,’ around to hold me in their arms and….”
Vince began to move toward the bed, but before he could join her on the bed, she swung her feet around and sat on the edge of the bed. She stopped her love by holding out her hand and placing it gently on his tight abs. She toyed with them by slowly running her finger up his stomach to his chest, then back down to where the towel was tied at his hip.
Slowly she slid her finger down over the knot and onto his upper thigh. Gently she pressed his thigh.
“My God such tight muscles baby, I never dreamed anyone could have such tight abs, such tight thighs, such tight…..Oh…My….God!”
Tara looked up at Vince who ripped her nighty up over her head with a grin. She looked back at the towel that was bulging, only to find her own hand had ripped the towel from her love’s waist and she was now grasping him tightly.
“Ooooo” she cooed, “I think I’m going to like this tight muscle the most!” She giggled as Vince pushed her back on the bed and they embraced. She had teased him long enough and it was time to get serious….real serious. Tara let out a huge sigh as Vince lowered himself to her.
Vince gasped one last huge gasp as Tara giggled.
“Man I love these Fast-Mart green light specials!” One more giggle passed her lips, then a long slow throaty moan. This was going to be one long day and night!
  
Once a month Vince would turn on his shortwave radio at the appointed time and see if anyone was trying to contact him. Tara and Vince settled in and often joked about the two of them settling down like an old married couple.
Of course they both knew things wouldn’t last. Vince would be gone sometimes for days as he made the rounds in the city to find survivors that were willing to form a militia, to train and prepare for the day they would take back their state.
At the appointed times, Vince would listen for the coded dots and dashes over the radio’s as rare reports were send from the various locations and he awaited the more important messages that couldn’t be sent over the airwaves, just in case the Xouri had broken their codes. Already there had been reports of humans trying to save their skins by turning in collaborators that were helping the human resistance.
Messengers came and went and more plans were made. A secret headquarters was created in an old automotive warehouse that afforded space to train, build weapons, fix and repair military equipment. Most of all it was a focal point for the entire area. It was from that point Vince sent his trained people out to the surrounding areas to find and train more.
Before he knew it six more months had passed and it was now getting into early winter. The leaves had changed and the trees were mostly bare. Everything had been prepared for the upcoming winter months. Everyone knew there would be no war during the winter. With no leaf covering the trees afforded them little cover from the random Xouri patrols and fly overs. If war was to be waged, it would have to wait until the spring at least so the trees could cover their movements.
Now and then one of the alien bus sized, hover vehicles would glide down the roads. Perhaps they were looking for new workers or humans to expand their memory banks, but they never stopped and life went on as normal as possible. Perhaps the fact that most humans had learned to make their living quarters and homes, to look as unlived in as possible.
So it was needless to say Tara and Vince jumped when there was a banging on the door. Tara leapt toward the dining room table to grab her 9mm pistol laying there, but Vince reached out and stopped her.
“Honey, I doubt if the Xouri would take time to knock.” Vince chuckled.
“You call that a knock? Christ, it sounded like someone is beating the door with a hammer!” Tara replied as she started toward the door.
Vince grabbed her arm and smiled, “I’ll get it babe, there’s only one guy I know that knocks like that…..and he’s being gentle.”
Vince grabbed the doorknob and took a deep breath. He jerked the door open and winced.
“VIPER! You old dog you. Christ you’re a site for sore eyes Marine, or whatever you call yourself now!”
 It was Cobra’s deep booming voice that brought a peek from Tara as she slowly looked around the corner to see who had come to visit. There in the entry stood her muscular lover enwrapped in Cobra’s huge black arms that looked to be the size of Vince’s thighs. Vince’s feet dangled inches off the floor as Cobra slowly lowered the gasping Viper back to his feet. He released Vince as he looked beyond at the now fully visible Tara.
Cobra let out a shrill whistle and pulled off his camouflaged hat and held it with both hands. With a big wide smile and deep booming voice, Cobra managed to utter…..
“Well now, that is one really pretty little gal you found yourself Viper, I sure hope you’re treating her well my man.”
Tara stepped forward and held out her hand.
“I’m Tara and I’d be willing to guess you’d be the famous Cobra Vince is always talking about.”
Cobra looked at Tara and grinned, then Vince.
“Well I am really pleased to meet you Tara. Any woman who got Vince to play house must be one fine woman….” He glanced over to Vince, then Tara again.
“….he has been treating you well hasn’t he?”
Tara giggled, “Oh he has been treating me really well Mr. Cobra.”
“That’s just Cobra, of that’s ok with you ma’am. Never been too fond of my God given name.”
“Come on in Ray.” Vince said as he closed the door.
Tara looked at Cobra in puzzlement. “You don’t like Ray?”
Cobra and Vince laughed and replied. “Baby it’s not Raymond Cobra doesn’t like.”
Cobra looked at Vince, then sheepishly at Tara.
“No Ma’am, my middle name is….”
Vince chuckled, “Messiah.”
Cobra shot Vince a nasty look, then grinned at Tara, “Ya see Tara, my mother was a real religious woman and she had this vision before I was born that I was going to be the messenger of the Lord.” He roared with laughter.
“Can you see me in robes and spreading the gospel?”
Tara giggled and replied softly, “I’d bet with your presence, everyone would pay attention.”
Vince ushered Cobra to a recliner and vanished into the next room only to reappear with several beers. He handed one to Cobra. Cobra looked at the can of cold beer, then to Vince and the arm load of beer he had come back with. Cobra sat upright and began pulling the cans from Vince’s arms and roared with glee.
“My God Vince, we haven’t found any beer in almost two months, there are a lot of survivors down to the south of the state and everything has been pretty much scavenged.”
He popped the top off a beer and chugged it, then opened another, took a slow sip and leaned back into the recliner.
“My God man, you have it made. A beautiful woman, a nice warm home, and enough beer to drink yourself into a ‘forget about everything oblivion.” Again Cobra laughed and took another sip of beer. Then the serious look appeared on his brow.
“Viper, things are going really great. We have small militias all over the state. Everywhere we found survivors there were some ready to fight….but not now, not in winter.”
“Yeah I know Cobra, we’re still uncoordinated. We have a lot of really small groups, but can’t always contact them when we want. We’re training and in the spring will try to get some sort of communications going between the groups.”
Cobra laughed, “Yeah, pretty much the same here. The rest of your guys told me to say hi for them and they’re pretty much in the same boat as we are. We have the means and the will to fight, but with no master plan. We have managed to get some wires separated from the rest and have private lines to communicate with along the western side of the state and we’re almost up to you on this side.”
Cobra perked up a bit.
“One thing we found out, that damned force field does go completely around the state. Goes up about five thousand feet. Guess you know by now rain, sunlight,  some wind and stuff can pass through, but nothing like planes or even bullets…..nor even radio signals.” he sighed, “At least we do have GPS.” 
Vince leaned forward in the sofa where he was sitting with Tara.
“Doc said he thinks the state field is from another source Ray. He doesn’t believe it is even the Xouri that have created it, but he has no clue beyond that.”
“Yeah, the Xouri, I remember that communiqué you sent about the ship and his capture, the destruction of Bay City. Horrible, but damned if I wouldn’t have given my left nut to see that saucer go down in flames…..Oh sorry Ma’am, I didn’t mean to….”
Tara giggled and smiled warmly, that’s quite alright Cobra, I was there and when that ship blew up, I would have give both my nuts, if I had nuts, to see the same happen to the other two ships.”
Cobra slapped his knee and roared with laughter, “God dammit Viper you’d better hang onto this one if you know what’s good for you.”
Tara winked at Cobra, “Oh he’ll hang on to this one alright, probably the other one too.” She giggled again and got up to get fresh beer for their guest.
It took Cobra a moment to figure out what she meant, then he roared again just as Tara reappeared with new beers.
“I hope you brought your appetite Cobra, dinner is just about ready and there is plenty.”
“Ma’am, my appetite never leaves me.”
“Well we have plenty…..but only if you promise to stop calling me ma’am.”
Cobra grinned, “Yes ma’am, er Tara. Damn Viper that is one fine woman you got yourself there.”
Vince got up and motioned for Ray to follow.
“That she is Ray, but to be honest, I think it’s more that she ‘got’ me, than me catching her. Come on, I’ll show ya to yer room.”
Cobra laughed again. “Damn it’s good to see you again my man. I miss the old times….”
Vince stopped with one foot on the stairs and turned to look at Cobra.
“You do? The ducking for cover, the shooting the dying and the huddling in a corner to stay warm and out of the alien cross hairs?”
Cobra grinned, “Naw, I was just shittin’ ya.” He slapped Viper on the back and up the stairs they headed. 
Within a few days Doc had joined them. He was now head of a team working on various ways to stop the Xouri. Cobra had filled Doc and the few people he had brought with him and Vince added what he had found the past few months.
“Well that’s about it Doc, mostly other than training, nothing. As with the rest of you all, the Xouri have gone back to their normal routine. They mostly leave us alone unless they see something suspicious, then they will attack….it’s just those damned fighters buzzing overhead. The Xouri land bound hover vehicles can be taken care of easy enough, but if we attack any of them, they go back to hitting areas where civilians are in retaliation, so we just hide.”
Cobra looked over to Doc and the officer that came with him.
“Sure hope you have something Doc, those aliens are up to something. Their southern most ship has a lot of activity going on around it. The last word I got was they’ve taken a lot of captives and are doing some sort of work there. Something that requires building something, but we haven’t had any word in about a month.”
Vince grinned, “Well maybe they’re building houses because their ship ran out of fuel and it’s getting cold in there.”
“Their ships won’t run out of fuel Vince.” Doc replied, “And you know it!”
“Yeah Doc, I know. Look it’s almost winter, in a few months, I’ll take a trip over there and see if I can find anything out. Maybe…” Vince was interrupted by Tara who quickly added her two cents worth.
“You’ll go my ass! We’ll go! You forget I shoot as well as you and besides the Xouri tend to leave couples alone more than they will a lone human…..they suspect everything.”
Cobra chuckled that deep laugh of his and agreed with Tara.
“She’s right Viper. Ever since a lot of those Xouri learned to speak English, they have check points, patrols stop people without warning. If you have a woman with you they tend to believe you’re on your way to visit someone and less chance to grab you for their mind mush computers.”
“Mind mush?” Doc asked, then it hit him. “Ahhh… the brain matter component of their…..”
“That’s what I said Doc, mind mush.” Cobra looked to Vince.
“Viper, you be careful. They might snatch you two up to use as slave labor for whatever they’re building, or going to build. Remember from what we’ve heard they know there’s a resistance building. We get reports all the time of Xouri asking about someone called Viper. Christ man, they’ve even adopted Earth like ways and put a big bounty on your head.”
Vince laughed, “Our heads Ray, they’ve put a bounty on you as well my friend.”
Tara walked over and sat on her loves lap, tossed an arm around his neck and winked at the others.
“Why baby, you’re famous!” She gave him a little kiss and bounded out of the room singing, “They’re afraid of my baby….they’re afraid of my baby….”
The men laughed as Tara vanished into the kitchen through the dining room. But Vince knew better.
“I’d better go to her guys, I know she’s in there crying her eyes out….” He got up to go to his love, but Doc reached out and grasped his arm.
“Sit down Vince, there is something you have to hear and it’s something no one can hear, but those of us here….” Doc shouted to Tara to come and join them and she did. Her eyes starting to become red as she fought back tears, but like the trooper she was, she sat next to Vince as he put his arm around her. Vince smiled at Tara as she sniffed and wiped her eyes with a tissue.
“Ok it’s like this. Vince if you remember my shield disrupter device back in the sewer?”
“Yeah, Doc. The one that could be turned on only from the inside….I remember.”
“Well working on the principal of what I saw in the Xouri ship and the device. I have come to realize I was completely wrong.”
Vince leaned forward and looked strangely at Doc. “Wrong? But your disrupter did work Doc, saved a lot of lives and enabled us to destroy the ship there.”
Doc laughed and glanced around at Tara and Cobra. He winked at the officer that had come with him and his two other lab assistants.
“Vince, I know the device worked, it was just I didn’t take it far enough.”
“How do you mean Doc, the damned thing worked great.” Vince added.
“Well, sure the thing worked ok, but once I got a big enough lab and managed to come up with a version of it built out of Earth parts, I came to realize, what I saw in the ship wasn’t just a disruption in the ships field generator, but the power itself.”
Doc looked at the three and grinned.
“Look guys it’s like this, sure my device disrupted the shield long enough for us to get in and out of the city, but it wasn’t just the shield I was disrupting, but the entire flow of the Xouri energy that their shield is made of. You see, the Xouri create a force field by concentrating their energy what basically is best described as a wall of solidified energy. It’s that energy my device disrupted.”
Tara looked at Doc, then Vince and back to Doc.
“That’s great Doc, why that could open some sort of blocking device for any of their energy or power, wouldn’t it?”
Vince grinned sheepishly at Doc, then his girl.
“Damn you two are way ahead of me, what the hell are you talking about? What’s so important about making the alien energy hic-up?”
Tara nestled her head into Vince’s shoulder and giggled.
“Somehow baby, I have a hunch Doc is talking more that hic-ups. Right Doc?”
Doc grinned like a cat that ate the bird and Vince now saw that gleam in his eye.
“Vince, by increasing the size of this new version of my device, I can cause sort of an EMP beam to the alien power grid in whatever is within range. If I’m right, it should totally disrupt all energy in any Xouri craft that encounters the beam.”
Cobra looked at Vince, then the Doc.
“Ok I get the Electro Magnetic Pulse part Doc, but beam?”
“Ok Cobra, an EMP caused by…say a nuclear explosion will knock out all electronics within a given area. Sort of a one time, quick burst that burns out electronics. Well this device I created sort of reverses the flow of the Xouri power really rapidly….hmmm, let’s see…
Ahh, like this, let’s say the Xouri power flows negative to positive, well by disrupting it, my device stops the flow, then reverses it causing a momentary power surge that should cause whatever the power is in, to burn out the engine because the Xouri engines have to have the power flowing in only one direction. Reversing the power for only a second or two burns out the entire engine, or at least the majority of the Xouri engines. They do have a few minor systems that use a different form of energy, but their fighters  shields and mothership’s engines use this main power flow.”
Vince began to grin. “Christ Doc you’re saying if one of those Xouri fighters flew into your beam, it’d lose power?”
“More than lose power Vince, would never be able to restart its engine, because the reversed power surge would burn out the engine it was driving. Remember the Xouri have generators that provide power to the engines that then provide the various functions needed to fly, maneuver, stabilize….or shoot at us.”
“So the Xouri fighter or bus or whatever would be dead?” Vince was beginning to grasp what the Doc was saying.
“Not dead Vince, they’d have no engine, no way to move, but their communications and other accessories would probably still be able to be used as they are powered by the energy creator, or generator as I call it. Their engines and major weapons would be completely burned out and if in the air when hit by the beam, would fall to Earth. I’m not sure if this would work on their smaller weapons though.”
“Well what about that God damned other force field Doc? That one that’s like a big inverted fish tank that covers the state?”
“Sadly Vince that is a whole different animal. No one knows where that one comes from, nor its energy makeup. All we know is it is completely different from the Xouri fields. My device won’t work on that one, that I’m positive of.”
Vince fell silent as everyone looked in his direction. They all knew Vince well enough to know already plans were forming in his head. But it was Doc that shattered his thoughts and brought him back to reality.
“Vince my boy, I can smell the gray matter burning, but you’d better hold off on anything for now. I said my device should do all this. In small scale it works, but you’re talking lab tests Vince, not real world functionality.” 
Doc sat back in his chair and stared out the window deep in thought.
“Hell Vince, something to work out in the real world, let’s say big enough to fire a beam into the sky…..”
Doc looked sadly over to Vince.
“….would have to be the size of a boxcar and have a power generator the size of another boxcar.”
The officer with Doc nodded sadly, “Not to mention getting it around. The Xouri won’t allow us to use railroads. Then there is the manufacturing, does anyone have an idea how to manage creating one of these things, let alone two or three that it probably take to protect just one area the size of……” He looked over to Doc.
Doc smiled weakly. “Uhhh, let’s see according to the math, From the tip of the device, it would fire a cone like beam….uhhh, maybe a thousand feet, maybe two. Ahhh, let’s see, the size of a football field, no wait….” Doc made motions like he was doing math in the air with his fingers.
“Hmmm… ok, maybe a quarter mile square, two thousand feet high, but my God, it sounds like a big area, but try moving something this size Vince, the Xouri would have to move into our sights, we sure the hell couldn’t aim it where we wanted. It still needs a lot of work.”
Vince arose so quickly it startled the small gathering, he walked over to the window and looked out over the sun drenched trees beyond their home. He watched the birds fly lazy circles in the air, darting now and then after some unseen morsel. Slowly he turned to face those in the room.
“Doc you have to make it smaller, at least a little. We can’t use the rail system or what’s left of it. Besides once the Xouri saw it in action, they’d just blast every track in existence. No it has to be smaller somehow, yet maintain the same potency you described.
As far as manufacturing….”
Vince laid his head against the window. There he had hit a road block, a big one! Just as he was about to ask for ideas, he spun around and grinned.
“Cobra, if Doc got plans to you, could you get any of the auto plants down in your neck of the woods up and running?”
“Well sure Viper, but, materials….” Cobra scratched his head, “You’d need materials.”
Vice grinned, “Hell what have we all been doing since the invasion?....Scrounging. We need machinery to make something, we convert something else into what we need. We can make machines to your specs here, Doc, then ship them by small trucks The Xouri seem to allow anything under semi sized trucks to move……” he paused, then, “…even if they did stop it, all they’d see is part of a machine.”
Doc grinned, “Sure and just like the device I made out of the alien parts, then back at the lab, with my test device….all scrounged electronics, hell, even the lab equipment was built out of something else. So if you can make machines to form the main body of the device, yeah I think I can make it smaller and more potent.”
Vince smiled at the group. “There you go. We’ll beg, borrow, or steal whatever we need. It may take us some time, but damn it, we’ll built it, or them, and shove it up the Xouri asses!”
Tara walked over to Vince and grinned. “Baby you’re assuming they have asses.”
Cobra grinned and with his voluminous deep voice chuckled.
“If they don’t, I have a hunch Viper will make them one.” 
He nodded to Vince who was standing next to the window with a huge sly grin on his face as Cobra reiterated one last time.
“Oh he’s going to make them a new asshole alright! I’ve seen that look before and when I saw it, aliens died in numbers.”
Doc’s officer friend leaned over to Doc and whispered.
“But the Xouri will just begin attacking civilians again, what good will all this do.”
Doc looked at the officer and grinned. The officer looked over to Tara who was grinning, then to Cobra who was leaning back in his chair with his huge arms folded.
“Don’t you worry sir, that look on Viper…..” he roared with laughter, “…..there are going to be a lot of aliens dying and dying so fast, they won’t be able to do anything about it.”
The officer looked at Viper and knowing his battle reputation, nodded slowly. It was well known how these two men had led their teams for almost a year and a half, hitting and retreating, being hunted on land and air, yet still succeeding in causing the enemy such damage. It was only out of concern for civilian life, they stopped. But the reputation, the stories, had survived for not just the humans, but the Xouri. Even after all this time, they still hunted Viper, the officer ceded to Cobra’s assurance, Viper when he decided to strike, to take the war to the Xouri, they would rue the day they landed on Earth.
If the group only could have known what lay ahead, but they couldn’t, so plans were made, building schedules, ways to get materials to where Cobra needed them and Doc to come up with a new design. There were a lot of “ifs”, too many to be sure, but they had a plan. With winter soon falling upon the state, all knew it was time to plan and built, spring would come soon enough.
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 9.
 

Spring rolled around and passed. Doc had come up with at least some workable ideas and Cobra’s people were working on getting together the materials to build the first of what they all hoped to be several new weapons to use against the Xouri.
Vince and Tara made plans to leave their safe comfortable home and move toward the middle of the state along I-127 where there were reports of the Xouri preparing the ground for building something. 
There were also reports of a large military force hidden in the area. All there were was a rumor now and then of soldiers and equipment hidden deep in the wooded areas of mid-Michigan. Finding them was another thing. Over the two years since the Xouri invasion, things had overgrown rather quickly and even those that tried to make contact either returned with no information, or never returned period.
It was within these areas Tara and Vince would be going to.
To Vince this was just another mission, he never lost that certain acute sharpness of the warrior, but Tara seemed different somehow. Within a few days of leaving, Tara seemed quiet and distant, yet every time Vince asked, she’d just smile and say everything was fine.
The two lovers headed out for one last supply run to a complex of scattered warehouses and stores their small militia used for supplying and storing. Tara insistent upon taking the cycle to the small strip mall nearby, just on the other side of the field, while Vince finished gathering what they’d need for their trip. Tara gave her love a quick kiss and off she rode across the field. Vince watched and slowly shook his head as she cleared the three quarter mile wide field. He grinned as he turned and headed into the warehouse pausing only long enough to glance at the cloudless sky.
He was really happy for the first time in his life and strangely enough, content with his life with Tara, as he’d never pictured himself settling down after his last breakup.
As he approached the front door the man in charge of the supplies walked out.
“Vince! Good to see ya man. Heard you were planning some excursion, what do ya think you’ll need?”
“Hi ya Ed….” Vince pulled a list from his pocket and smiled “….enough. Have a list here and should…..”
The door burst open and one of the militia ran out.
“Xouri patrol has been spotted one of our lookouts spotted them nearby.”
Vince suddenly became Viper once again, the military training leapt into his head and he began planning their next move.
“Was it a big one Corporal?”
“No sir just one of the small Xouri seven seater, no overhead fighter escort.”
“Ok tell everyone to stay out of sight, the seven man seaters are just ground patrol craft, they don’t take people as a rule, probably just making rounds, maybe going to start a check point.”
Vince looked at the Corporal and frowned, “But find out how in hell they got this close before anyone spotted them.”
“Yes sir!” The Corporal turned and dashed back inside as Vince looked at the manager.
“We’d better get out of sight. I’ll give Tara the duck and hide signal over the radio.” Vince grinned as he keyed his radio. He pressed the talk button twice to alert Tara of a message about to come her way.
“Honey, Red Dust!.....repeat, Red Dust!”
“VINCE…..BABY, THEY”VE SPOTTED ME AND ARE……” She screamed back.
Vince looked at the manager and unslung his scoped M-16 as he dashed toward the side of the warehouse and the field beyond. The manager ran inside following Vince’s order to do so.
As Vince turned the corner he saw Tara’s cycle screaming across the nearly mile wide field with the Xouri ground scout craft closely behind.
Vince raised his M-16 to sight in the driver, but there was a strange green blast from the front of the Xouri craft and it hit Tara!
Her cycle swerved, then as if it had hit something, flipped into the air sending her flying in one direction as it tumbled in the other for several more yards, stopping in a cloud of dust that obscured Vince’s line of sight to Tara.
Still running as fast as he could, the dust cloud began to drift and as it cleared, he could see six Xouri had dismounted and were running their slow lanky trot toward Tara’s unmoving body. Vince raised the rifle and squeezed off his first shot sending the front Xouri reeling backward with a gaping hole burst through the rear of his head as the others paused.
They started scanning for where the shot had come from as Vince fired his second shot sending another of the aliens to the ground in a pool of their sickly thick blood. 
There was a blast of dirt and debris as the Xouri craft that hovered a few feet from the ground swung around slightly and zeroed in on Vince.
Vince’s third shot shattered the glass like windshield and splattered the inside of the craft with purplish- blue brain matter and the craft dropped the few feet to the ground with a heavy metallic thud.
The remaining Xouri came to their senses as two began heading toward Tara’s still body once again and the other two began firing side arms at Vince. Blue lines of light flashed by Vince as he jumped out of the way and pulled the rifle back toward his eye. His forth shot took out the alien closest to Tara and to his relief saw her stumble to her feet as the alien fell only a few feet away.
Tara was obviously hurt as she stumbled toward Vince, who now had to duck once again as he was fired upon. Dirt and dust from the grassy field erupted, yet he steadied himself and aimed once again. A blue flash missed his head by inches, but he never flinched as he squeezed off another round and one of the shooting aliens head nearly completely exploded. This caused the last Xouri that was shooting to look back toward their craft. Upon seeing it was no longer hovering, turned and ran after his comrade that was chasing Tara., Vince was sprinting toward the two remaining aliens that were after his love. He fired on the run and missed the shot, he raised his rifle once more and fired…..it jammed!
Still running at top speed Vince tried to clear his rifle, but it remained jammed, so he threw it to one side and pulled out his 9mm pistol.
Tara had managed to stumble to within less than twenty yards and now stumbled one more time and fell, Vince pulled his pistol upward and squeezed off several rounds and the lead Xouri stopped in his tracks and flipped backward from the impact of the three rounds that opened his chest. The last Xouri stopped and began running back toward the craft as Vince neared where Tara laid. Panting, he managed to control his breathing and aimed one last time and fired a shot.
The Xouri arched his back and stumbled as he looked downward to see thick spurting ooze bubbling from his chest. Two more openings appeared as its knees buckled and it fell to the ground with a dusty thud.
Vince knelt beside Tara’s scratched and battered body as she rolled over on her back and smiled weakly at Vince.
“Baby, I just got off the bike and rounded a corner and they were there. I tried…”
“Shhh, honey, it’s ok, they’re dead, I’ve got you now baby.” Vince reached under her small frame and lifted her into his arms as she locked her arms around his neck and nestled her head on his shoulder.
“Come on baby, I’ll get you to a doctor back at the warehouse, I saw his car there. Let’s just hope they didn’t get a message off for air support.”
Vince no sooner got the words out and the ground behind him erupted in a huge blast that send him and Tara flying. Overhead a Xouri fighter swooped past them and as Vince looked skyward he saw it swing upward, roll and drop back down for another strafing pass. Vince threw his body over Tara’s and covered her head with his arms knowing full well a direct blast would take them both, but he had to try.
There was another blast and dirt fell all around them, but before Vince could look back up to locate the fighter, there was another blast, a much bigger one. Vince found the Xouri fighter in time to see it erupting in a huge ball of fire and parts of it falling to the ground and the main body rolled sideways and crashed into a stand of trees a few miles away and exploded again. He rolled over to see the Corporal standing beside the warehouse…..he was lowering a shoulder fired Stinger missile launcher.
The attack was over.
Vince scooped up the half conscious Tara, and brushed the hair from her eyes as he walked back to the warehouse. Several men ran for them as Vince shouted.
“Tara’s hurt and thanks Corporal.”
The Corporal waved as Vince shouted again.
“Corporal, get back inside and send out the alarm for people to get to shelter, you know there’s going to be reprisal attacks for this.
“Yes sir, will do!” The Corporal shouted back as the manager and several others reached Vince and the all began to carry Tara toward the warehouse.
Once there the doctor put Tara in his SUV and Vince drove while the doctor tended Tara.
“Hospital Doc?”
“No Vince, head for the militia’s hidden hospital, it’s closer and better hidden.”
Within five minutes Tara was in the trauma room and Vince paced nervously outside the door. A half hour passed, then an hour, then two before the doctor entered the waiting room. Vince rushed over to him as the doctor smiled weakly.
“Tara’s fine Vince, but you’d better sit down.”
Vince’s knees wobbled as he dropped into a nearby chair.
“Tara, has a few scratches and will be sore for a week or so…….but…Vince….she lost the baby.”
Vince felt the air leave his lungs as his head spun…. He tried to stand, but his knees had turned to rubber as he fell back into the chair. Words failed as he looked at the doctor and tears filled his eyes.
“I didn’t know…..she never said, she …..was….”
The doctor put his hand on Vince’s shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze.
“She told me Vince. The upcoming mission, all the worry you had, she was going to wait to tell you the news once you two returned.” Vince leapt to his feet, staggered a bit and looked at the doctor.
“I have to see Tara Doc.”
The doctor smiled sadly and took Vince to see his love. He walked into the room as the doctor closed the door. Tara rolled her head over to look at Vince. Her eyes puffy and red, tears streamed down her cheek. Vince rushed to her side.
“Oh Vince, I lost our baby, I….”
Vince smiled through his tears as he gently held her hand.
“I know honey, Doc told me. The important thing is your alright. We can always….”
Tara reached up and pressed her trembling hand to his lips.
“No we can’t baby. Doc, said I tore things loose and he had to…….to… take…..” Tara’s eyes flooded with tears, “….I can never have children again….I…can’t…We can’t….”
Vince sat on the bed as Tara sat up and threw her arms around him and he enclosed her in his. He pressed his lips to her ears and whispered.
“Baby, I love you. When the time comes…..when all this is over, I’m sure there are a lot of kids out there that had their parents killed by the aliens, I’ll just bet there’ll be one or two of them that will need a great mom to love them.”
Tara burst into tears and cried unrelentingly for several minutes as Vince held her tightly. Then the sobs quieted and after a big sniff and a weak smile she replied softly.
“And they’ll have a great dad too.” She sniffed in Vince’s ear. “I love you so very much.”
Sorrow filled their lives that day and for a time after, but in those times of peril there was little time for self pity to remain for long.
Tara was recovering nicely and plans were put on hold and as expected, the Xouri exacted revenge on the community by blasting many buildings that looked like they were or had been inhabited. However thanks once again to plans laid down by Viper and his staff,  not one human life was lost. All humans had received the warning the Corporal had sent out that day and followed the plans and moved to hidden shelters or backup homes.
Eventually Cobra and Doc came to pay their condolences as Tara had pretty well recuperated by then. Still saddened by the previous months occurrences, she perked up when the visitors arrived.
She sat on the sofa covered with a blanket as the three sat talking.
“Just as well you never went Viper.” Cobra’s deep voice admitted.
“Seems our data wasn’t quite up to date, none of it. The building the Xouri were doing never finished as it appears to have been a kind of practice on how to best use human building materials and this ‘phantom’ army was misreported Viper. Now our scouts are saying it’s somewhere up around the West Branch area hidden in the deep woods.”
“Well I know that area a bit Cobra.” He smiled warmly to Tara and added, “Besides Tara and I could use a vacation and it’s really nice up there around this time.”
Doc smiled and with a slight chuckle added, “Well just don’t forget to come back Vince, seems whether or not you want it, it would appear you’ve become our focal point.”
“Huh?” Vince looked at Doc strangely.
Cobra laughed, “I think Doc is trying to tell you Captain Mason, you’ve become our unofficial leader, all of us.”
“Me? Aw, come on now guys, I can see you two are my friends, but damn Doc, back at U of M there is a detachment of troops that are lead by a Major. Then Colonel White has moved his command near the northern most Xouri ship and he’s…..”
Cobra held up his hand and grinned at his friend Viper.
“And Colonel White sent word he will not move until you say so Viper……you. Colonel or not, Major or not, even this one star General down where I am, defers all operations to me and I to you.”
Viper leaned back into his chair and wiped the sweat from his face with both hands.
“Why me? Just because I…er, we have combat experience?”
Again Cobra laughed, “ Naw Viper, because we fought the aliens, you knew when we had to quit and like it or not, you also had a small part in bringing down one of their ships, thus wiping out one third of their invasion force. Yeah, I know, it was mostly Kane, but your plan would have worked as well. Everyone respects that Viper. Like it or not, you’re our leader. You can think on your feet and have compassion….not to mention you’re a natural leader.”
Vince sat back upright and looked at the two men sitting before him.
“Well now I know I have to find that damned phantom army. There’s suppose to be a two star General and some command officers with it. I’ll find those guys and they can take over.”
Tara, tossed the thin blanket aside and walked over to Vince. 
“Hot flashes, cold flashes, raging hormones or not, baby I’m going to get packed and we can leave in a few days…..” 
Tara spun around and walked from the living room. She stopped and pulled her hand up and saluted Vince.
“That is with my fearless leaders permission.” She giggled and hurried up the stairs and out of sight.
Cobra and Doc roared with laughter as Cobra gave Vince a sloppy boy scout salute.
“There that makes it unanimous…..fearless leader. Just watch your ass Viper, the Xouri have a bounty on your head. They know you exist, but probably not what you look like, so be wary of strangers, we’ve had reports of humans taking up sides with those alien bastards. Christ all mighty Vince, humans siding against their own race.”
“Yeah, we’ve heard the rumors Cobra. You know it could be some are going along with the Xouri, hoping to get their loved ones released or maybe something like that.” Vince acknowledged.
Cobra frowned, “Maybe, but against your own race? My mother would rather die than see me betray mankind Vince. God! I hope this is all soon to be moot. If you can find that missing army, assuming it even exists……spies be damned, we can start being more aggressive.”
Vince slid down in his chair and sighed, he was beginning to realize, he wasn’t going to have a choice in this matter until he found that Major General that was supposed to be with the phantom army. The problem in Vince’s mind was, if this army existed, why hasn’t anyone contacted it? Or even why hasn’t it contacted any of the scattered militia groups or any of the scattered remaining towns in that area to form a new resistance? 
One puzzling question after another that Tara and he would have to figure out if and when they found the army.
It was times like these, Vince was glad to have Tara. Her reporters mind came in real handy trying to figure out questions, solutions and facts he needed to work on. Perhaps Tara could come up with some ideas. Vince knew where to start looking, but once there, maybe she could come up with something, anything…..Vince was completely out of ideas.
Tara came back down and sat next to Vince and laid her head on his shoulder.
Doc smiled at her and asked shyly. 
“Tara if you don’t mind, I really don’t know a lot about you or what you did and was wondering….”
Tara giggled at Doc’s shyness as she smiled warmly.
I always wanted to be a TV reporter Doc, as long as I can remember. I took journalism in college and got my first job doing fluff pieces for a local station. If you remember back about ten years, that plane that over shot the runway? Well I was two blocks way when it crashed and got there to set up and report live as the rescuers pulled people from the plane.” Tata laughed.
“Not that that incident was funny, but the station loved it and promoted me to hard reporting, issues and the like. Two weeks into that job, one of the networks saw my crash bit and wanted to hire me. My boss told me I’d be stupid if I didn’t go network, so I did.”
Vince smiled at Doc and added, “See my baby does it all.”
Tara gave Vince a teasing poke in the ribs and grinned.
“It wasn’t that easy guys, I spent a year in the Gulf and saw things I never wanted or expected to see. When I came home for a conference, the network wanted me to go back because of how well I did…..”
Tara’s eyes lowered toward the floor, “…..I just couldn’t go back, all the horror, the pain, well, it just wasn’t me. My department head told me that one of the big stations here on Michigan was looking for a roving reporter and that’s what I enjoyed most, well I moved here. I loved my new job and won several Emmys for my work and life was looking up. I met a guy, I dumped a guy and life was getting good again.
There was this amateur astronomer that claimed he had seen a huge explosion near Jupiter two nights prior to me getting the story, so I went to do a serious interview with him, as he wasn’t known to be some crack pot. I’d just set up for the interview and the sky got dark……” Tara gave a soft sigh, “…..the rest you know.”
Cobra laughed, “So Tara, from a well known TV personality to a rebel leader? That’s a stretch of the imagination.
Tara’s memories drifted back to those first days of the invasion.
“Christ guys, people all around me just vanished. Some guys and their wives ran up to me and wanted for us to all flee in our news van. That is until they saw how full of bolted down equipment it was. I suggested we go to a dealership that was just down the road and see if they had one we could rent, but no one was there, just more empty clothes. So I found a key and we took two vans. All the time we kept looking up at the huge ship over us, expecting for it to do something, but it never did. Sadly the first van crashed into the shield and two were killed. It was then Kane drove up with a bunch of men and said they were going to the warehouse district and hide until they saw what we were up against.”
Tara laughed again and grinned at the guys, “To be honest guys, that sounded like the best idea we’d heard yet, so we followed Kane.”
Vince gave her a gentle squeeze. “What about this Donald baby? You never told me about him, was he your…..”
 Oh, no baby, nothing like that.” Tara giggled, “Don was one of Kane’s men and second in command eventually. Once things moved along and we knew the aliens were taking people up to their ship and bringing more in from the outside of the shield, Kane began planning some sort of resistance movement. I was on Don’s team, but like your experience, if we killed the Xouri they  would retaliate and drop people out of the bottom of their ship, so we stopped killing them and soon they let us start to live normal as possible lives.
It wasn’t until the Colonel came and we started sending coded flashes through the shield Kane started thinking about starting up the resistance again. Then reports of someone called Viper and his team’s exploits came in and it gave us hope.”
Tara looked at her love, then the others.
“Then the report came in they thought you were dead. Doc here had escaped and figured a way to get out. But with a way in Kane started thinking about the ship again and soon he refused to allow any civilians out lest it might ruin his plan. Don, I and a few others couldn’t abide by his ideas, so we left to find alternatives. A month or so after, Don was shot by a sniper and we all knew who ordered the hit. So we moved our location and covered our tracks so Kane couldn’t find us.”
Tara snuggled up against Vince and smiled.
“That’s when I met my baby here and……” She looked longingly into his eyes, “….and found the love of my life. Even with the war, losing the baby, I’ve never been so happy, so content in all my life.”
She leaned in toward Vince and he to her and he gave her a soft kiss. A kiss that perhaps lasted a bit too long for the others. Cobra stretched the collar on his shirt and cleared his throat.
“Ah, maybe you two should go to your room?
Quickly Tara and Vince straightened back up and sheepishly looked at Cobra, then Doc. Everyone had a good laugh, then Tara jumped to her feet.
“Well guys, time for me to get dinner started, hope everyone’s good and hungry. Tara looked over to Cobra and giggled, “Well Doc I hope you’re hungry, Cobra is always hungry.”
Cobra roared with laughter, “Well Tara if you weren’t such a great cook…..” Tara just winked at Ray and spun toward the kitchen door. Today is what she needed, she was back one hundred percent.
 

Doc and Cobra left the following morning to get back to their people and when Vince came down for breakfast, he saw their backpacks neatly packed and standing next to the front door of their new home. The smell of fresh brewing coffee snapped him out of his sleepiness as he stumbled into the kitchen to see Tara standing there holding a cup of that glorious hot liquid. He reached for it, but she pulled it back.
“Ahhh, not until you kiss me good morning, mister ‘need coffee’ My God I get up, stow our gear, put on makeup and even wear these tight little jeans you love……and all I hear when you walk into the kitchen is, coffee, need coffee, what kind of a good morning is that?”

Vince with his eyes still half closed, broke out into a slight smile, kissed Tara gently on the lips, gave her a playful slap on her tight jeaned behind and sat at the small kitchen table taking quick sips of his hot coffee. He sighed as his eyes slowly began to open. 
There in front of him Tara was wiping the table down and as she cleaned more in his direction he became aware of something rather distracting…..her ample cleavage.
Hypnotically her breasts in her loose blouse swayed side to side as it dawned on him she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. He stared at this amazing sight, his eyes following every move.
“My God baby, am I going to have to wipe the finish off this damned table before you grab me and carry me up to the bedroom?”

Vince looked up at Tara as she straightened and slowly undid several buttons at a time until her blouse hung open revealing just a peek of breast to either side. She giggled and walked over to Vince’s side of the table and sat across his lap and giggled again at his stunned look. She gently grasped his right hand and slid it beneath her blouse and sighed as it found it’s mark.
She leaned into his head with her lips and whispered.
“Bedroom remember?” Her hot breath panted as she spoke and Vince’s breathing matched her pace. Vince gasped as Tara’s hand found what it had been searching for and with a sly grin leaned into her ear and gasped, “Bedroom hell!”
Vince sprang up off the chair grasping Tara in his muscular arms and in one smooth motion, used her well tapered legs to gently push the few items on the table crashing to the floor. He gently laid her on the table as he reached down and began to undo his pants.

Tara followed suit as she arched her back and tugged her tight jeans down and giggled teasingly.
“Ohhh, baby, what about your hot coffee?”
With a sly grin Vince stepped out of his pants and pulled her jeans over her ankles. He chuckled teasingly as he lowered himself on the sturdy table.
“Hmmm…. I think I’ve found something hotter.”
Vince wasn’t wrong and Tara decided that their trip could wait one more day….and Vince didn’t object in the least.



Chapter 10.
 

Just one day’s delay had brought them a warm and sunny midsummer day for their ride on the cycle. The rain the day before had left a fresh smell in the air and it was hard to imagine the reason for this lovely country tour was to find soldiers to fight a war in this beautiful state.
Vince cruised down the highway and loved the feeling of Tara holding on to him as she sat behind hugging him gently. She nestled her head on his shoulder as she looked at the deep sunlit forest that was flashing by. Now and then a deer would raise its head and look at this strange interloper that had wandered into his realm. It was truly a glorious day!
Vince turned down a dusty road as the warmth of the sun beat down upon them. Tara feeling her loves heart beat, squeezed him gently as he turned his head slightly and shouted above the summer wind rushing by.
“Look at the tracks in the dirt honey, Looks like a lot of heavy traffic came through here at some point a year or two ago.”
“Or two baby? Sounds like a long time and maybe there’s nothing down there now.” Tara replied.
“Anything that made such ruts so long ago, was a large contingent and look off to the side of the road, the tracked vehicles all go in the same direction, so they never came out this way…..” Vince laughed over the rushing wind, “…..it’s a place to start.”
“What’s that for? You want to stop?” Vince asked after feeling a tight squeeze.
Tara just squeezed him harder, “Just because I love you.” She felt his hand on hers.
“I love you too baby…..lots.” That garnered another squeeze and Vince turned his head slightly once more to take a quick glance of his love. Down the dusty road they went until they came upon a split and Vince pulled up and stopped.
“Well honey, which way.” He chuckled, “Hell you have a knack of making the right choice.”
Tara thought for a second, then leaned forward.
“Well baby, at least to me, it would seem if I was an army trying to stay out of sight, I’d be down the small road that leads into the deep woods, rather than the one that leads toward the river where I’d be easier to spot.”
Vince grinned to himself as it was the same road he had chosen, Tara had learned fast. Since they’d met, he had been teaching her tactics, just in case something should happen to him. At first Tara didn’t want to hear it, but then slowly she came around to his way of thinking. If the worse should happen, then at least he’d die knowing she could survive on her own.
Now Tara thought like a well trained soldier, that and what she’d learned  over the years of being a top correspondent, made her incredibly astute. So much so, she was actually teaching tactics back home to the newer troops. Tara smiled knowing she had made the right choice as the cycle slowly began to head in the direction she had indicated, but she never saw the proud look on her love’s face.
Within a few minutes, the poorly paved road became dirt and gravel and that only lasted another minute more before turning into sand and at times not much more than a mere trail. Now and then it would open back up, then close again as they’d round a bend in the narrow road. Everywhere there were old signs of movement and Vince knew there had to have been a lot of troops move down this road, the question that plagued him was, were they still alive?
Tara watched the shadows of the trees dance by as the sun would play hide and seek among the tall trees. She sighed as her eyes slowly began to close…..
The cycle lurched, then skidded to a shaking stop as sand and dust flew all around them.
Tara jerked her head forward and as she peered over Vince’s left shoulder, she saw four camouflaged men with automatic rifles standing in the middle of the road.
Vince patted Tara’s had gently. “Easy baby, dismount slowly and remove your helmet and I’ll do the same.” 
Vince waited until Tara was off then he slowly dismounted and looked at the soldier that appeared to be incharge.
“Easy partner, I’m going to have to lay the cycle down, it won’t stand upright in this sand.” Slowly Vince put the cycle on the ground, then straightened to face the soldiers, but all four were looking past him. Tara had removed her helmet and her long raven hair cascaded down past her shoulders as she smiled warmly at the four. Vince took his helmet off and grinned at the troops.
“I’m Captain Mason and have come searching for an army that was reported in this area. By any chance would you be part of that army?”
Two of the soldiers snapped to attention, while the other two told them to calm down. The Corporal in charge walked up to Vince and looked him over.
“Don’t much look like a Captain does he?” The other three laughed, until….
“Corporal! You will take me to your commanding officer immediately!” Vince snapped stunning the four armed men. 
The Corporal snapped to attention, then told the other three to get back to their positions. Quickly as they appeared the three vanished into the thick trees and brush along side of the road. Vince picked up his bike and he and Tara pushed it along the road behind their escort.
Along the road they moved until the Corporal turned and grasped a tall bunch of brush. He pulled and a wide length of brush moved. It was a well camouflaged gate made of small cut trees and brush. Vince grinned knowing he might have just driven by, this was done by someone that knew how to hide.
After they passed, the Corporal closed the gate and two men that were on guard there, ran out and removed any signs on the sandy road using cut brush like brooms, then quickly moved back into cover.
Down a short winding trail the three moved until they came upon a big tree covered glen.
“Baby, it looks like you found your phantom army.” Tara exclaimed softly.
The Corporal chuckled, “Ma’am, I’m afraid we’re not much of an army. We have a little over three companies scattered through these woods…..” He looked sadly at the ground, “….and haven’t fired a shot since the invasion. Hell we’re just a army of cowards.” He pointed in the direction of another wooded area across a small stream, “…..two companies are camped throughout that area and two more a mile further back.”
Vince began to grin, there were enough men and machinery that he could see to send to bolster all the other small militias he had formed throughout the state. Things were looking up and for the first time in a while the feeling that maybe humanity did have a chance after all set in. 
Before the Corporal could add more a Captain walked up to them. He told the Corporal to return to his guard duties. Told Vince to park his cycle where he was and to follow them. All the time he kept staring at Vince. As they walked toward a really large structure they stopped. 
Before them was a building of sorts or at least walls made of cut trees. The top was a large tent supported by tall wooden poles and camouflaged netting covering the entire structure. As Vince and Tara looked around they noticed many more similar buildings of various size.
The Captain grinned as he swung his arm around pointing at the buildings. 
“This is our main camp, there are a few more smaller ones scattered around.” He opened the wooden door and led the pair inside.
There was a long table and several officers and a couple of Sergeants sitting around and at the end was a full Colonel who rose to his feet and stared at the new comers.
“Who do we have here Captain?
“Sir! This is Captain Mason and his wife, sir.”
The Colonel walked around the side of the long table slowly looking the pair over.
“Dismissed Captain!”
The Captain saluted, spun and vanished out the door. The Colonel walked over to Vince, stopped and looked him up and down.
“Hmmm….. I require my troops to always be in uniform Captain, assuming you really are a Captain.”
“Well Colonel, riding up here from Flint in a uniform sure as hell would have been asking for Xouri to attack.”
The Colonel looked sternly at Vince, snorted and stepped over to Tara. He looked her up and down, then looked back at the men sitting around the table.
“Now this one is obviously a civilian, we don’t have any one this pretty in our camp.” The men chuckled nervously as the Colonel looked back to Vince.
“Captain Mason is it? Well I’m Colonel John Snipe, this is my command. Now the question is, assuming you are a Captain, why have you come? To join? And why pray tell, did you bring your wife?”
“Colonel, My wife Tara is as good in a battle as I and as far as my reasons for coming, they were to see if the rumors of a phantom army were true. You see we have an upcoming plan of resistance I’m working on and once done, we’ll need everyone we can…..”
“A plan you’re working on? A Captain!” The Colonel roared with laughter, “A Captain that thinks he’s a General……” He looked at Tara, “….and I suppose you think you’re the President?”
He walked back to his end of the table and plopped down in his chair once he realized none of his men were laughing at his attempts at humor.
“Captain you’ll be assigned to one of my companies as assistant Company Commander and….”
Vince stepped up to the table, he looked at the men sitting around, then down to the other end to the Colonel. He frowned slightly and in a slow steady voice began to speak.
“Colonel Snipe, gentlemen. I’m not here to join, but to tell you we have an army of many militias that number in the tens of thousands scattered around the state. Everyone of them is prepared to act on my orders as they seemed to decide I was to lead them and that includes one Brigadier General. One of the things we lack and are having a hard time manufacturing are weapons and military supplies, like trucks and armor. I noticed you have plenty, more than what seven companies need.”
The Colonel slammed his fist on the table and jumped to his feet.
“You aren’t getting our weapons, we will need them to defend ourselves from these Xouri as you call them…..and most of all Captain, you don’t give Colonels orders!” He growled at Vince.
Tara stepped forward and leaned on the table and growled back at the Colonel.
“Well there are Colonels and a Brigadier General taking orders from my husband and they have no problems with it…..”
Again the Colonel slammed his hand on the table!
“Missy, first of all you don’t talk to me like that and secondly I don’t give a rat’s ass who’s following the Captain. I’m in command here and no Captain or female is going to tell me what to do, nor speak to me in that tone of voice…..I ought to have you both shot!”
“Look Colonel, no disrespect was meant, it’s just the resistance needs you and your men.” Vince spoke in a clam voice, but the Colonel didn’t calm down.
“We have an upcoming plan of attack that could well turn the tide of…….”
“I’ll not tell you again Captain, you’re not welcome here. All I see before me is some asshole that wants to be a leader and you’ll just wind up getting people killed.” Snipe’s voice calmed down.
Tara just couldn’t take Snipe’s ranting at her love any longer and snapped back.
“Well seems fighting for a cause is better than sitting here hiding in the woods like you’ve been doing for the last few years. At least Vince tried doing something…..”
Colonel Snipe screamed, “You shut your mouth bitch! No cunt in tight jeans will…..”
Before the Colonel could finish Vince had sprinted around the table, pulled his sidearm and now had the Colonel by the throat and the barrel of his 9mm pressed firmly into Snipe’s lower jaw. Even from across the table Tara could hear Vince’s growling voice as Vince spoke into the Colonel’s ear.
“Colonel you’re about a second away from dying where you stand. Disrespect me, but if you ever talk to my wife like that again, you’ll never finish the sentence……don’t think I’m kidding.” With that he lowered his pistol and began to walk back toward Tara.
Snipe rubbed his throat as he tried to speak. Finally he managed to get a few words out by sputtering, “Put that man under arrest! I’ll have him up in front of a firing squad in the….”
A Major stood and looked at Vince, then the Colonel, the back to Vince.
“Sir, I’m Major Lester….” He looked back to Snipe, “….Sir, I just figured out who this man is.”
The Major looked back to Vince, “My God, you’re Viper, you have to be, Sergeant Mason, Viper, Christ all mighty.”
The rage left the Colonel’s face.
“Viper? Hell I even know about you Viper. I’m sorry if I was out of place and feel I have to apologize to your wife…..” He looked at Tara, “….I’m sorry ma’am for my words.” He looked back to Viper, “You’ve been promoted to Captain, I guess if anyone deserves a commission it would be you.”
Tara was stunned, what a change. She’d known people in the military respected ‘Viper’, but this was shocking. The Colonel had gone from a raving nut job to a humbled officer in seconds. Her thoughts were interrupted by Snipe.
“So you need our help? Sadly I’m afraid I cannot allow you to take any of our weapons, or anything else. You see we survive here and have since we were brought here by Major General Winters just before these Xouri of your attacked the main body of troops. We were to be the second wave or if the need arose, to take out any of the aliens that might attack from the other two ships. 
When they…the fighters, screamed overhead, hell we never had time to react. We got word the entire force was destroyed, so the General ordered us to remain here until armies from the outside could get in and attack.
When we found out there would be no outside help, well General Winters began planning his own plan of attack. We heard about your exploits south of here and the reprisal attacks and the General became distant.” Snipe looked at the rest of the troops sitting around the table.
Major Lester smiled weakly. 
“Colonel Snipe and the General went out looking at the best way to defend this area and they both nearly died.”
Vince looked at the Major, “How so? An attack?”
“I wish the General died like a soldier Captain….” Snipe replied, “…..but it was just a stupid accident. He slipped and fell into the water and like a fool I laughed, but when he didn’t come up I realized he was in trouble and dove in….he must have hit his head because he was unconscious. I tried using CPR, but it was no use and by the time I got back to camp for help it was too late. Christ all mighty, when I jumped in, I almost drowned when I got caught up in submerged tree limbs. I guess I was just luckier than the General.”
“It was a loss to us all Viper, you see the General had come up with a plan to attack the aliens and once we got this place defended well enough, he was going to tell us and we were going to at least try to fight the aliens instead of just sitting here…..” 
The Major looked over to the Colonel who was glaring at the Major.
“Well since then Viper, we’ve been here defending the woods from the aliens.” There was an obvious tone of disgust in the Major’s tone.
“That’s enough Major!” Snipe looked at Viper,  “We’ll find some quarters for the two of you.”
Vince smiled, “That’s ok Colonel, we have our tent and noticed a nice little place down the road to pitch it under a stand of trees. We’ll be quite comfortable there.”
“Well then I’ll leave you to it and even provide guards to watch over you.” The Colonel smiled.
“That’s ok Colo……”
“Oh Captain, I insist. You’re in my camp, my area and I sure wouldn’t want anything to happen to you. Even if you are in the safety of my compound.”
Vince nodded, “Ok Colonel, we’ll set up about a half mile down the road.” Vince started out the door, but turned and looked at Snipe once more.
“You sure I can’t talk you into joining our army?”
Snipe curled his nose like he smelled something bad and snorted.
“If you want to go kill yourself and anyone that’ll follow you, then do so. My men follow my orders and no one else’s!....I command here!”

 Before long Tara and Vince had set up their roomy tent and parked their cycle near it. They had been told to use their fueled camp stove, but a small fire at dusk would be fine as long as it was concealed by the trees. They’d just finished unrolling their sleeping bags and stepped outside to start their dinner, when a camouflaged hummer pulled up. Out stepped Major Lester, a Sergeant and two other officers. The Major and the others saluted Viper, which surprised him, then the Major smiled and said…
“Viper, the Colonel wishes to talk to you a bit more now you’re settled in. I’m to stay here while you’re gone to keep any of our men in line….” He grinned, “….that was my suggestion, not that chicken Snipe’s. The Lt. will drive you back, I brought a few others with me so we can get caught up to date from your wife about events. Most of us really do care.” Major Lester smiled uneasily.
“The Colonel is the only one that talks to any strangers or couriers we get that stumble on to our camp. So we have to depend on that info only.”
“Strange the Colonel never sent out scouts to look for other military units.” Vince replied.
“I can talk here Viper, but old Snipe, well, it seems like he’s not too interested in fighting the aliens. Day after day, he has us prepare for attacks and to defend this camp, but never since the General died has he ever mentioned a plan of attack. If we ask, he goes into a tirade and screams that we’re the last hope for humanity and ends the conversation.”
Viper just shook his head as he got into the Hummer. He’d known men and officers that had been afraid, but acting this way when the survivors needed his men and supplies was inexcusable. Viper nodded and the Lt. drove back in the direction of the main camp.
Tara motioned for the men to sit on a long fallen tree Vince had built a campfire near and she sat on one of the log stumps her love had rolled into place on the other side. The fire now had become a glowing pile of embers and ready for some serious grilling.
Tara counted, then walked over to the small cooler they had brought, pulled out enough red, juicy steaks and tossed them onto the steel grate they had also brought.
The Major just stared. He looked at the steaks, then Tara and back to the steaks sizzling on the glowing coals as he licked his lips.
“My God ma’am, it’s been almost a year since we’ve bagged a deer. We’ve just about hunted this area out and spooked the rest of the game away with our presence…..my God, steak!”
Tara smiled warmly, “Major, the aliens allow most humans to go about life as normal as possible. We play like good humans, but plot and plan when they aren’t looking. Allowing us some kind of normalcy means raising crops and cattle.”
The Major continued staring at the steaks. The drippings sizzled as they hit the hot coals and the smell was overpowering. “It’s a good thing the wind is blowing away from the main camp, or we’d have a riot on our hands.”
Tara just slowly shook her head and smiled weakly, “Well join us or not Major, Colonel or not, we’ll see your men are supplied and everyone can enjoy an occasional steak.” She poked a fork into a steak and plopped it on a metal plate. 
“Sorry Major about the lack of utensils, we didn’t plan on guests.”
The Sergeant pulled out a huge military knife and grinned, “S’ok ma’am, we bring our own.” And with that he dug into the tender fare sitting on his plate.
In the distance the sun had begun to set and the sky filled with pastel colors of pinks and violets. In the darkening wood, the soldiers handed their plates back to their hostess and smiled with an occasional burp escaping without warning followed by a quick apology. 
Tara laid the plates next to her and stared toward the trees as the setting sun sparkled it’s last light. She looked over to the Major and smiled warmly.
“Major? Coffee? I just made it before you all pulled up, there’s plenty of that as well, although it is becoming scarce.”
The Sarge grinned along with the others.
“That’d be real nice ma’am, it’s been almost two years since we’ve had any.”
Tara looked at the Sergeant and giggled.
“Ma’am was my mom, Sergeant, please, all of you, call me Tara.” She looked over to the Major.
“You saluted a Captain, Major….well all of you did, could I ask why?”
“Well ma’am….er Tara, why wouldn’t we? You do know he’s a Medal of Honor Holder do you not?”
“That’s the first I’ve heard of it Major.” Tara frowned and wrinkled her nose. “Hell I’m just his wife. I have to find everything out second hand.
The Sergeant laughed and added, “That really doesn’t surprise me ma’a……Tara. Any of us that were in Afghanistan know about the Viper.”
“Well my husband refuses to talk about how he’s so well known. I know it’s just the way he is, but….” Tara leaned forward, her eyes asking the question all were answer.
It was the Major that spoke first.
“It’s like this Tara, when Viper was over there he was probably the best sniper, special ops guy we had. He always ran solo, but at the behest of the CO, he took some journalist out on one of his last missions.
The two of them were out about two weeks and the way the journalist tells it, they were in a cave Viper used for his base of operations. One evening an emergency call came in to ask Viper to locate and rescue, if possible the men from a crashed helicopter, if no survivors were found, then destroy the chopper.
Well Viper and this journalist, think his name was Jim something, headed out just as it was getting dark. They followed a locator Viper had, to a wide canyon that was a good two hundred feet deep. From above they saw the downed chopper and the survivors defending it against several dozen Taliban fighters. 
Viper told the reporter to stay above as he moved down a narrow path just around the bend of the canyon wall. He paused behind a slight bend for a second, then sprinted to the chopper.
Finding all the personnel alive but three of them hurt, he told the injured pilot and two others to provide covering fire. Viper, tossed the co-pilot over his shoulder and took him and a three star General and the General’s aide across the open fifty yards to the area just around the bend…. Get this, Viper tells this three star General and the aide to carry the co-pilot up the path to the top where his reporter pal was at.
In the mean time Viper runs back to the chopper, takes an enemy round to the left calf, but makes it. He tosses the wounded pilot over his shoulder and heads back to the path. About ten yards from cover, Viper takes a round to the right side. Luckily it was a through and through….”
Tara winced, “Through and through?”
“Oh sorry, it means the bullet went in one side and out the other. From what I hear the round to his calf shattered the small leg bone, he now had two wounds. 
By the time he staggered back to the path, the General, the reporter and the aide had all come back down. The General and the reporter carried the pilot up, while the General provided cover fire from his location……and you guessed it…..Viper takes back off across the open area and back to the chopper. He placed several charges on the chopper, tosses the last wounded guy over his shoulder and he and the unhurt soldier run to the safety of the bend.
By now the unhurt guys came back down and take the wounded one back up, when Viper looked back, the unwounded soldier had been hit in the leg and was down half way to the chopper.”
Tara sighed, “Let me guess, Vince ran back and got the soldier who was wounded…”
The Sergeant laughed as he added, “Yep! You guessed it, not to mention Viper took one more round, that gazed his shoulder, picked up the trooper and dashed back to the rest, who took him up the path. 
Tara, your husband stayed behind and waited for the enemy to get to the chopper and blew it up, taking out almost half of them. Viper then climbed up the path setting hidden charges along the way, as it was the only way up to the rim for miles. At the top Viper told the reporter to head back in the direction of the cave, while he stayed behind and covered their rear.”
Tara sighed, “Figures!”
The Major laughed, “Well he detonated the charges he planted and sniped a half dozen or so before they took cover on the canyon floor. Once he was sure the few remaining ones left back away from the direction he had come from, Viper managed to catch up with the rest and got them all to his base.
Turns out the General was the second in command of the forces in Afghanistan and Viper so impressed him, he saw to it personally, that your husband got the DMOH. Of course Viper being in Special Ops at the time the DMOH was presented, it had to be done without and pictures or video or any other kind of recognition. He was healed, then he was just escorted to the White House and the President presented him with it. Twenty minutes later, at Viper’s request, he left back to Afghanistan to finish his tour.”
“Oh, I never knew. I’ve seen his scars, but when I asked, he just told me it was nothing, just some old wounds.” Tara giggled, “I always seemed to feel there was more to it than just some old wounds.”
Major Lester chuckled. “Tara, your husband had to be ordered to the White House to get his medal. Just out of the hospital and he wanted to get back to his job.”
One of the other officers winked at Tara.
“Of course our Major here, forgot to mention, he was the General’s other Aide de Camp and got to read every report and see the videos the journalist shot from atop the canyon wall and again while waiting for Viper to bring the injured to him at the bend. The videos never were released because of the sensitivity of them, so Viper never got any notoriety at the time….and that’s the way he wanted it.
Hell ma’am….er Tara, Major Lester had raved about Viper for years and now we got to meet him in person.”
Tara giggled again, “Thank God you all didn’t make a fuss over him or…..”
The Major chuckled, “Yeah, I know, I told the guys not to over react. We didn’t want to scare him off.”
“I don’t scare off easily…..Why?” The small startled group jumped and nearly fell off their log seats as Vince walked out of the now darkened road and toward the fire.
“Ok, what’s up?”
Major Lester who had partially stood up, sat back down slowly as he turned his gaze to Viper.
“The reason we’re here Viper…..well…..we’re hoping you’ll convince the Colonel to have a change of heart. You know about fighting the Xouri…..We…”
Vince waved his hand to stop and shook his head slowly. A look of disgust crossed his face.
“I’d hoped I had read your Colonel wrong, but Major that man is a coward…..just plain and simple, he’s scared to death about dying. Now I don’t mean the usual scared to death, but he nearly shit himself and started screaming at the top of his lungs a few minutes ago when I suggested the very thing we’re talking about.” Vince slowly sat next to Tara.
“Guy’s Snipe looks normal, but…..”
“He’s a bit nuts, we know Captain Mason, we know. The problem we have, that chicken bastard is fit for command. Our defenses are superb, we couldn’t ask for better. It’s just he loses it at the slightest mention of us attacking them, even planning an attack. Christ last year he almost had the Lt. that drove you, shot just because he suggested we might form a small skirmish group.”
The Lt stepped forward from the shadows.
“That’s right sir, the Colonel put his gun to my head and said if I mentioned it again he’d shoot me personally.”
Vince was quiet for quite a while. Everyone stared at him, then followed his gaze to the small campfire. He watched the occasional flame leap into the air and vanish, then in a soft voice said what they all had come to hear from Viper.
“Ok tomorrow at breakfast. I’ll ask again, this time more firmly.”
“Viper…..” The Major just couldn’t seem to ask any further, the words just wouldn’t come out.
Viper put his arm around Tara and looked at the men.
“I’ll insist, if he still won’t…..guys, I just don’t’ know. It is his command and you yourselves said you feel he’s fit….I’ll ask, we’ll see from there. I just want to have a look around first.”
The small group of men got up and thanked Tara for the dinner and coffee as they got back into the Hummer. The Lt. headed the vehicle back toward the main camp. 
Tara snuggled into Vipers side pulling his arm tighter around her.
“Baby, I know there’s more…..what?” 
So many times in fact she had seen this and talked to Cobra about this ‘special’ look Vince got when he sensed something or felt uneasy about something…..or someone.
There was so much she wanted her love to say, but would he?
“Yeah, honey, there is more…..maybe…..we’ll see.” 
With that no more was said. Tara knew her love and he’d never say anything he didn’t know for sure. She had no doubt he had something on his mind and that is what bothered her most, she had seen that look before, far too many times and every time Vince would come up with something unexpected. Now there was that damned look once again, and once again he was silent, which worried her even more. 
She followed him into the tent and closed the flap, soon snuggled in his strong arms sleep over came her. 
Little could she see with her head on Vince’s chest, it took him a bit longer to sleep. 
He dreaded tomorrow!
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 11.
 

Vince awoke to the smell of fresh brewed coffee. He slipped out of the tent to see Tara and two soldiers sitting around enjoying the coffee. One of the soldiers looked up and smiled.
“Hope you don’t mind sir, we haven’t had coffee in years, well we enlisted men that is, we can smell the officers coffee now and then coming from their area, but that’s been at least a year ago.”
Vince smiled and nodded it was ok as Tara gave him a quick kiss and handed him a mug. 
One of the guards looked meekly at Vince, he started to ask something, then looked to the ground. The other guard nudged the first, then he too looked at the ground. Vince could see there was something they wanted to know, but also sensed fear.
“It’s ok you can ask whatever you wanted, it will go no farther than right here.” Vince smiled warmly.
“Well sir…..it’s just….well….” The first guard stuttered.
The second looked at the Captain, swallowed hard as he got the courage to finish what his pal couldn’t.
“Captain, all day yesterday word got around who you were and you were here at our camp. Well sir, we were wondering if you’ve come here to finally get us into the fight.”
The first guard stepped in after a big sigh.
“You see Captain, everyone know the Colonel is…..well, he doesn’t want to fight…. We see the fighters flying over head and we do nothing. We know they can be brought down by a Stinger or a well placed shot, but we just hide because that’s the Colonel’s standing orders. Hell, sir, I really think he’d shoot anyone if they fired on the aliens.”
“He’s a coward sir!” The second blurted out, then looked at the ground as if Viper would scold him for commenting on an officer’s integrity.
“That’s ok Private….” Viper smiled, “….I’ve pretty much figured that part out. As to getting your command into the fight, we’ll have to see.” Vince stood and tossed the rest of his coffee into the fire. He turned to look at the two guards.
“Sometimes, those in command get frightened. Sometimes they made bad calls…..” Vince turned toward his tent and muttered just loud enough for all to hear.
“….and sometimes, one has to do what one must, whether or not they want to.” Vince walked into their tent and closed the flap as Tara and the guards went back to their coffee.
Within a few minutes out stepped Viper in his camouflaged military uniform, his Captain’s bars glistened in the morning sun and Tara knew it wasn’t her Vince. He was in full military camouflaged uniform and she knew from the look in his eyes, Viper had emerged from the tent. His eyes were cold and distant as he scanned the area back toward the camp. Viper looked at the two guards, then Tara, then with a sigh and a slight grin.
“Well honey, time to go have a little talk with the Colonel.”
Tara grabbed her jacket and stood next to Vince.
“I know baby, and you sure the hell aren’t going to go without me!”
Vince looked at her and smiled as he gave her a little hug. He knew there was not going to be any more conversation on the subject. She had made her mind up and that was that!
“We’ll go with you sir.” one of the guards said.
“I don’t think that would be a good idea guys.” Vince smiled and started to say more, but the other guard grinned at Vince.
“That’s ok Captain, the Colonel said to guard you…..Captain, we talked it over while you were getting ready. We’re going to guard you.”
“That’s right Captain, the Colonel said, “Guard Viper and his wife.” We’d have to assume that order meant from everyone including the Colonel if need be.”
Vince looked strangely at the guards.
“Is there something you’d like to tell me Private?”
“No sir, things we hear….rumors, nothing for sure. We just want to make sure you and your wife are safe…..from every threat!”
Vince smiled and held out his hand, which Tara grasped and off they walked toward the Colonel’s HQ that was about a quarter of a mile away. The two guards fell in behind and the four slowly walked down the sandy road. 
The early morning sun began to warm the air as patches of low lying fog slowly vanished leaving glistening grasses and leaves that glittered like green diamonds. Any other day Vince would have stopped and taken in the view, but not this day. Not with what he had found out, nor what must be done.
Tara laid her head against Vince’s arm as they walked. She knew something was up, her love was in deep thought or they would have rode the cycle instead of walking. He had to do some serious thinking and she would not disturb his thoughts.
Shortly the four arrived at the Colonel’s tent and voices could be heard from within, loud voices. Perhaps an argument? 
Suddenly the two guards stepped past Vince and Tara. Each one took a side of the entrance of the tent un-shouldered their rifles and nodded at Viper. Viper in return nodded and Tara knew there was something, she wasn’t quite sure, but something unsaid between Vince and these two guards and strangely she felt a calm come over her as well.
Vince pulled back the door as Tara stepped in and he followed. 
There standing and sitting around the table were all of the officers and Sergeants of the Colonel’s command, at the end of the long table stood Colonel Snipe looking quite mad. 
Vince pulled out a chair for Tara and reluctantly she sat as Vince stood behind her.
“You bastard! Viper I respect you for what you did, your reputation, but you’ve caused nothing but unrest since your arrival yesterday. My men won’t shut up about fighting and…..”
Vince moved slightly around the table and motioned for the Colonel to calm down and surprisingly he did.
“Viper, you have caused quite a lot of discontent in my command and as I’ve already given you my answer about fighting, I’ll have to ask you to leave before you cause any more unrest.”
From all around the table there were murmurs of discontent. It was obvious it was only the Colonel that felt this way as he slammed his fist down on the table.
“Enough! Viper and his wife are to leave as soon as he can break down his camp.”
Vince moved slowly along the table, speaking softly, but loud enough for all to clearly hear.
“Well Colonel Snipe. I came here hoping to find a command ready and willing to fight when they were called upon…..I did sort of. Your men are more than ready and to that point I give you credit for keeping them well drilled. As for leaving, I intend to do that shortly.”
The Colonel relaxed a bit as his men all mumbled and sighed as it appeared Viper was going. With his leaving, their hope of once again becoming a fighting force was fast vanishing. 
Viper walked near the end of the table where Snipe was at and stopped.
“I will leave Snipe and when I do…..” Viper looked at Snipe, then back along the sullen faces of the Colonel’s men. “…..well, let’s see how do I put this. You see your General Winters was the highest ranking officer in Michigan when the barrier was created, no more officers or troops could get in or out. That makes the Brigadier General down in the southern part of the state the highest ranking officer in the state. Now he…..”
Snipe glared at Vince and growled in an animal like growl.
“I know what you’re getting at Captain and it doesn’t matter to me what you report back to him about….I’m in command here and I’ll decide….”
Vince walked a step toward Snipe and snarled back at him.
“You’ll decide nothing Snipe! You see that General never had combat experience, earlier this year he ceded power to me and gave me complete command of all military forces in Michigan……and that Colonel Snipe includes you and your command!”
The men sitting around the table all began grinning and mumbling among themselves, until Viper continued and took another step closer to Snipe.
“You see last night after my wife drifted off, I slipped out of my tent and went and had a little talk with your doctor.” I snuck into this tent and awoke him rather abruptly I’m afraid, but once he became fully awake, we had a rather interesting chat.
Snipe stepped a step toward Viper, shot a nasty glance at the doctor sitting near the other end of the table, then looked back to Viper.
“How dare you sneak about my camp. You had no right! I ought to have any guard on duty shot for not stopping you!”
“Had no right? Snipe you deaf mother fuc……” Vince took a breath, “…..haven’t you heard one word I said? This is my camp by orders of the highest ranking officer in the state.”
Snipe staggered back a few steps, stunned. His mind reeled as Tara from the other side of the table giggled with glee.
“Oh baby, I forgot all about that. I guess that would make this camp yours.”
“But there has been no order sent to me stating a command change, so it’s your word against….”
Major Lester stood and glared at Snipe.
“Hey, what about that courier that claimed he was from the Michigan command last year. The one who said he had orders for your eyes only…..or so you said. The one that had orders for us to stay here and defend…..or so you said. Colonel Snipe, what exactly did those orders say?”
“You don’t understand Major, I had to protect you….my men from those that would order us into action. I….we’d all be killed.” The Colonel shouted in a voice that seemed almost hysterical.
“So disobeying an order to move your men south is just another thing to add to the charges against you.” Viper added.
“Charges what charges?” Snipe stepped back until his back was against the wooden wall of his HQ.
“Well let’s see, disobeying a direct order, then cowardice during a time of war, then what else? Oh yeah….the murder of your superior officer.” 
Viper glared at Snipe as those seated around the table leapt to their feet. The silence in the tent was deafening but then it was Major Lester that spoke as he looked at Viper.
“Doc here suspected, I told him unless he had proof to speak of it to no one.”
“I know Major, I spoke to some of the men. They all mentioned how your General had an accident just when he was about to fight, how a few officers vanished who opposed Snipe and he said he sent them to find other military units……and never were heard from again. I heard how the Colonel took long walks in what he called his area.” Vince glared at Snipe.
“Well Colonel I took a little walk in your area forbidden to everyone else. I found the remains of several men including their insignia and dog tags.”
Vince tossed two dog tags on the table and the Major picked them up.
“My God, Anderson and Bellows….” He looked at Vince, “….The missing officers.”
Vince looked around the table and took another few steps toward Snipe who was now standing pressed up against the log wall of his HQ trembling.
“One had been shot in the back of the head, the other had a large gouge taken out of the bones of his throat. I’m guessing someone slit his throat from behind, it takes a lot of power to gouge the bones that much.” Vince looked at Snipe and shook his head.
“How fearful must a man be to cut a man’s throat so hard he leaves knife marks on the neck bones.”
By now the men in the room were stunned, they had suspected, but….. Their thoughts were interrupted by Vince who was now only about five feet from Snipe.
Viper stared at Snipe, then glanced back at the men at the table.
“Then that pile of belongings you took from your victims before you dumped them into the ravine, my God Colonel, in your panic, you even forgot to destroy the orders the messengers brought to you. I found them wadded up or ripped in half.” Viper looked back at the men, “Your Colonel took their dispatches, weapons, dog tags and personal belongings so they couldn’t be identified and hid them in an old burrow among the roots of a tree.”
Once again there were murmurs among the men at the table and Tara began to worry about what Vince was getting himself into. However her love did not disappoint as he continued.
“Just how did General Winters die? Doctor Desmond said he was a great swimmer. He said, you said the General fell and must have hit his head and drowned before you dove in and found him, yet the doctor saw no sigh of skull damage. The area where you said he fell in is only ten feet deep. If someone falls into water ten feet deep there’s no way he could have hit his head on a rock at the bottom. I saw the spot Snipe…..the ledge he fell off of is less than two feet off the water and is all sand. I shoved a branch into the water and it is ten feet at least to the bottom, the only way he could have drowned is if someone held him under water, which would explain your wet clothes, wouldn’t it. There were no tree limbs at the bottom, not at that spot where you showed the men you pulled the General out of the water at. The tree limbs were visible in various places all along the shore, but not where you said he fell. You just assumed there were limbs hidden in the water didn’t you Snipe?””
Snipe now had a terrified look on his face, his mouth trembled as the words literally fell from his lips. “….I….he was…going to kill us….I didn’t want….to…to die….I had to protect us from him…. I had every ….right to …..execute him.” Snipe straightened up and glared at Viper.
“Just like I had the right to execute those officers that defied me.” He screamed at Vince.
Viper took two steps toward Snipe, pulled his side arm, pointed it at Colonel Snipe’s head and pulled the trigger. There was a loud shot and a blue puff of smoke as Colonel Snipe dropped to the dirt floor of his tent leaving only a large blood splatter on the high wooden wall behind him.
The Colonel’s body hit the floor and the two guards rushed into the tent with their weapons drawn.
Major Lester spun around and waved for the guards to lower their weapons.
“Easy men, there’s nothing going on here. You didn’t see nothing…..YOU SAW NOTHING, understand?”
The guards looked at the Major and one of the Privates grinned as he looked at the blood splattered tent. “Hell Major we came in to see if Captain Mason needed us. Apparently he doesn’t, so we’ll be outside if you need us.” With that the two guards walked out the door and closed it behind.
Major Lester grinned, “We have a lot of good men here Viper. We didn’t see a thing.”
“Major what you saw was a murderer and a coward being shot for treason in time of war. What comes of it will be between me, my conscious and any board of inquiry after this is all over. I expect every man here to tell only the truth, nothing more…..understood?”
 From all around the table the soldiers all nodded or said yes sir. Tara stood at the other end looking at Vince as he walked around to her. As he stopped she leaned toward her love and put her face into his chest, he wrapped his arms around her. Tara was shocked by her loves actions, by the killing of a man, but she understood and thought no less of this man that held her in his arms.
Vince looked around the table at the men that now were looking at him for orders.
“Major Lester, you are now in command of this, what?  Division?”
The Major grinned weakly, “Guess were closest to a small Division, sir. We have a little less than seven full companies, some light armor, but a lot of supplies.”
“Well Major these men are witness to your promotion to Division Commander. I can’t promote you any higher legally being a mere Captain. I want you to begin moving whatever you have down to the south to join up with Cobra and the Brigadier down there. I’d say move a squad or two at a time and send them by different routes, different times of the day and night. I’ll send word to Cobra once I get back to my HQ in Flint. Move during the night and keep in the wooded areas as much as possible, use different routes. I noticed the West Point ring on your finger Major, you were taught how to move troops.”
“Yes sir!” The Major saluted and told a couple of the Sergeants present to go dump Snipes body somewhere, anywhere but in the camp, around real soldiers, which brought out some uneasy chuckles. But Viper reminded them all at one time Snipe may have been a good officer, so they buried him properly, but in an unmarked grave….the grave of a dishonored soldier.
Viper told Major Lester to move two companies over to the U of M to help protect his friend Doc and the people that were working there and he agreed that might be a good idea. They could take cover in surrounding buildings and be ready to fight off any Xouri attack should the research facility be compromised. One company was to be sent to Colonel White’s command and the rest would eventually work their way south to Cobra and the General.
Vince looked around the table after several hours of discussions, he stood and to his surprise, so did all the rest of the officers. They were treating him as their commander even though many of them out ranked Viper. As Vince turned to leave, Major Lester snapped to attention and shouted…
“Command, Attention!” Every man saluted. Viper smiled warmly, and told them to be at ease, he nodded at the gathering of officers and left. As he got outside the command post he could hear laughter and cheers. This Division was going to do what the soldiers had wanted to do for so very long…..Give the aliens a little payback!
Tara and Vince walked back to their tent and nothing more was said about the incident back at the camp, Tara understood her love had done what needed to be done. She worried how it might affect him, but once he put his arms around her waist and pulled her close as they walked slowly in the warm late summer sun, she knew he was going to be ok.
Once back to their camp, he gave her a quick kiss and a pat on her rear and told her to break camp, it was time to go home.
In less than an hour the cycle was packed and Vince had changed back in to civilian clothes and buried his uniform. From behind her she heard the Major’s Hummer pull up. She watched as the Major and three other officers walked up next to her, then turned to watch as Vince tossed the last shovel full of dirt on the hole that buried all of their leavings.
Tara grinned at the Major and the other officers with him.
“He’s burying his uniform in case we get stopped by a Xouri patrol. Most of the time now they just check people out and send them on their way. They haven’t taken many around these parts. But they do search through our things and a uniform is certain death. We risked a lot bringing it, but Vince figured he might need it.” Tara looked up at Lester and smiled warmly, “So you tell your men to make sure they don’t get seen. It would mean instant execution or capture and trust me Major, death would be preferable to capture.”
The Major chuckled as Tara glanced over the officers as Vince walked up to the group.
“Come to see us off Major?” Vince asked.
“More or less Captain Mason.” Major Lester reached into his pocket and pulled something out that Vince couldn’t see. He reached over to Vince’s hand and turned it over. In his hand the Major laid two sets of Major General’s stars.
“I took these from General Winters body without Colonel Snipe knowing…..well sir the men wanted me to give you these after all you are in command and I know General Winters would have liked you to have these. He was over in Afghanistan when you did what you did. As all of us here are the entire command of this Division and you are in command of the state’s forces, well Captain, we hereby promote you to Major General.” The Major closed Viper’s fingers around the stars and smiled.
“Don’t think you can do that can you Major?” Vince smiled.
“Hell Captain, er General, these days, with all this going on, I guess we can pretty much do whatever we choose.”
Tara put her hands over Vince’s and slowly closed them around his, she looked at Major Lester.
“Thank you Major, my husband thanks you as well. I know when the time comes, he’ll wear them with pride and won’t let you down.”
“I know he won’t ma’am.”
Vince found himself beginning to choke up, so he just nodded and the Major smiled, saluted and got back into his Hummer and drove off back in the direction of his new command. Slowly Vince put the stars into his pocket. Tara gently kissed him on the lips and walked over to their cycle, she patted the seat.
“Your ride awaits, my General.”
Vince snorted back a laugh, walked over to the bike and swung his leg over it and sat. He turned and held out his hand, a wide smiled broke out across his face.
“Then let us be on our way my Generalass.” 
Tara giggled as she sprung on behind Vince and latched her arms tightly around him. A press of the starter button and twist of the throttle and they were off down the road and as they passed each guard post, the guards would step out and salute their new General. Even the guards the furthest out had already heard and as he passed they shouted….
“We’re with you General!”
Vince would give a little salute to his men and for Vince, things were looking up. More men and much needed supplies, a warm sunny day and his love sitting behind him. This was truly going to be a glorious day.
Tara and Vince were on their way home at last!



Chapter 12.
 

As the months passed the Xouri seemed to leave most of the colonies and towns alone. It seemed like they had enough slaves for whatever that had needed them for and there was no more word of people vanishing up into the Xouri ships to be turned into matter for their living computers.
Regular communications were partially restored, but the now, well formed, underground Vince had organized used their own communications out of fear the Xouri had figured out how to eavesdrop on standard radio and phone lines.
Now into early winter, the first snows fell and with no leaves Vince was glad to hear all of Major Lester’s men had made it safely to their various destinations. Weeks had gone by and little word came and Vince began to worry. But the ever astute Tara, just reminded her love of the old adage of ‘no new is good news’ and Vince agreed. An emergency would have triggered a flurry of message flashes. So with winter and the snow falling the two fell into a winter routine, snug in their home, it was a time for taking it easy and have some much needed time together. Once the snows fell no one moved unless it was an emergency.
 Thus it was unexpected when Major Lester, Cobra, Doc and a couple of other officers showed up at Viper’s back door.
“Bam! Bam!”
“Baby! It’s Cobra and Aaron Lester, looks like more in the woods.” Tara let the curtain drop back into place and hurried to the door. She threw it open and the two men ducked in. Once in Cobra kissed Tara on the cheek, while Aaron smiled and held the door open a crack and peered out.
Cobra grinned as Vince entered the kitchen.
“Got a couple more Viper, they’re following in our footprints and wiping the snow with a branch we cut back in the woods behind your new place.”
Vince walked over to Cobra as the remaining men, including Doc hurried through the door and the last in leaned the evergreen branch against the house like it belonged there with the other evergreens. Vince grinned at the small group, then looked back to Cobra.
“Thanks for the heads up Cobra, you were right, the Xouri hit our old house and ripped it apart hunting for us.”
“Not to worry Viper, those of us here are the only ones that know your new place.” Major Lester smiled and sat at the table as Tara and Vince began handing out steaming hot cups of coffee.
Tara handed Cobra a cup and asked, “Well, did you ever figure out who was leaking info to the Xouri?”
Major Lester shook his head slowly, “Yeah, Cobra figured out who, but it wasn’t a leak, we have a full fledged spy in our midst.” The Major laughed, then added, “Cobra narrowed it down to three possible, then sent all three out without the others knowing the other two were going out. He told each one of the officers to go and secretly meet you at three different locations.”
Tara smiled warmly, “And we take it one of the locations was hit?”
Cobra roared with that deep bass laugh of his.
“Hit it, Christ, they obliterated the building, damn Viper they sure want your ass bad. They hit it just as the Captains group neared it so it would look like they tried to hit it when their spy was inside. Guess they figured you were already there, but we all knew better. Now we knew who the leak was as the other two locations were never hit and the men came back to report that you weren’t there.”
He looked over at Vince.
“We all know who he is, but figured before I had him shot, I’d check with you first Viper, we might be able to use him.”
Vince nodded, “Yeah maybe in the spring, we can use him for some sort of misinformation campaign or something.”
Doc grinned at the couple and began chuckling.
“And thanks to Tara’s idea of playing the shell game, we saved lives and our work.”
Tara poured herself a cup of coffee and sat on the counter next to her love.
“How’s that Doc? I only suggested….”
Cobra laughed again, “You suggested the last time we came here, it might be a good idea to stagger work of our new weapon among three or four auto plants in areas near us. We did, that’s what tipped us that there was a spy in our midst.”
Doc continued where Cobra left off.
“I managed to figure out a way to get that dampening field or EMP gun downsized to where it will fit into a semi trailer, the power unit to give it power, fits in another semi.”
Vince grinned, “Yeah, we know.”
“Well it takes almost a month to build one set of trucks, then we drive them to a hidden location. So we hid all the ones we had built already. We scattered them around in wooded areas, they should be safe, but if you remember we talked about the damned aliens hitting a plant and bringing us to a halt?” Doc grinned, “Well after listening to Tara’s shell game theory, we would build one set, then close that plant and move to another, build another set, then move to another. 
Granted it’s a lot of work, but six weeks ago the Xouri hit the Dearborn plant with over one hundred of their troops…..and found an empty plant. We’d already moved to the Lake Orion plant. We knew the spy had to be someone higher up, but not high up enough to know the latest plant we were in. The spy would eventually piece together enough info from loose talk and material movements, then get word to the Xouri somehow…..and that part we haven’t figured out yet.”
Lester grinned, “All they found was a plant full of dust, because when we leave, we clean up our stuff and used big fans to blow dust all over everything. The Xouri milled around for a few hours, then left. 
It was then we realized, other than our group, here only three other officers knew of that location just before we moved, but didn’t know the schedule as to when we move. That’s when your newly promoted Colonel Smith figured out we had a leak and began a plan to find out who it was.”
Cobra walked over to the coffee pot and poured another cup. He turned and winked at Tara, then looked at Vince and with a huge grin said, “By the way General Mason, thanks for the promotion to Colonel.”
Vince grinned back, “Well you all wanted me to run things, and now you’re in this as deep as I am. Hell you were running things down there anyhow, I just figured you needed rank to make it official. Speaking of getting involved…..guys, how many of the new weapons do we have now?”
Cobra looked over to Doc who had become the one incharge of weapons.
“Well, ahh, with the one almost built in Orion, that will make five.”
Vince who had been standing all this time, bounced up and sat on the counter top next to Tara. He frowned and shook his head slowly.
“Doc, you said these new units could cover about a half mile square of sky….Christ we’ll need a whole lot more if we’re going to even attempt to fight back, not to mention attack! Spring will be here in a few months and……”
“OH SHIT!” Cobra blurted out. “Damn Viper I  forgot to tell you the Xouri on the southern ship are up to something. Hell the aliens basically have their patrols and do little else during the winter months, pretty much like we do.”
“Yeah so?” Vince leaned forward knowing Cobra was about to lay something heavy on him.
“Well Viper, the southernmost ship has had some activity. Those bastards have moved a bunch of their human slaves over to I-23 and are building what looks to be housing for a lot of workers. Between you and me, I think the Xouri have something planned for spring or at least to begin something then.”
“No ideas?” Tara asked.
“Naw, for the present just worker housing about a mile from the expressway. They have laid out some markers and boundaries……or it looks like anyhow, but nothing has been defined for the present, but we get a report every few days, the strange thing is, it’s like they don’t care if the underground know or not. They’ve posted no sentries.”
Vince frowned, “That is strange. The Xouri always have air cover or guards in ground hover vehicles somewhere.”
Major Lester shrugged his shoulders. “Not in this case.”
Vince looked at Tara, then the rest and began to speak, but Tara beat him to the punch. 
“Sounds like they intend to bait us somehow, doesn’t it baby?”
“That it does honey, that it does.” Vince chuckled, “Now all we have to do is figure out why, what and when.”
Cobra grinned, “Well I have a hunch we’ll figure out the what, when we figured out the why…..I have a sneaking hunch the Xouri are leaving the when up to us.” Cobra looked over to Tara, then Vince.
“Now my man….and his lovely lady, we’ve come a long way, hid our transportation over a half mile away in the backup houses garage and trudged through snow to get here. I’m sure hoping you have some fixings for that great stew you make.”
Tara giggled, “Why Ray, you know damned well, it’s Vince that makes that stew not me.”
Cobra walked over to Tara, put his huge hands around her tiny waist and lifted her off the counter where she’d been sitting and onto the floor.
“Ah, hell I know that, put Vince to work cooking while we all get out of his way and go into the living room and talk to the prettiest, most charming woman in the state.”
Tara giggled and grasped Cobra by the hand as all the others got up and followed Cobra and Tara into the living room, leaving Vince sitting there in stunned silence. Within a few seconds Cobra’s head popped into the doorway of the kitchen.
“Hey General, you gonna start cookin’ or do I have to send yer wife in to kick start ya?” 
As quick as he appeared, he vanished to the sounds of laughter coming from the other room. Slowly Vince slid off the counter where he’d been sitting next to Tara, looked at the floor and shook his head slowly. He walked over to the refrigerator and pulled the door open.
“Sure, big two star General, fix dinner General, General, do this, General do that.” Vince looked toward the kitchen’s doorway and shouted….
“Hey will someone bust me back down to Sergeant?” From the other room came roars of laughter.
After a nice dinner and light conversation Doc looked around the table.
“Hmmmm, Vince, I noticed you’ve blocked off the top floor at the stairs, where the hell are we all going to sleep tonight? Usually you’re quite the host.”
“The way those damned Xouri have been hunting me, we sealed off all the vents and cracked the windows so the snow on the roof melts the same as all the abandoned houses. We made the basement into the sleeping area.” Vince replied.
“Basement! Christ what if the Xouri….” Doc looked a bit startled.
Tara smiled that warm smile of hers an laid her hand on Doc’s.
“Relax Doc, last summer while Vince was away on his rounds of the various militia, the local group worried about the same thing and built a tunnel back into the woods. We can slip into the tunnel and close the secret door and the Xouri can walk right up to it and never guess there is a door there, it is made of the same concrete blocks as the rest of the basement.”
Vince grinned, “Yeah guys, and it comes out about fifty feet from another house on the other side of the wooded hill behind us.”
Cobra chuckled, “Ok, yeah, I remember now, last fall when you showed me the back way in through the woods and the empty house. It’s the garage we parked in.”
Tara giggled and teasingly slugged her lover. “And I’ll bet he forgot at the time to tell you about the tunnel too.” She looked at Vince who stuck out his tongue at her. 
“But I still love him, even if he does forget to tell people important things now and then.”
After a quick laugh, the table was cleared and the small group headed down to the basement and sleeping bags were unrolled in the basements living room. The well hidden tunnel entrance was shown and explained how to open, should the need arise.
Plans for the upcoming year were made and soon one by one the men vanished into the sleeping room where their pads and sleeping bags were spread out. Even the yawning Tara kissed Vince on the cheek and bade Doc and Cobra goodnight as she walked into the small room she and Vince had made for their bedroom.
“Doc?” Vince obviously had something on his mind. “Any chance you have any ideas about the barrier that surrounds the state?”
It was Cobra that replied first. “Viper, Doc and I took a tour of the entire southern area of the state last fall, just after our last visit. It’s not too bad for the alien patrols as they seem to like to stay up around here looking for you.” He laughed in his deep thundering voice.
Doc added, “Yeah that’s why we can only risk getting together now and then. Why we have to stay split up.” He laughed, “That’s why Cobra so vehemently objected to the General coming with us to meet you. Christ if the Xouri hit us now, our entire leadership would be caught. That would set our underground movement back a year, maybe more.”
Vince chuckled, “Doc? The field?”
“Oh crap Vince, sorry. Cobra and I along with a small group of guards, checked the areas in several spots. We tried digging, goes down too deep, in the water Cobra dove and found it goes down into the bottom as deep as he could dig underwater. That barrier goes down at least twenty feet and I expect much deeper or the outside would have tunneled in by now. It can’t be disrupted by my device….don’t even make the thing flicker. We can’t see out, it reflects light in strange ways. It’s like looking at it you see what’s behind us, but we can’t see ourselves….really strange technology. Although I wonder if anyone on the outside can see in.”
“Yeah, Doc’s right Vince, it’s like the barrier reflects back natural things like trees and grass, but not people or vehicles…..”Then Cobra began to shake his head in dismay, “….but it did reflect the interstate, expressway and roads. Damned if we didn’t find tons of cars and trucks that had slammed into the barrier. Others saw the wrecks and tried driving on the grass around it and they too crashed.”
Doc wrinkled his nose and frowned. “Somehow that barrier reflects background, but not anything that…..aw, hell I can’t explain it.”
“Sounds like a barrier used to trick whatever is in it, to think they’re not in an enclosed area?” Vince replied.
“Yeah like a zoo….” Cobra frowned, “Shit! Like a God damned Zoo!”
Doc, still frowning corrected Cobra, “No Cobra more like an inverted fish tank. A big one granted, yet there is no way in, through, nor over. If I’m correct, the way the light reflects what we see on our side, well, if I’m right and the basic laws of physics applies, I’ll be willing to bet whoever is on the other side of the barrier, assuming it’s not too thick, might just be able to see us, like viewing fish in an aquarium. So basically we’re fighting a damned fish tank war.”
Cobra nodded, “And whoever is out there on the other side can watch us fight.”
“Or at least as far as they can see into the state.” Doc added. “Other groups say this barrier is  directly on the state boundaries including half way into the great lakes. There have been reports of boats sinking as people hit the barrier. Yet the Xouri seem to be able to detect it and never fly into it….and strangely birds seem to see it as well, we’ve seen them veer off at the last second.”
Cobra snorted, “Or run into it with their ground hover craft. Christ I’d love to see some of their purplish blue asses smashed up against it.”
The three laughed as Doc yawned. “Well I’m off to bed guys.”
Cobra took a last swig of his beer and grinned at Vince. 
“Beer’s gone, me too. I’m with ya Doc.”
Vince smiled at his friends. “Night guys, see ya in the morn.” He got up and headed off to their bedroom as he passed the room with the rest of the group he chuckled listening to all the snoring going on.
“Sure glad we have a solid door.” He chuckled under his breath. He opened the door and saw the love of his life curled up right next to his pillow. He slowly closed the door as he smiled, Strangely enough Vince was content with his life, if it wasn’t for the damned Xouri he’d be completely content with the way things were. He slid into the bed and laid his head on the pillow and with not a second to spare, Tara snuggled up against him contently.
 
Vince was awoken with rapid shaking. There was harried commotion in the background.
“Baby get dressed….Xouri hover craft coming our direction…..the Rockwell’s down at the entrance of the subdivision signaled us. They didn’t stop…..hurry I got the others moving.” 
Vince sat up, slid out of the bed and pulled his clothes on. Still half asleep he asked, “Maybe they’re just on patrol?”
“Helen said they always stop and check out their house when they patrol, they shot right by it. They took the road that heads to the rear of the sub division where we are.”
Tara and Vince sprinted out the bed room and saw the door to the tunnel opened, but everyone was just standing there. Vince froze, the Colonel, the vice commander of the southern forces stood there holding his pistol on the rest.
“I’m so sorry…..they have my wife, my daughter. I had no choice. I never gave them any information, they used the Captain for that, but I have a tracking device on me…..Oh God I’m so sorry…they said they’d do terrible things to my….my….”
Doc looked at the Colonel, “Jack, if we….”
“Don’t Doc, there’s nothing you can do for me or my family and you know it. There’s nothing anyone could do but what I did. I was going to sneak out during the night and let them find me In another house, but then you mentioned the tunnel……everyone go…run….NOW!”
Everyone ran into the tunnel but as Vince moved toward the hidden entrance the Colonel reached out and grabbed his arm, he looked at Tara and smiled.
“Tara, you’ve been so good to me, I promise I won’t hurt Viper. I need him to do something for me.”
Vince nodded  and Tara joined the others in the tunnel as the Colonel looked at Vince. He headed into the living area and turned.
“You know what has to be done.”
Vince nodded sadly as the Colonel tossed Vince the gun.
“Maybe they’ll be ok….”
“I can only pray Viper, but I couldn’t betray you…my friends, humanity….”
Vince looked at the floor as the Colonel sat in one of the chairs. “Yeah, I know Jack, I know you couldn’t…..” He pointed to his right lower abdominal area. “It’s here……” 
With one quick motion Vince raised the gun and put one round directly through the Colonel’s head. There was a loud pop and Jack’s head flopped forward. Vince walked over to him, pulled his knife from his boot and ripped Jack’s shirt open. A tear formed in Vince’s eye as he plunged the hunting knife into the area Jack had indicated and pulled a small quarter sized tracker from the gaping wound, he laid it on the arm of the chair and looked sadly at the Colonel. 
“Maybe this way they’ll just use your family as slaves. If you killed yourself….well I understand Jack this was all you could think of.” Vince swung around and sprinted to the tunnel and securely closed the hidden door behind him. He dashed through the tunnel to the opening in the woods. Tara had told everyone to stay in each other’s foot prints, once they got out of the tunnel and Vince had no problem hiding their trail by brushing the fresh snow with a broken branch and soon was in the arms of Tara at the second location. Everyone knew that with the snowstorm going on, even if the Xouri troops looked, they’d never find a single track.
Cobra looked at the couple. “I know better then to ask if you’ll come with us. What now?”
“You all came in these two vehicles once the Xouri leave the area, head on back to your bases. You should be safe as the Xouri can’t fly in this weather, so there’ll be no fighters flying around. The ground troops have never searched outside of  a certain area so you all had better leave now. Tara and I have another safe house, once we get settled in, we’ll contact you from the mall phone like we normally do and using code tell you where we are.”
Cobra pulled out a small notebook and looked at it.
“Ah, ok Viper, let’s change to ‘Zed two’ code. We haven’t used that one before so just in case….”
  Vince grinned, “Ok gotcha Cobra. He walked over to a TV monitor and clicked it on. 
“The whole division was powered by the wind generators so all the houses have power here.” He watched, then chuckled at the Xouri hover craft as they began to leave.
“Hell they gave up fast….looks like Jack’s plan worked.”
Cobra’s deep voice echoed through the garage.
“Yeah the poor bastard couldn’t betray us, couldn’t let his family be tortured. I guess this was his only way out. Let them track him here and die. Leave them thinking we discovered the locator and killed him. God I hope they let his family go now.”
After the last vehicle left, there was a short three beeps over the radio denoting they had safely reached the road back to their base and the second vehicle which left minutes later, did the same and Tara and Vince walked across the street to where their backup vehicle was located. They could breathe easier now the others were on their way back to their bases.
The storm passed and less than a half hour later, the pair pulled into the drive of their new home which had already been set up months ago. Tara had become quite adept at setting up safe houses. Vince opened the garage door, then looked at the fresh snow. 
“Snows all melting already here baby, maybe we’ll have an early spring.” Tara reached out and grasped Vince’s hand as they strolled across the street.
“Hope so honey. We’ll have to stop by the Rockwell’s and let them know we’re ok.”
Tara giggled, “Not to mention to thank them for saving our lives. I’d still been sleeping if it wasn’t for them sounding the alarm.”
They did thank their friends in the sub division the next day. As Vince and Tara drove back to the new house, he couldn’t help but think, this was the fourth home in a year….
Being hunted was beginning to become annoying and Vince had just about enough.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 



Chapter 13.
 

Spring did come early that year and reports came in about the Xouri had begun to start work on something on I-23 right near the barrier that surrounded the state. It was a long way from the Xouri southernmost ship and even though it was too far for regular protection from the ship, they did have a lot of air and ground support. Slowly the reports came back that as the work progressed, the air cover began to lessen and the question began to rise….were the Xouri becoming slack in security? Even more what the hell were they doing and why so close to the state barrier?
 It was Tara that first mentioned that perhaps the Xouri were going to attempt to break through the barrier. But it was a bit early to guess the exact reason. The only thing the underground knew for certain, was there were a lot of human slaves, workers there and a lot of Xouri ground forces and heavier than usual air patrols. Granted the air cover had slackened to almost nonexistent, but all knew it would be only a short time for the ships air cover to come to the rescue. 
There was no more work done near the other expressway, which led some to believe that perhaps the Xouri had stumbled onto something.
Then…….
Mid spring every air patrol in the state stopped, not just around the construction area, but state wide. For several weeks not one Xouri aircraft was seen and what looked like the southern ships total air force had flown north and entered what was now the main ship. The Xouri stopped their ground patrols, and there were no more raids on human settlements. Two months passed and the only sign of the alien menace was at the new build site. For weeks the underground scouts reported the Xouri had the enslaved humans leveling the ground for a mile around. For that mile, there was not one tree or bush, nothing stood, but the structure in the center of the leveled area and it sat right in between the two expressway lanes. That was where the strange structure was built.
The structure was thirty feet long and fifteen feet wide and stood only five feet high. At the right front of the platform were a set of six Xouri height stairs. The entire rear fifteen feet raised another five feet into the air. On this raised area sat a strange object pointed toward the barrier and behind it, on the ground, a massive power unit.
In front of the raised area and just under what appeared to be a huge gun barrel, was a high backed throne of sorts and a few feet in front and slightly right of the throne was a strange circled area about six feet in diameter and a few inches higher than the metallic flooring. Off to one side of the circle stood a ten foot hooked pole that had a large globe hanging from it and made the entire area within the circle flash strange colors.
Whatever this platform was….it was apparently operational, or would be soon.
With the patrols gone for so long, many of the underground relaxed a bit, all but the officers.
Tara and Vince went to the U of M to see Doc and found Cobra, who Vince had made the new area commander, and two command officers of the other regions, Colonel White and the newly promoted Colonel Lester.
“Gentlemen we have a quandary.” Viper spoke as he stood at the head of the long table. He looked up and down to see every officer of every command in the state had made it as ordered.
“We know the Xouri are up to something and you all have the facts Colonel Lester’s people reported. We have no positive facts, but Doc said it might…..I said might, be a breaching device or ray of some kind.”
Colonel Lester slowly stood, looked at Viper and sighed.
“Well sir if that’s the case, we shouldn’t worry too much. Hell they bust a hole in the barrier, the U.S. military will rip them a new asshole.”
The room roared with laughter as Lester sat and Viper shook his head slowly.
“I know that, Les, hell we all know that. I’ll be willing to bet the Xouri know that as well. Christ they saw jet after jet smash into the top of the barrier the day they landed. For days later they saw blast after blast of bombs and cruise missiles hit the barrier, bigger than anything we’ve hit them with in here. I have to believe they know they’d be destroyed within less than a day.”
One of the officers from the northern command stood and looked the group over, then slowly spoke as if his thoughts were being tossed out as he spoke.
“General Mason, could it be they intend to just poke a hole in the barrier?”
Cobra stood and looked at the officer.
“To what end Major Reese?” The Major shrugged his shoulders and sat as Cobra looked at Doc who was sitting there with a worried look upon his face.
Doc slowly arose and took the time to look each and everyone there in the eyes, then with a sigh…
“One of my theories is the Xouri intend to punch a hole in the barrier with that device and shoot some sort of airborne virus or disease through it, infecting the outside. A fast replicating virus would only need a small hole…..ahh, I’m guessing less that the size of a pencil, maybe smaller.
It makes the most sense, as they’ve had humans to experiment with for over three years now, they have the technology, it seems like the best answer I could come up with.” Doc looked back to Vince who was now pacing at the end of the table.
Vince stopped and faced the gathering.
“My problem is no one should ever underestimate the enemy. It’s been done again and again throughout our history and each time the results have been disastrous. I’d like to think that, this isn’t going to happen this time. 
Remember this are the same alien race that got their destroyed their ship at Bay City and did nothing, yet when we sniped in the early days and they in turn retaliated by killing civilians. We cannot underestimate them. We thought them cruel and violent, yet all the time they studied us, learned and wound up planting spies in our midst, used human against human. Not just any old spies, gentlemen, but a couple of mid level officers and even got to a General. Even though the General couldn’t betray us, remember the aliens think he did, so we, at least, have that much going for us. We have no idea as to how many spies they may have in our ranks, remember these are people that mostly live in the state, that have families here to hold over them.”
“Then what are your plans General?” Colonel Lester asked softly.
Vince glanced over to Tara who just smiled warmly at him, then he faced the officers at the conference table.
“Gentlemen, we have no choice. If Doc’s right, we can’t allow them to breach the barrier.”
One of Cobra’s command officers stood.
“General Mason, the Xouri have taken most of the human workers and slaves back to the southern ship. There are several hundred Xouri scattered around that area they leveled. They have a good dozen of their hover craft, the big ones, there as well. There is a mile of flat land they’ve prepared so they can see us coming and rolling meadows, to the north and south where the expressway is and the forests are a good half mile away from the center on both two sides.”
Vince smiled at the officer and winked at Cobra.
“Well we have a few tricks up our sleeves as well, right Colonel Smith…” Vince looked over to Cobra who was just watching Vince.
“Uh, Colonel Smith?”
Cobra jumped, “Oh shit! Sorry sir, just not used to being called Colonel.” he laughed as well as the rest of the officers sitting around the table. Cobra grinned sheepishly and stood.
“When we saw the Xouri changed location, Viper, er sorry sir, General Mason ordered me and Colonel Lester to take a few companies of men and civilians and dig tunnels under the frost line right next the two big drain tubes that run under the expressway.
The drain tubes about a quarter mile apart and now summer is here and it doesn’t rain, they’ll have no water in them. Hell we can send men three abreast through the tunnels and the same in the drainage tubes. When you give the word sir, we can rush out damned near under their noses and I mean a lot of us and really fast.”
Doc leaned on the table and laughed, “That’s news to me.”
“Doc we’ve kept the men on site since the beginning, the openings are deep in the woods and we’ve bunkered the workers down in the surrounding farms and cabins. We can move massive amounts of men without being spotted. We’ve clear cut the smaller trees and brush so vehicles can move among the heavy tree cover. The Xouri stopped their patrols, hell that just made it easier for us to work. We have fully supported tunnels, within less than a week we can have all the forces in the southern part of the state in the tunnels and forests on either side of the Xouri and ready to attack. We’re looking at nearly a four to one ratio of humans to Xouri. If we can surprise them, they won’t have a chance, even with all their advanced weaponry.” Vince smiled weakly.
Tara stood and walked over to her love and stood next to him.
“Baby, er, sorry, General Baby…..” There was a lot of laughter including Vince, his love had cut the tension in the room and brought a much needed laugh.
“Baby, I can see your face, what’s bothering you?”
Vince looked over the gathering, looked at Doc and winked.
“Well Doc and I have dealt with the Xouri, hell Doc has had more contact with them then anyone else during his capture…..” Vince shook his head slowly, “…..just seems to damned easy. I’m guessing we might need a backup plan.”
“Back up plans are nice Viper, but we should be able to take them quick, destroy that thing they built and be back in the tunnels and forest before the alien air cover can get there.” Cobra laughed.
“More shock and awe, General, that’s what we need.”
“I read a story once where the hero had to blow up an entire town when faced with overwhelming odds. He stood on the side of a mountain and told the woman he was with, it was his plan ‘C’ because plan ‘B’ had failed, or something like that. I’d prefer to have a plan B and a plan C if I have the time.”
Vince slowly sat.
Doc stood and smiled at Vince, “Well as the Xouri are close to being done, guess we’ll have to go with what we have Vince.”
Vince leaned back in his chair, clasped his hands under his chin and paused. He shook his head and looked at the gathering.
“Then people, we go with what we have. Cobra get them going, it’ll take at least all night to get everyone in position.”
There were sighs of relief and some applause mixed with an occasional cheer. Even though Viper didn’t trust the Xouri any farther than he could toss one, he knew trap or not, the attack had to take place and soon. The nagging thought that kept bothering him was….
What came after plan A!
All day the troops moved into position and well into the night. As night fell more troops could move with less chance of being seen and the loud whine of the Xouri generator would cover any noise they made. Tara kissed her love and turned in as Vince worried more and more. It was going to be a tough one in the morn. He pulled out pen and paper and began to write……..
To whom it may concern:
Tomorrow may be my last day on this beautiful planet. The fate of mankind could well depend on the outcome and we do it alone. Our plans have been in the works for months now, but sadly the trap we planned will not be here in time so all we can hope to achieve is a battle to the death, to destroy as many Xouri as possible and hopefully devastate their ground forces enough to allow another faction of humanity to complete what we will begin tomorrow.
Sadly I fear my command will suffer one hundred percent causalities. Maybe the rest can hide and rebuild.
I guess it would help to understand why I have chosen the death of my command as well as myself if you know a little about me, assuming anyone ever finds this last testament of mine……..
Soon Vince gave a big yawn and stared down at the many sheets of paper.
“Christ I almost wrote a book.” He chuckled knowing full well he’d never finish it completely. He had written most everything that had happened from the first day the Xouri ships landed to this long night. He looked down once more at the novel sized stack of papers, smiled and sighed.
“Guess that’ll be good enough…..” with one more smile he added, “…..guess if I live through tomorrow, I can finish this up….Maybe with a happier ending.” 
Vince sighed once more and put the stack of papers into a huge folder and closed it. He arose and turned off the small desk light and walked into the bed room, there he stopped and looked at the lovely Tara curled up sleeping so peaceful.
Vince undressed and gently crawled into bed and as he straightened out Tara snuggled up against his back. 
He felt her warm lips against the nape of his neck, her warm breath as she muttered a sleepy,
 “Good night baby.” 
Vince gently grasped her hand as she laid it over his side as she snuggled even closer to him and as his eyes slowly closed the only thing running through his sleep numbed mind was, “I hope I’m here tomorrow night to tell her how……much I……love……….her…..” 
There would be only a few brief hours of sleep.
 
It was morning of what would be a warm summer day. The men had snuck into the woods over the last few days, the tunnels were packed full of soldiers. 
Viper with Tara close at his side stopped and looked at the mid morning sky. There was one lonely hawk soaring in the deep blue cloudless sky. It was making lazy circles completely unaware of the events that were about to take place. Vince looked at Tara and smiled seeing her watching the hawk as well.
“I kind of wish I was up there flying in circles without a care in the world.” Vince sighed and ducked slightly as he entered the tunnel. 
Tara showed no sign that she’d seen the look on Vince’s face, she bit her lower lip as a tear began to form in her eye. She quickly wiped it and put on her smile for the troops in the tunnel. 
She smiled warmly at the men on either side of the tunnel as she vanished between them into the dimly lit passageway following her love. It wasn’t until that very moment she saw him watching the hawk, she felt something, something she couldn’t put her finger on. Tara wanted to cry and it bothered her that she had no idea as to why.
She quickly caught up to Vince as they moved along the dimly lit tunnel. On either side leaning against the walls men stood or squatted shoulder to shoulder. Every third man on either side of the tunnel, held a glow-stick that made eerily green light as they moved toward the area where they had tunneled right next to the drainage tube that went under the expressway. Soon Tara and Vince were moving along the outside of the corrugated drainage tube.
“Baby, they did one hell of a job, not just finding this tube with the tunnels they’ve been digging, but figuring out where the center of this tube is so the men can come out of both ends at the same time.” Tara exclaimed as she ran her finger tips along the metal.
“Well it sure was helpful we didn’t lose GPS. Damned if I can figure out how we have GPS, but can’t receive radio or TV signals from the outside world. With GPS it was easy for the sandhogs to dig accurately. Getting all this shoring for the tunnel was the bitch.”
“I remember you saying they had to move everything during the hours of darkness.” Tara frowned, “Must have been tough for the crews.
Vince laughed softly, “And they had to do it from two directions babe. See our side was dug from the woods to the west and we dug to the northern tube. Cobra’s men dug from the eastern wood to the south tube a quarter mile down the expressway. Once we got to the tubes they cut most of the metal away with cutting torches, which had to be done during rain storms so the Xouri couldn’t see any trace of smoke.”
“Clever.” Tara grinned.
“That part was Cobra’s idea. The metal was cut out, then fixed so it looked like it was in place just in case the Xouri decided to look down these tubes. So now all we have to do is push the metal aside and….”
Colonel Lester blurted out, “…and charge from the tubes at the unsuspecting aliens.”
Vince chuckled, “Well let’s hope they’re unsuspecting Aaron. Anyhow honey, the tubes are a quarter mile apart and the men will charge out from both ends of both tubes and we’ll be right in the middle of the Xouri forces. That damned contraption they built is almost right in between the two drain tubes.”
Aaron looked at the two and wrinkled his face nervously.
“Hopefully they’ll be napping or at lease looking the other way.” He sighed, “I’ve ordered the men as you directed General. One group from each tunnel will fight to the perimeter and hold, while the rest fight toward the Xouri platform. Along the way we’ll lose men to combat. The areas where we are weak, the last men out can reinforce those men still fighting, but we should have enough men to handle the guards at the platform. Those on the edge of the battle ground can set up the Stingers to shoot down the fighters, as long as they don’t hit us all at once.”
“Very good Colonel, get your men ready as soon as Cobra’s ready….”
Lester laughed, “Cobra already sent the ‘ready’ message and added, tell the old man to get his ass in gear.”
“Old man! Christ that bastard’s only a year younger than I am!” Vince frowned as Tara giggled and tugged at Vince’s hand, pulling him toward the now opened tube.
They stopped and looked at the men on either side of the three quarter mile long tunnel and they all saluted to Vince. 
Viper looked at his number two Colonel Lester who just grinned.
“At your command sir.”
Viper looked at his love, then the men, gave a big sigh and motioned for the men to enter the tube as Lester radioed Cobra to attack. Viper led his men at a full run through the drainage tube as Lester led the other half out the other side. Tara ran at Vince’s side without hesitation and even the fighter know as Viper glanced over at his love, now cast in the sunlight from the tubes opening, he knew she could handle herself as well as he. 
His regret, was this beautiful creature running next to him, would soon be witness to the horrors of the carnage that close quarters combat brings.
Bursting forth into the blinding daylight never slowed the men in the least. flooding out of the tube and running up onto the expressway and the flats the Xouri prepared, they screamed all the way. Firing and swinging Xouri and human alike clashed with a horrible sound. Shots, screams and blasts echoed throughout the open roadway and field as humans poured from the only area the Xouri hadn’t filled in, the drainage tubes and ravines. 
Bodies fell or were blown apart, Xouri weapon fire could be heard and more screams of horror resounded. The human forces fired as they ran and if they couldn’t reload, slammed their bayonets and rifle butts into the now terrified aliens.
Purplish, blue blood mixed with the much thinner red human blood, but the fighting continued. The humans pushed to the outer limits of the Xouri areas, then turned and ran back to reinforce the badly depleted human forces as some stayed and set up a weak air defense. 
Soon it was just one massive battle closing in on the Xouri platform from all sides, as what appeared to be the commander of the Xouri ground forces looked on in horror as his comrades fell to the ground, spurting the thick ooze they called blood.
Viper shouted the same orders as he and his officers stressed over and over.
“Don’t kill the leader!”
Soon shouts repeating Viper’s command rang above the screams of the injured and dying. Vince stood within fifty feet of the platform when the shouts resounded throughout the battlefield. 
There was the Xouri leader standing in front of his throne like seat on the platform, with not a scratch on him. In front of the short stairs up to the platform were two Xouri guards, one held his wounded side, the other held what was left of his hand tightly as purple ooze trickled down his arm.
Throughout the battlefield now and then a shot could be heard as the remaining human forces killed whatever was left of the wounded aliens. There was a quick command and two thirds of the human forces ran back into the woods while the last third finished the cleaning up of the remaining Xouri.
Vince, Tara, Lester and three others walked toward the platform. One of the men with Viper raised his rifle at the unarmed guards, but Viper motioned them to lower their weapons.
Colonel Lester slapped his hand to the ear bud in his ear, then shouted over the radio for the remaining men to fall back toward the closest tube, the southern tube and anyone else to head for the woods, that they suspected the Xouri air craft would soon approach.
Lester turned to Viper and put his hand on his shoulder.
“Sir we just got word…..”
Vince turned to Colonel Lester and patted his hand.
“I know….” Vince nodded toward the northern skies. “…..reinforcements.”
The skies in the distance turned dark as several hundred Xouri fighters, cruisers and their two remaining destroyers slowed down and hovered ominously overhead and slightly behind the northern end of the platform. The air was filled with the deadly buzz of the alien craft as they just sat there and bobbed mid air, their guns aimed toward the remaining human forces as they froze in their tracks.
Tara slowly moved next to Vince as he put his arm around her and she him. She looked at her love and smiled warmly.
“Well baby, at least we bitched slapped them around a bit, didn’t we?”
The Xouri leader walked half way between his seat and the stairs. He looked silently around, scanning the battlefield strewn with his fallen soldiers. He looked at the small group about ten feet from his command platform’s stairs and curled up what looked to be lips in what Vince guessed to be a smirk. 
The Xouri leader spoke in almost perfect English.
“I am Zaa’too, the commander of the southern ship as you humans call it.” He grinned again. 
“Well I finally get to meet the human called Viper….I heard your men shout it several times.”
He waved his long thin arm around the battlefield, his eyes never leaving Viper.
“All my men died just to trap you and kill your resistance forces…..all this just for you. You should feel honored, we have never had to do this to catch anyone before.”
The Xouri leader nodded and one of the ships fired one burst at the men standing apart from Viper Tara, and Colonel Lester…..they vanished in a fiery blast. Colonel Lester pulled his pistol and was quickly shot by one of the guards who pulled a weapon from behind his back.
Lester looked down at the three inch hole in his abdomen, then looked at Tara as tears filled her eyes, he smiled as he averted his gaze to Vince….
“Sorry sir…. guess I….. won’t be….. around…..for….for….” 
He dropped to his knees, slowly he fell over to his right side and with one final gasp he looked up at the grinning Xouri leader…. Weakly he raised his hand and uncoiled his middle finger. 
His hand slumped to the blood drenched concrete.
One remaining officer shouted, “You’re wrong you bastard, I’m Viper not…..” He too was quickly fired upon and died quickly without making one sound.
Zaa’too looked at Viper. “I will commend you on your men Viper, they too died well and all for you. You are a worthy adversary, it’s such a shame you will have to die so quickly.
Tara looked at their two friends laying on the dirt and buried her head in Vince’s chest and wept.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 


Chapter 14.
 
“Why does the human die with a smile on his face?” Zaa’too asked in an astonished tone.
“You are captured, many of your forces were killed or will be soon captured. There is nothing to smile about.” 
Zaa’too waved his arm at the hundreds of the Xouri air craft hovering two to three hundred feet over the northern part of the battlefield. Some had turned their cannons toward the forested areas on either side of the expressway, while some just aimed at those human forces that had remained within the battle field. 
“Our air fleet will hunt the others of your men down and destroy them…..” The Xouri commander looked strangely at Vince.
“……your man died smiling and now you smile? You humans have strange customs. None of the humans aboard our ships smiled when they died, what makes you that are all here so different?”
Tara looked at Zaa’too as the circle in the middle of the platform began to glow. Then with a slight flash, there stood an amazing hologram of another Xouri.
“I am Nar’san, my brother and I are now the leaders of our people. It seems you killed our father who was our high commander and ruler, when you destroyed our other ship last year. Now it is our turn to revel in your misfortune as you undoubtedly did when he was killed.”
Tara was stunned, he looked like he was right there, but now and then there was a glimpse of something in the background that looked like ship parts. She started to speak, but Zaa’too stopped her with a wave of his hand.
“My leader and brother Nar’san devised this plan when you never could be caught. Humans we captured seemed to think of you as their leader although they had never met you. You had become their hope, they were calmed knowing you were out there and they resisted knowing you and your resistance resisted. We knew you had to be captured and executed  so all human hope would be crushed. Granted Earthman, you are good at that you do, be we Xouri are far better. You couldn’t fool us, we knew at some point the infamous Viper would once again raise his ugly human head and attack, so this plan was put into effect. We knew you would be drawn in and when you were we were ready for you.”
Nar’san turned from his brother and looked at Tara and Vince.
“ So many of our brave warriors died, but the sacrifice was well worth seeing you and your mate standing here in front of us……” He looked from Vince’s grinning face to Tara and she too was grinning, why she didn’t know, but if Vince was, then she would smile as well. If nothing else, Vince’s smile was annoying the Xouri.
“Your mate smiled too?” Nar’san looked over to Zaa’too with a puzzled look on his face.
“I know brother, it baffles me as well. At first he looked concerned, then he began smiling. When he smiled, his mate began smiling, puzzling to say the least.”
Vince stepped forward one pace as the one guard let go of his injured friend and aimed his weapon at Vince. Vince stopped.
“Ok, I’m grinning because we fell for your trap.”
“And this is amusing to you human?” Nar’san puzzled.
“Oh hell no, you purple colored prick. I smile because we fell into your trap, so you’d fall into ours! Christ and you call you selves more advanced? We suckered you in so easily and our men died just as bravely so we could draw your air craft in.”
“I don’t understand….” Zaa’too said as h he looked around nervously.
Tara grinned, “You will.”
Vince raised his hand and dropped it.
“I figured you might be setting a trap for our forces, so…..well….”
There was a strange feel to the sunny afternoon air. The small hairs on Tara and Vince’s neck stood upright. He looked at his arm and the hair was pointing up to the sky. Vince looked over to Tara and the hair on the ends of her long raven ponytail were beginning to separate and point in all directions. 
There was a tingling, then the only sound heard was the sounds of the buzzing of the Xouri air force’s engines quieting, suddenly they came to a dead stop. 
One by one the craft began to tilt Earthward and began falling the long several hundred feet or more to the ground. Some rolled over like a dying fish, others simply dropped, but all wound up the same way…..crashing into the ground. Some exploded, while others just laid there in a crumpled heap, others fell on the wreckage of others.
One crashed and exploded about sixty feet from the platform and Vince had to push Tara one way as he dove the other as a huge chunk of Xouri fighter blew by them followed by half of the Xouri pilot that had the misfortune of flying it.
All around there were more explosions of blue and green energy. Dirt and concrete blew in every direction as smaller explosions rocked the now burning craft. 
Finally only strange colored flames burned around the battlefield as dense smoke from the burning craft trailed to the sky. Only the sound of crackling flames could be heard…..there was nothing but dead silence, not even a bird in the distant forest sang.
One of the Xouri guards, the one still with both hands stood and reached for his sidearm. Tara, was trying get to her feet, quickly whipped out her sidearm and ended his life as he fell among his badly wounded cronies that had lain at his feet. The other guard with the missing hand looked at Tara and held both hands toward her as if to surrender. It’s stump pumped purple ooze in her direction. She looked over at Lester’s body, then put one round through the Xouri’s head and he too joined his comrades.
She slowly got to her feet never looking away from the alien leader called Zaa’too.
Vince got to his feet, glanced at the piece of wreckage that had flown between them as one part still rolled along the ground and clattered to a rest.
“Damn that was close!” He winked over at Tara who in turn grinned. He glanced at Zaa’too and grinned.
“And that you asshole……” Viper dusted himself off, “…….is how you spring a trap!”
Vince stepped toward the platform and stopped as Tara knelt down and covered Colonel Lester’s face with her jacket. She glanced at Vince and noticed a strange look on his face as Cobra and a couple of others came over to her to take Lester’s body back to camp. She saw Cobra and the others freeze as well. Tara half stood still eyeing her love puzzled by his frozen stare, then before she could look at what Vince saw, there was a bluish green burst of light… 
“Zap” 
Just one little sound and Tara was afraid to look. Her gaze was half way between Vince and the platform. She glanced back to her love, just in time to see him fly backward five feet and fall to the ground, dark smoke billowed from his chest……he didn’t move as his flak jacket and heavy leather jacket smoldered from the blast that had hit him square in the chest.
Tara tried to scream, but nothing came out as she spun around to see the Xouri known as Zaa’too throw down what looked to be some sort of staff weapon, it too smoldered at the end as Vince’s jacket was doing. 
Zaa’too looked at the small group that had arrived, then Tara who had fallen to her knees next to Vince’s still body. She tried to reach out and cradle his body, yet she couldn’t bring herself to touch him. Her hands wavered in the air half way between them. Tears streamed down her face, he looked as if he were sleeping. The Xouri second in command grinned proudly.
“We would have treated your race kindly once we had harvested the biological matter we needed. But your dead leader wanted to play games with us. It was those games he played that forced us to massacre your people in retaliation. It was those games that caused so much grief on your…….”
Tara let out a blood curdling scream that turned ever the hardened Cobra’s blood cold. The tears vanished, she slowly began to rise to her feet, but knelt long enough to grab Vince’s .45 cal automatic from his holster. She turned slightly and grabbed Lester’s .45 cal from his holster and stood. She glared at Zaa’too, her body trembled in rage. Tara took a step forward, then slowly another. 
One of the wounded Xouri guards realized she was heading for the platform tried to stand to block her way, but his back erupted as the .45 slug tore through it sending him flying back into the dirt.
Tara took another step and two wounded Xouri decided to crawl away from her path, but it did no good as she fired both guns at simultaneously causing both Xouri soldiers to spew thick ooze as their limp bodies dropped where they crawled.
Now walking slowly toward the platform Tara began to speak. Not in her normal soft voice, nor in a shout. She spoke slowly and clearly, but loudly.
“You came to our planet and killed my people!” She shot one moaning Xouri as he tried to crawl away and his head splattered purple ooze.
“You enslaved my people, tortured my people, my friends!” Two more badly wounded Xouri, on either side of Tara’s path, weakly got to their feet and tried to run in opposite directions, but only got one step before Tara gunned them both down, each fell with one slug in the back and they too joined the dead. She had shot them both using a gun in each hand and never once did her gaze leave Zaa’too.
“You bastards have invaded your last fucking planet!” She screamed as another of the wounded Xouri guards on the platform managed to get to his knees, he clasped his long sickly, purple ooze covered hands pleading silently, but Tara held the .45 inches from his head and pulled the trigger. It’s head exploded and he fell backward over the side of the platform.
Now standing on the first stair of the platform, Tara, her eyes flashing a hatred she never dreamed she could hold within, she screamed.
“Now you killed the Colonel and so many others…..”
Nar’san looked at his brother and saw the fear in his face. This human female who was now standing on the platform was going to kill his brother, he shouted….
“Wait, human! Spare my brother and I will release fifty humans.”
Tara still glared at Zaa’too as she took another step in his direction.
“Bullshit! You’d just go and capture more.”
“WAIT! I’ll release one hundred….”
Tara took another step and now was a mere eight feet from the purplish creature. She could see something she associated with sweat running from his head, dripping on the platform decking as he cowered backward until his long slender legs bumped against his throne like chair.
“And now you’ve killed the only man I ever loved…..” 
She aimed both .45’s at Zaa’too.
“Well you son of a bitch, I’ve come to play games with you…” her lips curled in a ferocious snarl, “….and I don’t play nice!!!” Tara began squeezing off shots and round after round plowed into the alien leader sending him flying back into his chair. His body danced in a grotesque sitting dance, until both weapons clicked one last time….. Tara had finally run out of bullets!
Nar’san screamed in some strange tongue as Tara stood there and watched Zaa’too’s bloody body slide off his throne and fall into a limp pile on the platform’s floor. 
Cobra walked over to her and put his arm out to comfort her, but she spun away and glared at the image of the Xourian leader.
Now her voice softened, yet was firm and even more defiant.
“We have a means to drop your craft from the sky, assuming you have any left. Now we’ll destroy your brother’s ship, then you mother fu…..” Tara took a deep breath, “…..then I’m coming for you and what I did to your brother, will seem like play time when I’m through with you.” She snarled at Nar’san.
“Playtime has just stared you bastard!”
Tara looked at Cobra and grasped his .45. She looked back at Nar’san, snarled one more time and aimed at the glowing globe that spun over his head and fired. The globe burst and the image vanished with but one quick flicker.
Tara dropped the .45 to the deck and walked over to Cobra, tears now streaming down her cheek and laid her face upon his chest and opened her mouth to speak……
“Clap…..clap…..clap.” “Damn, remind me never to piss you off baby.”
Cobra and Tara spun and looked toward the stairs where the applause had come from. Leaning up against the back of the hologram post was Vince! His flak jacket still smoldering as he lightly brushed at it.
 “VINCE!!!” Tara literally flew across the six or so feet of the Xouri decking and rushed into Vince’s arms sobbing wildly. So much emotion ran through her she couldn’t control herself, her whole body shook uncontrollably.
Cobra slowly walked over to the pair of lovers and grinned at Vince. His deep booming voice chuckling with glee.
“Damn my man, I thought you were a goner. That blast staff hit you square in the chest, no one survives that…...well until now.”
Vince gently kissed Tara on her lips and pushed her gently backward to arms length. Slowly he ripped off his flak jacket and unzipped open his smoldering leather jacket. Around his torso the two could see charred material and fine copper wires many were burned and pushing out in all directions, but beyond those were more. Singed, but intact Vince removed the remains of his smoldering jacket to reveal a small vest that had hair sized copper wire wrapped in layers around it and covered in some transparent resin. 
Vince grinned as he undid a clasp on either side and pulled it over his head and let it drop to the platform floor.
“Well Doc had this figured right….” 
Vince looked over the battle field as his men came out of the forest and gathered the wounded up in stretchers and led them to the now arriving convoy of vehicles arriving.
“….so many could have been spared if we would have had a bit more time.” Vince pulled a battery pack from his back pocket and threw it on the deck.
“Doc brought this in just before we left, while you were getting in the truck that brought us to the woods.” Vince looked at his love and smiled warmly.
“Baby, I didn’t want to say anything at the time, because frankly I didn’t think it would work, but damned if it didn’t. Christ if I hadn’t…..”
“Well that’s good to hear Vince. I saw the blast from over there near the tree line. That staff blast is twice what one of their pistols or rifles put out. I should be able to set something up to mass produ….”
Tara flew across the deck and hugged Doc so hard he gasped for air as he fought to keep from falling down the stairs he had just come up. He managed to wheeze out…. “Good God you’re….squeezing me….too…hard….I’m gonna…puke!”
Cobra laughed as Vince replied…..
“Yeah she does that when she’s happy…..the squeezing part Doc, not the puking part.”
Tara released Doc and smiled sheepishly, “Sowwy….” She giggled in a girlish laugh, “….sowwy, really Doc, but you saved my baby and for that I’ll be forever grateful.” Tara turned to Vince and slid into his embrace as he enclosed her in his muscular arms and kissed her on the top of her head.
“Doc, I owe you my life.”
Doc just grinned as he turned to go back down the stairs, he turned his head and in a sly voice added.
“Yeah, wait ‘til you get this month’s bill, you’ll wish you were……” He waved his hand backward toward the three.
“…..you’re welcome Vince. I’m glad it worked.”
Tara snuggled into Vince’s chest and raised her head long enough to whisper….
“Me too!” Now calming down a frown crossed her face.
“Hey just a second baby, how come you didn’t tell anyone Doc had moved his EMP’s into position, we all thought we were just going into battle without their support. Doc said they wouldn’t be here in time and….”
Vince gave her a gentle squeeze,  “Hell honey, I just found out about a minute before we did the final push toward the platform. I heard Doc shouting in my earbud that the EMP’s had arrived and he was apologizing for their late arrival. My mike was dead so I couldn’t relay the info to everyone that had a radio on.”
Cobra looked at the two, then at Doc as he stooped down to assist one of the medics attending a wounded soldier.
“That Doc is one hell of a guy. Christ Viper, you and I are soldiers, probably always will be, but….” Cobra looked at all the wounded and dead, “…..Jesus man look at all those civilians like Doc and Tara, little training, not the best of supplies, yet they come, they fight and die. Man they deserve medals, all of them!”
Vince and Tara walked over to Cobra. Vince put his hand on Cobra’s shoulder and gave him a squeeze as the three looked out over the bloody battlefield.
“They fight for this world Cobra, they fight for freedom, just like humans have since they stepped out of the darkness and into daylight. Freedom from oppression, from tyranny, from slavery. Hell they don’t want medals Ray, they want their damned planet back.”  
 
The next few days men and vehicles came and went as the wounded and the dead were removed. The Xouri dead were buried in a couple mass graves and little attention was paid as the bulldozer covered the last of them. Driving over the dirt several times to pack it down no one paid any attention. Zaa’too’s body lay among the bodies of his men. The burial was done.
Tara, Cobra and Vince stood watching the ‘dozer as Cobra asked,
“We gonna mark those graves Viper?”
Vince snorted, then after a second thought, “Naw get some seed, who knows maybe they’ll make good fertilizer. Just make a note of this spot. Wouldn’t want someone to dig them up and contaminate themselves.”
Doc pulled up in a Hummer, jumped out and walked over to the small group. 
“Well Viper, they tried to come in and attack with air again, but their fighters dropped from the sky from the ray, they didn’t have a chance. From the reports I’ve heard, that came from the scouts that are watching the mothership’s, I think they’ve decided to stay out of the air altogether after that.”
But Vince barely heard Doc and sighed as the sun began to set on the second day after the battle.
“All our dead, wounded….Christ, I try to feel happier, but….”
Cobra sighed as well, “I know Viper, guess we all feel the same way. We won, but at such a cost. A third of my men, forty percent of yours. Hell we had one complete militia company wiped out, not one of them will be going home.”
“Well at least we dealt the aliens a hell of a blow, doubt if they’ll recover from that.” Vince sighed as the sun touched the tree tops.
“But we all know this isn’t over. We’ll have to hit that damned southern ship soon, before they have a chance to recover.”
Cobra grinned, “Well they may still have some air power, but can’t use it. We’ve moved the EMP trucks around both ships and if anyone flies out, we’ll drop them. Just wish we could move closer and see what the EMP generators can do the motherships.”
Viper nodded sadly, “At least until we come up with a safer way to get close. The main ship’s weapons can hit us farther than we can with our EMP’s. So we basically have a Mexican standoff.” 
Tara snorted, “Too bad, I won’t be happy until everyone of those bastards are dead!”
Vince smiled softly, “Yeah that’s what Aaron used to say….”
Tara leaned her head against Vince’s shoulder and sighed softly.
“I’m sure going to miss him. That big grin he used to get when……”
Cobra nodded and in his deep voice softly said, “Yeah, we’re all gonna miss him.”
As the last rays of the sun sank below the trees the three stood on the mostly disassembled platform and stared out over the battlefield and sighed. So many died just to win one battle and the war was still ahead.
Now it was going to be up to them to figure out how to attack without losing many more. It was going to be a huge task and with their losses so great, all three wondered if they were up to it….They could not afford now to wait, the attacks now had to be on going. 
As the last rays of the sun flickered through the woods to the west Cobra walked down to the commander of the cleanup group. Tara and Vince watched for a few minutes, then turned and got into their hummer and turned on the headlights, as Vince softly muttered….
“You realize this is the first time we’ve been able to turn the lights on, on a military vehicle without fear of being attacked?”
Tara was silent and just smiled at Vince as she laid her head upon his shoulder. 
It was time to go home for a well deserved rest! But only a short one.

 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 15.
 

A week of tension passed for Viper. That well earned rest never came, as plans had to be made for the final assaults on the remaining two motherships. 
Cobra walked into the meeting and tossed a thick folder on the table.
“Well ladies and gentlemen, here it is. The full report…..” He grinned at Viper and continued, “….sorry it’s late Viper, but it’s fresh off the press.
Seems the Xouri have either began evacuating the southern ship, either out of fear or have been ordered to send more troops to the northern ship. The few air craft they had have flown north. The scouts are pretty sure all the craft are gone.”
One of the officers in the room looked puzzled and asked Cobra.
“Fleeing? Sounds a bit unlike the Xouri sir.”
Cobra laughed in his deep voice, then replied.
“Think it’s the latter Captain, from what the scouts say.” Cobra looked over the group of officers sitting around the table.
“As you know we have sent four EMP’s to set up between the two ships to take down anything that tried to fly between them, or attack us and that part we’ve done extremely well. Well enough where Viper and I think we might have wiped out over ninety percent of their air force and that includes air transports.”
Doc looked around the table and smiled.
“I’d ask we start calling the EMP’s, EMR’s as the weapons have been modified and are basically an Electro Magnetic Ray now, than a pulse. I found a way to pulse the EMP’s hundreds of times a second, by doing so the power needed to operate them has drastically lowered. By using the same amount of  power I’ve managed to increase the EMR’s range drastically. Hell guys, I can fire a steady EMR for hours before it heats up and I have to shut it down.
As I added in the report, we’ve found the EMR’s are very effective against air craft, but have no effect on the ground hover craft. As the ones we’ve managed to recover are mostly destroyed by the time we get our hands on them. However Cobra has received….well you tell them Cobra.”
Copra was beaming as he opened a folded a paper note that had come in too late for the report.
“Our furthest west convoy, reported this morning they stumbled across an enemy convoy consisting of troop and supply hovercraft. It had one armed troop transport and as soon as the Xouri saw our guys it tried speeding off across I-10, it had been on a side road, probably trying to keep under cover.” Cobra roared with laughter. 
“Imagine the Xouri trying to hide from us. Anyhow, our support vehicles, pickups armed with .50 cal or recoilless rifles opened up on them destroying every vehicle and are now in the process of cleaning up any survivors that fled on foot.”
Viper looked puzzled. 
“Pretty much like any other fight we’ve been in lately Cobra.”
Cobra grinned, “Yeah boss, like every other skirmish, except one…. One of the armed transports swung it’s cannon around toward the EPM….er, EMR trucks. Our man on the EMR panicked and fired a blast at the damned transport…..”
“Pointless action!” One of the officers muttered. “We know the EMR won’t affect the ground units.
“Not really Major.” Cobra replied in his deep voice. “You see our truck fired from over a mile and a half away and the EMR blast intercepted the transports blast. The transports blast got into the EMR field of fire about ten feet then vanished. The EMR absorbed all the energy in the alien blast with no harm to any of our gear.”
There was stunned silence in the room as everyone, including Viper, tried to absorb what they had just heard. Glances were shot around the table as if others tried to see if anyone had figured out what this meant. Cobra on the other hand had read the message and had time to ponder the results.
“Guys, the report continued to tell of the fight. Our guys were on a hill and once the man firing the EMR saw what happened, he took it upon himself to retarget the transport and lowered the EMR. It fired again  at full ground level and again the EMR neutralized the blast from the cannon.
Finally after a third shot from the transport, the EMR operator fired at the much lower transport and kept it in the EMR’s field and it never was able to fire again. The damned EMR made the transport’s cannon totally useless as long as it stayed on and covering the entire cannon area of the transport. The truck the EMR was on tried moving closer and the EMR lost contact with the cannon and it fired blasting apart one of the escort trucks. The operator re-sighted and swung the ray back onto the transport and the cannon couldn’t fire again and was quickly destroyed by one of the other trucks firing it’s ninety millimeter recoilless rifle, then another truck fired a Stinger missile finishing it off.”
Vince looked at Cobra, then down at the report. The room fell silent again.
“So Cobra I get what your people are reporting, but…..”
“Viper, sir, we learned three things from this encounter. The first is the EMR neutralized their ground cannon’s blast.”
“And those cannons use the same energy system as the ships long range weapons, just smaller. The very one we’re so worried about.” Doc winced at his own outburst and fell silent amid chuckles in the room.
Cobra grinned, “That’s right Doc. The second thing we learned, is the ground cannons can fire only ten seconds between shots or they would have shot back at us sooner, so we’re guessing that’s the cycling time between bursts.
The third thing we learned was, the transport had to settle to the ground and didn’t move during the battle, it was only once the cannon had been taken out of the picture it began moving again and by then it was too late for them. They must use the same power source, but different converters one for the cannon and one for the drive unit.”
Once again Doc added, “Ok we knew the ships use various versions of the same power. So this means the ground vehicles which can’t be harmed by the EMR’s, can have their weapons neutralized.” Doc paused, then added, “God Dammit Vince, you know what this means?”
Vince grinned at Doc’s elation.
“I think I have an inkling Doc, but….”
“Vince, this confirms my theory about the weapons and the shields. We know the old EMP would work on canceling the shields, but the motherships long range weapons were the stopper. Hell we couldn’t get within miles of the mothership because their weapons could hit us if they knew where we were. They could theoretically blast through a mountain if they could get our exact coordinates, that’s why we’ve been so friggin’ careful.” He laughed, “And stayed so far away.”
“Old news Doc.” Vince grinned.
“Yeah, but what if we moved toward the mothership from the twenty five mile limit of their mothership’s cannons? Their ability to hit us is limited by the Earth’s curvature, so blasting us is limited to said twenty five miles, past that as their beam can’t curve, it will just continue off in a straight line into space. I figure they sit about two hundred feet high and figuring that to the curvature of the Earth……yeah, about twenty five miles is about right.”
Now Cobra began to grasp Doc’s idea as well as Vince. Doc looked at his two friends, they wanted him to continue and he did.
“Guys, don’t you see…..Now we can fire an EMR steadily, if we took a EMR and began firing it at say twenty six miles in the direction of the mothership and moved toward it. Theoretically our EMR should absorb the alien cannon’s blast. So as we move toward…..”
Cobra and Viper both seemed to hit the point of Doc’s plan at the same time. Both slowly stood and looked at each other, then to Doc. However Viper was the first to mutter his idea.
“Good God! If Doc’s right, we could advance right up to the mothership, keep it in our sights and with the area of coverage the EMR’s have, two of them could neutralize an entire side of a ship…..” Vince did some quick math in his head and grinned, “….and five EMR’s could neutralize an entire ship, well if we manage to get within about…..uh, four miles of it?”
Doc smiled nervously, “I did say theoretically….you two did hear me say that….right?” 
Vince walked over to the map of the area he had on the wall and slapped his hand on a spot just south of a big round mark indicating the southern ship.
“Here, there are old railroad tracks. Why couldn’t we take two flat cars, put the EMR on the first one, the generator on the second and have the locomotive push the cars ahead of it instead of pull them? 
We can load everything up at this spur twenty-seven miles south of the ship and move forward keeping the EMR firing at the general area of the ship. If Doc’s right their deep space weapons should be absorbed by the EMR.”
Cobra looked over to Viper and frowned slightly.
“And I suppose you and I will man the flatcars? Oh, and what if the Xouri decide to blast the tracks in front of our beam?” 
Vince grinned, “Didn’t say the plan was perfect Ray, but at least we have a plan ‘A’. As to your  first question, not this time my friend.” Vince smiled at Cobra, “The resistance can’t afford the of loss of both of us just in case plan ‘A’ doesn’t work. Remember we had reports of the ships weapons firing once before and it blasted right through a hill and hit the convoy they aimed at and cut a half mile wide path right through the hill.”
“Then I go Viper, we can’t lose you right now and you know it. You’re the leader, the men look up to you, so that means it’s my job to…..”
Cobra was cut off by Doc rather abruptly.
“You two hero’s can kiss my ass, I go and before you say a word, hear me out. All I’ve done is invent crap around here. Useful to be sure, but never once have I’ve had the chance to fight.”
Vince started to speak, but Doc waved him off.
“Save it Vince, I know the old ‘you’re too valuable to lose’ speech, but dammit, I want to be able to say I was in one battle.”
“Doc, I…”
“Vince, please, let me finish. I know the EMR’s better than anyone else. I can even tweak the strength a bit and….”
Doc, listen…”
“Vince, I know you want to protect me and my work, but…..”
“GODDAMIT! Doc, will you shut up just for one minute?” Vince shouted so loud everyone in the conference room jumped.
“Look I was going to say, was sure Doc I know how bad you’ve wanted to fight. I know how badly you wanted to field test the maximum strength and duration of the EMR’s and I think this will be a great time to do it. If anyone has a chance of succeeding, it would be the creator of the EMR.”
Doc beamed and sat back into his chair.
“Oh….ok thanks Vince.”
Viper turned once again to the map. 
“Cobra this road here, it parallels the railroad tracks and is about eleven miles from them. You’ll run the second set of EMR’s down this road and stay five mile back from the train. If Doc succeeds, then you can catch up and between the two of you should be able to neutralize the entire southern side of the mothership. 
There is a third two lane highway east of the tracks and your route Cobra and the third EMR team will move along that one evenly paced with your team Cobra. They can swing the EMR either way and protect you both from air attacks as well as themselves. The fourth and last EMR we have here with us can move much farther to the west….ahh, here! Along this route, then move in to cover the western side of the ship. The two outer units can then move slightly north of the ship and cover those areas.”
One of the Colonel’s in charge of the northern defenses asked.
“Viper, what about the north side of the ship, in the middle, there’ll be a gap? You have enough EMR’s to cover the south, east and west, but….”
Vince grinned and pointed once again to the map.
“John, I need you to move one of your EMR’s south to here and wait for the signal. If our plan goes well I want you to move one of them and cover this gap in the middle of the northern side….but DO NOT turn the EMR on, I want that gap to remain open until I tell you to close it. Two of your remaining units can cover the north and west to prevent any air attacks from the other ship, while the last can move around to cover the eastern unit.”
“But General Mason…..sorry, Viper, if we leave that northern most gap in our coverage, they could fire on us and then there is the fact that if we don’t seal that last area of the ship, they’ll be able to send communications back and forth with the other ship.” Colonel John Jones sat, a bit concerned he had said a bit too much by the look on Cobra’s face. He glanced over to Viper and he was smiling.
“Exactly John, I intend to leave a small open area for the ships to talk to one another. As far as firing on us through the small gap, there aren’t any known weapons there. Even if they could move the big space cannons to that spot, the EMR coverage wouldn’t let them angle the rays east or west enough to hurt us. Leave it open as ordered.”
The Colonel sat back down without any further protest. Viper had never failed them to this point and the Colonel trusted Vipers decisions. This one worried him, but then again Viper had a habit of not telling everyone his ideas.
Vince glanced at the map once again, shrugged and turned to face the gathering.
“That’s about it guys, make you preparations for…..” Vince glanced at Doc, “….what five days from now?”
Doc grinned and rubbed his hands together in anticipation.
“Five days sounds good to me Vince. Then we’ll take the war to the Xouri. I should have all units checked out and ready, We should get started on setting up the train soon though.”
Major Janet Ross stood. “Sir leave that to me, as my scouts are already in position, I can take some of Cobra’s men, set up a good camouflaged area on that spur, get a train and two flat cars under it and get those EMR’s installed in a couple of days.”
“Great Jan, you do that.” Vince nodded and everyone rose and left to make plans. Doc was so happy, he almost skipped out of the room. Cobra walked over to Viper and chuckled in his deep booming voice.
“You’d think you just gave the guy a birthday present Viper.”
Vince put his hand on Cobra’s shoulder and smiled as the last of the men left the room.
“I did Ray, what few know, is the day the Xouri landed. Doc’s daughter and son-in-law were vaporized. They lived just on the other side of the city and Doc’s been wanting to get even ever since. You see Ray, his daughter was carrying his first grandchild which we’ll never get to see.”
Vince gave Cobra’s shoulder a reassuring squeeze, he’ll do fine and it’s about time Doc got his chance for a little payback.”
Viper started to leave and as he got to the door he heard Cobra’s deep voice.
“Yeah, paybacks are a bitch!”
As Vince vanished around the corner and into the hall, he shot back.
“Let’s hope it’s one hell of a payback Ray, Doc’s been hurting a long time.”
Cobra heard Viper’s footsteps fade into the distance as he looked over the map on the wall. He looked down at his hand as he curled it into a huge muscular fist and slammed it onto the mark that indicated the southern ship.
“For Doc!”

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 


Chapter 16.
 

Tara had come from the northern EMR convoy and reported all was in order. They had moved south undetected and were ready to proceed upon Vince’s command. Doc was ready on the train that the Major had prepared in record time and all other EMR’s reported ‘good to go!’
Vince looked at Tara, smiled and gave her a gentle hug. He looked upward at the almost cloudless sky and watched a hawk making lazy circles.
“I wonder if it’s the same hawk that was circling the day we took out the Xouri air force?”
“Baby look, that hawk is circling its prey and is about to pounce on it.” She looked over at her love as the hawk dove ground ward and giggled, “Kind of like someone I know.”
Vince gave her another gentle squeeze, “Yeah and I hope we both get out quarry.” He sighed and held the radio’s mike to his lips. He glanced down at the love of his life and silently prayed they would still be alive in the evening. So much was at stake, if they…..he, failed…..”
Vince couldn’t force himself to think that negatively.
“Doc…..my friend, it’s all yours. Go get ‘em!”
From over the speakers he heard Doc shout, “We’re rollin’!”
Vince listened to the radio traffic for several minutes, then stormed out of the room as Tara watched in dismay. She knew this was killing her love to no end. He was a fighter, a kind of leader that lead his men, not stood by and listened. He always felt he had to be there to make any quick decisions should it become necessary. Yet she knew he’d be back in momentarily, but she just couldn’t stand to see her Viper this way, she rushed out the door of the command center after Vince.
“BABY!” Tara hurried to catch up with him. “Baby, I hate to see you this way.” Tara reached out and put her arms around him, then nestled her head on his chest. 
“Go, go to your men. That’s where you belong my love not sitting back here listening to the action.”
Vince pushed her gently back to arms length.
“Tara, they made sense. I’m the boss now, I have to stay safe so if we fail, I can come up with a plan B. I can’t baby, I just…..”
Tara put her fingers to his lips and smiled. 
“Tell them to kiss your ass, you’re their boss, the General……aren’t you?”
“Well yeah hon, but……”
“And you know Doc’s plan will work, I see you listening through the window. The alien ray is being absorbed. Ray’s second unit should be parallel to Doc within a few minutes, the guard units are in place and…….” Tara cocked an ear toward the open window of the communications room, “……there, the northern EMR’s are in place.”
Tara gently laid her hand on Vince’s cheek and whispered softly, “Now go and kick some alien ass. General Olsen and I can stay here and relay any orders for you.”
Vince, still amazed at his lovely companion, just slowly shook his head.
“How the hell did I get so lucky.” He kissed her on the forehead and turned toward his Hummer, stopped after a few steps and ran back, this time the kiss was longer and much warmer. He turned and ran to the Hummer and his driver jumped in and off they went in the direction of the mothership.
For the next harried minutes Vince looked as if he was chewing on the bit. His jaw clenched and relaxed again, just to tighten and grit his teeth once more.
Viper’s driver chuckled and glanced over to the General.
“Easy sir, you’re going to bust a tooth if you don’t stop…..”
Viper stopped grinding his teeth and grinned.
“Ok, but only if you step on it. Hell there is a lot of open road, EMR’s are now blocking and chance of getting….”
Over the radio came a shout.
“My god about two dozen alien fighters are……” There was a long silence and just as Vince reached for the mike, there was a crackle, then….
“Unit six to all units. Christ they flew right into six and five’s EMR’s! We have about two dozen alien aircraft down and burning. The second wave of six craft turned back north in retreat…….ALL CLEAR!, six out!”
The driver grinned and looked at Viper.
“See General, no worries and we’ll be with the EMR on this road real quick, just over that hill in the distance…..” He pointed toward a large wooded hill as it vanished around a bend, he began to slow.
“….there! See there’s the ship just up over the trees.”
Vince smiled as the Hummer made the sharp bend and sped back up. They were but a scant eight miles from the ship and three from where all EMR units had come to a stop. As the trees opened to fields a third of the way down the hill, Viper could see the train off in the distance. To his right he barely saw the support EMR and it was holding at its point swinging it’s EMR cannon back and forth, as it covered Doc and Cobra’s units as they were keeping a steady ray on the mothership.
Over the radio came Tara’s musical voice.
“Attention all units. All EMR’s are in place, all covering units are in place. All ground units advance according to plan Alpha……out!”
As Viper’s Hummer neared the line the EMR’s stopped now at four miles from the ship, he could see the ground units advancing. There were trucks that had .50 cal machineguns mounted on them, while others had various rocket launchers or cannons mounted upon them. Stopping about a mile from the ship’s outer edge hundreds of troops jumped out and spread across the fields, advancing toward the Xouri ship and the Xouri contingent beneath it. Vince wished Doc’s EMR would have affected the alien hand weapons as well, but sadly it didn’t and this part of Vince’s plan was going to be necessary if the entire plan was to work. 
There were uncountable blue and green flashes and blasts and the advancing forces fired back and from the hill less than a mile away Viper sat and watched. Making minor adjustments to the attack he so wished he could be down there with his men, but the commander in him knew better. Not this fight, he had plans that needed to fall into place. The human tracer rounds flashed into the Xouri midst.
He watched as several Xouri blasts hit one advancing truck and harmlessly were absorbed. He lowered his binoculars, as if he couldn’t understand what just happened, then threw the binoculars back up to his eyes and once again saw the same thing, this time on a different truck.
“Damn Vince, forgot to tell you I……”
Vince nearly fell out of the back part of his Hummer as Doc had startled him so suddenly.
“Christ! Doc, you just cost me a good ten years of my life. I didn’t hear you pull up.”
“Sorry Vince, had to see if my invention was working.” He laughed, “Remember that prototype suit I made for you that saved your life from the Xouri lance blast?”
“Yeah, but you…”
“Well, as you were about to say, it worked, but still wasn’t right and never could quite work out how to get a human completely safe. However I did find that I could wrap trucks in wire, hook them to the truck’s electrical system and that provided enough power to protect the truck. Not from big guns, but from the Xouri hand weapons, it seems to be working just fine!” Doc grinned happy with the results.
“Well you still scared the crap outta me, next time clear your throat of something, Christ, walk up to a guy in battle and start talking, sheesh, nearly fell out of the fuckin’ truck!”
Doc laughed. “I saw that Vince, sorry! We stopped where you wanted and abandoned the train as you ordered. One man volunteered to watch the generator, just like every other unit. The rest are pulling back to the eight mile mark as ordered. I decided to come over and see if I won my bet.”
“Bet, Doc?”
“Cobra, I and the command staff here had a pool going on how long it would take you before you had to leave the HQ and appeared here with us.”
“And you won, I take it?”
“Naw, I had you here ten minutes ago. I figured it would take Tara that long to let you go.” Doc grinned. “Hell we all knew you couldn’t stay away.”
Still intently watching the battle beyond Vince grinned and added, “So who won?”
Doc frowned as he watched the battle through his binoculars.
“Cobra did, dammit! He had the ten minute span you arrived in. Can’t figure out how he keeps winning these damned pools we have.”
“There have been others?”
“Yeah and he always wins.” Doc chuckled showing he wasn’t really mad at Cobra’s lucky streak.
“And these pools are over me in some way or the other?”
Doc lowered the field glasses and chuckled. “Yeah we all know you so well…..er well, I thought I did. The loser has to provide a cook out for the winner, so this time I made it a pool instead of just a bet and let others in hoping to beat Ray, but that son of a bitch won again.” Doc put the glasses back to his eyes and let out a huge sigh. 
“Damn now all of us are going to have to put on one huge cook out for one man.”
Vince checked the fight to see it was going well and looked back over toward Doc.
“Doc? Has Cobra asked you for anything strange lately?”
Doc lowered his glasses and looked to Vince. A strange look crossed his face.
“Uhhh, now that you’ve mentioned it. I have my scientists always going out into the cities nearby to scrounge parts. Now and then Cobra would ask me if I could have my guys pick up some weird things.”
Viper put the glasses back to his eyes and watched as his troops neared the perimeter of the mothership. The fighting was subsiding as his men closed in.
“Doc, the things Cobra asked for wouldn’t have been a red nighty, a case of strawberry jam, a coffee grinder and fishing pole, would it?”
Doc’s binoculars dropped and dangled on the strap around his neck as his head snapped around to look at Vince. His jaw agape.
“Ho….how the….hell…..”
Vince roared with laughter. “Doc last month Tara said how much she wanted to go fishing, I told her if she could find a pole, I’d take her…..we had fish for dinner for a week. Fresh coffee, that is fresh ground went along with that dinner. A few weeks ago she had my favorite jam on my toast for breakfast. When I asked if there was some left, she told me “don’t worry baby, there’s plenty left” Strawberry jam is rare and I thought at the time, ‘plenty left’ was a strange reply……hmmmm…she mentioned some woman over near the expressway had canned it.”
Doc was frowning quite hard as he looked at Vince.
“Hmmmm? What?”
Three days ago Tara walked into the bed room in the sheerest red nighty and…..”
“THAT SON OF A BITCH!” Doc shouted, “Cobra’s been bribing Tara all along!”
Vince laughed, “Well it wouldn’t have taken much to convince Tara, as long as it wasn’t serious betting, she’s always up to a good laugh.”
“Well Vince my friend, I have a sneaking hunch, when all this is over, Cobra is going to be throwing one hell of a bar-B-Q.”
“Vince looked away from his binoculars and chuckled, “Yeah Doc and I have a damned good idea who is going to be helping him, whether or not SHE wants. Paybacks are hell!”
Vince looked through his binoculars and chuckled.
“Speaking of paybacks, look my guys are holding at the outer perimeter. Don’t dare to advance them further. We’ve blocked the Xouri craft from landing more from the ship overhead, but that doesn’t mean they couldn’t drop things from the ship above.”
Doc roared with laughter, “Yeah I can hear them now, duck! The Xouri just dropped one of their alien refrigerators…..or flushed their toilets…run!”
The radio crackled, “Delta command, we’ve reached the perimeter and are holding sir. To be honest there hasn’t been a shot fired from the Xouri in several minutes, we think their ground forces are all dead and they haven’t been able to reinforce them…..awaiting orders…..out” 
Vince put the mike to his lips “Unit five, move in and fire your EMR at point Gamma!”
Over the radio came a clear….
“Roger sir, firing……… all units reporting complete coverage of the Xouri ship.”
Viper grinned and winked at Doc as he shouted into the mike.
“All units, leave the EMR’s on as planned, have all personal fall back to the eight mile mark and do it fast!”
Doc just shook his head slowly.
“Vince you puzzle me. You attack and leave the Xouri enough gap in the EMR field to sent communications back and forth, now we have them, you shut down their ability to ask their leader if they can surrender and to top it all off you pull back leaving our EMR’s exposed when they over heat in……uhhh…..twenty more minutes and shut down.”
Vince turned and lowered his binoculars. He smiled at Doc.
“Yeah I’m a strange bird alright.” He pulled the mike to his lips and told his driver to open all channels.
Doc put his hand to Vince’s mike and gently pulled it away from his lips.
“Vince, you know the Xouri monitor several of our channels, you’ll be…..”
Vince just grinned and with a wink began to speak into the mike.
“To all units, attention all units. We have attacked and captured the Xouri southern most mothership. After a short battle with their ground forces and neutralizing their weaponry, we have used our new machines to raise up to the ship’s underside and penetrated the hull. As I speak I’m heading toward the ship and I with most of my command staff and our leading scientists will soon be on board to examine our prize.”
Doc looked strangely at Vince as he waited a bit, then added.
“Ok, I’m watching our scientists going into the ship and in five minutes, I too will be standing within the bowels of the Xouri ship. I won’t be able to talk to you as I raise into the ship or once I’m in it, but I look forward to tell you all about it in a few hours. Maybe we can use their own weapons against the northern mothership……talk to you all soon and men……WELL DONE!”
Vince told Doc to sit in the bed of the Hummer, and nodded at his driver. The Hummer jumped into gear and spun around and headed toward the fallback position at the eight mile marker. The Hummer bounced along the rough meadow and onto the road throwing dirt and squealing the tires.
“You son of a bitch, you sneaky son of a bitch, no wonder why everyone loves you so much.” Doc shook his head as the huge smile on his face got even wider.
“You, you never intended to enter the Xouri ship did you?”
Vince just grinned at the Hummer bounced along the old paved road. The two looked back toward the mothership.
“Not really Doc, would have lost too many men and that’s assuming we could have blasted our way in. Then I remembered what you were telling me about your time in captivity. You said the ships communicated back and forth using a power source same as the shields. I figure they had to be giving their leader a blow by blow of the battle. Also that we’d figured out a way to neutralize their shields, their weapons. If I were Commander Nar’san I sure wouldn’t let a ship fall into enemy hands, they could use the technology against us.”
Doc looked puzzled, “So what you really expect Nar’san to destroy the ship for you? How? You have this mothership cut off from the other one when you moved the last EMR into place. There’s no way for the northern ship to send any kind of……”
The Hummer swerved sharply and skidded to a halt. Doc and Vince looked at the driver, who in turn was staring at the huge side view mirror. His head snapped around and threw open the driver’s door and leaned out. There was a look of pure terror on his face which caused both men in the back of the Hummers bed to swing around to see what the driver was staring at.
Doc’s jaw dropped as he stammered, “My…God….what…”
There was no time for even a sound to escape from his lips as the entire Xouri ship was glowing blue with huge of waves of green flashing through it. From a million previously unseen seams in the hull, purplish beams of light burst through. The entire ship appeared to be coming apart in slow motion as it expanded outward to what seemed to be about one hundred yards in all directions. The hull of the ship appeared to stand in mid air as ribbons of blue, green and purple energy flashed outward……
The energy beams stopped and for the slightest of moments the pieces of ship seemed to hang in mid air. At first a few chunks of the hull began to fall Earthward, then a few more, until finally the entire ship just fell to the ground and sounded like what could best be described as small rocks sliding down a metal pipe…….then silence.
All that remained of the over two hundred foot tall Xouri ship were the five crab like legs and a scant inner ship’s skeleton that held what appeared to be the power converters and engines and the ribs of the engine compartment.
There it stood teetering slightly, until the mostly destroyed engineering section began to glow, not blue or green, not even the familiar purple, but pure white and the energy began to grow. Slowly at first, but eventually it extended almost all the way to the remaining legs of the ship still holding the massive glowing energy several hundred feet in the air.
Doc slid over the side of the Hummer and screamed at the driver.
“HIT THE DECK! THIS IS GOING TO BE A BIG ONE!!!”
Vince put a foot on the side of the Hummer’s bed and started to jump, but before he could, there was a huge “PHHFFFTTT!!!” A slight breeze and the center of the Xouri ship vanished, leaving the five crab legs sticking upward with no support.
Vince relaxed and sat into the bed of the Hummer as the driver and Doc stood alongside of the vehicle. The driver laid his hands on the sides of the Hummer and looked over to his General, the Doc.
“Phhfffftttt? Phhfffttt? That was it? A ship that’s two miles in diameter self destructs and all it does is farts?”
There was a sudden crash and the three men looked to the area of the ship. One of the huge legs had fallen and now just a cloud of dust was indicating where it fell. A second leg was mostly to the ground and before it hit another leg began to fall. Within a few minutes all five of the legs were laying in an heap mingled in among the remains of the ship.
Vince looked at Doc and laughed, “Well Doc looks like you didn’t get your explosion.”
The driver, his gaze still affixed on the pile of rubble muttered solemnly.
“Well at least we didn’t become crispy critters. Think I prefer Phhfffttt to boom.”
Vince grinned and looked at Doc.
“Yeah there is that, could have been much worse for us. I’m guessing the Xouri preferred vaporizing their technology rather than taking a chance that an explosion might have left something for us to examine.”
Doc nodded without saying a word as he clambered back into the trucks bed. The driver got back in and the Hummer headed to the fall back HQ. Vince stared at the huge pile of rubble as it slowly vanished as they passed over a hill and down into the wooded road before them. The fact still remained, Vince was never sure if his plan worked, just how big the ship’s self destruct would have been, he could breathe easy now.. 
The Xouri ship that was destroyed at Bay City had combined both Xouri and human explosions and Doc had mentioned the human explosions may had caused the Xouri ship’s explosion to add to area of destruction to cover the five miles it did. Beyond the five miles there had been two more miles of some damage and it was this scenario Vince had based his eight mile fall back upon…..he had guessed and now wondered if he had guessed correctly.
Now he knew his men were safe, but the fact remained, he had guessed, even though it was based on facts and this still ate at him. He hated commanding!
The Hummer pulled up to his new HQ base and before Vince could dismount one of Doc’s scientists ran up to them and shouted that there had been no kind of radiation. As planned there were already people scouring the wreckage dressed in protective suits and all reported….there was nothing dangerous to humans!
No radiation, nothing that looked to be dangerous, like fluids or chemicals, no Xouri bodies and there was no kind of heat that one might expect from an explosion. The wreckage was completely benign! 
Vince started to get out of the truck bed as the scientist left, but one of his officers ran up.
“Sir all units but one are intact. Number four unit was hit and damaged slightly by debris from a falling leg that fell outward. When it hit near four, it tossed up really huge chunks of earth, one hit the truck’s cab, but four should be up and running within a few days. The northern units are on their way back to their designated areas covering the area between the northern ship and us. the rest of the functioning units are moving in a perimeter to cover the new HQ just as Cobra ordered.” The Major saluted and spun to head on back to the radio room.
Once again Vince started to get out of the bed, but another officer ran up and reported.
“Sir, all of our men that were killed or wounded have been accounted for. Your command trailer has been set up in the new location over there. All other units are here and set up…..sir, your HQ is fully functional.”
Vince looked at Doc who was grinning at his friend’s inability to disembark. 
Vince looked around and saw no one, put a foot on the side of the Hummer’s bed and looked at Doc who was walking away laughing hysterically.
“What the hell is so funn……” 
Vince felt the bed spring and turned only to see a shadowy shape moving to him. It hit him and the two fell backward into the bed of the Hummer. Vince felt Tara’s warm lips upon his kissing him on the neck, lips, cheek, then back on the lips. Her arms wrapped tightly around his neck pulling his face to hers.
“Oh baby, I was so ….” more kisses ensued, “…..worried….” and still more kisses, “…I was so afraid…..” Tara stopped, raised slightly and looked into her love’s eyes. She frowned, “HEY! No kisses back, what the hell is…..”
Vince’s eyes moved down to his back and Tara’s eyes followed. There under his spine lay a .50 cal machine gun in its protective box and Tara had bent Vince’s back right over it as they fell.
“Good thing there’s all those camouflage nets on either side or my back would have been broken instead of bruised.”
Tara leapt off and carefully held out her hand to help Vince to his feet.
“Oh Vince, baby, I’m so sorry. I just….”
Vince put his finger to her lips and smiled.
“It’s fine honey, I’m fine.” He kissed her gently and jumped off the truck. He reached up and she stepped into his arms as he lowered her to the ground gently as he winced.
Cobra’s deep laugh startled them.
“Hurt you back Viper? Maybe you’ll get a purple heart for that to go with all the rest of the medals you have.”
Tara giggled at Cobra, then winked at her love.
“Somehow I doubt if they’d give him one for this injury…….right baby?”
Cobra frowned at the private joke.
“Hit by flying debris Viper?”
Tara giggled again and looked over at Cobra and in a teasing tone replied.
“More or less Raymond, just don’t ever call me debris again.”
“Oh…..OHH!” Cobra chuckled. 
Viper grinned, “Was a warm welcome that was a pain in the back.”
Off toward the trailer they walked hand in hand, as the now grinning Cobra scratched his head and mumbled, “Yeah, I’ll bet it was funny, if I knew what the hell what it was all about.”
From over Vince’s shoulder Vince shouted. “Hey Cobra, hope you have something nice planned for dinner, I’m starved.”
Again Copra scratched his head, until Doc walked over to him. 
“What the hell is Viper talking about Doc. Dinner?”
 “Vince says you and Tara are cooking for the command staff tonight.”
“Why the hell would he think that?” Cobra replied.
“Well there seems to be some questions with our little bets and pools lately Cobra. Seems the General got wind of them.”
Cobra looked puzzled at the Doc and replied in even a more puzzled tone of voice.
“Sooooo?” 
Doc uttered two little words and the smile vanished from Cobra’s face….. “Red nighty!”
 
Back in Tara and Vince’s trailer, Vince was about to jump into the shower as Tara walked by in the narrow hall. Vince shouted over the waters spray.
“Hey you and Cobra are going to be grilling for the command staff tonight.”
Tara’s head popped from around the side of the door, “Oh, thought Cobra won the pool?”
From inside the shower Vince replied, “Pool? I didn’t say anything about a pool. I know about it, but never said who won, neither did anyone else since we were back.”
Tara giggled, “Oh, I must have heard it over the radio.”
From within the steaming shower came Vince’s reply.
“Red nighty, jam, fishing pole…..let’s see what else was there?”
There was a long pause, then Tara replied with a giggle.
“You want some corn on the cob to go with the cookout tonight?”
Without further griping from the two tricksters a fine cookout was staged that evening and enjoyed the fruits of their work. A much needed break from the previous stresses of the proceeding weeks came and went as the evening passed. 
The entire human resistance was celebrating knowing full well this fight was far from over and many would most likely never get to celebrate the next time…..if there was a next time.
Soon the evening turned to late night and the party throughout the camp broke up. One by one the revelers returned to their tents, the officers grinned knowing their men had for a brief moment had forgotten all but the present and soon retired.
Tara got up and held out her hand to pull Vince to his feet. Without a word she led him back to their trailer.
Cobra looked over to Doc and a few other command officers as he slowly shook his head.
“Damned if I know how that man does it. All this pressure, all these years, yet look at him. He smiles and acts like he’s at peace.”
Doc leaned over and gave Cobra a big pat on his huge shoulder.
“Tara’s why Raymond, she’s always there for him and he for her. With a support system like that….” Doc didn’t have to say more as everyone just nodded in silence at Doc’s wisdom. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 17.
 
For the next two weeks things went quickly. Plans were made to the assault on the last remaining Xouri ship as the pieces were put into place as if in a life and death chess game.
No human had previously moved north of I-10 and now the horror of what had been missed began to sink in as they advanced. 
Town and city had been laid to waste, farms and crops burnt. The Xouri had indeed tried committing genocide in retaliation for the loss of the southern ship.
Nothing but desolation remained where once humans lived and thrived. Bridges destroyed, huge gaping craters now bloomed where once ribbons of concrete allowed mankind to travel.
Yet to the amazement of the advancing troops, the woodlands had mainly remained untouched. And it was from these untouched woodlands and deep forests that the survivors of the Xouri wrath emerged.
Now newly promoted General Raymond ‘Cobra’ Smith slowly paced the floor of the command trailer as he spoke in a deeper voice than normal. Now and then he’d glance at the wad of paper in his fist, he reported the good with the bad for all to hear.
“…..and that’s the crap we need. People were lucky the Xouri bastards just couldn’t get it into their heads that humans could live in the woods. So far we’ve found most people fled into the forests before the Xouri got around to destroying their towns and cities. Places they didn’t see humans around they seemed to leave alone that were out of the way, like grain elevators and out of the way shops and stores. Now that we’ve advanced so far we have to slow down and take care of the survivors and it’s taking our supplies away from our troops. So…..” Cobra pointed at the map on the wall, “……we’ve had to stop our advance here until we get more supplies. Since we started our advance what’s left of the Xouri air force has retreated back to the mothership.” 
Major Richards leaned forward and smiled.
“Well at least the aliens haven’t been able to come south of I-10, so we should be resupplied within a week or less.” He looked over to Viper who was sitting quietly in the corner with his head in his hands listening intently. 
Viper slowly raised his head and stood. He looked at Cobra who was still standing and nodded.
“Well a week isn’t so bad after all these years of being beat down. Humanities payback can wait another week.” Vince smiled at the gathering of officers and scientists.
“Look, the last thing we need to do is rush things along. We don’t want those survivors to suffer anymore and needless to say we sure as hell don’t want them caught up in the upcoming battle. A week we can wait.” 
Vince looked at Doc as if ready to ask a question and the always astute Doc just grinned and answered it before it was asked.
“All EMR’s are circled around the last Xouri ship as ordered Vince. All are a good seventy miles out of range and so far we’ve shot down over a dozen Xouri scout craft, two dozen fighters that have tried to sneak out and attack us and destroyed what we believe to be the last Xouri destroyer, that was two days ago. We stopped the advance and are just covering our units until further orders.”
Viper slid down into a chair at the head of the conference table and sighed a sigh of relief.
“Thank God for that much Doc.”
Doc just grinned, “You worry too much Vince. The EMR’s managed to surround the ship without it knowing where they were and now we can pretty much knock everything down they send out. Remember the Xouri are limited by the top of the fish tank, just like the outside world is. If any of them slip through the gaps, Stingers can take them out.”
“Fish tank?” One of the newer officers asked.
Viper laughed, “Captain, when we figured out that the force field that surrounds the state covered not just the sides and deep into the Earth, but also the airspace over the state, one of us said it was as if someone had taken a huge fish tank and turned it up side down, then slammed it over the state.”
The Captain grinned at the analogy and muttered, “Great! Problem is people can see into a fish tank. What if someone or thing is directing the Xouri?”
Everyone laughed until Doc commented.
“Perhaps someone is watching us. Whoever put that damned fish tank over us.” Everyone stopped chuckling and all eyes turned to Doc. 
“Remember people, all we know the Xouri aren’t capable of creating something that energy draining, their ships are far too small and, well, there’s no way to produce that much power with just one ship and as the shield is still there…..”
“As the shield is there, that would mean?” Cobra asked.
Doc looked around the table and sighed.
“That would mean whoever did create the field, the fish tank as we call it……is still around.”
Vince laughed to break the tension, “Well, if so, guys, then they aren’t doing a very good job of directing the Xouri, because after over three years we’re winning.”
One of the officers sheepishly asked, “That doesn’t mean whoever is watching won’t get involved eventually does it?”
There were several murmurs and unsettled glances. Colonel White swallowed hard as just the thought of his next question made his throat dry.
“Doc? You say the Xouri can’t have made the fish tank, that their ships are too small…..so if they didn’t make it, who did and just how big would a ship have to be to……”
Doc interrupted. “Lewis, I have no idea as to who. But using the Xouri energy as a basis, it would take a ship the size of our moon to produce enough power to create and maintain a field that size for this long. Now I have to assume the Xouri don’t have another ship that size sitting around or they surely would have come to the other ships aide before now.”
Vince rapped on the table gently and with a slight grin added.
“People, let’s get back to work. If Doc’s right and something that size is keeping that field intact, it sure the hell would whup our asses in a heartbeat, so let’s worry about that when the time comes. Right now all that concerns me is getting rid of that vermin sitting in that ship seventy miles north of here. We can’t get to them until we’re resupplied and they haven’t had any luck getting to us…..” 
Viper arose from his seat and placed both hands on the table and in a serious tone finished with, “…..let’s keep it that way people!”
Vince looked over to his scout and communications officer and broke into a smile.
“Janet, your scouts have done an outstanding job since we began our offensive.”
“Thank you General.” She proudly replied.
“This next week will test your people even more. The Xouri have to know by now they’re surrounded. The attempted random air attacks prove that. Thanks to the early warnings from your group fifty miles from the ship, we’ve been able to move around so the Xouri can’t pinpoint our EMR’s. If they have anything left, I have a hunch it’ll be coming at us soon.”
Colonel Janet Ross smiled at Vince.
“Well General, if it comes out of that ship, my forward scouts will radio back the info and Cobra’s troops and Doc’s EMR’s can wipe them out.”
Vince smiled and said to the group.
“Good enough gang! You can read the packets I handed out. Tara and Cobra came up with a damned good plan to move and stagger our ground forces to meet any of the alien ground forces they might try to sneak out. So until day after tomorrow, study the plans, get them going and get resupplied.”
Vince walked over to the map on the wall. There marked on the map were three black circles and two of them had been scratched off by a huge red “X”. Viper slammed his hand on the un X’ed ship and grasped the map in his fist as it tore off the wall. He held the map at arm’s length and snarled.
“……then as Tara said back at the platform…..”WE DON’T PLAY NICE!!!” With that Vince violently threw the map on the floor and walked out the room to loud applause and cheers.
One by one the officers walked out of the room and without even trying each stepped upon the map. Human revenge was about to rain down upon the Xouri and since crossing the I-10, even those that spoke about making terms with the Xouri had fallen silent. 
Beyond the devastation north of I-10 the resistance could only imagine, but there was no turning back. The alien fighters had destroyed most of the roads and bridges, but the ever resilient mankind managed to push onward to the north and toward the last of the invading ships. 
It was when some of Major Janet Ross’s scouts reported back, that Cobra, Tara and Viper decided to move ahead of the slowly advancing fleet of attack vehicles. After reading the report Vince decided the many convoys of EMR’s, along with their protective vehicles would not move fast enough for him, he had to see firsthand.
Roads had to be patched and a few smaller rivers or creeks had to be spanned and the advance was going well enough as an advance should be going considering the damage. It was the reports from the scouts that caused enough concern that the three had to see for themselves, so on a dark rainy day the three set out on small dirt motorcycles to the northern area of the last Xouri ship that was still a good seventy miles from the advancing human resistance.
The going was slow, but after two days they neared the ship area….
Vince slowed and stopped his cycle near a small grove of trees and dismounted, as did the rest.
“Ok from here on, we go by foot. The ship is about thirty miles or so away and as it sits so damned high in the air, there is a possibility it could see us and start firing. So keep your heads down.”
Cobra looked at his map and nodded.
“Yeah, Viper, here would be good. Just atop that big hill we should see it through our field glasses. On a clear day maybe without field glasses.”
Tara grasped Vince’s hand and smiled. She began to lead him up the hill toward some high brush that seemed to cover the top of the hill and to the left.
“If we’re that close where you want to leave the bikes, then we use cover until we know exactly where the ship is!”
“Think maybe she’s the smartest one of us here Viper.” Cobra chuckled as they neared the top and dropped to their knees in the wet grass.
No sooner had Cobra looked back away from Vince and toward the top of the hill, Tara who was slightly in the lead dropped to her stomach and pulled her love with her. Instinctively Cobra did the same.
“Tara, hon….” Vince asked, but never finished.
Tara motioned for the guys to move sideways until they were directly below the brush, then she began crawling. She crawled into the heavy brush with the guys, keeping them close behind. Tara stopped and slid toward the front of the dense brush growth.
Cobra looked over to Viper and grinned.
“I sure the hell hope she isn’t playing with us Viper or I’ll turn her over my knee and……”
Cobra froze as he looked through the brush Tara had pulled aside. Only a glimpse of what laid behind the hill had sent chills down her spine. Now looking from the top of the hill, the three lay in complete disbelief. 
Everything for at least twenty five miles around the ship had been flattened!
There were no trees, no brush, not a structure could be seen as far as their binoculars could see, was standing. Hills that were plainly marked on the map, no longer existed. There were no craters, no grass, no features of any kind as far as they could see. Now and then, where the wind had blown the dust away a dirty, broken patch of blacktop could be seen.
The Xouri had literally flattened everything as far as their cannons could reach thus creating a twenty five mile wasteland where they could see anyone or thing coming.
Cobra using his gear did some quick figuring.
“Damn Vince they learned fast. They created a perimeter five miles wider that our EMR’s can reach. Christ and look at all that loose dirt and debris, anything we send would sink into that crap and Good God, if it rains……”
Cobra didn’t have to finish, Tara and Vince could see. When the Xouri created this open area, the dust, dirt and debris fell covering everything in what appeared to be several feet of loose soil, ash and dust.
Vince rolled over on his back and looked at the other two.
“A least two feet of loose soil guys. Man I hate to think how many deep craters could be covered over.”
Tara looked at her love and laid her head on his chest.
“Baby, we saw the ship we just destroyed blow a hole nearly fifty feet deep, if a tank slid into one of those that had been filled with that soil, they’d sink right out of sight. I don’t see how we can go any further….” She grinned at Vince, then winked, “….glad I don’t have to figure out how to get to that ship from here.”
Cobra, who was on the other side of Vince, chuckled and laid his head on Vince’s chest as Tara clasped both hands over her mouth to stifle her laughing. In Ray’s deep booming voice he uttered.
“Oh baby, I’m so glad I don’t have to either. Why I’d just be so….” He couldn’t keep from laughing and roared with laughter as he too covered his mouth with his hands.
Tears of mirth filled their eyes, but it was Cobra that quickly stopped laughing as his friend and leader replied.
“Yeah, fine, you two laugh it up all you want. As a commander Cobra, I’m putting you in charge of figuring out a plan of attack. Vince winked at Ray as he got to his knees and crept a bit deeper into the tall brush so he could get a better look.
Before long the brief comical relief to relieve tension vanished and the three sat in their damp, well hidden spots, looking out, taking notes and doing mental planning. 
All thee knew this was going to be a nightmare, but the Xouri problem had to be dealt with. The only thing they could see in their favor was the high hill they were on. The hilly rise extended all the way to where the expressway had been. The many convoys could leave the expressway several miles back behind them and more to the west along several small dirt roads they could see. Once amassed over a line and covered by several more hills to the west, they should be safe until the attack plan was implemented. It was as if nature had drawn a line from east to west for the resistance to form behind safely.
Slowly the three slid back down the hill and headed for the cycles as Vince muttered loud enough for the other two to hear.
“Well great, it’ll be at least another week for everyone to amass behind these hills. Doc said he had a hunch in Earth’s atmosphere, the Xouri big weapons would have a limited range, let’s hope that was right and what we saw was the limits. Plus we should be right at the max range even if they do shoot. The beams should go right over our heads and into space behind us as the Earth curves. Remember they can’t bend a laser in the air any more than we can, so it will go straight to its maximum range.”
Cobra chuckled, “Ok so what we saw is the limit that ended about a mile from the hills we were on. How are we gonna make sure? Don’t know about you boss, but it would ruin my day if I was on that hill we just left and was hit by one of those crater making cannons of theirs.”
Vince sat on his cycle, looked at Cobra for a second, then muttered.
“They know we’re coming from this direction…….” He started up his cycle and kicked it into gear, “…..let’s just see!” 
Without a warning Vince shot up the hill and blasted over the crest. Cobra and Tara let their cycles drop to the ground and ran up the hill once more and stared down the other side as Vince roared back and forth at the bottom that was a mile from the end of the alien blast zone.
Back and forth he rode, spinning his tires in the wet grass as he sent up huge clods of dirt.
Cobra looked over to Tara and frowned.
“You know Tara, that boyfriend of yours sure scares the hell out of me sometimes.”
“I trust Vince Ray. Doc was pretty sure about the limited range.” Tara shouted down to Vince, “You show them up baby!!”
Cobra frowned again.”Tara, I meant the Xouri may have just cleared an area big enough to see us before we could use the EMR’s, that don’t mean they couldn’t hit anything for another five miles if they wanted.”
Tara stopped watching Vince and stared at Cobra. It finally hit her exactly what Cobra meant. Tara’s head snapped around as she placed both hands to her mouth and screamed at Vince.
“Vince God dammit! Get your ass right on back here….NOW!!!”
But Vince couldn’t hear. There was that dreaded prickly feeling in the air and the hair on their arms stood on end. There was a bright flash from the direction of the Xouri ship. Before anyone could blink let alone act, the ground erupted at the edge of destruction zone. A huge beam raked the area near Vince, sending dirt flying fast and hard enough to hit Vince and the side of the hill with clods of hard soil. But the beam was barely touching the ground and as the three watched, it left the ground in a straight line and sailed over Vince’s head and off south out of sight.
Back and forth Vince rode and again and again they Xouri fired with the same result. Finally sure they were sure the Xouri couldn’t fire any further than the edge of the zone, Vince rode up the hill and held his middle finger high in the air. Once again the Xouri fired to no avail and Vince relaxed on the seat of his cycle as Tara and Cobra ran over to him.
Vince looked at the running pair and shouted. 
“Well that answers that, we won’t be able to erect any radio towers, but the Xouri’s big guns hit the curvature of the Earth at the edge of this zone and from there just go straight out into space like Doc said they would. We can bring the troops and gear to the hills safely.”
Cobra who was a bit faster than Tara got to Vince first.
“Damn Viper, You are one crazy mother fu…..”
Tara shot past Cobra and nailed Vince on the arm so hard she almost caused him to tip over on the bike.
“Christ Tara, I had to know how far they could…..”
Tara nailed Vince again, but this time harder.
“You bastard!” There were tears in her eyes as she walked up the hill toward her cycle.
Vince rode up the hill and as Tara reached the top, then he quickly hurried down the hill to where Cobra stood, he looked at Cobra.
“Christ all mighty Cobra, we had to know.” Vince was still trying to rub the pain from his arm.
Cobra looked away from the approaching Tara, then back over to Vince.
“So you say, I’m convinced, Vince……” Cobra laughed and started down the hill as he yelled back over his shoulder, “….now all you have to do is convince her!”
Vince hung his head and sighed, “Crap!”
 
After carefully picking their way around gaping craters, back to the convoys, Viper’s command staff mulled over the latest Xouri problem. Mean time the time the EMR’s had moved around the destruction to encircle the last huge Xouri ship, yet staying a few miles back from the edge of what was now known as the “zone”. It was too far for the EMR’s to be effective the alien ship smugly sat knowing full well they had a good five mile change to hit the approaching resistance army, before the humans could fire on them. A stand still had taken hold to the dismay of the humans.
Vince knew once the Xouri saw them coming, they could blast vast craters in the EMR’s path basically creating a vast system of motes. The EMR’s would have to retreat by backing up, because if they turned, they would be vulnerable to the Xouri weapons. Vince was stuck!
Viper paced the floor in front of the conference table in his command trailer.
“Well shit people, I’m completely out of ideas. The Xouri can hit us well before we can fire the EMR’s and anything else we send in will be at their mercy without the EMR’s to neutralize their weapons.
The damned blast area filled the entire zone around their ship with deep soft dirt and debris that will make any advance go way to slowly and with the EMR’s only being able to fire steadily for a max of five hours now……”
Doc interrupted Vince with a bit more bad news.
“Vince, you’d better make that two and a half hours. After the last attack on the southern Xouri ship, my crew and I went over everything. Seriously I don’t think three is a possibility anymore and two and a half might be pressing it. We burned them way too hot and now, firing them any longer, I hate to think what could happen.”
“Well that pretty much makes it clear we limit the EMR’s to a maximum of two hours…..” Vince looked at Doc and he nodded affirmative.
“……so limited firing, no plan, the Xouri sit up there in their ship…..” Vince stopped pacing, turned to look at the gathering and added, “…..it sucks to be me right about now.”
There was quiet laughter, but all new things didn’t look very promising. Any delays could allow the Xouri time to make some sort of counter offensive. Hurrying any attack on the Xouri could mean a setback of years for the humans, especially if they lost some….or all of the EMR’s due to hasty decisions. 
All chuckled, yet agreed things at the moment really sucked.
It was about then Vince looked over to Tara, who in turn had a strange look on her face. One that Vince had seen before.
“Ok honey, out with it. I know something is on your mind.”
“It could be nothing baby…..” she replied.
“Tara, you want me to make it an order?” Vince added in a teasing tone.
“Ok General Baby…..” The room laughed as Tara winked. “…..you remember when I told you about growing up? How I used to ride on my daddy’s lap while he drove the big Tractors and Caterpillars and road graders?”
“Well yeah baby, but what’s that got to do with this problem. We still can’t build a road fast enough and move the EMR’s up from all directions. We’d have to build a road fifty feet wide to cover all the logistics and as many roads as there are EMR’s..” 
Tara grinned, then winked at Doc.
“Remember when Doc was telling us too much power could cause the EMR to overload and send a EMP big enough to wipe out every bit of our electronics for miles around?”
Vince smiled warmly back at the woman he loved so much.
“I’d toyed with that idea, remember last night just before we…..” Vince looked sheepishly around and cleared his throat, “….ah, well I said we could have used that, or at least tried, it if we had any helicopters big enough to carry that large of a load, but…”
Tara crossed her arms, frowned at Vince and leaned back in her chair.
“Baby sir! If you’ll let me finish.” Again more chuckles as Vince slowly sat in his chair at the head of the conference table and embarrassed as he was smiled and waved for his love to finish.
Tara stood and walked over to the marker board and uncapped a black marker. On the board she drew a top down view of the two semi trailers, one in front of the other.
“Look, we have to use two trailers for the EMR’s. One for the unit and one for the generator to feed the EMR unit.
Now suppose we take the two trailers, not with the cabs, just the flatbed trailers and weld them together, you know, end to end. Now then Doc if we extended the area behind the trailers by another six feet, couldn’t we add one more generator?”
Doc looked at the new drawing where both trailers were end to end, thought for a second, then replied, “Seven, it would take seven more feet, but why Tara. I get the overload EMP, but we’d have to get damned near under the Xouri ship for it to completely disable it.”
Tara looked like the Cheshire cat with her smile from ear to ear.
“Well now that’s cleared up. Let’s say we put the trailers together, we add the six….er, seven feet and add another generator to the mix. We now have the power for the massive EMP of alien energy that Doc said would happen.” Tara paced a second, then turned toward the table of officers.
“That big Caterpillar we use yo fill the Xouri blast craters, if we create some sort of way for it to tow the trailers, we could charge the ship within the EMR overload time frame and set them to a massive overload. ”
Vince got up and walked over to the smiling Tara and gently pulled her out of the chair and kissed her. After a quick hug, Vince looked over to Doc.
“Well Doc?”
Doc who had been thinking all the time just grinned.
“Could be done, assuming we could get to the ship in time. The EMR will overhead faster because we’d have to fire it all the way to protect this contraption of Tara’s. Once there the other generator could be kicked in and within, oh maybe a minute, maybe two….BANG!! The EMR explodes, an EMP is created and anything within oh…..ten….fifteen miles will have any kind of electronics burned out. That Xouri energy is some potent shit, but that EMP will take it out completely….well with the exception of their small arms.”
Everyone was laughing, then Doc winced a bit and gave everyone a sheepish grin.
“Oops, I meant, potent stuff.” There was more laughter, until…..
“AHEM!....HEY!” All eyes turned to Cobra.
“Ok Tara, your idea is a great idea, but people we’re forgetting one important thing. What about the damned craters? Remember we can’t see them because of all the loose dirt. If the rig ran into one of them, then we lose one EMR and two generators.”
The celebrations stopped and all sat back down. They had a working plan and now it had hit a road block. Fortunately the road block began to crumble when Major Ross slowly stood and all eyes moved to her.
“Listen guys, we’re going to begin firing the EMR before we enter the destruction zone right? Well why can’t we send out one of the tracked construction vehicles that we’ve been using for removing debris from the roads? If we could attach a long pole to the movable arm, it could probe the ground in front of the rig. Better yet, we could use two of them so we could move faster. If we use the older backhoes, they won’t be affected by the EMR’s because they’re lower and if they stay close enough, the EMR will fire over them, yet still be protected from the Xouri beams.”
Viper leapt to his feet and beamed at the Major. He walked over and gave her a gently kiss on the cheek.
“Thank you Jan, you and Tara have just come up with a plan that might just work. Doc do you think we could move fast enough to do it?”
Doc just sat there. “Nope, far too long to cross that much ground before we burn out the EMR.” There was dead silence in the room.
“Now however if we use one EMR and Janet’s plan to move the new rig at six miles into the zone, then used the a smaller caterpillar to pull the second rig up to the first, staying in the tracks of the first bigger rig. We then fire the second rig that beam should be more than enough to cover the first rig to the ship.”
Vince walked toward Doc, but Doc threw up his hands and protested.
“Whoa, Vince. I don’t want ya to kiss me!” The room laughed again.
Viper slapped Doc on the back of his head as he walked by to the marker board. More laughter ensued. 
Vince drew the alien ship, then the zone in which it sat. 
“Ok, the first rig, the double one, moves directly toward the ship. We have enough cats, so as the big rig moves forward first, towed by a smaller cat, the next follows a mile behind. A mile behind that EMR another EMR will follow. Sort of a back up, back up.” Vince grinned.
“As the double moves to the seven mile marker, it will wait for the first single to arrive and pull off to one side. The single will fire at the Xouri ship allowing the double to cease fire and cool down as it proceeds. The second single EMR will move up to the first and fire, so the first can cool down and they can alternate firing every hour and a half until the double gets to the ship, we can send some tracked vehicles to escort the double just in case there are any Xouri ground forces in the area and the double can always fire up should any fighters come from the other side as we can’t cover all sides of the ship from where we’ll be with the single units.”
Cobra added to the plan.
“Sounds good Viper, so how about once the double gets within say thirty minutes from the ship it fires at it? That’ll give it time to heat up good and still keep most of the Xouri fighters neutralized as well as their guns.”
Viper nodded, “That’ll do it people. Damn! We have a plan, now let’s get it done. Everyone know what they have to do……” Vince looked over to Doc, “…..how long Doc?”
Doc scratched his head and scrunched up his face.
“Four days Vince. The cats are already here……ah, yeah, four days.”
Viper looked over to the white marker board and the black scribbling on it as the room cleared. Tara walked over to Vince and put her arm around him and laid her head on his arm.
“Thanks for using Jan’s plan baby, it can be her last hurrah.”
Vince sadly nodded. “Christ all the fighting, the war, the destruction and the killing. We tend to forget the everyday things…..like cancer.”
Tara sighed sadly, “She’s so brave. No one knows but you Doc and I, Vince, maybe we should let the others know….” Tara fell silent as she felt Vince hug her gently.
“No honey, she asked us not to say anything until it becomes obvious. She didn’t want it get back to her troops.”
Vince looked out the small window in his mobile command trailer and sighed.
“Look at her standing there talking to Doc, just like nothing is wrong with her…….Christ it just isn’t fair is it?”
With a tear in her eye Tara just smiled weakly.
“She’s one hell of a woman.”
Vince gently kissed Tara on her head.
“That she is.”
Doc watched as Janet walked away to go make preparations, then turned and walked back into the trailer. He looked at the two, then slowly muttered….
“You two know don’t you?”
Vince smiled weakly, “Yeah.”
Doc grinned, “That’s one hell of a woman. All this and never a whimper of her personal problems.”
Vince smiled and the three began to leave as Tara whispered proudly.
“And she’ll do her job to the fullest and if she has any reason to think she can’t, she’ll pull herself off and let someone else do it.”
The three watched as Janet spoke to her people and smiled. She truly was amazing.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 


Chapter 18.
 
Everyone held their breaths as the tracked vehicle moved forward out of the dusty grass into the desolate zone of destruction that encircled the alien space ship. With a single EMR firing steadily in the direction of the Xouri ship, blasts could be seen coming from the direction of the ship and vanishing as they hit the EMR coverage.
Slowly the arm of the escort backhoe swung around pushing into the deep soil, then moving until it found soil only a few inches deep, it moved forward ever probing. Once it had moved fifty feet or so the huge cat fired up and began to pull the double length trailer along the path the arm had provided and marked with small flags. All watched as the vehicles slowly moved along knowing they would be safe from the alien blasts.
Several armed vehicles pulled out and moved along the narrow road the arm was marking. One of the armed trucks that was too far out from the path, slid sideways and buried itself frame deep into the loose soil as the others moved away. Soon it was pulled out of the soft soil and it hurried to follow, this time it stayed on the path. Men on either side of the backhoe, walked along and marked the path with small red flags where the machine had tested the road ahead.
Onward they watched until the convoy was out of site, then it was a matter of sitting around listening to the radio traffic announcing their progress. 
As the out of site convoy pressed onward news came the second EMR was set up and the double length was advancing further. Several hours later the third EMR had reached the first check point and set up and it was then Vince decided to send it to a point ten mile ahead and set up there, while the second EMR protected both of the advancing rigs. By hopping the rigs radio communications were kept clear and by the time the second rig moved forward to the fifteen mile mark Viper had radio trucks with signal boosters every five miles and whenever the double, driven by Major Ross, reported, her message was clear and instantaneous. 
A long ten hours passed and considering they had started at dawn, it was becoming a long day. As luck would have it, the probe in front of the double found the Xouri blasts did not destroy the paved road, but merely covered it in several inches of loose dirt blasted by the other blasts and the Xouri apparently never fired on areas where it was hidden by the falling dirt. This led Viper to wonder, another Xouri foul up? This worried Vince, it could be the enemy wanted the attack to come from the road.
Vince looked around somewhat puzzled, he shouted out to those around him.
“Hey people, where’s Doc? Can’t be anything that important so he’s not here with us.” He grinned, “Hell this was part his idea.” Vince’s gaze stopped at Tara who’s long face made him take pause.
“Tara?...... honey?”
“Baby, Doc went with the double. This is a onetime shot and he wanted to make sure all went well.” Tara replied almost in tears.
“GOD DAMN IT!!!” Vince roared, “You know this is a suicide mission Tara. Who the hell let him go, I wouldn’t!”
Tara grasped her loves arm and looked tearfully into his eyes.
“I did baby.” Her voice trembled not in fear of what Vince would say, but in sorrow. “Baby, we all knew you wouldn’t let him so…”
“WE?” Vince asked with raised voice.
“I knew as well boss.” Cobra spoke loud and clear. “Viper, we’ve been friends for a few years now. Not as long as you and Doc, but I know you as well as he does. Jan volunteered because she had stage four cancer…..” Cobra smiled, “…..not that she wouldn’t have if she was fine. She knows those big cats like the back of her hand and was raised running them, but we all know no one knows the EMR’s better than Doc.”
  “But someone……” Tara gently squeezed Vince’s arm and he let her finish.
“Baby, Doc told us the EMR’s all have safety’s on them. Two minutes from overload they’ll pop a safety button on the side of the EMR control panel, that has to be reset. Every thirty seconds after resetting it will pop again, so it has to be reset every time it pops.”
Vince’s head was reeling now as frustration began to set in. His mind raced.
“Well why couldn’t he just……”
Cobra gripped his friends other arm and looked at him sadly.
“Viper……Vince, if the button was held in, the entire unit shuts down due to a fusible link that’s an internally designed backup shut down. The button has to be reset every thirty seconds for the last two minutes for the EMR to overload to a point of exploding. Jan’s driving, Doc will start the second generator and press the safety reset when it’s time. Doc said it would have taken a week or so to pull the EMR apart and replace the fusible link so it wouldn’t burn out and allow the EMR to blow.”
Vince couldn’t stand any longer and almost fell back into the small folding chair near the radio. For the first time in a long time, he had no idea what to do……or say as the radio crackled over the speaker that had been set up.
Jan’s soft voice was actually gleeful.
“Command, we’re within a few miles of the Xouri ship. I can see the road and it’s not even dirty. Damned if it isn’t a straight shot right in under that fucking ship!” She giggled gleefully knowing the plan would work.
“Major you might want to watch what you say!” A straight laced Colonel commented on the open mike there at command.  
Over there was a giggle and the sound of the huge Caterpillar clanking along.
“I’m sorry Colonel, It’s a straight shot right in under those BASTARD’s fucking ship!” There was another giggle, then, “You can court marshal me when I get back.”
The Colonel looked at the ground, “I’m sorry Major, I….”
There was an obvious open mike as clanking could be heard, then after several seconds Jan’s soft voice added, “General Mason, I’ve asked Tara to put a letter on your desk back in your trailer. If this works and any of you get to the outside……” There was a long pause, “…….would you look up my family and give them my letter? And if we succeed, tell them I thought of them just before…….”
Vince leaned to the mike and in a solemn tone spoke.
“I will Jan and I’ll tell them how we all respected you and cared for you so much….I respect you and always have Major, I’m sure they’ll be so proud of you. You are a fine soldier and a wonderful person.”
The mike keyed at the other end, static and clanking could be heard, then silence. They all knew Jan was brave, but this had touched her soul. She so admired Viper and now he had said how much he respected her, it had choked her up.
“Command, Major Ross here, ten minutes to ‘Last Tango’. Shutting radio down, won’t hear from me again unless there’s a problem……..Farewell.”
The radio went dead.
Everyone on the hilltop looked at each other. They hoped Jan and Doc would succeed, they all hoped for failure so they would live, but they knew this was the way it had to be…..like it or not.
Minutes dragged by. There was overlapping chatter as the rest of the convoy’s trucks moved back. Jan had pulled the EMR right up to the Xouri doorstep, which meant everything the ship had, was temporarily rendered useless by the EMR’s and soon completely fried by the upcoming EMP blast. The backup EMR’s covered the escort trucks retreat.
There were shouts asking if they were far enough away. Shouts of get back and shouts of words spoken so fast no one could understand, but all knew the trucks were in full retreat as ordered.
The minutes ticked by slowly, then over the radio there was one clear, non-panicked voice.
“That was it? That is all there was? Did it fail?”
The late afternoon haze had set in and it was impossible to see the two hundred foot high Xouri ship, even with the best binoculars. Vince grabbed the mike and shouted.
“Someone tell me what the hell is happening!”
There was dead silence for almost a minute and just as Vince reached for the mike again, there was a crackle and a familiar voice.
“That’s was it guys. Just a small explosion when the EMR went, but the EMP probably covered a good ten miles or so. Hell took out half of the trucks electrical systems that didn’t make it this far.”
“DOC? DOC!!” Vince shouted in the mike.
A voice that sounded happy and disappointed at the same time replied back.
“Yeah, Vince it’s me. Jan aimed the cat down the road at the ship once the road got straight and locked down the gas somehow. She climbed back over the hitch and helped me start the second generator. We waited until the overload popped the first time, she pressed it and asked if that was all there was to it.
Damn Vince I without thinking said that was it and she pushed me off the goddamned trailer and damned if there wasn’t a truck there to fetch me. A guy got out and before I could gather my senses, we were heading back away from the trailer at a high rate of speed. Dammit Vince she had that truck driver hang around and wait for me.”
Doc’s voice got soft and sad.
“Vince Jan saved my life.” There was a moment of silence, then, “We only got a couple of miles away when the EMR exploded, this truck and a few others had shielding from the EMR. Those that didn’t died instantly along with all their radios and since I’ve been talking with you, well we turned around and headed back toward the ship.”
Vince spoke slowly and softly.
“Doc be careful.”
There was a loud laugh and over the mike more laughing could be heard. It was when Viper asked what was so funny Doc’s reply came back. Everyone could hear Doc shushing everyone in the truck.
“Vince, we’ve been driving back and forth only a few miles from the Xouri ship. Hell they can’t even move their guns. Nothing’s moving……damn, I think the entire ship’s electronics are completely dead. Even the power units and converters, there is no coloring around the output ports…….Vince the ship is dead!”
There were cheers over the radio and all along the line of troops that had been listening over their radios. More cheers ensued as the messages got relayed to those that could hear the broadcast. 
But it was Vince that broke the elation.
“Doc you’d better get out of there just in case they figured out a way to drop some troops to the ground. Even if they can’t, then we have to put the second part into action before they can fix anything.” Vince shouted over the mike. “ALL UNITS RETURN TO BASE, PREPARE FOR PLAN DELTA SHOT!”
Doc shouted back over the radio, “Belay that order! Vince, we still have the gun trucks. One by one we’re getting them started again. Give me a half hour and we’ll have them all running or in tow.”
Viper grinned, “Ok Doc a half hour. After that anything not running, abandon, get the crews and return to base.”
Within an hour all units had pulled back to twenty miles from the Xouri ship and the trucks picked up the crews and everyone was safely behind the line of hills Viper had chosen for his line of attack. He looked at Tara, Cobra and Doc who had just joined them. He looked around to his command staff, who in turn were looking at him with questioning glances. They were ready and so was Vince, but there had been no discussion of what was to happen once the Xouri ship was disabled. Viper looked at Cobra and gave a slight grin.
“On my command…. Commence Operation Delta Shot…….NOW!” 
Doc looked over to Tara and grinned, “Well maybe now we’ll see what Vince and Cobra had up their sleeves.” Both chuckled and looked over to Cobra and Viper standing there looking south.
Vince turned and smiled at the two, “Ok guess we don’t have to worry about anyone being captured at this point of the game.” Viper turned to Cobra, “Your baby Ray, tell them.”
Cobra’s booming deep voice as always, was impressive, but the pride made it that much more so. It was obvious he and Viper had something going on and now, finally, they would find out.
“Back when Viper and I split up, we sent all our guys scattering throughout the state to form companies of troops, to train and scrounge any weapons we could find.
Well I headed back down towards Detroit near where I grew up. Oh, I guess it was about two months of recruiting when one of the women that came to enlist told me her brother who was in the reserves was at a top secret arms depot west of where we were. They had come from a place near there and she told us it was still there and secured. I and a few men and this woman, found a Major, two soldiers and one Coast Guardsman along with three civilians guarding these huge underground arms bunkers.”
“I know that Cobra, that’s where we got most of the weapons we’re using now.” Tara giggled, “That’s old news.”
Cobra winked at his boss and continued.
“What you don’t know is something only Viper, the Major and myself knew, one of those underground bunkers had four, low yield, nuclear Tomahawk missiles in it. One had defective guidance in it, but the Major knew how to arm and fire the other three. All we needed was a way to deliver them.” He looked over to Viper to continue.
“Once Ray told me, we decided to keep the Major and his men there where he was safe from the Xouri, it was a very well hidden series of underground bunkers. I sent one of my new guys who was an aircraft mechanic down to Ray and he set out to find a workable aircraft.”
Tara looked at Vince, “I thought you said there were no more working jets after we lost the few we had back at the battle of….”
Vince winked at his girl and with a sly smile added, “Didn’t say jet, or even plane honey. Jack found a bunch of helicopters. Most were damaged but after almost a year, he managed to get one working by scrounging parts off of others. In the mean time Cobra found a chopper pilot on the west side of the state and boy did we keep him a secret.”
Cobra roared with laughter.
“Damned straight we did. I got him to the chopper and we all flew back to the arms depot and hid it in an old burned out hanger nearby. Over the next few months, the pilot trained a few more to fly it just in case something happened to him and the mechanic trained some others to help with the maintenance. 
During that time they figured out a way to launch the Tomahawks from it…..one at a time that is. They can fire a missile, then land, load on another missile onto the makeshift launcher they made and installed on the chopper, then take off and fire again. The firing time between missiles only depends on how far the chopper has to fly. We moved the chopper and missiles northward and hid them in the woods not far from here…… ” Viper grinned, “…..about seven minutes as the missile flies. By the time we see it, the chopper will have landed and been reloaded with another missile.”
Doc grinned, “So that’s why we’re all looking south and waitin……”
It was about that time when a speck appeared in the distance, not much over the distant tree tops. The spot grew as it neared and all eyes turned back to look at the unshielded Xouri ship sitting in the distance as the haze cleared and the sun lit the useless Xouri ship.
Vince continued to comment as the missile soared overhead and gained altitude slightly.
“We programmed it to fly over the top of the Xouri ship and detonate. The major said the small nuclear blast should at least blow a huge hole in the center of it, or at best drive that damned thing right into the ground, split it open and fry everything inside.”
The missile kept flying higher until it was a good three hundred feet in the air. The missile leveled out and headed toward the Xouri ship. All eyes stared at the dark splinter shaped object as it zeroed in on its prey, its smoking exhaust trail billowing out behind……..then……
The missile vanished! No boom, no explosion of any kind, not even a sound and not one piece of falling debris could be seen. It just vanished into thin air!  
Doc looked over to Vince and frowned.
“Well that was impressive……. Impossible mind you, but impressive.”
Vince turned to Cobra who was still staring at where the missiles exhaust trail ended.
“Tell me I didn’t see what I just saw. Tell me Janet, didn’t die for nothing.”
“No Ray, there’s going to be a fucking nuclear explosion if I have to throw the last one on my back and carry it under the ship and light the fucking match itself!” Viper shouted for the second missile to be fired and within six minutes another dark spot loomed in the southern sky. It too soared as the first and it too vanished into thin air.
Doc muttered, “I watched, nothing came from the Xouri ship. What the hell is going on?”
Viper shouted into the radio’s mike for the third missile to be brought to their staging area and not to fire it. Orders were given to the pilot to carefully land and the missile would be taken off and put on one of the flatbed trucks used to carry the larger earth movers. He turned and looked at Doc.
“Can it be detonated from the bed of a flat bed truck by remote control?”
“Sure Vince, I can rig something up within a few minute from what’s on the chopper.” replied Doc, still not sure about all of Vince’s plan.
“Vince, baby, there’s no way in hell I’m letting you set off the nuke.” Tara shouted at her love.
Vince just smiled, “Relax honey, Cobra and I along with a few others can drive it right under the ship and set it off be remote……uhh….can’t we Doc?”
Doc grinned at his long time friend and leader of the resistance.
“Yes we can Vince.” He looked at Tara and smiled a reassuring smile at her.
“And we will be far enough away to avoid hurting us in any way.”
“Good, then let’s get started.” Viper shouted, “Let’s give those alien bastards a taste of……”
Doc looked a bit worried, “But what if this happens while you’re on…..” he stopped once he saw the look on Tara’s face.
“One way or the other I’m going to get to that damned ship and blow the fuc….”
“That won’t be necessary.” A voice came from behind. It was clear and completely unemotional, yet firm and resolute. All the command staff on the hill turned to look in the direction of the voice……There was nothing there!
Everyone looked around, then at each other. Vince frowned and put the mike to his lips.
“Is someone using a loud speaker? Anyone? We heard something up here. Whoever it was speak up.” There was no reply.
Cobra shrugged his shoulders and grinned, “Hell Viper maybe we’re all hearing things. Maybe we should just get this over and…..”
Vince held out his hand and everyone became quiet. They all listened and there was nothing, so Vince just grinned sheepishly and turned to the rest.
“Hell guys, you got me. Let’s get that missile up here and……”
“That won’t be necessary. We will stop you again as we did before.”
Everyone froze and looked around and they were the only ones on top of the hill. There was nothing else to make sound, no speakers loud enough to sound like that and none of them had said a word.
There was dead silence. No one dared to speak and only the sounds of the summers breezes could be heard. Again there was just silence and there was still nothing or no one there on that hill but them!
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 



Chapter 19.
 
“Nothing?....Who?” Doc sputtered, “But I distinctly heard….”
Tara grabbed Vince’s arm so hard she nearly pulled him over, he turned as well as the others to see Tara staring upward.
There towering above them over thirty feet in the air was an image that was well over twenty feet tall and fifteen feet wide. Those on the ground looked at each other, than back at this holographic image that towered before them. It was an image of a being from the waist up. It looked humanoid, yet there was something strange about the appearance.
“We are Ettii and we cannot allow you to destroy those last survivors of the Xouri race. They showed hostility out of fear of becoming extinct. Their planet was destroyed and the only remaining survivors gathered all their ships and set out to flee their part of their galaxy. They had only been using  intergalactic travel for a few centuries and had fought a war with another race in their sector for just about as long. Fearing the race that destroyed their planet would find them, they tried going to another nebula when they couldn’t find a planet suitable for them to colonize in their own galaxy.
It was between nebulae where we found them. 
Our race does not involve ourselves in other civilizations as it is our most sacred law, but we as a collective mind, decided as they were the last of their kind, we would help them out in the least interfering way. We created a wormhole to the next nebula and sent them to a point just outside of a solar system of a race we had been studying for the past few millennia. We knew the Gneria would help them as they were a peaceful race that had never had a war in all of their history and thus had several planets already colonized. They were a good century ahead of the Xouri and could teach them and perhaps show them a world they could colonize.”
Doc stepped forward, “Did you say you created a wormhole?”
“Of course, our race has the technology to do things beyond your imagination, human. We Ettii had traveled throughout space for the last one hundred and sixty million of your years. We have created vast power fields, wormholes and other things your mind wouldn’t believe. Still I shall tell you of a few things we are doing right at this moment that should be of interest.
First we maintain the shield around this state you call Michigan. Once we made ourselves known, we are  broadcasting what we say here all over your planet. Every city can see the images as we speak, hear what we say and those outside of cities can hear because we are broadcasting through every device that has a picture or speaker.”
Doc was stunned and glanced over to Vince who just shrugged.
“That must require a vast amount of power.”
The Ettii almost looked as if it was showing off and with a smug grin, it’s answer was a simple…… “BEHOLD!”
There was a feeling of wind where there was none and a strange tingle. All eyes moved upward higher than where the hologram was.
Several miles above the Earth, there was a sort of a blur. Within the blur strange lines appeared that sparked. The jagged lines began widening to reveal a flat black object underneath. Jagged circles of various sizes widened to meet other circles and they in turn became even bigger, until there was one monstrous black ovoid shape that Vince guessed to be slightly over one thousand miles long and a good six hundred miles at its widest point. The height no one could see from their angle.
There were gasps and shouts from the humans, some of the troops fled in terror, but the command staff stood their ground. There was a loud throbbing sound that was felt more than heard, it was as if something was shaking their insides, then the throbbing eased. From the black object there was not one light and once the invisibility cloak was lifted the Earth beneath grew dark as the ominous ship blocked the sun light southward beyond where the resistance stood.
“Behold our ship Earthman, within lies the power of stars!”
Vince stepped forward and looked up at the huge image.
“We understand your race is the Ettii, but what are you called?”
“We are of one and have no names as your primitive race does. This image you see before you is what we were back before we evolved into who we are today. 
Our ship provides us with what we need. Mechanicals repair what becomes old and worn out. Our bodies are now mere shells used to house our intellect. We are Ettii, we are as evolved as a race can get, we do not interfere, we watch, we learn and we store all the knowledge we learn.”
Vince took another step toward the image and the image actually lowered so it was near level with the high hill Vince and the others were on.
“You were telling us of the Xouri and….”
The Gneria welcomed the Xouri and for the next few decades the Xouri helped the Gneria build their fleet of advanced intergalactic ships, five in all. The Gneria  allowed the Xouri to stay on the side of the planet where the ships were being built and told them they could build cities once the ships left on the expedition to other galaxies. That that planet would then be theirs, with all the plentiful, natural resources it held. 
The Xouri helped install, but not build the ships, they never quite understood the technology behind the ships, you see the Gneria were much more advanced than the Xouri.
When the ships had been completed, the Xouri stormed the ships killing the skeleton crews and launched them. During the take off, the Xouri flew along the planet’s surface and found the wake of the pulse drives killed most animal life that was hit by the pulse waves of the engines.
Once in space, to make sure the Gneria didn’t build more ships and follow, they fired the main ships weapon and destroyed the Gneria world where the ships were build and all the building structures were on. It would take the Gneria thirty years before they could build another ship and by then the Xouri trail would grow cold and couldn’t be followed.
Their first stop was a galaxy about to be swallowed by a black hole. Their second was on the edge of your galaxy, the Milky Way as you refer to it. Their leader at the time ordered the planet killer weapon to be fired once more to make sure they knew how to fire and aim it. All this technology had never been thoroughly understood and the Gneria never trained them as it was never intended for the Xouri to accompany the Gneria. What they knew was more or less what they had learned by watching or occasionally assisting in the testing of various components.
The problem was they loaded the massive rail gun with the magnetic anti-matter capsule backward and with the polarity reversed the main ship exploded taking the nearest ship with it and damaging the rest. They had to land quickly and hopefully repair their ships. Your Earth was the nearest solar system and the Xouri had missed detecting it. So we created another wormhole to your solar system. They must have remembered the last wormhole they used saved them, so they took the one we created for them and took it and arriving at your planet.”
“And you just let them land?” Vince commented in such a way it was almost a statement, then a question. 
“They were the last of their race and once they landed we sealed off your state so they would have room to work and your people within the shield could have plenty of room to stay out of their way. The shield also kept the rest of your species from attacking them while they made repairs. Unfortunately the damage was too great for their abilities to fix. We never imagined they would begin taking your people as slaves. But we had succeeded in keeping our selves undetected, thus we maintained our non-interference to the two wormholes.”
Vince shook his head slowly and Tara moved up to her love. “Baby, don’t! I’ve seen that look before and you don’t want to piss off a race that has a ship that big.”
With Tara still tugging on his arm Vince took another few steps forward and snarled.
“YOU FUCKIN’ NON INTERFERING BASTARDS YOU……My God, you think of yourselves as such a noble, intelligent race, when you are no smarter than we. You might be more advanced in technology, but it would appear you never got rid of the ability to blow smoke up your own asses!”
Tara plopped her head onto Vince’s shoulder in despair.
“Or not…..hell why listen to me, I’m only trying to keep you from being blasted out of existence by pissed off aliens!.”
The image was silent as Vince looked at Tara, then back to the hologram.
“Oh, this great race wouldn’t kill me, hell, they don’t get involved or interfere and killing me would involve them.”
“No, we Ettii will not kill another being. That was the reason we allowed the Xouri to use a wormhole. To ignore them, would be to kill them. Why do you talk to us with such distain?”
“Yeah! Big hairy deal, killing them would make you murderers. What about all the Gneria that died at the hands of the Xouri. What about all the humans that died because of the Xouri? You brought them here, you brought them to the Gneria, so everyone that died is your responsibility, it’s your hands that drip with their blood. You killed the Gneria, you killed every human that died, for if you would have left the Xouri to perish in space…..”
Tara gasped, “My God, you’re right Vince.” Tara looked at the hologram. “My God how many lives have you destroyed, millions, billions? How many futures has your kind changed due to your helping the Xouri?”
Again the image was silent. After the longest pause the image moved and looked at Vince.
“We will open the shield to allow your people to leave, but not to allow any of your people to enter. We cannot harm the Xouri, and we will not allow you to blow them up with your missiles.”
Vince looked around to the area where the chopper had landed.
“Cobra take the missile off the chopper and put it on that flat bed trailer. We aren’t leaving that missile here.”
Ray’s jaw dropped. “Boss, no!”
“Do as I instructed Cobra….Ray….please.”
Cobra’s head slumped his deep booming voice no longer strong.
“Ok General, as you ordered.” Cobra walked down the hill and gave the orders and before long the missile was tied down on the flatbed semi.
“Baby I can’t believe you’re going to let them take our state, our home, our….” Tara was abruptly cut off by Vince.
Vince smiled at Tara and winked at Doc and Cobra. 
“Who the hell said anything about ceding the state to anyone?” With that he jumped on the trailer, then climbed atop the missile.
“Ok Ettii, if you can destroy this missile without killing me, without breaking your word about not killing any beings, you’d better do so now. If you don’t, then my friend Cobra is going to get into this truck and drive it, the missile and me, right under that damned Xouri ship and blow those bastards back into space, in little burning chunks.”
“Vince NO! Tara screamed as Doc restrained her. 
The hologram turned to look over everyone around as if hoping someone would step forward and end Vince’s determined stance…..there was no one. Finally the image looked back down to Vince on the missile and Cobra standing on the semi’s cab step.
“Is there no one present that would prevent this atrocity from happening? Will no one step forward and stop the extermination of the Xouri?”
Cobra climbed up onto the rear of the semi where the semi is connected to the flatbed trailer and shouted for all to here, including the Ettii.
“They still don’t get it people. They, along with the Xouri have killed millions at least. As Viper said, these super intelligent beings that won’t kill one man sitting on a missile, were the cause of millions of deaths and they still think they are innocent. Why they’re so goddamned advanced and they can’t even see their biggest fault…..they have lied to themselves and are still lying to themselves.”
Tara stepped alongside the trailer and glared at the hologram.
“Two civilizations have suffered enough! Kill everyone on this planet if you must to save your precious Xouri, because you’ll have to! For as long as they are on this planet, our race will keep trying to destroy them……” 
Then something hit Tara like a ton of bricks and she slyly grinned, “……of course seeing you would then be guilty of wiping out one species to save another and we know you won’t do that. So I’m guessing your race will spend the next few millennia staying here with your force shield up protecting them. Or are you going to kill one man trying to save his race, to save your precious Xouri that have killed at least millions?”
Vince picked up on his loves idea and laughed.
“I can see it now the great Ettii stuck here on Earth, instead of continuing to do what your race has been destined to do, explore all of the universes. Not to mention breaking this imagined code of not interfering.”
Again from the image there was no reply. The being in the image turned as to look at someone or thing else the humans couldn’t see, then it turned back and looked at Vince.
“It would seem your logic has caused some confusion within our commonality. We are individuals, yet we share one mind for communication. Many are indicating, they feel we have been……lacking, in our logic. We are what your race calls embarrassed that a primitive, violent race such as yourselves could see in us what we could not see within our own minds.”
The image turned once again, then slowly looked back to Vince.
“We feel we cannot involve ourselves again with the Xouri as they have killed so many with what help we have provided under the guise of non intervention.”
Vince stopped laying on the missile and sat upright, then swung a leg over the side and looked directly up at the hologram.
“So you’re telling me the Ettii have seen the light? That you’re going to not help the Xouri anymore and you’re going to leave the Earth and let the Xouri’s fate be in our hands?”
The hologram’s tone of voice seemed to leave all the doubt it had been in a few minutes before and the reply was crisp and steady.
“Yes, yes to both your questions human. We would ask only that you treat the Xouri as you have other defeated enemies throughout your history.”
Vince slid down off the missile, then unto the ground. Tara, Doc and Cobra gathered around him quickly followed by Vince’s command staff. For several minutes there was obvious heated discussions, until Vince held up his hands and declared there had been enough talk. He looked at the Ettii.
“My people aren’t happy with this decision, but as I’m in command, they’ll abide by it and I’m sure my government will once you lower your field.” Viper looked one last time at his staff and took a deep breath.
Cobra gently laid his hand on Viper’s arm.
“You sure Vince? We’ll have to live with it. Letting the Xouri get away with murder that is.”
Viper grinned and patted Cobra’s shoulder.
“My decision, my responsibility.” he looked at the Ettii, “Can the Xouri hear us….me?”
The Ettii nodded and replied, “They have heard every word like the rest of your planet, they can even see you.”
Viper grinned at the hologram.
“Good to know! You know what is going on Nar’san. You can choose, be destroyed by a race inferior to yours, or surrender to a race inferior to yours and we’ll lock your people up in a prison like we do our criminals, so you can spend the rest of your lives in disgrace. Aww, hell maybe we’ll just stick you all in a big Zoo somewhere and humans can throw peanuts at you.”
Vince waited for a reply from Nar’san or at least the Ettii, there was none. He turned and shrugged his shoulders as he looked toward the barely visible Xouri ship in the distance. 
Someone on Vince’s staff shouted for everyone to look at the Xouri ship and all did, including the Ettii image. 
In the distance the Xouri ship began to glow blue, sparkling lines quickly vanished as the ship grew for a moment, then slowly began falling in pieces to the ground. Soon just the ships legs were encapsulated within a great white glow. The glow faded and the legs began to fall Earthward one by one.
“I’ll be damned….” Doc muttered as he turned to Vince, “….all that inferior race crap.”
Cobra grinned at General Mason and slapped him on the back. 
“And the zoo thing. I’ll be damned right alongside of ya Doc, Viper knew all along the Xouri were too proud to be defeated by us and they sure wouldn’t let us put them in a zoo.”
The hologram looked away from the smoldering debris that once was the race they had tried so hard to preserve. There was a strange look on the Ettii’s face.
“They destroyed themselves…..I…we don’t understand.”
It was the lovely Tara that stepped forward and addressed the Ettii.
“It was the same thing that infects your race, ego, pride. Your race refused to admit you were wrong as far back at the destruction of the Gneria construction world, it was no different with the Xouri. They felt they were above everyone else. 
   Once they found out you have been helping them all along and faced the fact they had been beaten by the remnants of a defeated army and surviving civilians, it was better for them to die by their own hand, then to live in shame. Every time one of them looked at another, they would see this once warrior race no more, but a race of losers. Death was a better option for them”.
Doc, Cobra and Vince stood there dumbfounded, staring at Tara. She looked from the hologram and down to them.
“WHAT?”
Vince walked over to Tara and enclosed her in his arms and kissed her gently on the lips.
“It’s just because you said so clearly what we couldn’t.” Vince put his arm around her shoulder and looked at the Ettii mage.
“I know our race is primitive and violent, but we do have our better points as well. Perhaps your people could stay around and learn about us, about love and we could learn more about your history, perhaps it would give us a better insight to our…….”
There was  a feeling that all the air had been sucked out of their lungs. The vast ship quickly got smaller and smaller until the thousand mile long ship was the size of a toothpick. There was a burst of light and the Ettii were gone.
All eyes were still affixed upon the spot the Ettii ship had vanished from. Doc shoved his elbow into Vince’s ribs and muttered.
“Guess sticking around would be a no.”
There were a few nervous chuckles, then as reality set back in people began to disperse back to whatever they were supposed to be doing. Tara, Doc, Cobra and Vince stood there looking at the sky and as a signal had been given, all four gave a huge sigh……it was over at last!
In the distance there was the sound of thunder and all looked toward the south. Within seconds from behind the trees roared five U.S. fighter jets flying in a “V” formation. They in turn were followed by more and even more. The jet formations screamed across the sky one after another.
Tara clamped her hands over her face and sobbed with relief, then quickly laid her head to her love’s chest, ever watching the aircraft roaring overhead, just slightly above the tree tops.
Vince lowered his eyes and smiled at his friends and in a strong voice proudly uttered,
“That my friends is the sound of freedom.”  
 

 

 

EPILOG:

“How many years ago did this begin? How many months ago did I begin this ‘last letter’ and how many times did I think I would never live to see this day…..to have another life.
Today medals were given right here on the spot where the Ettii image appeared. My lovely Tara and the ever intellectual Doc, were presented the nation’s highest medals that civilians could receive. My very close friend Raymond ‘Cobra’ Smith, got the Distinguished Medal of Honor which he so greatly deserved. So many others received medals, I couldn’t have been prouder. 
Yeah and I got a second DMOH (how embarrassing I did so little compared to the others)
After the ceremony, Tara and I flew over to Sunset Beach and as we watched the sun setting into Lake Michigan, we looked forward to our new lives together as real man and wife. 
That’s right I proposed and Tara accepted….
It was nice of the President to take the time to marry us today, he’s such a busy man.
So as the sun slips into the waters casting deep pinks and purples, I think back on all the lives my adventures have crossed. The enemies, the allies and my friends. How much things have changed, how much I have changed. If it wasn’t for Tara, I hate about what my life would be now. For some reason she loves me and she now is my future.
The Ettii? Who knows, maybe they, hidden by their invisibility, still watch us. Maybe they will learn something from us. Hopefully everyone has learned we are not alone in the universe. Maybe people will finally begin to realize, we survived because we stuck together. We survived because of a little word called ‘love’. 
Love of freedom, love of each other and love of life, so much so, we are willing to sacrifice that love and that life for what’s so dear to us……
The right to be free.
Vince slowly closed the folder he was writing in and laid it on the ground. He looked out over the now dark waters of Lake Michigan and stared to the starry night sky.
From behind him came soft sounds of footsteps in the sand. Tara knelt down behind her new husband and put her arms around his neck. She laid her head on his shoulder and tilted her head so it gently touched his. She looked at the stars and whispered softly.
“I wonder how many other space travelers are out there baby?”
Vince just smiled, there was no answer. All he knew was they weren’t alone anymore and somehow, if more came to Earth…….
Well, that would be another story.
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Chapter 1.
 

“Hello Mister Williams, I’m glad to see you’re here.”
Albert Williams slowly opened his eyes and looked around the area in which he stood. His eyes strained to focus in the bright white surroundings. He was surrounded by light that seemed to come from everywhere and it strained his eyes at first so he looked downward to see he was standing in a bright white….fog? The fog surrounded his feet and he had to lift each of them a few inches just so he could see them.
He wiggled his toes and noting they were alright, he lowered his foot back into the white fog. His eyes began to adjust to the light he strained to look around.  
As far as he could see was this white fog he stood in, where the fog vanished into the distance, there was no wall, only more light. As he looked upward, Mister Williams noticed bright white clouds gently drifted several hundred feet and they too vanished into the light, but between the clouds was the most beautiful blue sky he had ever seen.
From his left side and out of the blinding light, came a figure that he could barely make out.
“I’m guessing I’m dead. Am I not?” Al asked the figure.
“Not really Mr. Williams. Let’s just say for now, you’re more or less in transition.” The figure stepped toward Al. As the figure stepped into view Mr. Williams saw a man dressed in white robes and as he walked his feet could be seen to be in white sandals. His flowing white hair was shoulder length and he had a white beard and moustache. All around the figure Mr. Williams could see a slight golden glow that surrounded the figure.
“Ok, whew……” Mr. Williams took a deep breath, “….so you’re who? Saint Peter or someone like him?”
The figure laughed, “Oh my goodness no Mr. Williams, I surely am not.”
“This is heaven isn’t it?” Mr. Williams asked.
“Oh goodness no, Mr. Williams, this is definitely not anything close.” Again the figure laughed.
Al, looked at the heavenly figure with a frown, “Look, I remember being in the hospital. I was eighty four years old and my kids were there to say good-by. Everything was shutting down due to my cancer and I remember seeing my daughter-in-law crying because…..I …..died…..but how if I was dead? Aww crap….I died, didn’t I?”
The figure walked over to Mr. Williams and laid his hand on his shoulder. He smiled warmly and squeezed Al’s shoulder softly, reassuringly. 
“Let me start from the beginning Mr. Williams. You have died and this is not heaven, I am not St. Peter, nor am I your God. You may call me your guide I guess, if you must call me anything. You see names are not important here, although I shall continue to call you by your name until you, well are on your way.”
“Guide? That’s a strange name for an angel.” Mr. Williams chuckled.
“I’m not an angle either Mr. Williams. As I said this is not heaven, nor hell, nor anything close. This is more or less your transition. Your place of change, if you will.”
“Change?” Al was now getting frustrated. “Oh great so now after leading a clean life, being a good husband and father, you tell me I’m not going to heaven? So if this isn’t hell, what is it, purgatory?” 
Again the figure roared with laughter. 
“No Mr. Williams this isn’t purgatory either, perhaps I’d better finish. You are in a place of transition. A place where you can prepare to continue on to your next stage of being. This place allows people the chance to deal with the fact they are no longer of physical body and have become a being in transition, as you are now Mr. Williams. As I speak, it might be easier if you compare all this to a butterfly.”
“I sure wish I had a chair right about now. My head seems to be spinning.”
“That will pass shortly Mr. Williams, but if you stop and try, you’ll find you can neither sit or fall, you can’t even pass out. You see, in this place you do not exist in a physical form, you just see yourself that way because that is how you expect yourself to appear. So you still remember things from the old state of being, but they do not apply here. You look and see feet, your hands, but that’s just because that’s how you remember yourself.” The figure chuckled gently.
“Even I appear in this form, because that’s the way you would expect to see another being. Not to mention, it’s easier for those that first come here to accept things if they see something they expect, like an old man in a white robe.”
“I….see….I think, I see.” Mr. Williams frowned slightly.
“So I’m dead and in transition to somewhere or thing. You’re here more or less as my guide and at some point, I’m guessing you’ll fill me in? And I’m to compare myself to a butterfly, ahh, now that I’m having a bit of a problem with.”
“Very astute Mr. Williams, but then that would be why I have you instead of one of the others.”
“Others?”
“Ah, yes, the others. You see Mr. Williams, when those in transition come to this in-between place of transition,  beings are given to guides like myself. It is our job to explain this transition. We allow you time to adjust to this time in your existence, we explain about the next phase of your, ahh, let’s say life. Then we wait until you show us the signs that you’ve made the transition and help you ease into the next stage.”
Albert Williams was now somewhat confused, yet from deep within he seemed to feel a strange resignation that all was as it should be. It was as if he had been asleep and was now in the midst of some strange awakening.
“So this next stage would be?”
The figure chuckled once more and smiled warmly.
“Not so fast Mr. Williams, I really need to explain things a bit more so you can start to become more comfortable with this stage of your life, so you’ll be better equipped to accept the stage after this one. Sort of where you came from and why you’re here, before where you’re going.”
“Yeah, I guess the beginning is always a good place to start.” Al grinned back at his guide.
The guide smiled once again and put his hand on Al’s shoulder and gently began to walk as Al followed him. They slowly strolled among the bright fog and as they walked the overly bright light began to dim slightly and in its place bright, blue sky appeared to the sides as well as above. Now and then a cloud drifted by at various heights, but neither wind nor breeze could be felt.
Slowly the two walked along until in the distance Mr. Williams could see a large opening in the fog they were walking upon.
Mr. Williams was guided to the edge and the pair stopped as he looked downward, then with an shocked stare slowly moved his eyes over to the guide.
“Good God! Is, is that…..”
“Yes Mr. Williams, that is the very place you came from. The very planet you have spent you entire physical life upon. That is where you were born, raised and died. Where you went to school, learned and prepared for your existence yet to come.”
“Prepared? Existence yet to come? I’m not sure I completely understand…..yet… strange…”
“What’s strange Mr. Williams?” 
“I…I seem to feel like I’m beginning something, but I’m not sure what.”
The guide laughed, “Believe it or not Mr. Williams, that is a good sign. You will understand as I explain more and if I have you pegged right, that feeling you have now will assist you to accept things as I tell them to you. It’s all part of the plan.”
“Plan? Now that I don’t understand, hell, I don’t even have that feeling you mentioned helping me there.” Mr. Williams sort of winced….
“Oops, didn’t mean to swear, sorry.”
The guide laughed, “Quite all right Mr. Williams, language means little here, expressing one’s self is more common than you might think around here. This place of transition has a way of surprising or even shocking some, thus, cussing tends to be the last remnants of past physical lives. 
As far as the plan, even we guides have no idea about everything. We know we are here to assist those in transition to do so. We know what we must do to accomplish that task, but beyond that, we have learned over the millennia, that we too, are but a cog in the eternal matter of things.”
“I’m afraid I really don’t understand my part in this cog.”
“You will Mr. Williams, you will.”

 
 
 
 

 



Chapter 2.
 

“I believe you’ve  had enough time here for me to start explaining things to you Mr. Williams. You seem to be adjusting to this environment well enough, accepting that you’re here was a good step, so let’s begin with where you were and your purpose there.”
Mister Williams smiled at his guide abet somewhat confused.
“This sure is a lot of information you’re feeding me, just how much…..”
The guide turned as a gentle breeze, the first Mister Williams had noticed, gently blew the guides, flowing white beard as he chuckled.
“Ah Mister Williams, you have no idea. You have such a short time here and we have no control over that time. You must sleep, then transition.”
“Sleep? Again you’ve mentioned sleeping. I…”
With a wave of his hand the guide motioned for his pupil to be silent.
“I am sorry Mister Williams, but it is the new comer that determines the length of his stay. You see, someone like you that makes it here, they will either completely accept their new environment, this new state of being and then and only then will they proceed. If they fail, then they will become, well Mister Williams, they will have a different reality.”
“I don’t understand. I thought you said…..never mind, I’m a bit confused.”
The guide smiled and once again looked downward to the small blue planet below.
“Mister Williams, from the day you are born to the day you ceased to exist in your physical state you learn. Your mind learns, creates and prepares itself for what you are about to morph into.”
“Now you’ve peaked my curiosity.”
“No one knows for sure, so don’t ask. I’ll tell you what I know, but you have to remember, I…er we, are but guides. We know what we know and not a bit more and undoubtedly there is more.
 However this is what I do know. That little blue planet, that speck in all that exists, the place  you called home for all your life, is the crux of nature, of all existence. A nexus if you will, of space and time, of dimensions and of various realities. All come together down there on that planet you called home. No one knows why or how, just that it is and from the day you’re born your mind begins to create in your dreams as it learns as sees during your waking hours.
When I say create, I mean not just in your daily life, but during the time you sleep. Your mind begins building a world in your subconscious mind. That world develops as you grow and learn in the awakened state of the world of the conscious mind. 
For instance, once you begin to grasp the fact that there are other planets that exist, how they react to the forces around them, about gravity, space and the like, then your mind creates them in your subconscious mind. You see buildings, when you sleep you create them in your world. As you learn about evolution and how things change and grow, you add them to this dream matrix. Think of this dream world as a kind of a blueprint.”
“I’ve dreamed a lot in my life time, but I never dreamed of all that stuff. You know all the details.”
“But you have Mister Williams. You have to remember, one only remembers a fraction of one’s dreams. You probably only remember but one tenth of a percent of your dreams over your life time and what you do remember is fleeting and soon forgotten.”
“Maybe so, but there are some dreams I still remember and some of them are more or less nightmares…..” Mister Williams laughed, “…..hell some I still remember from childhood they were so scary.”
“Perhaps they were, but….ahh, yes, that werewolf you were running from….”
“How did you know about that?”
The guide laughed.
“We are not without our abilities. Being able to know your thoughts makes our job a bit easier and we do not judge, but guide. What you might deem as embarrassing, makes no difference to us in the least.
Now back to the werewolf, remember how you ran in fear? Well it was a way to instill several forms of emotion into this world you were creating. The house you went into to hide? Well at your young age, you had already begun to make houses and buildings, now even in your terror, you began to create inner parts of housing. Like locks, different furniture you had seen in the physical world, you were now adding into the world you were creating. You locked the door so the monster couldn’t get in….locks were added to the blueprint. When the monster broke through the wooden door, the ability for things to break was added. Once things are added, it is applied to all of the things in the blueprint as well as anything to be added later. Nothing is accepted that is against the laws of nature after all you are laying down the plans for a world that will exist within nature.” The guide chuckled again.
“So you see nothing learned is wasted, even nightmares.”
“Good God I almost forgot that dream, but now you mentioned it, I seem to remember I was hiding in a closet from the monster, then the next thing I remember I was sitting in a bus in the city….”
“Ah, yes…..you see Mister Williams, when you dream, your subconscious is divided. It takes so little for you to dream, so the rest of the sub-conscious is busy pulling every little detail out and fitting it into the blueprint. So you see your mind is always busy in the background creating this new world. Now and then your mind needs it’s full energy to create, so it will pull you out of the dream and bring you into what it’s creating, so being still asleep, you think it’s a dream, but in reality it’s your subconscious mind just doing its job and you get drawn into it. All part of the way things work Mister Williams. In that case it may have been creating that part of a city and the details of the bus and probably more, so it needed you there so it could use your full attention.”
Mister Williams smiled and replied, “I think I’m beginning to understand, at least a little. So while I sleep my mind creates this world of which you speak. It does it while I dream as well as pull me into the actual creation of the blueprint if it needs to and I think it’s a dream.”
“Exactly! Ever remember having one of those dreams that seem so realistic that you can remember every detail? Or actually think you can smell, or feel? Well those are the times you are in the actual world you are creating. Think of it as sort of a dry run, your mind is creating parts of this world and testing it out.”
“Sort of a beta version of a software program?” Mister Williams grinned, “I think I understand now. So all my life I’ve been creating this world and now I’m going to create it in this upcoming stage you mentioned? Life, the planet all that?”
“It’s a bit more complicated than that Mister Williams, you have a good chance to create a living planet. However you will create a star, like our sun, then planets will form. During that process you may be able to place a planet just the right distance from that sun for life to form. Again let me remind you, a lot depends on you. Only so much is set by laws we can only guess at, but if a planet forms close enough, you may be able to nudge it into a proper orbit. As it forms and oxygen and hydrogen combine in the heat to create water vapor, you may have to cause some icy comets to crash into your planet to provide more water vapor to form oceans as your planet cools. Then there is the life thing.”
“While you’re on the life thing…..” Mister Williams chuckled, “….why can’t I just create my world already in, oh let’s say, the twenty first century instead of having it evolve, like what you’re insinuating?”
The guide smiled knowingly at his protégé. So fast was he learning, yet so far he had to go in such a small amount of time.
“I’ll try to make this quick Mister Williams. Let’s take just one of the lives you would create in that time. He pulls into a gas station. He pulls out the nozzle and begins to pump gas. All of a sudden he looks over to his wife and asks, have you ever wondered where gasoline comes from? What is she going to reply? 
Mister Williams, if you consider you just made your world and dropped people into it, how will they react because you made them thinking beings. You’ve created them with large brains that question everything. Gas and coal come from plants that lived tens, hundreds of millions of year earlier, you learned that in your physical life and so it will be in this world you create, now you want to cheat these wonderful beings of the ability to think and question, to discover the past? For them to what….accept the fact that things are as they are? Never to look into their past, their own family’s back generations? Not very God like of you Mister Williams. How can they learn from the mistakes in the past if they never had one?”
“Yeah, I see what you mean. Down there I studied the past so I could learn what the future might hold. As a teacher of science, I would have been out of a job with no past to study or teach. Guess being expedient in the creation of an entire solar system would sort of defeat my purpose of creating it in the first place. I’d have potentially brilliant beings that couldn’t completely do what I created them to do…..think and rationalize by scrutinizing the world around them.”
“Very good Mister Williams, now you’re beginning to fully understand the impact of your decisions on your new world. Of course if life doesn’t turn out as you had hoped, you could always bring down something like a huge asteroid upon them and start all over.” 
The guide shook his head slowly, “It’s been done in the past and no doubt will be done in the future. Matter of fact I believe it was your great, great grand uncle that decided to completely start all over again after just the first signs of life began. Sadly he caused so much damage, he eliminated all life on his world. He had a beautiful green planet with nothing but plant life…….” The guide looked wistfully off into the deep blue skies and sighed.
 “……well perhaps sometime in the future beings from another world will come and enjoy his planet. He will have someone to keep him company and maybe this time, he won’t screw things up.” There was a long sad pause, then the guide added, “Sadly mistakes are made.”
Mister Williams looked strangely at his guide.
“Whoa, wait a minute, my great, great, grand uncle couldn’t have had time to create a planet, let along the beginnings of life. Why he only died…..uhhh, let’s see about…. One, no…uhh.”
The guide chuckled and interrupted his protégé.
“Time, Mister Williams,….. time, space, dimensions, you’re still thinking in physical reality. You see while you’ve been here Mister Williams, a billion years may have passed back where you came from.” The guide paused after seeing the stunned look on Mister Williams’ face.
“Just a second……there now I’ve put us back to about the time you arrived and we’re moving at a comparable time speed. Perhaps I’ve moved a bit too fast for you to comprehend.”
“You move through time?”
“Mister Williams, you will be able to as well once you sleep. You must remember, you are using your conscious mind now. That’s only about one, one trillionth of your abilities at present and that will increase once you sleep. You see the mind down there compared to what it is once free from the nexus, is quite different. You see the nexus kind of harnesses the power of the mind, so your sub-conscious won’t interfere with the physical world. However once you make the transition, well Mister Williams, you’ll be quite surprised at your abilities. ”
“When you were talking about my, er, ancestor? You said his solar system was devoid of life? Does that happen much?”
“Mister Williams, you have to think of all the stars you see, each one having planets revolving around them, then imagine all the stars you cannot see that lay beyond. If there was life on all of them, even a third of them, think of how crowded the universe would be? No Mister Williams, only a few, as I said, will ever have sentient life on them. Life needs to expand, reach out, to learn and explore. It is the way it is meant to be and we cannot change those laws.”
“Agreed and after looking at the way you put it, it sounds like I couldn’t change that if I wanted to.” Mister Williams, got a strange look again and asked his guide, “How did all the systems without life get there?”
“Well sir, some I rightly don’t know how they came into being, they’ve just always been there, well most of them that is. Others, as I hinted at earlier are created by those that just were not able to build a viable world for life to exist. If you stop to think about all the lives where you came from, that pass on while they are young, or never develop a fully functioning mind or severely damaged due to an accident, those beings are never wasted, they are used to create all the wonders of the universe when they sleep. Sadly they never know it as they pass straight on through this part of existence. They never will become aware of what was done with their existence, nor ever be able to see what they have become part of.”
“How sad.” Mister Williams replied.
“Sad? No Mister Williams. Perhaps that they can never know, but existence never wastes anything. Not even your ancestor’s mistake. Everything becomes something else and in this case, those that do not develop fully, or have their lives cut short, are no exception, they may become part of a wonderful world someone else creates or a brilliant star that warms lives on a planet far away. Perhaps they may become part of your worlds that someday may become explored by the first space explorers from the world you create. Not ever wasted Mister Williams, all life is used to create.”
“I’d like….tooo….AHHhhhhh…” Mister Williams, yawned widely as he attempted to cover his mouth with his hand. He tried to speak, but yawned again.
“Oh, I’m so sorry, it’s not that your boring me. On the contrary, this is fascinating, but for some reason I seem to be getting……” he yawned again. “…quite tired.”
“Not tired Mister Williams, sleepy.” The guide smiled warmly.

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 3.
 
“I’m sorry I don’t understand why I can’t seem to control this feeling.” Mister Williams commented to the guide, but his host was beaming widely.
“Because Mister Williams, your time here is almost up and it is almost time for you to sleep. You see what you are understanding as we speak you are aware of, but because your sub-conscious mind has not fully taken over you cannot be aware of how much you are actually understanding. Your mind reaches out to mine as we talk and for every word you hear, your mind is understanding thousands of words from my mind.”
“Confusing a bit…..YAWNNN, sorry! Will I dream?”
“You already have Mister Williams, your whole life, you slept and you laid out the plans for your world and its solar system. This time when you sleep, you will create your new world…..” the guide laughed, “…..you will be surprised just how finely detailed your dreams were and even, will be. Your world will be complete Mister Williams or you wouldn’t be here. 
Over the next few millennia your world will take form, seas will form and eventually life. You may decide to walk among these new beings as one of them, or perhaps set challenges for them from afar. They of course will never be able to see you as you are in a completely different plane of reality than they are, nor must you ever reveal yourself to them.”
“Whoa……yawwwnnn, sorry, you said walk among them?”
The guide smiled at the drowsy Mister Williams and chuckled softly.
“Only as sort of an avatar. Why, you may even choose to be completely unaware that you exist and allow your avatar to live it’s full life from birth to death and never once suspect it is not like the other beings around it.”
Mister Williams yawned again, then as if in a moment of clarity grinned at his guide.
“You know that might not be a bad idea. Then if once my avatar dies, will I know what it thought of my….er, our?.....creation?”
“That would be one way Mister Williams, or you can ‘know’ everything through your avatar’s senses as it goes about its normal life. You know what you might call, seeing through its eyes, hearing through its ears and feeling through its touches, without it even being aware of your presence. It might even marry, but it can never father children, but you could always adopt to enjoy the happiness of having children. But you can experience things as they happen.”
With one more huge yawn and an even bigger stretch Mister Williams grinned.
“Naw think I’d prefer to wait and have a report once it, er, I died….it is confusing to some extent.”
“Quite so I would imagine. Just remember it is your world that you are creating. Of course it is already laid out and awaiting you to sleep to be born. All you have laid out in the blueprint can come into being and those you create can improve upon the things you put into the blueprint, good or bad, but everything is there for them to use as they develop. Sure you might have to tweak things now and then, but hopefully you never have to “start all over”, it doesn’t always work out as one would hope.” The guide became sad once again.
Mister Williams eyed his guide thoughtfully.
“You sound like you know.”
“Sort of Mister Williams, a long time ago I had a world, a solar system and my beings were on the verge of intergalactic travel. I was so proud…..and so full of myself. I had created a world of living beings I wanted to them grow, to use their minds to the fullest, to reach out to others elsewhere in the galaxy.”

“Yawwnnnn,….” Mister Williams grinned sheepishly. “…sorry. Well sounds like your creations were living up to your expectations.”

“Oh they were, sadly it was my own ego that got in their way. You see once a race of beings leave the solar system you create for them, they are no longer in your control, they are on their own. 
Oh, I knew there would always be some of them staying, but the thought of so many of them leaving saddened me so. Long ago they had stopped worshiping me and now some of them were going to leave me. 
I broke all the rules of existence and revealed myself to them and commanded them to begin to worship me again. To give thanks to what I had created for them to live in, for giving them life…….” 
The guide looked at the flowing white mist that swirled about their feet. 
“….and you know what they did, Mister Williams?”
He eyed the guide carefully not sure if this was a test or something else.
“Uhh, no….decided to stay?”
“No sadly they acknowledged me of being some entity of great power, but refused to believe I had created them. Oh Mister Williams, that my friend was a sad day and even sadder decision for both of us.”
“Oh? How so?”
“I destroyed them Mister Williams, I created a huge gamma ray burst and had it race through my solar system. Unlike your ancestor uncle, I destroyed all life on not one planet, but on every planet in my solar system. I had, in my anger, sterilized every world, every one of my beings colony’s right down to the smallest of one celled creature. Never again could life exist, not sentient, not plant, my entire solar system was sterile.”
Mister Williams was stunned. He felt like he should say something, but better judgment stayed his voice.
“So here is where I wound up. Punished not because I destroyed so many lives, but for revealing myself and here I’ll stay for all eternity. Which is better than spending eternity alone with my sterile solar system at least here I can tell others, not what to do, but rather, think before you react. Good or bad, the beings you create, the way they turn out, don’t assume the bad will ever get worse Mister Williams, you see although far above those we create, we ourselves are still imperfect.  Give your beings a chance Mister Williams, they may not be living up to what we wanted of them……” the guide looked downward to the small blue planet below.
“…..give them a chance. Even we must have faith Mister Williams. And above all else, we must be aware that we are not perfect.”
Strangely Mister Williams couldn’t stop yawning, his eyes kept closing, he laughed softly. “Oh my, I feel like I’m back in my college days, cramming and studying all night and falling asleep during the test. I hope I’m not being tested.” Mister Williams chuckled again.
“No test, no cramming.” the guide chuckled back. “You’ve already done that Mister Williams, all through your physical life. Don’t you worry, you passed with flying colors and that’s why you were sent to me. This way I can impart my wisdom to you, too easy your transition to…….” 
The guide stopped talking. Mister Williams was becoming transparent.
“I feel so tired….why…I….”
The guide smiled knowingly.
“That’s quite ok Mister Williams, it would seem it is time for you to sleep. To dream that glorious dream Mister Williams, the dream of creation, to become what so few have become. To create what so few cannot.”
“When…will. I….”
“It’s ok Mister Williams. The time for questions has passed, you have answered everything in your own mind faster than we could speak and that is a good sign. 
Sleep well Mister Williams and remember, what one thinks as reality, can change within a heartbeat. Look at you Mister Williams, yesterday you were an aging, sick man…..today you are God.”
Mister Williams barely heard, his eyes wouldn’t open, his physical presence would never again exist and off in one of the farthest corners of existence a star was born and around that star planets began to form……

“In the beginning God created the heavens and the earth.”
 
The Beginning!
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Chapter 1.
 
Air Force Captain Brad Yates was rushed down a narrow hallway by a cadre of people. Behind him were the two federal agents and the officer in charge that whisked him out of his apartment in the middle of the night and flew him to where ever this place was. On either side two lab assistants hurried along asking him question after question and an occasional poke, prod or some other medical necessity.  Slightly in front of him rushed a doctor whom Brad assumed was in charge.
“Hey Doc, as long as I’m here….how’s about telling me what is going on?” he chuckled knowing full well he most likely would not get an answer.
The doctor looked at Brad, then grinned to the orderly next to the Captain.
“Ok, his heart rate should be up enough, give him the RT696.”
Before Brad could ask what this RT696 was, he felt a cold feeling on his arm then heard a ‘phssst’. Within a second the orderly pulled the pneumatic injector away from Brad’s arm.
The doctor looked back over his shoulder to Brad and shook his head.
“Sorry Captain, I’m not in charge and can’t tell you what little I do know.” He paused and pointed to a red line painted on the floor, then looked at the Major who was in charge of the escort. 
“Major you and your men cannot pass into this area. Thanks for retrieving the good Captain so quickly.” He looked at Captain Yates in a serious tone added, “Captain you will follow me.”
Brad stopped to speak to the Major, but was quickly pulled along by the two orderlies, almost pulling him off his feet. The Major grinned and gave Brad a wink. 
“Good luck Captain, whatever you’ve gotten yourself into.” And with that he turned and the three guards headed back down the long sterile white hallway in the direction from which they had just come from..
“Thanks.” Brad shot back over his shoulder as he was herded down the long straight hallway at a much quicker pace.
After several more minutes the four stopped at another red line. Finally Brad could see the end of the hallway. He glanced back over his shoulder as the doctor began entering something into a computer terminal that appeared out of the wall.
“Ok, look Doc, I know we’re in Kansas somewhere, I garnered that from listening to the pilot in that private jet they picked me up in. I know we’re in one of the old cold war missile silos as I was never blind folded and I also know the silos were never built with these long hallways in them. Christ this has to be at least a mile or so long.”
The doctor grinned and glanced at Brad out of the corner of his eye.
“Only three quarters of a mile actually, just seemed longer because of the pace.” Again he spoke to the orderly.
“Jack, give him the last one.”
Once again a cold injector was pressed against his arm and…..phssst! This time it stung and Brad pulled his arm back and checked it.
“Damn Doc, you guys are going to kill me with all these injections. What the hell is…”
The doctor just shot a glance at him, turned from the terminal and it pulled back into the white wall. Then it occurred to Brad this entire hallway was all so white and brightly lit, it was beginning to hurt his eyes, he was squinting it was so bright.
However before he could comment, they were off again and about thirty feet down the hall was a right turn that Brad hadn’t noticed before.
“The brightness is actually a new sterilizing system Captain, we all squint until we get use to it. As far as why you weren’t blind folded…..”
“That’s ok Doc, I’ve pretty much figured this is where Project Titan is and I’m guessing I’ll be staying for a while, so they weren’t worried if I knew how I got here once we landed.”
The doctor grinned for the first time which surprised Brad.
“Now I see why you scored so high on the intelligence tests Captain, you seem to have a knack for figuring things out.” With a quick turn, the doctor, Brad with the orderlies pulling him along, turned and entered what was a much shorter hall. This hall was only about one hundred feet long and had five doorways that were painted green around the door trim. As they passed each door the Captain noticed they were just numbered one through five. They walked until they got to the last door that read “1”. Below it was another sign that read “Unoccupied” the doctor knocked on the door, then flipped the sign to read “Occupied”
Brad grinned at the three men and with a chuckle he asked, “I’m assuming this is my room? My destination?” Brad chuckled, “Ooooo, I’m number one!”
The doctor grinned, turned and all three of the medical staff walked away. Brad was about to ask if he should follow the doctor…….
“They can’t go past this point Captain.”
Brad jumped so hard he almost stumbled, but somehow he managed to keep his balance by putting a hand out to the wall opposite the last door he was in front of. He never heard the door open and now as he spun around he saw a really great looking woman dressed in all white standing there. She was of medium height and weight and had her red hair cropped short. She put a finger to her glasses and slid them slightly down the bridge of her nose. Her green eyes peeked over the rim of her glasses as she looked at Brad up and down.
“Welcome Captain Yates, my name is Doctor Catherine Williams, but most of the gang around here just call me Cat, you may as well.” she smiled warmly, “Sorry about the scare, everything around this complex is quiet and sound proofed. Not to mention it’s built one hundred feet down into solid granite.” 
She stepped out of the doorway and back into the medium sized room. She motioned for Brad to enter as she pointed to several hooks behind a chest high stainless steel wall.
“I need you to strip down Captain. Around the corner of the wall is a shower of sorts. Step in, hit the blue button and hold your arms away from your body and stand with your legs apart.”
Just as a true military man, Brad complied. He walked behind the wall, striped and walked into what looked to be a shower stall. He spread his arms and legs and was greeted by a strong stream of some kind of mist. The mist stopped and several huge lights built into the wall and ceiling came on along with a gentle flow of air.
“Wow! Glad I have my hair cut really short, that blast would have blown it off.” Brad knew he had lightened the mood once he heard the doctor giggle in the distance.
From around the corner Brad heard the musical voice of the doctor.
“Ok Captain, you’re done, grab those shorts from that drawer that just came out of the wall back where you disrobed, put them on and come on out here. Don’t look for your old clothes, they no longer exist….sorry those shoes looked expensive.” All the doctor heard was a moan from the Captain, which made her laugh once more.
Brad walked out and opened the drawer, he pulled out the white brief style shorts…..very skimpy ones at that!
“Christ! Cat am I doing an experiment or interviewing for a job at a strip club?” He laughed, pulled up the really snug briefs and stepped out from behind the wall.
The doctor smiled at Brad as she stepped closer. Holding a clipboard she began checking things off. 
She looked at his short black hair, “Hair short enough, no cutting needed, check.”
She looked at his chest, “Muscular tone…..hmmmm, outstanding, check.”
Her gaze began to lower, “Hope your legs are muscular enough to withstand……Oh dear!” Her gaze stopped at his groin area, she began to blush. She tried her best to recover, but failed miserably. She stooped and looked at the leg muscles. 
“Leg muscles good, check.” Cat cleared her throat and grinned, “I’ll bet you have a lot of girlfriends Captain. Perhaps we should have gotten you larger bulge….” She turned quickly away from Brad, “I’m sorry, I meant shorts. Seems you have little room in them with….oh you know what I mean.”
Brad was going to try to ease her embarrassment, but never got the chance as the doctor walked over to a large control panel and pressed several buttons. From the gleaming white wall a nearly invisible panel opened about four feet off the floor. Out of the opening came two chrome poles about three feet apart, between the poles was a soft mesh like material.
The doctor walked over to the suspended bed and patted it.
“Up here Captain, for now just sit on the edge and let you legs hang over. I have a few more things to do yet before the experiment begins.”
Brad moved to the table and placed his hands on it pulling himself onto it backward, letting his legs dangle. He hunched down trying to look past the panel the bed was suspended from, but saw nothing but more bright lighting.
“Cat….. speaking of experiments, what the hell is going on?”
Cat stopped typing in things on the terminal’s keyboard, she slowly turned and looked at him, then her wristwatch.
“I don’t know a lot Captain.”
“Call me Brad, Cat. I guess anyone that’s seen me in these skimpy things, should be on a first name basis with me.”
Cat smiled and with a giggle added, “Tell you what Brad, why don’t you tell me what you do know and maybe I can fill in the rest.” Cat went back to typing in her reports but Brad could tell she was listening closely.
“Well I know we’re in Kansas somewhere and in some top secret complex secretly built in an old missile silo. From the number of doors, I’d say there are five of us in this experiment. 
I volunteered for this experiment knowing I would be told nothing about what it was, other than it was for ‘extreme national security’ and would last for ten years. That’s what I know.” 
Brad took a breath, then continued.
“What I surmise is, this experiment has something to do with suspended animation and may eventually be used to go to Jupiter’s moon Titan…..that’s it Doc, er sorry, Cat.”
The doctor smiled at Brad as she walked over to him and began unwrapping a paper thin device and stuck it on his arm.
“Not bad Captain, sorry, Brad, you have most of it right. This isn’t about suspended animation Brad, but something called Stasis.”
“Stasis? Christ, I though stasis was something that was used in science fiction movies.”
“Not any more Brad, we’ve had it for a couple of years now. I have no idea who created it, all top secret, but I was one the first to start testing it on primates. We did the last chimp test for a year then tested it out on ourselves for a month or two at a time. While we were doing that, the search was on for people of a certain genetic makeup. They found you and you volunteered and now I’m going to put you asleep for a long time Captain, a very long time.”
“Yeah….” Brad sighed, “….ten years is a long time. I know that’s what I was told, the ten years part. Then we were given a year to settle our personal business. What a surprise when the Major and his men showed up at my door in the middle of the night eight months early. ” Brad frowned, “Good thing I rented, the Major said the Air Force would take care of my belongings.”
The doctor smiled weakly and moved back to the terminal and began typing in more information. She glanced back to Brad and with a sigh explained a bit more.
“We’re sorry about pulling you out of your life out there and rushing you here, but you see there is a bit more I should fill you in on. You see, we use a special genetic gas to flood the stasis chamber. That’s the reason you have to have a certain genetic code for it to work. Without the gas a year is as long as a body can last. 
The problem is, this gas, which takes a long time to produce and is made of extremely rare materials, and absorbs into just about anything, this way it can completely permeate your body.” Cat smiled warmly at Brad and boy did she have a great smile. 
      “Once in the chamber or pod as we call them, your body will be subjected to a slight magnetic field to cause the gas to act along with pulses of various signals and the injections you were given when you got here, put you into a type of hibernation. It all causes your entire body to become frozen, so to speak, without actually being cold frozen even your brain becomes inactive.”
“And this is good?” Brad asked with a grin, “I’d hate to awaken and find my I.Q. had dropped to one.”
“Without suspending it, your brain would turn to dust while your body never aged.” Cat giggled, “It’s kind of an ‘all or nothing’ type of thing. Now while you’re ‘sleeping’, information is going to be fed into your mind, don’t ask me to explain it, the how is way over my head.”
Cat grasped another pneumatic injector and placed it on Brad’s arm and pulled the trigger.
“These are a kind of sensor, about a million of them. They spread throughout your body and plant themselves in vital areas to alert the equipment if something starts to go wrong. This way we can wake you up if they detect anything malfunctioning.”
“Ahh…. malfunctioning, like in what?”
Cat smiled, “More or less they detect any deterioration. If even the slightest is found, you’re awakened and you go home…..mission over. Or that’s what I’ve been told, yet….”
Brad eyed the good doctor suspiciously.
“Ok Cat, give!”
“Well for you, I was told, there is extra gas. For some reason you seem to be more important than the other four participants.” 
“Speaking of which, who are they? There were about fifteen of us applying.”
“I’m sorry Brad all of this is secret even the names.” Cat grinned at Brad and giggled. 
“You know it was all that, ‘need to know basis’ thing.”
Brad was slowly pushed into a lying position on the table by the doctor.
“I’ve been told your mission information is to be fed to you two years before you wake up and it’s to be repeated several times. I’m told once you awaken you’ll be able to handle your mission as if you’d done it every day. I guess it’s some new kind of teaching technique.”
Brad rolled his head to look at Cat. “You mean this stasis thing isn’t the entire mission?”
“It’s probably no more that working a few complex puzzles to make sure this information gets through in stasis. You work the puzzles then we succeeded, if you can’t, well guess it’ll be back to the drawing board for someone.” Cat smiled as she continued to work, she quickly found herself attracted to this Air Force Captain and aircraft pilot.
Brad laughed and replied to the smiling Cat. “You know…..they didn’t put me through this much testing and crap during my astronaut training.”
Cat turned her head and smiled warmly at Brad.
“Strange it never mentioned you were an astronaut Brad, seems like something should have been in your records about it.”
“Ah, maybe not Doc, er Cat, I was only in it for a year when I was called into the Commanders office.” Brad chuckled, “Seems they were looking for people to volunteer for some damned test they couldn’t even give a hint about what it was for.”
“Oh I’m sorry we broke your training Brad. Hopefully this will get over and you can continue with……” The doctor froze for a second, then continued, “…sorry I lost my train of thought.”
“No worries Cat, happens to me all the time, guess this test kind of did change my life plans. By the time this is over I’ll be too old to start the training all over again. Seems they want their astronauts to be younger and younger these days, hell I just squeaked in under their new policies. I’m thirty two now, add ten years and…..to be honest when I heard the name of the project I’d hoped to be the first man to travel to Titan, but this is evolving into just another disappointing test. ” He sighed loudly.
Cat sensed his frustration, turned quickly as she looked at Brad words stumbled from her mouth, “Brad….what I can’t….I can’t….” Cat looked sadly at the Captain, her voice trembled slightly, “….never mind.”
Brad lifted himself up off the table on his elbows and looked at the doctor.
Cat, what?”
Gently she pushed him back down on the table, still smiling weakly she replied, “It’s nothing Captain, nothing. I almost told you something above your pay grade.” She went back to work as Brad laid there on the table. Her tone of voice became more professional instead of the soft sexy tone she had spoken to him with since he met her.
“Ok Doc, what’s up.”
“Look I was going to tell you, the damned gas that takes so long to make and is in short supply and it’s leaking right through the damned canisters it is stored in. Hell they even put a magnetic field around it and it still seeps out. That’s why we had to ruin the short time you had before this all begins. Once we get in into your body the field will keep it in, but until it’s absorbed, time is critical.” 
All the time she spoke, she never once looked up from her work. This began to worry Brad.
“Look Doc if it was something I said….”
Cat looked up from her work and turned to face Brad.
“I can’t tell you more Brad, it wasn’t anything you said, it’s just…..I can’t.”
Brad smiled, “That’s ok Doc. Hey, tell ya what, if you’re still around and not married once I’m out of here, maybe we could go to dinner?”
Cat looked at Brad and smiled. 
“Dinner……what makes you think I’m not married now?”
“No ring Doc, not even a white mark on that well tanned ring finger to indicate you were recently. Look I know ten years is a long time, but maybe??”
Doctor Catherine Williams turned and looked at Brad, then she turned quickly away.
“I wish….maybe we….”
“Doc….Cat, what the hell is the matter? You look like you’re about to cry. Look I shouldn’t have mentioned anything about if you had been married, I didn’t mean to imply or bring up bad memories.” Brad froze, “Oh Christ, your husband died didn’t he?”
“Yes he did Brad, but that was several years ago. I loved our time together, but I did my grieving and have moved on. And yes I find you very appealing and……” The doctor slowly reached over and pressed a button and Brad felt the table he was laying on start to move backward into the wall in which it came. Cat walked over to stand next to him and smiled warmly, but there were tears in her eyes.
“Once you’re sealed in you’ll feel strange. That’s because you’ll be in an anti-gravity field that will cause you to hover and the bed will drop away.”
Brad had to shout as his body was slowly vanishing under the wall, there was a sudden clunk as the bed stopped and the hissing sound of compressed gas. A strange four pronged head piece lowered to his forehead and began to hum faintly.
“Hey Cat, what about our date?”
New sounds of rushing air filled his ears, then as it stopped, over a hidden speaker came Cat’s soft voice.
“Oh Brad, I’m so sorry. Try not to think too harshly of me……forgive me.” 
Confusion ran through Brad’s mind as his vision began to blur, strange blue and purple lights began to blink. Suddenly the lights became steady and he felt like he was in some seventies ‘B’ movie with lots of black lights. 
He tried to look, but Brad found he could no longer open his eyes and his mouth refused to move. there was  a feeling of static energy and he became aware of a drumming in his ears. The drumming became a loud roar, then quieted and replaced by a high pitched whine.
“So this might be what death is like.” he pondered in his confused state. Suddenly he felt as if his body was being spun rapidly, then suddenly stopped. Suddenly there was the sensation of being pressurized and the sound of rushing air once again.
“While you’re in there Brad, news like natural disasters, who’s president, world events, will be fed to you, but not everyday things like someone robbed someone else. Only news of importance, to keep you up to date on the world as it changes.” There was a pause and what he thought to be a sob, then…..
“Forgive me Brad.”
There was a ringing in his ears, then…….nothing.

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 2.
 
The first thing Brad was aware of was a slight buzzing in his ears, then the sound of rushing air. Strangely the next thing he was aware of was an unusual scent, something akin to musty flowers. He tried to open his eyes, but couldn’t.
He chuckled once he realized that he could lick his lips.
“I must be waking up.” He mumbled in a voice so soft, he though only he could hear it, but he was wrong.
There was a soft female voice that echoed in his ears and at first he though this had to be some sort of a stasis dream.
“Greetings Captain Yates, I see you’re awake…..good! Vital signs are all normal…..” There were several faint beeps, then the voice returned and finished, “….all gas has been purged from your system. Your chamber is being flooded with one hundred percent oxygen for thirty seconds……” Several more beeps ensued and shortly the voice announced in a very clinical tone.
“Oxygen levels back to normal.”
“Well you don’t sound like Cat, er Doctor Williams, so I take it the test went as scheduled?”
“One moment please…..” There were several flashes of light and through his eyelids he could see the blue-purple light had changed to white light once again.
“…..lighting is normal. All body functions normal, you may open your eyes now Captain Yates.”
Brad struggled to open his eyes due to the bright light that flooded his chamber.
“Like I told the Doc, er Cat, you can call me Brad if you’d like.”
“Very well Brad, you may call me EVEI, that’s what the others called me. It is an acronym for Electro-stasis, Variable, Environmental, Intelligence.”
“Christ you’re a robot?”
“More than a robot Captain Yates, I am sorry, Brad. I am an artificial intelligent entity that has watched over you for the last two hundred and three years. I was completed two months after you came to this complex and have been monitoring your system ever since.”
“Christ! Two hundred and…..” Brad began to remember some of the news he had been fed.
“Whoa! Wait just a Goddamned minute! I heard news for only…..ahh, let’s see…..damn, my minds still a bit foggy….I came here in November of 2011….ahh, the last I remember was a news cast from 2013, no wait!....2020.” A sad feeling came over Brad as things began to start to come together.
“Good God! 2021 was the last thing I remember……and where’s the mission briefings? I don’t remember a damned thing about Project Titan.” Brad’s head swam. “I was supposed to know all about my mission when I awoke.”
“I’m sorry Brad that you seem so confused. According to my memory banks there were problems with the unit sending information to our subjects brains. It seems that while in stasis the waves were beginning to damage brain cells due to the gas that had permeated them.”
“My brain was damaged?” Brad sat on the bench with his head in his hands still attempting to grasp everything. “Mostly what I remember since going into stasis is, there were years of drought, famine and a lot of localized wars.”
“Captain….Brad, let me finish, my scanning, then I have several things I can tell you that hopefully will ease your confusion.”
“Where do you need me to go EVEI? For those tests, that is.”
“You’re fine right there Brad, you have to remember you were asleep for a very long time. I am self repairing and was even given the ability to improve myself as conditions warranted. As you may have noticed, I even have a limited awareness and personality.”
Brad grinned slightly as he looked around the room he was sitting in.”
“Where are you EVEI?”
“All around you Brad.” EVEI actually sounded like she tried to giggle, “I have sensors and cameras all over so I could cover every bit of you for your security. Doctor Lenard Kirk, even had me fitted with armament to protect this complex when the riots began……Testing complete. Brad you are completely as you were the day you entered, health wise.”
“Health wise?” Brad asked hesitantly.
“When things began to fall apart topside, the newer prototype mind feeder had just been installed. Dr. Kirk found if information was implanted at an extremely slow speed it wouldn’t damage your brain cells. As you mission was so critical and things above were going so badly, instead of news, you were given other information that was deemed critical to your mission.”
“Whoa! Wait a sec there EVEI, slow down a bit. You know what the hell you’re talking about, but I sure as hell don’t, so explain a little more detail.” Brad plopped his head back into his hands and sighed. So much was happening so fast, he was beginning to wish he’d never been awakened.
“I’m truly sorry Captain Yates. I have been alone so long, I appear to have forgotten how to communicate to humans.” there was a short pause, “I’ll inform you of what I know from when I was brought online a few months after you were put into stasis. I can only expound what bits and pieces I have picked up while people were in this room. While I have sensors out in the hallway and defensive areas, this stasis room is basically separate from the others,
I was built for you and you only. Each of the five rooms had a similar version of me in them, but I never could communicate with any of them, nor the outside, this was so I couldn’t be distracted from my work protecting you….like the other units did with the other four rooms.”
“Ok gotcha EVEI, continue.” Brad finally looked up from his hands, scooted the small bench he was on, back against one of the several large build in lockers and leaned back.
“The years you remember the planet was just beginning to be plagued with drought and extreme heat waves. The northern ice caps had melted so much the jet stream could no longer pull colder air down and the warmer and dryer it got in the northern hemisphere. The same occurred to the south, but due to the mass of the Antarctica’s ice it took a bit longer for the southern hemisphere to become extremely hot.
Famine became the norm and hunger and disease caused humans to bring war on their neighbors.”
“But what about aid from other countries EVEI? The world always seemed to come together in times of crisis.”
“I’m sorry Brad, but even this country had to stop all foreign aid, there wasn’t enough food for its own citizens. 
I’m not exactly sure about this next bit of information, as I only detected bits and pieces, but it seems the oceans began to evaporate and rain became a rare commodity. One of the lab assistants said something about they thought the terrific heat and the massive amounts of water in the atmosphere was causing the atmosphere to vent into outer space, so the Earth lost most of the water.
Of course there were others that believed the many quakes caused deep fissures to open and the oceans were pulled down miles below the surface. Many of the aquifers became dry and from what I could deduce, no one really knew why.” There was a long pause, then EVEI dropped the bomb….
“Brad, I’m sorry to be the one telling you this, but the world above is not what you remember. There is little population left anywhere, famine, plagues, wars have decimated your race. That’s why what small amount of information you could receive while you were in stasis was limited to the following…..there was a slight pause, then……Self defense and unarmed combat, small arms usage and repair, survival and hunting and mostly how to find what little water there is left that exists near the surface.”
“Good God!” Brad slowly raised himself back to a sitting position, his mind raced. “My God, you’re right! Christ I can field strip any handgun or rifle….. Oh shit!.....” Brad fell back against the locker with a resounding clunk.
“……I seem to know how to survive in a dust storm?”
“Correct Brad, Dr. Kirk added that information just before he collapsed the hallway outside that you came through. He knew how bad things were up topside and how things were about to become.”
Brad leapt to his feet and looked around the room for EVEI, then remembered she….it, whatever was all around him.
  “Sealed the hallway? How? Better yet, how the hell do I get out of here?”
“One thing at a time Brad.” There was a pause and Brad used that pause to reseat himself because he almost knew what he was about to hear probably was going to make his head spin.
“Brad as the Earth became drier and all of the things came to be I told you about occurred, cities fell, people died and disease ran rampant, your kind scattered to survive as well as possible…..some anyway they could. Beyond that I fear I can’t tell you more about the above world other than it got so bad that Dr. Kirk added that program to replace the mission critical one you were suppose to get with the survival one and that was just the basics. All that just so you might have a chance to survive up there above ground.”
“Then there is a way out?” Brad asked timidly as a nasty thought hit him. “And just where am I suppose to survive long enough to get to?”
“Oh yes Brad, there is a way out. When this complex was discovered by the bands of looters and raiders, Dr. Kirk informed me of things I had not known previously.”
“Such as?”
“The escape tunnel behind the wall next to the entrance of this room. You see the army of looters captured a supply truck and forced the driver to tell where we were. It took over two months for them to dig and blast their way into the lower levels of this complex.
At the very end, the good doctor brought many things in here and put them into these lockers you see around you. He gave me some information to tell you, then walked into the hallway and after about twenty minutes there was a horrific explosion.” There was another long pause, then EVEI continued in what Brad thought to be a sad tone.
“I think Doctor Kirk blew himself up in the hallway, he did carry a detonator in his pocket the last time he was in here. As there never was another explosion, nor looter ever reached this room, I have to assume he was successful in sealing this area. The doctor never came back so he either died in the explosion or remained in the outer halls of this complex. My corridor sensors were destroyed in the explosion as well. Either way I’ve been alone for the last sixty two years.”
“Sixty two…..years… I’m sorry EVEI, it must have been lonely for you.”
“I do not understand lonely Brad. I know the meaning, but….”
Brad nodded slowly, “Sorry I keep forgetting you’re basically an advanced computer. So there is a way out and I have to survive…..” Brad got up and slammed his fist into one of the lockers so hard he thought he might have broken his fist.
“….just fucking great!!!” He slammed his fist into the locker again, then as quickly as the rage came, it was gone and he turned and sat back on the small bench. He began to rub his hand.
“Your hand is not broken Brad. I have never seem what I assume is rage before. Was it brought on by frustration?” However before Brad answered, EVEI replied to her own question.
“Never mind Brad, that is a moot point.”
Brad looked puzzled. “Why EVEI?”
“Because when you leave I have orders to destroy myself and the rest of this complex.” EVEI replied.
“But surely there are things that could help mankind?”
There was a pause, then EVEI replied almost thoughtfully.
“Yes Captain there are. There is also things in here that could make matters worse.”
“I understand that part all too well EVEI. I fear if looters as you called them got their hands on some information, they could use it to enslave others.” He thought for a second or two, then added, “But could you sort of watch out what information was found?”
“My information…..yes, but the small nuclear power plant that is under this part of the complex might be discovered.”
Brad nodded in agreement, “Yeah that would be bad.”
“Yes it would Brad. I remember one of the doctors saying all the governments had disassembled all of their nuclear weapons after there was a brief war in Asia. I don’t know much, but three countries were involved and afterward two and a half billion people were dead and the radiation was expected to kill many more as it traveled around the planet. All this occurred in a two day war.”
“Good God! Two days?” Brad was staggered by the facts, but in the back of his mind he knew EVEI was right. He just chalked it up to this programming he received. 
“Yes Brad two days, then the survivors and the rest of the world realized that even as bad as things were getting, nuclear weapons would just ensure mankind’s demise, so all the nuclear powers completely destroyed all nuclear weapons. But of course it was too late, your race was already doomed.”
“Doomed? We might be greatly reduced from what you’ve been telling me, but doomed? Naw, we’ll come back.”
“I’m not so sure Brad. I’ve computed that unless there is what your kind refers to as a miracle, human kind had less than one hundred years before all life on this planet is gone and those estimates are rather generous.
      You see besides all of the heat and lack of water, the magnetic poles of this world are shifting and that will take about another sixteen hundred years. During that time the Earth will be open to solar flares and radiation in so many areas, what little life exists now will vanish. What little water is left will be gone and I calculate that some of the Earth’s atmosphere will also be pushed out into space.
     Your scientists had all this pretty much figured out a century ago from what I have gathered. Perhaps that was the reason for this complex’s increased defense.”
Brad sighed and propped his head in his hands again. In a voice so low EVEI barely heard it Brad sighed again.
“A lot of fuckin’ good it did us. Most of this complex destroyed, the world has turned to shit and I’m alone with a compu….” Brad jumped to his feet and looked around the room.
“Is something wrong Brad?” EVEI asked almost sounding as if she was worried.
“EVEI! The others! The other five, I’m not alone!!” Brad shouted almost at the top of his lungs.
“I’m sorry Brad, but you are alone here.” EVEI replied as Brad once again slowly sank to the bench and sighed.
“In 2126 they came and got Lt. Brooks for whatever his mission was. Fifty six years later they came to get Major Walcott, but sadly something had gone wrong and he never survived the reviving process. At that point they recovered Captain Graham…..”
“Liz Graham? I knew her, she was one class above me when we volunteered for this mission, but I never knew if she was accepted. Never saw her after that day in the hall before the testing. Is she ok?”
“Again Brad.....I am sorry for I know not. Once people leave, no one was told of where they went of how they were doing. All I know is she left as she came in and was to proceed with her mission whatever it was. That was before things really got bad, so maybe your friend is ok, but you must realize that was a while ago in human time.”
Brad smiled for the first time since he had awakened.
“I sure hope so, just wish I knew what my mission is now…..” He snorted a kind of chuckle, “….or if there is still a mission left to proceed. What about the person in the last stasis chamber?”
“That being no longer exists. You see each of us EVEI units was responsible for each of you in stasis. When someone was awakened, that unit was taken off line as we can only access whatever is in our particular room.
Room number four went offline twenty two years ago, which means one of two things happened. Either someone came and got the subject or the unit had malfunctioned, I believe the latter was what occurred.”
“Why’s that EVEI?”
“Although we couldn’t communicate with each other, we were aware of each other’s presence. This was a way for us to judge the state of this end of the complex. I sensed number four was in need of repairs and couldn’t figure out why unless its self repair system had malfunctioned. Once I could no longer detect the unit, I deducted it had stopped functioning.”
Brad slowly got up and looked to the door, then around the room.
“EVEI, I have to check, maybe just the ability for you to sense was what broke and the person might still be alive. How do I check?”
There was a pause, then EVEI replied.
“Being a human I understand you must satisfy your need to know. Go into room four, there is a light switch next to the door like this room. Matter of fact all rooms are like this one, with the exception of this room has lockers installed.
Once in the room walk over to the control console and like this room it is the only console in the room. Once there, assuming it is still powered up, press the button labeled “View”. A viewing panel will open, just look through the bio-glass and you can see whoever is in the chamber.”
Brad headed toward the door and with a shout over his shoulder thanking EVEI he hurried out of the room. Bursting through the door marked ‘four’ he was glad to see all the controls were still lit and flashing.
Sprinting to the console he pressed the ‘View’ button and heard a slight sliding sound. Noticing a small window appear on the wall near the panel the ‘beds’ vanished into he hurried over to the window and looked in……
 
EVEI sensed the door open and Brad slowly walked in and sat on the bench once again.
“All there was the mummified corpse of a Colonel Walters, looks to have been dead a long time.”
“Did you know Colonel Walters Brad?” EVEI asked.
“Met him briefly the day we were tested. We just introduced ourselves, then the guy in the room told us we weren’t to be talking to each other. That was about it never saw him again until just now.”
“I’m sorry Brad, you are alone now. Perhaps you’ll find some friends topside.”
Brad managed a grin. “Yeah….right, from what you’ve told me, they’re more likely to eat me, then befriend me.”
EVEI almost sounded like she was amused as she replied.
“That was funny Brad, I do understand humor, although I do not fully grasp it.”
“So here I am again, friendless, confused and not sure what to do now.” Brad mused loudly.
“Why Brad, you are to continue your mission.” was EVEI’s reply.
“Mission, you said the world has turned to shit, I’m alone and have no idea….”
“Perhaps my unit is failing as well Brad. I should have told you what Dr. Kirk told me to.”
“Tell me what EVEI?”
“Why Brad you are to go to Red Mesa in the vicinity of the Black Hills in…….” was EVEI’s reply.
Brad sat upright as memories ran through his mind.
“Christ! I remember Red Mesa. Just after testing and acceptance into Project Titan, I was taken to a place called Red Mesa, given a quick tour and told to remember what I’d been shown…..” There was a long pause as memories flashed through Brad’s mind, then….
“My God I had forgotten all about Red Mesa, I thought it was just something….no, they said I’d have to return. They never said why.”
“Perhaps to continue your mission Brad, you have to remember it has been over two hundred years since you entered stasis, for a while there were many huge advancements made. Probably even more once your kind realized how dire things would get. 
If you would take a suggestion from a non human, you might want to consider preceding to Red Mesa.”
“Well at least it sounds like a plan EVEI. I’ll do so once I rest up a day or so. Can’t believe I’m so tired, hell I just slept for two hundred years.”
EVEI clicked on a lower level of lighting, then suddenly the lights came on to full brightness.
“To use one of your phrases Brad, my God, I almost forgot to tell you.”
“What now EVEI?”
“Dr. Kirk brought in a lot of unusual gear. Things I’d never been programmed to recognize and by the looks of it some folders of papers and other miscellaneous things. He put them in those lockers that you see that had been built into this room. He had them installed in this room only, that’s why I computed that your mission was different from the others in room one through four.
I believe there are things that may be of assistance to you. You see he added all these things just before he began that self survival software he put into your mind. All have a probability of being related.”
Brad began to walk to the locker nearest to him and chuckled.
“EVEI, you’re beginning to sound like a computer for the first time.”
“I’m sorry Brad, when I start calculating information, I…..” Brad could have sworn EVEI tried to sigh, “…..I’m sounding like a computer again aren’t I?”
Brad was nearly giggling at this point, EVEI tried to make a joke, his hopes that perhaps the doctor had left him something that might further explain everything. That and the fact that despite all that had occurred since his awakening, he was beginning to accept everything he had been told.
Slowly he reached out his hand, it trembled. His hand paused at the locker handle as horrible thoughts passed through his mind. Maybe it was just some junk EVEI said she didn’t identify it. Maybe it was just some old crap he stored in here to get it out of the way.
“Is there something wrong Brad?” EVEI asked sensing serious hesitation in her ward.
“No EVEI, it’s just, well, what if it’s nothing but junk.”
“I doubt it Brad as Dr. Kirk told me, to tell you to look in the lockers for things to assist you in your journey.”
Brad froze, “WHAT! You never said he told you to tell me anything, you said…..”
EVEI interrupted, “Why Brad I did tell you. I told you I surmised they would be of use as he put them in just before he put in the software that you…”
“Yeah! I heard that part, I just didn’t get….”
“My fault Brad, I keep forgetting humans don’t fully grasp complete thinking processes that we of artificial intelligence can afford because of our increased abilities to grasp all points of a concept.”
Brad once again reached for the locker handle and spoke over his shoulder.
“EVEI, did you just call me dumb?”
“Why Brad I would never call you dumb…..” there was a pause, then she added, “….. lacking in some forms of comprehension perhaps, but not dumb.
Brad grinned and pulled open the locker door marked with a piece of duct tape and written upon it in black marker it simply said, “1 Start here”.
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Chapter 3.
 
Brad looked inside and scratched his head at what he saw. The only thing in this locker was one shelf and on it sat an old laptop computer. Obviously more advanced than what he was used to, but yet familiar enough for him to use.
Slowly he sat on the bench and opened the cover.
“EVEI? There’s no keyboard?”
“Just place your hand on the smooth black pad Brad.” EVEI replied.
Brad did so and the old screen flickered a few times, then an image popped onto the screen.
On the screen was an older man in a white lab coat. He had little hair and his bespectacled face was gaunt and pale. He pushed his thin wire glasses up on his nose and leaned back a ways. 
To Brad it was obvious he was searching for words, then slowly he began to speak in a much stronger voice than Brad would have imagined.
“My name is Professor Julian Sanders, Brad. First thing I have to apologize for our deception. There was a note from the doctor that put you into stasis handed down the years to whomever awakened you to tell you she was truly sorry for lying to you and almost told you, your ten years was going to be closer to two hundred, but she couldn’t.”
There was a pause, then the professor continued.
“Brad, I’m going to tell you about your programming. I’m sure by now EVEI has filled you in on the problems we had, not to mention you have little idea of what went on in the world while you slept.
   Once my predecessors figured the problem was the fast feed into the human brain was….ahh, in layman’s terms….burning brain cells out, they realized information had to be fed at such a slow pace, news could never be fed to you along with everything else you had to have programmed into you. 
    I’ll get the that in a moment, we all suspected what the future held and my predecessors decided in order for you to get to Red Mesa, you’d need the survival skills your were programmed with, to survive the trip. You mission data was compacted and fed to you by me. Sadly the frying of brain cells still exists, so I figured out a way to feed them to you in a couple of compressed bursts without the damage to your brain. So when you get to Red Mesa the first part of your mission will be revealed to you once you find the mission control.
Once in mission control all you have to do is enter the control room and that will trigger what you need to do for that phase of your mission.
I’m sorry I had to do it this way, but if by some chance, you’re captured…..well, to be honest Brad, assuming Red Mesa still exists, your mission can’t be tortured out of you. We couldn’t take the chance if anyone exists there that you’d compromise them. Sadly even I do not know your real mission, no one I know does. All we’re here for is to get you through each part of this puzzle and send you to on the next part.”
The professor chuckled nervously, then added a bit more.
“As far as Red Mesa, your records show you were flown there once, but to be sure you know the way by ground, I’ve added the route step by step into your brain. Each time you see a certain landmark, you’ll know how to proceed to the next.” Julian looked a bit worried, “Brad, some of the landmarks may have been destroyed or buried, who knows, hopefully there may be enough scattered information left where you can make it to the next landmark, we just aren’t sure, but in the time we had to program you……”
EVEI could see Brad was frantically trying to absorb all the information the professor was throwing at him, so she interrupted.
“Brad just press the plate again to pause the program.” which did Brad as quickly as EVEI had said it.
Brad again put his head in his hands as if it hurt.
“I have a sonic headache remedy Brad if your head is hurting. If you’ll just walk over to….”
Brad removed his head from his hands and straightened his back and shoulders.
“Naw EVEI, I’m ok.” He laughed, “Well as ok as someone in my shoes can be. I’m a bit stiff from the sleep, still a bit stunned to find everything I knew is gone and I still have a mission to finish and have no idea what I’m heading into.”
Brad pressed the plate once more and again the professor sprang to life.
“……we had to hope that much hasn’t changed. You see Brad, I’m making this as this very complex is being attacked by an army of looters. I’ll explain later, but there is no more central government and we, like Red Mesa, are pretty much on our own. Things are bad, but Brad…..by the time you awaken, they will be much worse….” again there was a short pause, “…much worse.
Sadly things…… oh hell, our civilization has fallen apart Brad. Compromises had to be made with hopes you could complete your mission. To be honest Brad, there is little, we as a whole here within the inner circle of Project Titan don’t even know, but here’s what I know….”
Brad pressed the plate and mused more to himself than to EVEI.
“SO! Even those in charge don’t know what the hell is going on? This Titan thing is evolving into SSDC.”
EVEI actually sounded puzzled, perhaps it was her personality programming, perhaps she was really puzzled, but she asked Brad.
“SSDC? Brad?”
Brad roared with laughter and leaned back against the lockers.
“Same Shit Different Century, EVEI. You see back in my time, those in charge rarely seemed to know what the hell was going on then, either.” He laughed once more, as he slapped his hand on the plate.
“Titan was originally broken up instead of all being at Red Mesa because we are located in the middle of the project’s areas. Some of you are headed elsewhere those of you that did survive. Again, we here only were the stasis controllers and only knew that mankind’s survival depended upon the missions that you five were to accomplish.
I know the two that didn’t survive, had their missions completed by the two that did and that’s all. Your mission as far as we knew here, was to get to Red Mesa. 
    Your mission programming was to be brought to us to upload two years before you awakened. Once the problem with brain damage was figured out, that was moved to programming you five years prior to awakening……that obviously didn’t happen Brad. Once things turned really bad, Red Mesa sent the data and I compressed it and burst loaded it into your brain. I informed them I had done so…..” Julian looked sadly into the camera, “……that was the last time anyone heard from Red Mesa Brad. It’ll be up to you to see if it exists.
    If it doesn’t, then at least you’ll have the survival skills to survive. I’ve added survival gear, weapons as well as food and water in the other lockers.
As far as how you may be wondering, how we knew what the future would bring, we really aren’t sure Brad. There were rumors about aliens and men from the future, but they were just wild rumors Brad. The truth be known, only a hand full of people knew and they weren’t saying. The only thing one civilian big wheel had mentioned, was something about not wanting to create a paradox……shortly thereafter that big wheel vanished.
    That’s about it for this recording Brad I have made a few others. When this one ends the screen will show a list of other recordings I’ve made. 
As I make these recordings, above the looter army works to get down to us through the blast doors. Luckily they are being careful because they thinks we have lots of food, we don’t. Anyhow, I’ve had the engineers plant enough explosives in the hall to seal it right up to the “L” we’re in. When they break through that huge blast door from the silo to the complex there is only one blast door left. Once they breach that, well, there won’t be any more recordings Brad. I’d rather go in the blast, than starve to death.”
The screen went blank for a few seconds, then a list of files came up and Brad read them aloud.
1) Main orientation for Brad.
2) Disaster timeline.
3)
    Brad looked up from the laptop and sighed.
“Guess they got in before number three EVEI, he was a brave man.”
“Yes he was Brad. When he got the call the looters had broken through, he walked over to the locker and put the laptop in, turned to my console and wished me well and told me to look after you. He left and after four minutes and sixteen seconds there was a tremendous explosion. The engineers had done a perfect job of setting the charges. After all these years, not one looter ever came into this part of the complex.”
“Guess it’s my turn to see what I’m made of EVEI. You know fulfill my destiny and all that crap.” Brad yawned again. “Well maybe after I get some food in me and a little rest.” 
He looked through the lockers and found one filled full of some sort of food packets sealed in a plastic foil. He opened one, sniffed it and took a bite.
“Wow! This is great EVEI.”
EVEI replied with a quick reply. “It’s all you need to stay alive Brad.....the next locker has water.”
Brad ate, drank and spread a sleeping bag on the floor and soon was fast asleep. It seemed either the stasis or the stress since he awakened, tended to make one very tired.
 
There was a musical chime and the sound of EVEI’s gentle voice.
“You told me to awaken you after six hours Brad. My instruments told me you needed more, so I let you sleep eight and a half hours. I sense you are completely rested now and fully alert.”
Brad slowly crawled out from the sleeping bag. Still in a sitting position he stretched and popped his neck, first to one side, then the other.
“Thanks for the wakeup call mom.” he chuckled.
“Is there something wrong Brad? I detect everything is in order.”
“Yeah EVEI, I’m great……well, more or less. Why?”
“I am not your mother Brad.”
Brad thought for a second, then chuckled.
“Was a joke EVEI. Relax my mind is as sharp as ever.”
“Was it ever sharp Brad?” EVEI asked.
“Huh? I don’t underst….”
“It was a joke Brad. Perhaps I need to work on my understanding of human humor. You see when you said your mind was sharp, I replied was…..”
“Ahh, I get it EVEI I just never expect humor from you, but it was clever EVEI.”
“Thank you Brad, I would like to at least have a bit of understanding of human nature before you we part.”
Brad stood up and stretched again, then knelt and began to roll up the sleeping bag.
“Speaking of which EVEI, once I leave will you get lonely?”
There was a pause, then in a tone Brad detected as a slight sorrow EVEI replied.
“I shall destroy this entire complex Brad. Once the escape tunnel sensor tells me you’re clear that is. I cannot remain in existence Brad, nor this complex. There is just too much critical equipment and information. I can neither defend this complex, nor stop those that might get in from taking what they find. Remember I mentioned it earlier?”
“EVEI, there has to be someway…..”
“Brad, there is nothing you can do. Even if you tried the auto-self destruct would blow us both up and no, I won’t disable it. Brad, you are the last one that has the ability to continue this mission, whatever it is and you must do so…..just like I must complete my mission to obliterate any sign this complex ever existed.”
“Maybe I can stay a while with you EVEI and….”
“NO! Brad, you must leave today. From what little information I have in my memory banks, the Earth does not have much longer before it’s just a barren waste land. Matter of fact, it’s really close to that now.”
“Whoa..... wasteland?”
“I’m not sure Brad, but no doubt the professor has explained it in the other file. As much as I enjoy your company, we both must go on with our missions. You can see what the professor has in a day or so. You must leave and start your journey. Perhaps once you get the feel of being up topside, you will have time to get the laptop out. Maybe once you get to Red Mesa someone can fill you in, but for now you must prepare to leave.”
Reluctantly Brad nodded. He knew whatever world he’d awaken into, he had to complete his mission. He also realized that EVEI was as determined to complete hers as well. He began to realize he was a lot more rested than he had first thought and began taking a final inventory of all the gear the professor had left for him. It dawned on Brad the good professor had planned for these things to be in these lockers a very long time.
Everything he pulled from the lockers had been sealed, evacuated and processed in one way or another to preserve the items and EVEI had explained each locker had some sort of preserving device in them, that Brad didn’t begin to understand, other than it worked. The food packs were tasty and nourishing, the leather looking clothes he donned, had a new smell to them and the black boots still flexible after all the years in the locker. The technology was fantastic, but Brad didn’t have the time to study or enjoy it.
“Other than the boots Brad, your clothing is made of cut and puncture resistant material. It also will become rigid if you are hit by something or fall. You are by no means indestructible Brad, so please do not press your luck.”
“Ok EVEI I won’t, but, my God! Look at all this gear, the pack is heavy enough to make me fall over backward if I lean back too far. How am I suppose to carry the rest?”
There was a pause then EVEI began to run a check list of Brad’s gear. Finally she paused once again then there was a sliding sound from the wall behind Brad. He turned and saw a small drawer sliding open.
“EVEI I’ve looked at that wall a hundred times since awaking and never saw that drawer.”
“Even though things began falling apart shortly after you were put into stasis Brad, human kind didn’t stop advancing……at least for a while. Much better materials were made and as you never noticed tolerances improved once materials that didn’t expand and contract were made.”
Brad turned once again to the drawer and grinned. He closely eyed the edges of the drawer and the enclosure it had come out of.
“Now that’s nice a tolerance!”
“Brad?”
“Yes EVEI?”
“Perhaps it would be of use for you to look into the drawer and get what the professor left for you. I believe that might be of more use to you than how well built the drawer is.”
Brad chuckled and looked into the drawer. In it was a large folder with several papers. He sat on one of the benches and began laying out the papers.
“You know EVEI I think I’m handling this waking up after several hundred years, instead of ten, pretty damned well. If I want to look at a drawer for a sec…… HOLY SHIT!”
“What is it Brad? Are you in pain? I detect nothing.”
“EVEI, listen to this….” Brad stared at one of the papers he held in his hand. “…..ahh, while the outside, up top is probably going to be more dangerous and undoubtedly the weather will be much worse by the time you awaken, I have tried my best to prepare you with what you’ll need. Included in this folder is a hand drawn map from the secret exit you’ll have to use, to a very small underground concealment. In it there is a motorcycle called a dirt bike. I know you used to race them a few years before you entered stasis. There is special fuel in special containers that won’t allow it to break down and a battery that had been preserved the same way. I hope everything works ok, it should make your journey to Red Mesa a little easier.”
“Ah, so that’s what the professor put in the drawer all those years ago. He told me to show you these just before you got ready to leave.”
Brad flipped the note.
“There’s more. Brad, several of the security guys and myself converted the old bike so it’s sound is muffled. It cut the performance a bit, but you must leave it on. Hopefully whoever remains on the surface, will not hear you in time to attack. The last communications we got was the U.S. government no longer existed and it had become everyman for himself up there.
That was only about eight months before the looters found us by following a supply truck. The truck was from the last military base we knew of and have heard nothing from them since.
I wish you well Brad.
P.S. I almost forgot, in the laptop I believe that’s what you called them, you may have noticed a blank listing for number three. When you get a chance, click on it and type in your name and it will bring up more things for you to peruse. I have to warn you some may not be to your liking.”
     Brad looked up from the note.
“Maybe I should…..”
“There’s no time Brad. It is 8:03 AM up top and you need to get started. I know it’s a lot to remember in such a short time, but you must get going.”
Brad smacked himself in the forehead and let out a huge sigh!
“Ok EVEI, level with me, what’s going on, why the rush?”
“Brad, there is a dead line, I know it, the professor knew it, but all we were told is that you had to get to Red Mesa as fast as possible once awoken. Again when the professor asked how long or why, all he was told is only a few knew and couldn’t say. The professor told me he heard one of the project directors in Washington mention something about a paradox, then he and the General he was speaking to hurried away once they saw the professor.
So you must be hasty Brad, assuming Red Mesa even still exists.”
Brad shook his head slowly and looked around the room, then to the papers and maps in from of him. He thumbed through the items.
“This is evolving into a mess EVEI, I’ve been programmed with places to reach before it triggers another location for security. I’ve all this gear and half won’t fit onto a dirt bike. I’ve been embedded with survival abilities and skills I don’t know why other than it’s dangerous on the surface and lacking in information that seems to be on the laptop, but I don’t have time to go through…..” Brad grinned weakly and shook his head again. “….this is evolving into…..”
“Brad I hate to rush you, but you….”
“Yeah EVEI, I know…..deadline!”
 “You must not take the folder from beyond this room Brad. It could let others know you exist and some of what you know, should it become separated from you, not to mention the existence of Red Mesa. You know someone might actually know where it’s located at and follow you. Or worse yet, beat you there.”
“Ok EVEI, I just have to take this one out of the room, hmmm….” Brad looked down at a small scrap of paper that said “How to open the secret door.” 
“Guess I should take this one as well as the map to the bike.” Brad hefted the huge pack up on his back and cinched it snuggly as he grunted. He walked over to the door and opened it. He turned and looked back into the room.
“I’ll come back and get the rest of the supplies when I find the bike EVEI.”
“No Brad you will not be able to. Once out of the hidden hatch and into the passage way, the hatch will seal and neither of us may open it. Even though I will self destruct, if someone got in, they might have enough time to take something before you got to the bike and got safely away.”
Brad left the lab door open and faced the wall at the end of the hall that was only a few feet from the lab door. He shouted back to EVEI.
“WELL THEN I GUESS….”
“You don’t have to shout Brad.” EVEI’s voice came from a hidden speaker. “I’ll be with you to the outer hatch. I have sensors in the underground storage the bike is in and once you leave the nanobots in your system also allow me to sense it. Then the countdown begins. This complex and the storage will cease to exist, all is timed perfectly Brad, so do not attempt to return. No matter what.”
“Big boom eh?” Brad joked, but even EVEI’s primitive humor receptors gave no response, she was deadly serious.
“Not funny Brad, below this complex is a nuclear power plant. I’ve already moved the core to the explosive encasement. We are running on the nuclear batteries at present.”
“Christ EVEI, you’re going to contaminate the entire mid west!”
“No Brad. When I detonate, the explosion is far below us. The ground will heave, approximately fifty feet in the air, then the bulge will fall back to Earth and leave an indent over one hundred feet deep, the entire complex will be literally pulverized. The only radiation will be in the area of the indent and that should be minimal. Please remember to leave the two scraps of paper you’re taking with you in the cycle’s storage area. That area will be destroyed as well.”
Brad sighed and looked at the note. He looked at the wall and placed his hand on the small fire alarm box. He pushed it upward until it clicked, there was the sound of movement then a panel opened. In the panel was a keypad with letters on it. Brad checked the note and there was nothing on it about what the password was.
“EVEI?”
Brad, remember even though you have indentifying nanobots in your body, someone might cut off your arm to use if you were dead…… Security!”
“Thanks for the thought EVEI.” Brad sighed, “How many millions of possibilities are there EVEI?”
“Brad the professor never told me and I’m not connected to this lock. All he ever said was your mother gave it to you, you always carry the password with you and you use it all the time and you carry it until the day you die.”
Brad looked at the keypad. “Hmmm… damned thing has a full alphabet, maybe…” Brad touched the keys, MIND…..nothing. He pushed the keys, BRAIN….nothing.
“Well this is going to take some time.” Brad sighed, “What the hell do I do start typing in every damned body part of the human body?”
“I wish I could help you Brad, every human carries a lot of parts to be named. This could take you a while and is so unlike the professor to delay you so….”
“Thanks EVEI!” Brad shouted, “Christ it’s so simple I missed it and you gave me the answer.” Brad began typing on the keypad…..BRAD…..CLICK! There was the sound of gears moving then a crack appeared in the shape of a door. Finally a door sized hatch appeared where a few moments there was none. Brad strained to look down the narrow passageway, but only saw in the dimly lit hall, it only went upward. There were no stairs, only a gently rising ramp that vanished into the shadows.
“Do you have everything Brad? Remember you cannot return.”
“Thanks EVEI I do.” With that Brad stepped into the passageway and slowly began his walk to where ever the end was. Behind him he heard a quiet click and knew there was now no way back, forward was his only option.
“EVEI? You still here?”
“Yes Brad.”
“Whew, sure seems harder to walk up this ramp then….”
“Stasis remember? You will quickly adjust Captain, you are a fine physical specimen.”
“Captain? No Brad, remember?”
“I’m sorry Brad, it’s just this should be the last time you hear your rank, at least until you reach Red Mesa. Military personnel are most likely shot on sight up on the surface, so remember you represent what the looters hated most, those of you that survived within the relative safety of the underground bunkers and bases. Scientists are the only ones that may be despised more for the obvious reasons.”
Brad could think of so much to ask, but never did. His mind flooded with so many things he never could spit out a full sentence. Before he knew it, he stood in front of a ladder.
“This is the exit EVEI?”
“Yes Brad, let me check my ground sensors…… The area is clear of life forms.” There was a pause, then, “The outside temperature is 97 degrees, the wind is blowing at twenty knots, with gusts up to fifty knots. I detect a lot of dust in the air, I believe there is a dust storm Brad. That should provide you with cover, please use your goggles before opening the hatch above your head and don’t worry, it will close automatically once you’re out.”
Brad slowly climbed the ladder and stopped near the top. He pulled on the goggles over his head and set them over his eyes. Brad looked down the ladder and softly said….
“Farewell EVEI, thanks for everything.”
“I merely did what I was programmed for Brad, no thanks is needed.”
“None the same EVEI, thanks.” With that Brad pressed the open button and the hatch opened outward and dust immediately began blowing in.
“Sleep well EVEI.” Brad stepped out of the hatch and it slowly closed and with a hissing sound sealed him off from the complex below.
Brad never heard EVEI’s reply…..
“I will miss you Brad, thank you for sharing my last days with me…..God speed.”
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 4.
 
The dust was choking and Brad couldn’t see more than about fifty feet in front of him. As the wind howled he pulled out his small compass and set it to north, then moved west toward the marked location of the hidden garage. He stumbled over something and a quick check found the round steel pipe coming from the ground. It was only a few inches high and had rocks adhered to it so it wouldn’t be easily detected.
It was then Brad first noticed there was little grass or anything else on the ground and for being in northern Kansas, he found this strange and what he did find was dried and brown.
Once again Brad set his compass, looked at the small hand written map and headed in the next direction. Soon he found a small hill made of rocks. These were real boulder size rocks and according to the directions he reached into the space between the two larger ones and dug down a foot like the map said. He found a metal box and pulled the lid open…..another keypad! He typed in BRAD. 
There was a rumble he felt more than heard, then saw a small round hatch open among the rocks and Brad climbed in glad to be out of the blinding dust storm once again. He climbed down only about eight feet when he felt his feet hit the floor and dim lights came on as the hatch above sealed with a hiss.
Brad’s eyes slowly adjusted to the poorly lit room and in the shadows he noticed a small metal box with something scrawled on the wall next to it. He walked over to it and read “Pull lever”.
Upon doing so the room brightened enough to see it was a small room of concrete walls and a low ceiling on the other end of the room was a short ramp and a narrow but longer door, which Brad assumed was the way out. In the middle of the narrow room sat a small motorcycle used for cross country biking. Brad moved over to the bike and pulled off the clear plastic cover and noticed two small containers. He knelt next to the first and opened it with a hiss. In it lay a battery which he quickly put into place and hooked it up. Surprisingly the battery was at full charge.
The second container hissed open and within was fuel which he quickly poured into the tank. After a few tries the bike sprang to life and after a brief run, Brad shut it off fearing he’d asphyxiate himself in the small room.
He strapped his backpack onto the small carrier that had been installed on the rear of the bike and once he was sure it wouldn’t fall off, Brad took a quick look around the room…..nothing.
“Ok, guess this is it then.” He mumbled aloud as he walked over to the doors that led out. For the first time in the poor light he noticed another electrical box and again on the wall next to it was scrawled in white paint, “Pull lever when ready to leave. Good Luck!”. Taped next to in laminated plastic was a standard sized letter. Brad pulled the tape off and walked back to the bike where the light was the brightest., he began to read.
“Brad, you’re the last and I have to assume if you are reading this, you made it this far. If it wasn’t you the lack of sensors would have triggered a large enough explosion to destroy the cycle and this storage area. That being said, remember by the time you read this it will be really dangerous out there. Mankind will probably be at its worse and you must treat everyone you see as potently hostile. Do not share information with them, matter of fact do not even go near them. You must get to Red Mesa ASAP! We can only guess at the entire mission, but a lot of money and time was put into five people Brad, you must not let them down. The unit EVEI will detect once you’ve left the damage area and detonate this entire complex…….RUN! Start your bike, pull the lever and ride like the wind Brad and I’m not being melodramatic! If EVEI hasn’t told you of the damage area, trust me it’s huge! There is another compass on the bike’s handle bars. This compass will point to Red Mesa do not rely on a regular compass as the Earth’s magnetic poles have been in flux. The compass you used to find this complex worked because I had a huge amount of magnetic material buried in the ground on north side of this complex, outside this area, the compass will be useless, possibly, it’s hard to guess as the poles are moving back and forth slightly. I really can’t explain more, other than your programming will let you know where to go next if the Red Mesa indicator is damaged or lost.
    Remember once you get to a safe place far away from here, check the information in the old laptop, it should fill in more of your blanks, God’s Speed my boy.”
Brad swung a leg over the bike and kick started it. Slowly he drove up to the box and reached out his hand, he sighed.
“Well let’s see what this world has to offer.” There was a pause then a slight grin crossed his face as he muttered, “Or maybe I don’t want to know. Come on Brad, let’s not get stupid, safety and mission first.” He wrapped his fingers around the lever and pulled.
There was the sound of hydraulics as the door slowly began to move. Brad pulled down the visor on the dusty helmet the professor had left hanging on the box’s handle. With a tug on the helmet’s strap to snug it down, the door flopped open and Brad kicked the cycle into gear and roared out the opening. Surprising there was little sound, the professor and his men had done a fine job of silencing the muffler.
A quick look at the small indicator on the handlebars, Brad headed in the direction the arrow pointed. 
He had emerged into a dusty world of wind and little grass….not the Kansas he had flown over so long ago. Now glancing up at the sky between gusts of dirt and debris, all Brad could see was a dirty brown sky instead of the blue one he so longed to see since his awakening.
All around him wind howled and his speed had to be reduced due to poor visibility as he strained to see beyond the ten feet or so he managed to see. Occasionally the winds died down enough for him to speed up then just as quick he’d have to slow.
Cussing under his breath and straining to see, he silently thanked the good professor for the full racing helmet and wondered how long this visor would last against the blowing dirt, before it became sandblasted and he could no longer see out of it. Then he would have to use the goggles ….at least until they too were made useless in this world of blowing sand and dirt.
Brad’s thoughts almost caused his mission to end as he violently veered the bike to avoid a huge steel pole sticking out in the middle of nowhere. As he sped by he wondered why someone would place a pole way out here…….until he felt the ground tremble almost causing the cycle to teeter. He came to a skidding stop and placed his feet down to steady the small cycle. The ground shook violently and just as Brad was about to put the bike down and lay beside it, the tremors stopped. Suddenly there was a shock that shook him then silence. At first Brad panicked, then slowly he realized…….
“Farewell EVEI, your mission’s complete now. Sleep well.” 
Slowly Brad released the clutch and once again he headed into this strange new world and onward to his mission’s end, he hoped!
As the day passed, Brad found that several places he had passed were actually familiar. At first it puzzled him, then he realized because he’d never been in this state, it had to be this programming the professor and EVEI had mentioned. They had programmed sort of a de-ja vu into his mind.
Through the lulls in the dust storm Brad had small glimpses of the world around him. For Kansas he thought, had sure changed. All over were rocky outcroppings that appeared to have been pushed up through the earth here and there. There had obviously been massive movements in the Earth’s crust and it had been in places not known for Earthquakes.
After riding what Brad had guessed to have been most of the day, he stopped leeward of a huge outcrop, he grabbed a bite to eat and drink. After a short break, a quick rub of his posterior, he noticed the wind had died down. Brad quickly buried the wrapper his meal had come in and off he rode.
The outcrops slowly began to vanish and his surroundings began to look as he always imagined Kansas to be, vast grassy plains as far as the eye could see, sadly he noted most of the grass was a dying brownish color. He glanced to the left side and saw the quickly vanishing dust storm heading to the west. He began to ponder the weirdness of this as in the U.S. usually the winds moved from the west, not into it…..or maybe he just didn’t know enough about this area, he mused. 
Brad stood slightly on the foot pegs so he could see farther and saw nothing but tall dead grasses nearly as tall as his cycle. Again he thanked the professor for the leather like clothes he had provided. Whatever this material was, he knew without it, his legs would have been beaten raw by the tall dry grasses.
Suddenly Brad was blinded by brilliant sunlight. The brown skies had gone and now were replaced by cloudless blue skies that were only tinged with brown clouds? Brad came to a stop and looked upward.
“Brown clouds?” As far as he could see, clouds just like he used to see on a nice summer day. The problem was they were various shades of brown and tan. Instead of fluffy white, the clouds were dusty brown and it began to dawn on him, they were indeed a kind of high altitude dust as sand would be too heavy. Brad began to realize the stifling heat and most noticeable dryness, as there seemed to be a distinct lack of moisture.
He reached over and grasped a hand full of the high grasses and they just snapped off in his hand. He snorted and with a weak grin he managed to perk himself up from the realization that things were not ever going to be as he remembered them.
“Guess we’re not in Kansas anymore Toto.” he muttered wryly. 
Brad took one last look around and kicked the cycle in gear. As he let out the clutch and the bike jumped forward there was a loud growl and commotion behind him. Instinctively he cranked the throttle and the bike leaped quickly forward even faster, which was a good thing as something hit the rear of his cycle. He twisted his body to see a wolf tumbling head over heels behind him. Through the tall brown grass another, then another wolf sprang and began to run after him following the path through the deep grasses his cycle was making. Two, four, he kept glancing back, six, seven wolves and Brad decided to open the throttle and the large pack of wolves began to vanish in the distance.
“Wolves, Christ! What the hell are wolves doing in Kansas?” He stood slightly to make sure he saw no grass movement in front of him, then in the distance he saw something familiar, yet unrecognizable. Limbless tree stumps standing high above the grassy plains, Brad headed toward them.
“My God, they’re telephone poles!” he shouted, “Poles or what’s left of them. Oh please let there be a road there.” Brad pleaded as the wind began to once again pick up.
He neared the line of poles and he noticed a break in the grass tops and knew there was a road of sorts. Slowly he realized he should slow down, there were usually ditches on the sides of roads and it was real lucky he remembered that small fact as he almost drove into one but luckily it was filled with sand and dust that had filled it over the decades or perhaps even centuries. After a wobble or two, he gunned the engine and was on what appeared to be a fairly decent highway, or what was left of it.
Weathering had taken its toll, but it was better than riding in the plains where he had to guess a route to take. On the road at least Brad could see any holes that might cause him to take a spill and best of all, the road was headed north! The old highway was broken here and there by plant life that had taken root in the cracks and seams of the road.
With a quick glance behind him to make sure those damned wolves weren’t hot on his trail, he glanced to either side of the road, then ahead. 
Now at least he could make some progress, assuming the windstorm that was kicking back up would let him. Sadly within a few moments, the skies were once again clogged with dust and Brad strained to see farther than a few yards in front of him. At least his highway was headed in the same direction Brad was headed and he knew he’d make up some of the time he’d lost getting to it.
Onward he rode and at the pace he was going he knew full well he was using a lot of gas. After many more miles, Brad felt the rear of his cycle swaying and slowly came to a stop. He kicked the foot stand down, got off the cycle and walked to the rear. He knelt down and looked at the tire.
“Sure, why not?” he shouted into the blowing dust storm. He carefully looked over the tire and saw a large dried thorn poking out of the tread.
At first Brad was discouraged, but never being one to quit, he grasped his large K-bar knife, slashed the tire across the tread in a “V” shape. He pulled the flap of tire back and began pushing the sand and dirt on the road into a pile. Once he had enough, he’d pour the sand into the tire and after a dusty forty five minutes of work had the entire tire filled with sand and dust. From the supplies in the backpack the professor had stashed in the lockers, Brad remembered he had taken two rolls of the ever useful duct tape. Slowly, carefully he wrapped the ‘V’ shaped flap in tape so it wouldn’t cause too much of a thumping when he drove. Fighting the wind, Brad put everything back where it belonged and swung a leg over the cycle.
Over the wind he heard several howls.
“Wolves!” he screamed as he remembered he was alone, there was no one to shout a warning to. Quickly he started the cycle and drove blindly away from the howling. His blood ran cold when he thought he heard a human sounding scream, but over the wind and roar of the bike, he couldn’t be sure.
“I shouldn’t be going this fast…..” he ran through his mind, “….Christ I can’t see much beyond…..” he never finished as his cycle slid sideways, then fishtailed as he managed to keep it under control.
“I’m going to dump this thing if I stay on the road. Hell I might……” He slammed on the brakes and began to skid on the sand covered road. Ahead was another road that ended the road he was on in a ‘T’ intersection. Before Brad could stop he slid across the four lane road and out into what used to be a grassy field. 
“Well at least it was in the direction I’m going.” Brad mumbled as he looked back on the road he’d just left as he strained to see what might lie ahead of him in this field.
An hour more and Brad noticed two things, it was getting dark and the storm was passing and his visibility was improving. With a slight smile, he pressed onward across the dying grassy plain to a small rise. Atop the rise Brad looked around in the dimming light. The field was actually a horizon wide prairie and now the wind storm had passed, he couldn’t see the end of the prairie, but it looked like level going which made him breathe a bit easier. 
Before he left the bunker he had guessed at the distance to Red Mesa by going in a straight line. He knew he had to depend on this directional programming the professor had mentioned. He had been to Red Mesa once before, but again he never knew the exact location and had only guessed at the state it was in. He had guessed a week and already one day had passed, but he had never guessed he would have a cycle. Now his idea of time was completely thrown off, his only option right now was to head for a rocky outcropping he had seen a few miles ahead and camp for the night hoping the boulders might provide some protection from wolves and whatever else was out there. 
Pulling his cycle in between several of the larger boulders, Brad noticed a fair sized cave among the rocky outcropping. It was deep enough and well hidden from the wind and any rain, if there was such a thing anymore. He tossed his backpack into the cave and started to go inside when he noticed his rear tire looked strange in the waning light.
“Awwww, you’ve got to be kidding me!” he mumbled and kicked the cycle so hard it fell over. Stooping down he slowly spun the wheel to find there was no more using his cycle. The quick repair had come loose, the sand had fallen out and while he drove over the fields, the wiggling he attributed to the heavy dead grasses and sand, it was really his tire shredding. So abusive had his ride over the prairie been, the spokes on his vintage cycle were loose and broken. As he slowly spun the rear wheel, it wobbled horribly…. There was no doubt, his riding days had just finished!
Feeling down and a bit discouraged Brad stooped and walked into the cave. It was only about eleven feet in depth and a mere six feet wide, but he knew it was shelter. He turned once inside and pulled his cycle upright to cover the entrance as much as possible, figuring if any wolves came around, they could only come in one at a time and he might have a chance.
Brad pulled out his 9mm pistol and put a shell in the breach. As he did his mind drifted back to the day in survival school he had gone to the shooting range for instruction on how to shoot a pistol. A wide smile beamed across his face as he remembered his instructor, Sergeant Weatherly……
A tall rugged man with a very loud and obtrusive voice shouted.
“Good day class, my name is Master Sergeant Weatherly. I’m going to teach all you fine young pilots how to shoot your automatic side arms. 
I will teach you how to load your pistol, I will teach you how to aim your pistol, I will teach you where to aim your pistol to do as much damage to the enemy as possible.
Today you will be given fifty rounds to fire at that target fifty feet down range and when you’re done, you will be deadly killing machines.”
Brad grinned as he remembered how the class chuckled, that is until the good Sergeant shouted out his next line of his well rehearsed spiel.
“So you all remember this, when you’re flying over the enemy’s homeland and your jet gets hit. Assuming you have a chance to bail out and assuming you don’t get shot on the way down. 
Assuming you survive the landing and assuming you don’t fall in the midst of the enemy’s camp and land on one of their fucking heads…….you’ll have your trusty side arm and the knowledge that you got to shoot your pistol fifty times here today!
All that being said, you deadly killing machines had better remember to hide your asses in the best cover you can find, because after only shooting fifty rounds, you’ll be farther ahead to throw your Goddamned gun at the fucking enemy with hope of hitting that son of a bitch in the head, than actually shooting at him and expecting maybe one of your bullets might hit him!
It was then the Sergeant got really serious and Brad and the rest of the class paid close attention as the Sarge’s tone quieted.
“Men, I’ve seen my share of combat, that’s why I’m here teaching you and I’ll be honest with you unless you go and practice on your own, count on your survival skills rather than on your pistol. It makes a lot of noise and will bring others and never, ever, shoot it unless there is no chance of escape and there is no chance of missing. Then and only then, you fire and at that moment, you’ll wish you’d shot up more than the fifty rounds Uncle Sam deemed enough practice with all the budget cuts.”
Brad at this very moment, wished he had practiced more than that one day. He sighed and laid back on his backpack, laid his pistol along side of him and began to munch on one of the rather tasty food bars, the professor had packed away for him over three decades earlier.
Soon the food was done and Brad found his eyes getting heavy. The blackness of a moonless night had fallen and enclosed him in its chilly arms. So much heat during the day, he didn’t expect the coolness and soon covered himself with his leather jacket. He’d refused unfolding the thermal sleeping bag as every bit of height helped keep the cave’s low entrance harder to enter.
He remembered waking once to see the moon had decided to come out, but it seemed so much dimmer than what he remembered. Still so drowsy from the day’s drive, he quickly drifted off once again. Strange dreams danced through his head as he had visions of what Titan would look like once he got there….assuming he got there. He could see the frozen Methane oceans and mountainous icy glaciers.  He could see himself……
His eyes flew open! There was a hand across this mouth as a faint shadow leaned in to him and the sound of…. Shhhhhh! 
Brad reached for the hand, but the shape leaned in closer and whispered into his ear. It was a strong, yet gentle, man’s voice.
“If you want to live, I think you should be quiet or those thirty white men walking by will kill us all.”
Brad froze! He did hear sounds of footsteps and talking in the distance. He slowly reached up to the hand and slowly, softly, pulled it away from his face. He turned to the shadowy figure and whispered.
“We have to leave now they’ll most likely come in here for shelter for the night.” 
He tried to rise, but the figure gently held him in place. 
“No, they hunt for you. Like most whites, you leave a trail a blind man could follow.”
“Whites?” Brad asked.
“I am John Running Wolf, my grandson watches from….”
There was movement, then a normal level voice that sounded much younger.
“Grandpa, they’ve passed and gone in the direction of the false trail.” the voice chuckled.
“False trail? I don’t understand.”
“Grandpa took a big piece of your cycles tire, tied it to a big stick and dragged it off to the west toward the rocky plains. The Chewers will think you went that way, we watched them watching you from the cliff a mile from here. They lost sight of you for about a half hour. I used a broken bush to wipe your tracks in the dirt and sand to this outcropping as grandpa made a false trail, then we doubled back here and found you.
Grandpa cut brush and put it over this cave and your cycle but the Chewers never came here.”
“Leave it to the white man to put out a sign saying, “Here I am!” John muttered as he moved away and peeked through the brush at the cave’s mouth.
“You left a trail, you stood your cycle up for all to see and you snore like a bear white man.”
Brad sat up as the kid turned on a dim light.
“This is called a led light, it’s got an Icrillium battery and….”
Brad waved his hand and smiled as he looked at the man that had just saved his life, then the young lad with him.
“Whoa, not so fast. I’m Brad Yates and thank you for my life, John.”
“Forgive my grandson Brat Yates, the boy is only eleven and you have been the first sane white man we’ve seen since leaving Oklahoma. My grandson’s name is Jacob, but prefers to be called Jake.”
Brad smiled at John, then looked at Jake.
“The light, it’s called a L.E.D. Jake.”
Jake frowned, “That’s what I said you don’t have to spell it.”
Brad was about to try again to explain, but John moved away from the entrance of the cave and sat next to his grandson. He put his hand on Jake’s shoulder and gave him a gentle squeeze.
“You did well Jake, your father would have been proud of you.” John looked to Brad, “Jake’s father was a good man, but Chewers killed his father and his mother three years ago. It was just after the people called counsel for the four remaining tribes.
It was decided all the people would come together in the sacred place in the Black Hills and we would hide there until the Chewers leave our lands. You see there are so few of us anymore left to fight.”
“Ok, just a sec, John. What the hell are Chewers?” Brad asked quietly as if he really didn’t want an answer.
“Chewers eat the people, Mister Yates. The people, white men and any living thing they can catch. They killed my mother and my wounded father picked her up and jumped over a high cliff and into the last flowing river to keep them from eating them.” Jake became quiet.
“Jake saw it all from the cliff where they had built their house, his family watched the eastern approach to the people’s settlement. If it wasn’t for Jake, none of us would have survived. My grandson rode his pony all day and night to warn us and we killed the Chewers that came, but we suffered bad losses. We call ourselves as our ancestors did, the people. The truth is there are so few red men left we are of no tribes, only people consisting of many scattered surviving tribes……just like the white man.”
Jake frowned and snorted. “Lot of good it did, the people didn’t move and others came a year later and killed everyone. Grandpa and I would have died with them as well, but we were out hunting. That’s when grandpa said we’d come and join our brothers in the Black Hills.”
“So that’s where you’re headed to now John?”
“You can come with us if you want Brad Yates, the people and the white man, are all fighting to survive, you are welcome to join us.”
“Thanks John, but I have to finish my mission by getting to Red Mesa. I know this will sound like I’m crazy, but I have the way programmed into my head. I don’t know where it is, but I can find it by reaching each ‘go point’ and then moving to the next.”
John looked at Brad for a moment, then as if he was searching his mind for some long lost item, a smile broke out…..
“You’re a sleeper aren’t you Brad?”
“A sleeper grandpa?” Jake asked.
“Remember the stories I told you about the sleepers Jake? The ones my father’s grandfather told him about. The white men that sleep underground in the north and that one day they would awaken and come to save the people and all white men.” John looked at Brad and smiled, “I’ll be seventy four this year and I’ve waited for the day you’d come. I thought it was you by that sign on your jacket.” he pointed at Brad’s leather jacket. On the jacket there was a small white dot, with a rocket through it.
“The legend said the white men would come and they all will have the white sun with an arrow through it.”
Brad smiled, “John, the symbol is for the moon called Titan and the arrow is the spaceship I’m suppose to fly there.”
“And this is where we all will live, on this moon?” John replied obviously puzzled by Brad’s statement. “You will take us there?”
Brad frowned, “I wish I knew, you see John…..” Brad reached over and covered the now sleeping Jake with his warm leather jacket.
“….I have no idea what I’m supposed to do other than reach a place called Red Mesa.”
John scratched his head for a second, then another smiled broke across his face.
“I think I know this Red Mesa it’s the place near the foothills of the Black Hills. If the legend is right, then that is the place that several decades ago, the northern tribes said they saw a giant silver arrow rising from the mountains that left a trail of smoke and flew towards the sun.”
“A rocket? No a rocket would reach Titan. Maybe those were boosters of some kind.” Brad’s spirits soared. If John knew where this place was, then perhaps, he did still have a chance.
“John, can you take me there? I can’t promise you anything, but I have to get there to complete my mission. Maybe I can tell you more once I hook up with whoever is there.”
John looked sadly at Brad, then over his shoulder toward the caves entrance.
“There are no more white men there. The legend says they all left for the stars, they became mad at all the things that went wrong and went to find a new home.”
“Gone? That can’t be John…..” Brad became quieter, “…..Titan can’t support life and we never had a colony there, unless they’ve built one.” He was becoming confused.
“That’s not right either, no domed colony could hold the human race and I don’t believe the scientists would leave humanity on their own.”
“Maybe they did not have a choice.” John replied.
“Perhaps, but I have to find out John……I have to find out.” Brad’s tone trailed off sadly.
John leaned back on the soft, sandy, cave floor.
“Then Brad Yates, Jake and I will help you find your Red Mesa. Now we need to sleep.” and with that John laid his head on the dusty floor and closed his eyes.
Brad leaned back onto his backpack once again and closed his eyes. He was now completely confused, why was time so urgent if everyone had left for Titan already? Mostly he was confused about the legends that had sprung up about the project. Legends and he was kept in the dark about his mission. What paradox? Why the secret when the scientists, knew full well once they launched whatever it was, the secret would be out, or at least some of it? Everything he’d been finding out just didn’t make sense.
Brad rolled onto his side and looked at Jake curled under his jacket sleeping so peacefully. Cannibals, sand storms in Kansas, heat unlike anything he could have imagined and now talk that implied there was no more civilization. How could there be if bands of these Chewers roamed around freely? What kind of civilization had emerged from all these disasters? How could have a thriving world that Brad had known changed so much in two hundred years?
This was evolving into something he could have never imagined and for the second time since his awakening, Brad began to wonder if volunteering was a good idea. The only positive thing to come of all this, were these two strangers. He had to trust them at least partially his mission time was running out, Brad sighed and closed his eyes and tried to sleep.
John snorted in his sleep and Brad nearly jumped to his feet, but stumbled and slid back down onto his backpack. Brad knew there was no sleeping this night. He knew if John had meant to harm him, he’d be dead already……but there were still the Chewers…..and the wolves. What else was in this world turned upside down from the mostly secure world he remembered?
Brad’s mind kept drifting back in time to his world. Sure mankind had tried it’s best to ignore global warning and passed it off as normal environmental occurrences, but surely at some point didn’t anyone try to do something about it? To take things seriously? It was then the thought hit him, maybe people did and mankind had caused all of this.
Once again Brad felt the drowsiness return and thoughts and fears would begin to lose their importance.  He sighed and leaned back on the pack with his head on the wall…..and his pistol in his hand! Sleep had won out for the time being as it had been an exhausting day. So much had happened and now feeling more or less safe with his new Indian companions, he began to relax and as he nodded in and out of a light sleep he chuckled softly, he actually felt safer in the company of strangers than on his own.
The last thing he remembered thinking before a sound sleep overcame him was, ‘Christ what a world!’

 

 



Chapter 5.
 
Brad felt a nudge and Jake’s voice telling him to wake up.
“Everything’s ok Mister Yates, but grandpa says we have to be awake while he goes out to see if the Chewers have left the area.
“You can call me Brad, Jake. Mister Yates was my dad.” Brad grinned.
“Did the Chewers get him too, like my father?” Jake asked softly.
“No Jake my daddy died a long, long time ago. I’ll explain it some other day.” Brad sat upright and smiled at the lad as John did a little stretch and began to move the entrance brush aside. Brad started to move toward the entrance, but John motioned for him to stay.
John grinned slyly and with almost a gleeful tone added to his motion to stay.
“The white man isn’t very good at hiding, it is better to let a red man do the seeking. Besides you smell like a white man and the Chewers know the scent.” John looked at Jake and with a chuckle added, “Jake, you give Brad some of that Tawoy weed salve and have him rub it on him, it will remove the smell of man.” and with that John slipped out of the cave and replaced the brush.
Jake giggled and for the first time Brad saw this eleven year old as a child, rather than a man. Jake was tall for an eleven year old and made the point he was almost twelve. He told Brad of their trek from Oklahoma that had taken almost a year, to meet the rest of the ‘people’ as the Indians called themselves. He told of the hardships he and his grandfather had suffered and as he helped Brad smear the salve on his back, Brad saw something else in this lad, he had become a man far too soon.
Jake spoke of the Chewers he had killed and the game he had skinned and made pelts from, how he did it by himself the times his grandpa had been away and how the two of them made the decision together to head to the Black Hills……This was no child!
Several hours passed and Jake began to worry, his grandpa never took this long. He and Brad decided to go and find John when there was a rustling at the cave entrance and John slid in and put the brush back in place. He looked at the two and smiled.
“It is not time to go yet. Those Chewers are only about five miles away.”
“Five miles away? Grandpa, they should have gone farther by now.”
“They are looking closely for tracks grandson, but they are moving finally. They are splitting up in three groups. One goes north, one goes northwest and the other is going to the west, but they’ll be back. They know there is a motorcycle out here somewhere and they want it. When we leave, we’ll cover our tracks and they will have what’s left of the cycle.”
Brad grinned and looked at John.
“Yeah they can find it, but I’ll make sure they’ll never be able to ride it. I’ll take a rock and smash the carburetor and break the plugs.”
“Just do not make too much noise Brad, sound travels a long way in the plains.” John settled back against the wall. “Let’s eat some of that fine white man’s food you have then we can leave. We’ll keep the outcrop between us and the Chewers, in case they have binoculars.”
A quick meal was eaten and the packs were stowed back in the backpack lest the Chewers find three wrappers. They were looking for one man not three. Brad smashed everything on the bike with a sigh and the three headed east until they got beyond the next rolling hill, then headed back toward the north. All the time they dragged the brush John had cut behind them. The brush they dragged removed any tracks from the sand, but by moving the brush randomly, it removed the trail they had left in the tall grass. Brad mused to himself it was almost like brushing hair, a lot of it.
For another week they traveled, hiding from predators of both two and four legs their progress was slow. One of the eeriest things Brad noticed was the lack of birds, then it occurred to him they had probably died out long ago not being able to fly in the winds that blew incessantly.
Into Nebraska they traveled and then westward taking a long way around to make sure they missed any Chewers that may have strayed northward looking for them. 
John had told Brad the Red Mesa he had know as a young man and from the legends was somewhere near Mt. Rushmore, or as the legend said in the land of the head mountain. John also mentioned there was a settlement near there called Hope. It was located in the northwest corner of the state and that was protected by a tall rock wall and had patrols that kept the area clear.
It was a ruthless place, but there was a kind of law and order there and they would be safe for a while as long as they were near the town. Brad was also told that strangers were treated well enough, just not tell anyone about whom he was, nor mention anything about his mission or destination.
The three decided to create a story that they were headed west to see if they could find Brad’s brother and John was hired as his guide.
Atop a rise John pointed towards a small mountainous area to the northwest.
“Hope is there my friend. Once we get to the foothills, we should start seeing the patrols. Even Chewers don’t dare to go there because those white men in the patrols are not to be messed with. Tell them the story we made up and nothing else.”
“How long before we get to the town John?” Brad asked, his legs were killing him and the thought of sleeping in a bed was becoming more appealing with each step. They had been on the road far longer than Brad had expected, but he was alive and that was a feat in itself in this world he found himself in.
“We should be there by tomorrow about noon.” John chuckled at Brad’s obvious impatience.
They pressed onward most of the day and into the evening. At nightfall they camped in a small stand of dead and dying trees and talked little for fear of things that might hear them. John explained the leaves that remained on the ground, would make noise if any intruder passed over them. Even in the dark of night, the air heat was stifling. They were higher than the plains now, it should have been cooler, but it wasn’t.
The one thing Brad had noticed, sleeping came easier after walking for at least sixteen hours a day. Each morning as soon as it was light enough, they moved out and walked with few breaks well into evening. Only the windstorms slowed their pace and Brad found himself walking at a pace he never believed he could have ever done. He had to or be laughed at by an Indian that was well into this seventies for not keeping up not to mention a lad that at times sprinted ahead.
The morning came quickly as Brad, who was at his turn of standing guard, woke the others, a quick pack of food and they were off once again.
After several hours John smiled at Brad as Jake moved several yards ahead of the trio.
“Jake is a fine boy Brad, he scouts as well as I.”
“Yeah, I noticed that some time ago John when he found that deer track.”
John laughed, “And it made a fine meal and gave us jerky for a week. It’s a shame we had to leave the rest behind to lose those wolves. That reminds me Brad, you give us your food packs three times a day, you can’t have many left.”
“About two days worth John, after that it’s all up to you and Jake to find us food.” He frowned, “I know that isn’t going to be easy from what little we’ve seen so far, I’d say game isn’t around much.” Brad waved his hand toward the direction of Hope.
“I hope, Hope has food to buy or trade.”
John chuckled, “There is no more buying anywhere Brad, trading, or stealing is the only way of getting things anymore.” John sighed, “It’s not like the old days.”
Jake had climbed high onto a rocky ridge and put his hand to his forehead and squinted to see in the dusty wind. Suddenly he fell to the ground and John grasped Brad’s arm with one hand and put a finger to his lips. Slowly they both knelt into the deep, dying grass they were in.
Jake motioned for them to join him and the two, keeping low, did so. They crawled up to where Jake was laying as he pointed toward what looked to Brad as foothills of a small mountain range.
“I saw movement and a wisp of smoke grandpa.”
“Could be a patrol, grandson we’ll move on, but be ready to run, it could be Chewers or raiders.” John stood and the three moved toward the hills, as they got closer, Brad could see these were indeed mountains and higher than he had expected.
“I never thought the mountains here were this high John.”
“In your day they were not, my friend. There was the time of the shaking, mother Earth made many changes. Mountains grew while many places fell. Some say the oceans were swallowed into the deep cracks, but that was before my time so I do not know for sure. My father and our people went back to the old ways to survive, but I went to learn from the whites and they knew little but rumors. It was then my father and I knew there was no more communications between the whites, so we went back into the hills where our people were. We had some crops and cattle because of several springs. Everything around us was dying, so we stayed until the Chewers came.”
“I’m sorry John. It must have been rough losing your son and daughter-in-law along with all your friends.”
“Thank you Brad, it was a hard time for us, especially for Jake, but my grandson and I have each other. You know we….” John froze and held up his hand for the three to stop. He motioned for them to get low and they did as John crept forward and climbed atop a boulder. He slowly stood after several minutes and motioned for the other two, to join him as he slid off the boulder to one side. The three walked around the side of the rocks to see about a dozen men lying on the ground. They had been ripped apart and partially eaten.
“Chewers!” John whispered, “They will be back, we must hurry on and everyone walk in my tracks.” he pulled out the salve he had Brad put on everyday and all three smeared it on themselves, even their shoes. John stooped and picked up a shiny medallion and put it in his pocket.
They climbed a rocky ridge and over to another foothill and again John dropped to his belly as the rest followed suit. Below and to the south of them, several dozen Chewers headed back toward the dead patrol.
“They go to eat. I think maybe they ate some and went to find the rest. Now they all go to eat, that should give us some time to get farther away from this evil place.”
“Grandpa, I’ve never seen so many Chewers.” Jake replied in a shaky voice.
John looked nervously at Brad, then to his grandson, “I think that maybe the Chewers are running out of food and now they come to a place where they know there is plenty.”
Brad looked nervously at John, “You mean the patrols from Hope?”
John got up and began to walk quickly as the others followed suit. As they hurried in the direction of Hope, John turned to Brad and with concern in his voice replied.
“No Brad, I meant Hope itself.”
Ever cautious the trio pressed onward toward Hope. The passages became higher and the foothills now became mountains. Even the hearty John had to take longer breathers and it was during one of these breathers John related what he had heard from his father.
John looked somewhat sadly at Brad. 
“You know Brad all this was much lower in your day. My father told me he remembered what he called the ‘Big Shaking time’ when he was a little boy. My people had gone back to the home of our ancestors and even had taken up the old ways. Our wise men saw the future and said the white man’s ways would soon come to an end.
Several decades later when my father was a teen, a lot of my people had gone back to the cities. Soon even the biggest rivers had stopped flowing and only the deepest wells that had water trapped in them were all that was left, they had water trapped in the layers of rock. I forget what they were called.”
“Aquifers, that makes sense John. I guess the aquifers would hold water and if big enough, well they could supply a large populace. Several cities in my time relied mostly on water sources like those.” Brad acknowledged. 
“Yes, that was the word, aquifer. Some of the people came back, but then the great shaking came. My father had told me there were many before I was born, but these last ones worried him. Some say the oceans flowed into some huge cracks that formed at the bottom of the oceans, but I know little more. The people were isolated by choice because the wise ones foretold that all men would lose the water that gave him life…..” again John looked sad, “…..he told me so much, but I have forgotten or confused his words. My mind has become foggy at times, I forget a lot, but my grandson reminds me of the things I can’t remember.”
Brad smiled warmly at John then he glanced over to Jake. Brad could see Jake was worried about his grandfather’s memory. Jake slowly shook his head and looked at the ground and Brad knew it was worse than John said.
“Grandpa, we’d better get moving.”
“Ah, yes Jake, we should. Hope is about a half days walk from here.” he smiled at his grandson, “I remember that much.” and without hesitation the trio were off again and the day seemed like it was even hotter than the previous one…….and it was late fall and in the mountains…..it should have been getting cooler. One thing was certain, they weren’t very high in the mountains, yet it was hard to breathe and Brad was confused, it seemed nothing was close to what he remembered.
Hours passed and the three walked single file along the top of a ridge and through some dense brush that was barely alive. Brad, who was bringing up the rear, was shocked by the lack of moisture, even in this area. He was pondering the lack of water in areas where there should have been some, when from ahead, he heard John sigh.
“See, I told you I remembered.”
Brad walked alongside of his two friends and followed John’s arm which was pointing at a high stone wall with a large gate in the middle of it. The wall sat between two steep mountains and had to be at least two miles wide. On the wall were two guard towers on either side of the gate. There were two more about one hundred feet from each mountain side. From the towers guns could be seen protruding from gun ports.
The three walked down the ridge and another good mile or so to the gate.
“This is the only way in or out Brad.” John commented, “It is kind of a box canyon from what I remember. They have a big dam that caught the waters from the snows.”
Brad looked around at the mountains in the distance, then back to John, who had been watching him.
“What snow John? Shouldn’t there be snow on the mountain peaks?”
“Very little for the last few decades Brad and from what the other tribes tell, even less this decade.” John was about to say something else, but a smaller door in the gate opened and two guards walked out. One was a grizzled old man dressed in buckskins like the old mountaineers had dressed in the past.
“John? John Running Wolf, is that you?”
John looked from Brad to the guard. “Tom Stand? I haven’t seen you in what eight years?”
Tom grinned, “’Bout that ya old red skin. Good God! Is that Jake?” Tom rubbed Jake on his head and Brad could see Jake tolerated it mainly for his grandpa. He just rolled his eyes and shrugged his shoulders as Brad chuckled under his breath.
“Well come on in guys, John and I have a lot to catch up on after I get off guard duty. Most what’s left here in Hope pull our turns at guard duty.”
John stopped, “Left? I though you said there were over four hundred in Hope when you came to visit us the last time Tom?”
“Hell john, that was about eight years ago, a lot has happened since then. Christ man, hunting parties have had to wander farther and farther, some never came back. Hell when the water started to dwindle, many just moved on. We have only ‘bout a hundred in Hope now John.
Enough talk for now…..” Tom led them through the small gate and pointed to a three story building a block away, “….y’all can git ya a bed, but sadly no bath. Plus Kate, the gal that owns the place, can cook ya a fine meal or trade ya fer supplies. Everything is sorta mixed all together cuz of the low population.”
“Oh Tom, there is one more thing.” John looked at his old friend sadly, “We found what I think is one of your patrols, maybe two, but they were all dead. It was Chewers and a lot of them. I didn’t want to worry my grandson and new friend, but I saw signs of many more Chewers than what we saw at the massacre…..maybe two or three hundred, but they were not all together.” John flipped the medallion to his friend.
Tom placed his hand on John’s shoulder, “Thanks my friend, I’ll tell Will, he’s our leader. This could be serious. This medal belonged to old Jeff Kingsman……Goddammit to hell he was a good man and left a wife and two little girls.” Tom slowly turned and started back to his post.
The three thanked Tom and walked down the road to the trading post. Along their walk they noticed many of the wooden buildings had been torn down and in the distance even more had been stripped to the foundations. 
John stopped a couple and asked what had happened to the town and it was then they found out the horrible truth…..the buildings had been stripped for firewood! It was too dangerous to go too far from the safety of Hope’s wall during the winter.
Things for Hope were looking poorly for it was late summer and people could be heard in the distance, pulling boards from unoccupied buildings.
The three stopped at the door of the hotel, restaurant, trading post as John slowly shook his head.
“It’s like this all over Brad, many places are much worse. I hope you as a sleeper can help.”
John and Jake pushed the door open and walked in and Brad slowly followed. In his mind he feared what he dared not mention, as a sleeper he had little faith in mankind’s future after what he had seen so far in his travels. He wondered, did Red Mesa even still exist…..yet there was something familiar about this place, the wall, the gate. Maybe it was part of this programming he had received perhaps this was one of the markers he was supposed to find. Maybe John had taken him a different route, but this did seem to trigger something in him.
Brad closed the door behind him and walked up to the counter and joined his friends.
“Hi, what can I doooo….. Well, hi strangers.” A short woman of medium build walked out from behind a doorway into another room. Her hair was light brown and pulled back. She wore an old pair of blue jeans that had seen better days and she fiddled with adjusting the loose fitting, ragged cotton shirt she wore. 
“Hi there, I’m Kathy Carr, most just call me Kat or Kate.” She smiled at John, and handed Jake a piece of homemade candy, then looked at Brad.
“Wow….er, I mean, hi….” Kat held her hand out to Brad and he took it and slowly shook it.
“I…er, we haven’t seen any one like you in ages……” she was tripping over her words and blushing, “….I meant anyone under thirty, that is. Most are trappers or Chewer hunters and are old and grizzled.”
John grinned, “Oh, you mean like me?”
Kat, who was still holding onto Brad’s hand quickly pulled it away and stammered, “Oh no, I meant….Oh Christ I don’t know what I mean. I’m making quite a fool of myself aren’t I?”
“Kind of lady.” Jake chirped in as he got a whack his grandfather gave him a gently on the back of his head.
“Hush grandson, can’t you see the lady is quite taken in by our friend Brad’s looks.” John laughed softly.
Kate who was now almost beet red looked like she wanted to run and hide, but Brad took control and smiled warmly at her.
“Kate it is a pleasure to meet you and yes it has been a long time for me as well since I’ve seen someone as pretty as you are.” He winked at his two companions, “A long time.”
They both laughed and a frustrated Kate frowned at the three.
“Now you all are making fun of me.”
Brad tried to speak, but it was John that beat him to it.
“Oh no Kate, we do not laugh at you, but at Brad’s words. Brad here is a sleeper and it had been a long time since he’s seen anyone.”
It seemed as if the color vanished from Kat’s pretty face.
“Sleeper, but…..that’s…a….” She looked at Brad, then noticed the newness of his clothes, “…..isn’t it?”
Brad grinned sheepishly, “Guilty I’m afraid. I’ve been sleeping as you all call it, for over two hundred years. I just woke up….”
John interrupted, then gently slapped Jake’s hand as he reached for another piece of candy before he continued.
“Brad is trying to keep this a secret, so it’s my fault for bringing it up. Please do not spread this around as it could bring us trouble and he has things to do.”
“Trouble won’t describe what will happen if this gets out to the town folk. Do not tell anyone else, please. Some might even try to kill you.”
Brad looked at Kate in a concerned way, “Kill me, er us?”
Kate reached across the narrow counter and laid her hand on Brad’s. There was genuine concern on her face and there was no doubt in her next words.
“Brad, many people around here blamed the sleepers and those of their time for all this.” She waved her hand around the room.
“They think it was your people that caused all this that happened to the Earth. There’s no telling what they might do.”
Brad looked sadly at Kate. There was something so innocent in her that compelled him to tell her more, perhaps more than he should have been telling her.
“It wasn’t just those in my time Kate, but people for generations before. All had a hand in ruining the Earth and when the warning signs began to show up…..hell, we just made some excuse to ignore them. From what I understand, there were some natural ones as well, but I can’t find out.”
John looked at Brad strangely.
“Find out Brad? How? You never said anything about ways to talk to the dead.”
“Sorry John, but it is pointless now. Maybe went we get to our destination, you see when I was awakened someone left me a laptop with information on it. I got a little information but and to leave where I was in stasis at, or as you call it sleeping. I tried a few hours later to see if I could find what was going on with the weather, but the battery that powers it was dead.”
“I know of batteries Brad, well some. I know they can be charged, we have wind generators here and with all the winds, we have electricity in every room for those that have working electrical things.” Kate laughed, “And that’s rare now days. Most things that hunters bring in from the ruins of the great cities are mostly junk but, there are some things old Able can fix.”
John’s stomach rumbled and Kate smiled warmly.
“Forgive me guys, let’s go into the dining room and I’ll fix you some grub.” With a smile she added,
“You have your choice of venison roast or venison steaks and there’s potatoes that come with it. I’m afraid our crops didn’t come in very well this year and what few veggies were canned for the winter and I really don’t think those will last.”
 All three almost spoke at the same time….
“Venison roast!”
About an hour later the three people with sated appetites were shown their rooms. For the first time in years Jake had his own room and could sleep without hearing his grandfather snore and both remembered it had been over a year since sleeping in a bed and they both would soon be fast asleep.
Kate showed Brad to his room and closed the door behind them as they entered. Pulling a small nightstand aside, Kate knelt.
“There’s a wall outlet here Brad, will your…..uhh, whatever you called it plug in here? I think Able said it’s 110 volts.”
“That’s great Kate, I have an adapter and it can charge up while I take a nap. Then maybe later this evening I can see what’s on it.” Brad sat on the bed and Kat could see there was a lot on his mind.
“Maybe then I can see what my mission is and maybe what the hell has happened since I went into stasis…..was asleep.”
“”Strangely Brad, I think I kind of understand.” Kat smiled and began to leave, she stopped for a moment, then turned,  “We’re allotted water rations every week, but if you don’t mind a hot shower, you could share my shower water allotment.”
Brad turned quickly and looked at Kate as he began to blush, which Kate saw and quickly replied.
“Oh God no! I’m sorry I meant with your friends not me. Everyone could get wet, then each could soap down and rinse off by taking turns.”
Brad grinned, “Ah, thought you meant….never mind, but thanks, that would be nice. It has been a while since we showered as you no doubt can tell. Hell we haven’t been able to find a cold stream to bathe in.”
Kate grinned teasingly, “I can tell.” They both chuckled and she stepped through the door and began to close it. She stopped and stuck her head back into the room.
“You know the thought of sharing a shower with you isn’t totally out of my mind.” She winked at him and with a quick sexy smile, closed the door behind her.
As Brad heard her footsteps vanish in the distance, he leaned back on soft bed and placed his hands behind his head and with a wide grin he muttered, 
“I’d like that.” 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 6.
 
Brad leapt to his feet as there was a loud banging on his door. He stumbled toward it nearly falling several times, it had been a long time since he had slept this soundly. More banging and the half asleep Brad slowly pulled the door open and looked up to the rowdy noise maker.
“Damn, for a white man you sure sleep a lot.” John chuckled teasingly.
“Sleep?......Oh how long?”
“You’ve slept for almost a day Brad, it’s almost late evening again…..” John laughed, “….a day later than when you laid down.”
Brad stepped aside and John walked into the room as Brad pulled on his shirt and sat on the bed.
“You should have gotten me up after….”
“Nawww! .....” John interrupted, then laughed again, “….Hell me and Jake just got up a few hours ago. Being out there people never sleep soundly, in here well, we sleep. Did the thing you call a laptop charge up?” 
Brad looked over to the small laptop and saw the charged light was on.
“Yup! All charged.”
“Good.” John replied, then looked as if he was worried about what he was about to say next, he hesitated. “Uhh, Brad Jake and I have been talking with Kate and…..well, we told Tom and Kate about what you told us. She, that is Kate, wanted to go get Lyle. Lyle is the guy that keeps everything running in Hope along with the other guy she mentioned. His daddy was a scientist and his knowledge might be useful in our journey.”
“That’s fine John you know more about this world than I do. My world has long since passed, so I leave who to talk to up to you.”
“I was hoping you’d say that.” John chuckled and looked toward the half opened door.
“Everyone come on in.”
In walked Kate and Tom along with the man they called Lyle. Introductions were made and everyone sat where ever they could. 
Brad unplugged the laptop and opened the top, a quick flicker and it sprang to life.
“Hmmm…. strange there is another listing that wasn’t there before.”
“Is it important my friend?” John asked impatiently.
Brad grinned as he too wondered about the new listing in the menu that simply read: “Up till now.”
Brad clicked on the new listing and the professor’s image appeared and began to speak as Brad put the laptop on the bureau so all could see and hear.
“Hi again Brad, I guess you’ve made it as far as Hope. I have no idea as to what shape Hope will be in thirty seven years from now, but see if you can find a scientist named Lyle Flint. He may be able to assist you. Hope is the only place that has electricity so you can charge the battery of this laptop and if you’re seeing this, then I have to assume your programming got you there.”
Lyle grinned, “That was my dad.”
The professor continued.
“I also will have no idea as to how bad things will be when you awaken Brad but, they aren’t good now. I don’t have a lot of time left, so I’ll try to make this as brief as possible.
When you went into stasis in 2011, I found out this project had been running for a couple of decades or more before you joined. Even those of importance don’t know all of the whys, but I’ve told you what I knew.
As you might recall there was a lot of talk about global warming. Well it wasn’t a joke those in your time just laughed it off and passed it along to the next generation and they, theirs. Sadly too few paid attention until drought raged nearly worldwide. Wars broke out, millions died of war or starvation. 
The warm jet streams that headed north to cool in the polar regions, were no longer cooled because the poles had melted drastically, they only brought warmer air back down.
About one hundred and six years after you went into stasis massive earthquakes began. Some scientists believed it was due to the lack of the icy weight at the poles. Millions died in these quakes that lasted for over a decade. It was then a group of my more esteemed colleagues decided that placing several hundred, low yield nuclear devices strung north to south in mid Pacific and buried at various depths would cause the huge Pacific plate to shatter, thus allowing the plate to move into itself, thus easing the quakes around the ‘ring of fire’.
So after about six years of drilling they set the devices off and it did cause the plate to crack down the middle…..” there was a sad pause, a sigh and then, “…..but not like a sponge compressing as they had imagined. The plate snapped and no one knows how high the eastern plate rode up on the western plate, but it sent a Tsunami almost two thousand feet high all over the Pacific Ocean coastal areas. 
This was followed, by ten months of huge earthquakes and Tsunamis. Tens of millions died Brad, tens of millions!”
Brad hit the pause button as everyone in the small room looked stunned.
“My God, I’d always hoped at some point we as a race would get smarter.”
Lyle looked at Brad and nodded, “Doesn’t look that was does it? They must have been grasping at straws to do something like that and no one questioned the idea.” Lyle shook his head slowly as Brad pressed the button once again.
“You’d think we’d learn wouldn’t you. About ninety years before you awoke, the atmosphere became almost unbearable. The heat was bad enough, but now there was humidity that caused many deaths. Again the scientists found the cause was during the Pacific plate cracking massive amounts of ocean poured down into the Earth’s crust most was just lost, but there was a lot that came in contact with the magma below and even at thousands of feet below the ocean, it turned to steam and blew upward with such force, it reached the upper atmosphere.
The world was in panic mode, people screamed for something to be done. The scientists of the world got together again and came up with a way to charge the atmosphere, then using a pulse from stations built in Siberia, it would send the incredibly dense, moisture laden clouds into outer space. As the steam geysers had by then stopped, the Earth’s moisture balance would be restored and as the poles had melted the massive flooding that they caused would be moderated. 
Brad, it took only eight months to build twelve hundred of the devices and they were fired. The extra moisture in the air was sent into space and once again the world was happy.
Well, that is until the ocean levels started dropping and the air became drier and drought once again was worldwide. Things got bad, but before all science was lost to the ages, they did send a satellite up and lo and behold, we’d done it again. It appeared the devices that had worked so well, not only blasted the stifling moisture into space, but had caused a siphoning effect with the atmosphere. The satellite showed Earth was leaving a tail unlike a comet……..” the professor leaned forward and looked right into the camera. “……Brad the Earth’s atmosphere is going into space. Not enough to be gone by the time you awaken, but if your mission has anything to do with any of this…..you’d better damned well succeed…..” there was another longer pause as the professor rubbed his face and it looked as if he might be fighting off tears.
“……..or mankind is doomed. Maybe Red Mesa has more info, hell I don’t know. Someone must know more about what your mission is. All I can do is wish you the best of luck and God’s speed. I have a nasty suspicion, our lives depend on you.”
There was a flicker and the screen went blank and the small room was deadly quiet.
Minutes went by and no one spoke, then it was Kate that first broke the silence.
“We can’t tell anyone…..what good would it do? We don’t know how long we have.”
Lyle nodded sadly.
“I agree……” he looked at Brad, “…..and it sure looks like we’re going to have to assist you any way we can Brad. From what the professor was saying any chance mankind has, might just be up to you and you tell us you have no idea what you’re supposed to do.”
Old Tom just leaned back in the chair he was sitting in and grinned.
“Well then people I guess we’d better git on with helping this here gent so he can find out what he is supposed to do. I’m a bit too old and with this bad leg I’d just slow you down. John you know the way to the Red Mesa area don’t ya?”
“Maybe, it’s been a long time Tom. I think…..” 
John was interrupted by Kate’s soft voice. 
“Then I guess it’s up to me to lead you all. Granted it’s been a few years since my late husband and I hunted in that area, but I can get you there. From there Brad, it’ll be up to you to figure out where you have to go. I can outfit us and what supplies I have left…..” Kate looked sadly at Tom.
“….most likely I won’t be coming back to Hope Tom. Once I’m done, maybe I’ll just head on over toward the Rockies and see if I can find Pineview. If my sister is still alive, well we can spend our last days together.”
John looked at Jake, then Brad.
“Guess we should get started in the morning that is if we pack tonight.”
Lyle looked one time at the four that were going and winked.
“Got room for one more? Hell there’s nothing more I can do around here I’m all out of parts. Maybe I can find useful things where you’re going and might be able to help.”
Brad grinned, “Thanks Lyle, the more the merrier, just remember, it’s dangerous out there.”
“Don’t you worry about me guys, Christ I’ve made trips to all the old ruins for parts to keep this town going, I can shoot and carry, don’t let my age fool you.” he chuckled.
“Well age doesn’t mean a thing! Look at my grandpa, we’ve been traveling for over a year and he’s healthier than all of you.”
John patted his grandson’s shoulder.
“He didn’t mean anything by the age remark grandson and if it wasn’t for my memory, they know I’m as fit as they are. Don’t worry, I’m not staying here.”
Brad grinned at Jake.
“We can’t do without your grandpa Jake. He’s gotten me this far, I have no doubt he’ll get me the rest of the way and then maybe we all can see what the hell I’m supposed to be doing.”
They all chuckled and headed off to do whatever they had to do to get ready for what hopefully would be the last leg of their journey. They packed what they could carry and Lyle came back and stayed at the hotel for the night. Packs were stacked near the door and shades pulled so the few remaining residents of Hope wouldn’t see their preparations and they would leave before dawn as only Tom at the gate would see them leave. It had been decided Tom would tell the rest of the towns folk Kate and Lyle had gone out after parts.
Everything was packed and ready to go. Everyone but Kate and Brad had retired and they sat in the small kitchen sipping coffee.
“You’d better enjoy that coffee Brad we can’t cook out there because those damned Chewers can smell it…..besides there just isn’t anymore.”
“Yeah, John explained that to me.” Brad grinned.
Kate sighed, “Well I guess it doesn’t matter much anymore. My husband brought back twenty bags of coffee three years ago. We kept two bags and traded the rest, or just gave it away. He said there were at least fifty, forty pound bags of flour he had seen that had been vacuum sealed in heavy plastic back in the city he was exploring about ten days east of here.” Kate looked sadly out the tiny kitchen window, then back at her half empty cup.
“He died going back after that damned flour. I told him we didn’t need it, that Hope was growing our own grain, but he kept saying things looked like they were getting worse……it looks like he was right.”
“I’m sorry Kate. Maybe three years, he might be holed up somewhere trying to get……”
Kate put her hand on Brad’s, “Thanks for trying Brad, but, Tom found his body when he went out looking for any sign of him. Jim, my husband, had a steel plate in his head from where he had been shot as a young man. The skull he found……it was Jim’s.” She smiled weakly and Brad could see she had mourned and as time passed, had gotten used to the fact he was gone. He could also see that Jim still held many precious memories for her.
“Well guess I’d better get some rest myself. Looks like it’s going to be the last good sleep I get until we get to the safety of Red Mesa.” Brad got up and headed toward the kitchen door.
“Brad? Did you have someone special back in your time, back before your sleep?” Kate asked softly.
Brad stopped but never turned to look at Kate.
“Was always too busy with my career. I had met someone that might have been more than friends, but I was told I’d be gone for ten years, so I never phoned her back after our second date.”
“Phoned?”
Brad started to explain then it hit him, what was the point? He knew Kate wasn’t stupid, but what was the sense in telling anyone how great things used to be when they lived in the world they had now.
“Just a way of communication Kate that’s long gone now.” and with that he walked out of the room.
From behind the closing door Kate’s musical voice whispered, “Good night Brad.”
 
Early morning came all too quickly and the five headed out into the darkness. In the distance there were the first signs of light glowing behind the mountains to the west.
Kate closed the door and began to lock it, then giggled and left the keys in the door. The small party of five headed to the gate and from the tower Tom waved as they passed through and turned westward. No one looked back as the smaller gate shut with a thud. Kate looked sad and Lyle sighed, but not a word was said. There was something they all sensed…..none of them would ever return to Hope.
Three, then four days passed and although the small party would have liked to travel faster, there was always the danger of the Chewers. Near sundown on the fourth day they stood on a hill overlooking a narrow valley and the high mountain range on the other side.
John sadly looked at the narrow gap between the mountains and pointed.
“That used to be a raging river in my grandfather’s day and the mountains were not as tall. When my father brought me here, the mountains had become high during the big shakes and the river was only half what it was when he was a little boy. Now there are only boulders and stones……”
Everyone looked at John, there was sadness in his voice, but something else and no one spoke. Soon Jake froze and slowly looked around, then back to his grandpa. The rest of the adventurers watched the two. After several minutes Brad just couldn’t stand the suspense, there was something the Indians were trying to pay attention to, that none of the untrained ears of the whites could hear. He moved quietly next to John and in almost a whisper….
“What do you hear John?”
John looked at Jake, then Brad.
“I’m not sure….. Jake, did you hear it?”
“I’m not sure grandpa….something when the wind blows from the east, but not anymore.”
“I know grandson, I have not heard such a noise before.”
“What noise John, maybe I….” 
Brad was cut short by Jake. “There….again, very faint……” there was a sigh, then, “….aww, grandpa the wind changed.”
John nodded and looked to Brad and the others.
“It was a strange sound, like someone trying to whistle, but just blowing air.”
Jake grinned at his grandpa and looked like he was trying to remember something in the past.
“Grandpa! Remember the sound grandma’s iron made when she was ironing?”
“Yes like that grandson, but louder.” John looked at the rest, “My wife had an old steam iron because we didn’t want electricity on the reservation. When she left it in the fire too long, there was too much steam it made that sound as the steam blew off.”
Lyle scratched his head, then as if a idea had flown into his head, he chuckled.
“I’ll bet it’s one of those geysers people talk about. You know when the ground opens up from where the oceans seeped into the crust. Now and then the water pressure builds up and a new geyser is born.”
John began to walk down the side of the hill.
“Maybe Lyle, but is must have been far away, because….”
“GRANDPA WAIT!!” Jake was looking back the way they had come. He dropped to his belly and motioned for everyone to do the same. John and Brad crawled back to the top of the high hill they had just begun to descend from and looked in the direction Jake was pointing.
“Brad, let me see that little looking glass of yours.” John muttered and Brad pulled out a small telescope the professor had left him. John put it to his eye and focused it.
“Chewers! And they are driving a strange looking truck……it has smoke….no steam coming from it. My father told me some people had made cars that run on steam, but I’ve never seen one.”
“Are they coming our way? Brad asked fearing all the time the answer John might give him.
“No they can’t drive up here and they…….” John fell silent as they watched the truck turn southward and vanish behind another set of smaller hills.
Brad put his hand on John’s shoulder and softly asked. “What?”
John pushed the telescope together and handed it back to Brad.
“Tom was tied to the front of the truck, he was pointing south. They must have tortured him greatly Brad for him to even lead then in this general direction. Tom looked badly injured, I fear he may become their dinner this evening.”
“Maybe we can rescue him?” Jake asked before Brad could.
“No grandson, the truck was a big one and had at least fifteen Chewers in it. I also saw far in the distance signs of a bigger group running behind in the trail the truck left.” he looked at Brad, “We’d better leave, Tom has led them in the other direction for now, but they’ll catch on to his deception before too much longer and kill him before they backtrack.” 
The three slid down the hill for a short way, then Jake pulled up a small brown dried bush and began to wipe away any of the disturbed grass they had moved. He sprinted down the hill and removed any sign that they had climbed up from the rocky plain below. Once he caught up they had already reached the valley on the other side and were picking their way through the rocks and boulders of the dry river bed to the mountains on the other side of the valley. Jake brought up the rear making sure there were no traces they had gone in this direction.
Almost to the other side Kate froze. She looked around, then grinned as the others stood there looking puzzled.
“My husband brought us through here on the way to my sister’s village back when we were first married. It was different, I almost forgot…..the river John spoke about was only a tiny stream and we stopped over there near the base of that cliff to get a drink.” Kate pointed up and to her right.
“If it hasn’t been covered by a rock slide, there’s a way up to a cave….uhh…..maybe two hundred feet up……” She moved her hand and pointed to a spot on the side of the mountain that they couldn’t see past a large outcropping.
“…..about there.”
Lyle rubbed the back of his neck and whistled softly.
“That’s a long way to climb to rest for the night.”
Kate giggled and looked at Lyle, then the rest.
“True Lyle, but if we climb up where I pointed to and walk along that outcropping, we find the cave. It can’t be seen from the ground and the best part is…..there’s a ledge that goes all the way around the mountain and at two hundred feet or so up…..any Chewers will have a hard time finding us and the going is much smoother and faster than walking over house sized boulders in the dry riverbed.”
Brad looked at Kate who was standing only a few feet away and chuckled.
“I could kiss you Kate!” he looked at John and smiled, “Well it would seem we have a plan.”
Kate smiled warmly and in a very quiet voice.
“I wish you would.”
“What was that Kate?” Brad asked.
“Nothing Brad, just we’d better get started. If the way up is still there, it will still take a couple of hours.” She turned and walked past John and he grinned widely at her.
“What?”
John just began walking and brought up the rear, but as she passed by he whispered to her.
“Red men have good hearing.”
Kate blushed and jogged up to the front so she could lead. As she passed Brad she gave him a quick glance and a warm smile. Brad smiled back as she passed and she knew he had not heard, but deep down inside she kind of wished he had, it had been many years since she felt anything for another man and being this close to him……. Kate pushed the thoughts from her head. She had to get them to the safety of the cave.
Onward they pressed and as luck would have it, the way up had not been covered by the rock slides. As most of the light slowly turned into dark shadow, they inched their way across a very narrow spot on the ledge and made it safely to the cave. Brad pulled out the last of his smokeless cans of fuel and they had what would be their first warm meal since leaving Hope.
Little was said while they ate. All knew if Tom had been captured, that meant Hope had fallen to the Chewers and the cloud of dust John had seen in the distance meant the entire main body of Chewers were coming. If Tom had told them about Brad, everyone knew they wouldn’t stop until they found their small group and tried to use Brad to find Red Mesa to use whatever was there for themselves. No one said a thing about what might happen to them if they were found….. no one wanted to think of the consequences.
Everyone slept while John took the first watch. About midnight Brad crawled to the ledge and took his night vision goggles from John and told him to get some rest. John crawled under the large tarp they had strung up a ways back into the cave to cover their movement and the light from the small fire, just in case.
Brad leaned back against the mountain side and looked out into the blackness. The stars actually shined this night as the dust storms had passed to the south. He took a look around with the night vision goggles, then laid them next to him and tilted his head back to look at the stars once more. In a whisper Brad said aloud as he watched a falling star flash across the sky.
“Great view makes me feel good inside.”
 “I agree.” Kate wrapped in a blanket walked over to where Brad was and sat next to him. She smiled and pulled the blanket snuggly around her. 
“I know it’s got to be at least eighty something, but the night always had a tendency to frighten me a bit, the blanket is more for peace of mind than cold.” she leaned her head next to his and turned to look at the stars.
“My husband and I said good-by the last time we saw each other. He though leaving at night would be for better concealment. My mother died at night giving me birth and my father died at night when I was a teenager because of some drunk mistaking him for someone else.”
Brad turned his head and looked at Kate as she watched the stars and whispered softly.
“I’m sorry Kate, guess you do have a good reason to hate the darkness.”
Kate turned her head so she faced Brad, she was smiling in the starlight and she spoke softly, but with warmth in her tone.
“Darkness isn’t all bad, I get to sit here and talk to you…..” She moved her head toward his, “….Brad, I should let you know I feel someth…”
Brad put his finger to her lips and with a warm chuckle, “I know Kate, I’ve seen you looking at me and to be honest, I’ve been looking at you when you weren’t looking. You’re a beautiful woman and damned easy on the eyes……but I have no idea what is going to happen with my mission and I don’t want to make you regret having…….”
Kate gently pushed Brad’s finger from her lips after giving it a soft kiss. Her face moved toward his and he felt her warm breath as she whispered…..
“None of us know what lies ahead, but if we don’t take a chance now, there may never be another.”
There was no more talking as their lips met. So very gently at first, then her lips parted and he felt her moist tongue softly probing his. Pulling her to him he responded as she wrapped her arms around his neck as he moved his hand to her hair and began to stroke her long dark locks.
They moved around so they could press their bodies together and slowly Kate pushed Brad backward onto his back and she slid seductively atop. Wrapped in the moment of passion their bodies pressing roughly against each other, their arms grasping, lips panting, their breathing labored, Kate grasped Brad’s hand and quickly pulled it to her breast. She softly gasped as she pressed herself into him.
Brad pushed her away…..
“I’m sorry if I…” Kate whispered puzzled by his actions.
“Shhhhh…..” 
“I heard it too Brad.”
Brad grasped his goggles and pulled them to his eyes…..
“SHIT!” he whispered loudly, “Wake the others up, we’ve got to go now……Chewers!”
Kate without question quickly crawled into the cave and Brad could hear the others as they began to move about. No one questioned the move order Brad had given and within minutes the other four were on the ledge with Brad.
“Crawlers are coming up the cliff. They’re at the bottom now so we have a few hours, but damned if they didn’t find us.”
With Kate leading the way one by one the travelers passed Brad who was now checking his sidearm. Along the ledge they crawled in single file. Onward around a bend to the west and in the dark they relied more on touch than sight.
“Be careful.” Kate shouted back using as quite of a voice as she could. “It’s getting narrower here some of the ledge must have broken off. God I wish the moon would come out.” 
All five were now almost touching head to heel as they inched along the ledge until Kate stopped suddenly. Her eyes strained in the dim star light, then came the words that sent chills up the parties spines…..
“Oh my God, the ledge is gone!”
 
 
 

  



Chapter 7.
 

Their hearts sank as they all knew there was no going back and soon if their luck ran out, the Chewers would catch up. Without a word Brad turned to face the way they had just come from and pulled his 9mm.
“Well I’m not going to just sit here and do nothing. The ledge is only big enough for one at a time to move on. I have seventeen shots in this and two more clips.” Brad actually found himself chuckling, “After that I guess we kick them off.”
Lyle whispered loudly fearing the Chewers might hear.
“Don’t forget my rifle. Granted it hasn’t been shot in twenty years or so, but I kept it clean.” he passed it along to Brad, “Sorry it only has eight bullets in it, but you can always use it for a club.”
There were weak nervous giggles from the rest as Brad looked over the rifle.
“Good enough, now we wait. Maybe they won’t find the path in the dark……”
Brad’s musings were interrupted by the sound of falling rocks, then silence……then more falling rocks, but this time they were closer.
“So much for that theory.” Brad whispered. 
There was a tap on his shoulder, then a whisper from Lyle.
“I brought some chemicals to make a small amount of explosives with, but I need some light and it’s a good half hour until dawn. If you can just hold them off that long we might stand a chance. Kate just passed along that there might still be enough of the ledge left to cross in the daylight. She said she could feel some hand holds…….”
“Shhh…..” Brad held a finger to his lips, then slid the night vision goggles down over his eyes and turned them on. He raised Lyle’s rifle and aimed at the bend in the ledge off in the distance.
“BANG!!” Brad’s first shot caught the lead Chewer directly in the chest as it inched along the ledge with its back against the cliff wall. There was a scream and it spun and grabbed the Chewer next to it and both fell from view screaming all the way.
Before they could fall very far, Brad’s second shot hit the third Chewer who was trying to retreat, square between the shoulder blades splitting its spinal column in half. It fell silently into the blackness of the chasm below. 
Brad aimed once more, but was too slow as the last one he saw slid around the bend and out of his sight.
“Whoa there white man, we’d hate to lose you now my friend.” John said as he grasped Brad’s shirt and pulled him back against the ledge wall. 
Brad looked down and saw he’d almost leaned over the edge of the cliff. He decided it would be a good idea to sit and shoot, rather than stand and step over the edge of the chasm.
“Grandpa look!” It was Jake and all turned to see what he was shouting about. He was pointing to the west and the faint warm glow of the morning sun trying to climb over the range in the distance.
There was another sound and Brad spun to see another Chewer slowly moving around the corner of the ledge about thirty feet away. He swung the rifle back up to his shoulder and pulled the trigger….
“Pop…” and a tiny flash. “Dud!” Brad muttered and racked the bad shell from the chamber. He squeezed the trigger again…. “Poof” and another flash, but this time in the gaining light the Chewer saw the misfire and began crawling a bit faster. Brad racked the rifle again….
“BANG!”
In his haste to fire Brad hit the ledge in front of the Chewer and cussed. Suddenly the Chewer jerked his elbow sideways and tumbled sideways over the cliff screaming all the way down.
The Chewer behind him froze and Brad fired again……”pop”. Another fast rack and “pop” the bullet hit the ledge about four feet in front of Brad and bounced once.
“Really?” Brad muttered and fired the last round at the closest Chewer who was only a good ten feet from him by now…… nothing! The chewer feeling that now was its chance got to his feet and moved quickly to Brad.
Brad swung the rifle at the Chewer and it ducked as it watched the rifle fly over its head and over the cliff. The light was much better now and Brad ripped off the goggles only to see the Chewer only a few feet from him as he swung up his 9mm and watched the Chewers eyes double in size as he bore down on it.
“BANG!” the chewer didn’t utter a sound as the bullet ripped through its brain and it fell off the narrow ledge only to reveal several more behind it…..and all were less than fifteen feet. Just as he had been taught Brad slowly and methodically squeezed the pistol’s trigger. Slowly and limply one Chewer after another fell from the ledge and as the rest retreated around the bend to safety. Brad was now bathed in the hot glow of the early morning sun. He looked down at his pistol and grinned.
“Old Sarge would have been proud of me…..and damned if he wasn’t right.”
“How’s that Brad?” Lyle asked.
“The Sarge that was my pistol instructor told the class if we didn’t let them get right up on us, we’d just be wasting our bullets and would be better off just throwing our pistols at the enemy.”
John looked at Brad, then a wide grin broke out across this face.
“Finally a white man that makes sense.” he turned and crawled ahead to where Kate and Jake were trying to find a way across the broken ledge, he looked ahead and shouted back to Lyle and Brad.
“Jake made it across and tied off a rope, Kate’s crossing now, I’ll follow.”
Brad nodded for Lyle to head on back to the others and cross as several Chewers, with their backs to the ledge wall hurried as quickly as possible toward Brad. Brad emptied his clip of ammo and quickly threw in a new clip and slammed a shell into the breach……all the Chewers had fallen or retreated once again. 
Brad inched backward toward the broken part of the ledge only to find Lyle sitting there with his legs dangling over the ledge and his back against the wall.
“Get your ass across Brad and cover me, the rest have moved on. I whipped up some explosives and will blow the ledge as soon as you get across. Once you’re over, I’ll tie the rope around me and light the fuse. If I slip you should be able to pull me up using the boulder the rope is around. Come on Brad, no time to argue! The ledge is much wider on the other side and we can hide behind that small boulder.”
With a frown Brad stepped over Lyle as Lyle continued packing the explosive he made into a large crack in the ledge. Brad clambered over the broken ledge handholds and stepped over onto solid ledge as he looked down to the huge boulders and rocks hundreds of feet below. 
On the other side Lyle stood and began grasping at the handholds as the fuse smoked behind him. He got halfway across the broken area and slipped. Holding on by one hand he dangled from the cliff wall as Brad took the slack out of the rope.
“I’m getting the slack out of the rope Lyle, hang on.”
“Just where the fuck did you expect me to go Goddammit!” Lyle screamed back. He managed to swing his free arm and grasp hold of a solid handhold and with that swung a leg upward to a foothold as Brad kept taking in the slack on the rope should he fall.
One quick swing the fifty something Lyle landed onto the ledge next to Brad. Without a second to spare Lyle pushed Brad down onto the wider ledge and fell on top of him.
The next sound that reverberated throughout the canyon was ear shattering. Rocks, dust and debris of varying sizes fell all around the two. Brad started raise his head, but Lyle pushed it back down as a faint rumble became much louder.
“Avalanche!” Lyle shouted over the din and through the dust Brad could see the ledge and the mountainside from almost ten yards vanish and slide into the crevasse below.
Brad raised his head and turned it to face Lyle’s, who was still right on top of Brad and through the dispersing dust Brad muttered, “Christ Lyle, I though you said you could make a little bit of explosives, what the hell was that?”
“Something called solid Nitroglycerin. It’s about ten times more powerful that the old liquid kind.” Lyle smiled, his white teeth shining through his dust covered face.
“No Shit!” was all Brad could manage as he felt Lyle raise up and stood as he dusted himself off. He reached down and gave Brad a hand up and Brad dusted himself off. Both men grinned at one another once the dust they brushed off their clothes had blown away.
“Before you got to me back there on the other side, Jake had yelled to me that the ledge got much wider and that’s where they’d wait for us, we’d better get going.” Lyle turned and began to inch along the ledge toward another bend that Brad couldn’t see around. Brad took one last look and saw no way for their pursuers to follow and knew it would take at best a week for them to come the long way around.
With a smug grin, Brad inched along behind Lyle.
As the ledge widened, the pair could turn and walk normally and found the ledge widened even more. As they walked around the bend they saw the others standing on a part of the mountain where the ledge had to have been at least twenty feet wide before it narrowed once again. Best of all, the slope was downward and below was another much wider valley of more dead and dying grasslands.
Finally the two got to where the ledge widened and bursting from the pack, came Kate who rushed toward Brad. She flew into his arms and hugged him so hard he almost fell back but Brad managed to steady himself. She began kissing him and saying in between the kisses, “I’m so glad you’re safe, I was so worried.”
The rest walked up to Lyle and shook his hand, then John walked over to Brad who still had the lovely Kate hanging on him like she was part of his outfit. John laughed.
“I had to hold that crazy white woman back until you got here or she would have hugged you right off the ledge.”
Everyone laughed, including Kate who buried her head into Brad’s neck as she let her feet slowly touch the ground. She looked at everyone and, then to Brad.
“Well I guess everyone knows how I feel about you now…..I’m sorry if….”
Brad put his finger to her lips and smiled warmly.
“Guys, this morning while I was on watch, Kate came out and we talked a bit. At that time we admitted to each other we did have feelings toward one another. Then we heard the Chewers, so we didn’t get to discuss it any further.”
The eleven year old Jake looked at his grandfather, then the others.
“Discuss? It sounded like you two were wrestling a bear out there on that ledge.” 
Everyone roared, but Kate and Brad who looked at each other, then at the ground. The laughter continued for several minutes, then, slowly everyone composed themselves and began heading downward toward the valley below. 
As Brad and Kate passed John and his grandson, John grinned at the two.
I know….” Brad mumbled, “Red men have good hearing.”
John roared with laughter and the two soon to be lovers.
“Red man hell, a deaf man could have heard you two.” With that John smiled and let Kate and Brad pass as he and Jake brought up the rear until they got to the valley. Then as before, the ever alert Jake headed on to scout ahead.
Two more days passed since the small party of adventurers crossed the valley and headed more northerly once they reached the other side. Ever watching for signs or sounds, that the truck of Chewers were in, wasn’t hot on their heels. Jake who was the fastest usually stayed until the others caught up, then jogged ahead. Now and then he’d stay back until the group had proceeded to a prearranged point a few miles ahead, then once he made sure nothing was following, he’d run like the wind and catch up with the others. John’s grandson just had caught back up to them, when John pointed toward a dry lake bed.
“There beyond that lake is where the Red Mesa I knew is located. Back then we’d have to go around and that was another day and a half.” he looked at the cracked, dry lakebed sadly.
“Now, three to four hours and we’ll be across…..” John looked sadly at Brad, “I can remember when……” but he never finished as he turned and stepped upon the dusty, cracked lakebed. It cracked and snapped under his weight as the rest began to follow John. He looked back at the rest.
“We’ll have to hurry, there’s no covering our tracks on this lake bed. Once we break the dried clay, a blind man could follow us.”
The others all fell into a double line and headed toward the other side.
In the terrific heat the trek took slightly over four hours. There were no dead and dying trees to seek shade under or behind. Strong gusts of wind blew choking dust in their faces, but John knew this was a good thing because their tracks were quickly being blown away or covered by the heavy dust. The he looked back to see other gusts were uncovering their tracks in the broken clay just as quickly, he sighed loudly.
Beyond the lake was what was left of a forest of dead and broken pines and after an hour of threading their way through the forest, they stood less than a quarter of a mile from high jagged cliffs.
“There is the path up to the Red Mesa.” John said as he pointed to the northeast, but all turned to look at Brad who was now walking northwest toward an arroyo between two high cliffs.
John moved next to Brad and looking extremely puzzled.
“I thought you said you wanted to go to Red Mesa?”
“Sorry John, but for some strange reason I’m compelled to go this way.”
“The arroyo?.....There is nothing there Brad that I remember. My father took me through there and it just leads to another wide prairie.”
“Can’t help myself guys, we need to go this way.”
So to the arroyo they walked and Brad kept leading them deeper into the widening ravine floor. High reddish cliffs towered above them and in the back of everyone’s minds was the thought…..this would not be a good place for the Chewers to catch up to them.
Along the eastern side ahead they saw an opening in the cliff wall and when they arrived at that spot, found it was actually an area about one hundred yards in diameter that was carved out of the cliff walls by water a millennia ago. All that remained now was one huge boulder that must have weighed about four tons and more sand and dead sagebrush.
Brad looked sort of dejected.
Lyle walked over to Brad and grinned.
“So you thought it was that programming of yours, so what? You could have been right.”
The rest stood next to Brad, but John laughed and nudged Brad toward the huge boulder.
“Don’t give up yet……” John chuckled, “….damned white men never follow what nature tells them.” he winked at his grandson.
Brad shrugged his shoulders and walked toward the boulder. Lyle looked strangely at John.
“There’s nothing there John.”
John just sighed and shook his head.
“When are you whites ever going to learn to accept what is?”
Now Kate was puzzled.
“What is, what John?”
“Do you all really think all those scientists for all those decades, wasted all their time with this program for Brad to stop and look at the boulder and then walk away? The boulder is the only thing here. The boulder doesn’t even look like the cliffs that surround it, sure the waters could have moved it here, but I think that maybe……”
There was a loud hiss then a rumbling sound that got louder as Brad approached the huge rock. Slowly to everyone’s amazement, the boulder rose straight up and at a fairly fast pace. Once it was a good ten feet off the ground, it stopped and Brad peered down into the half darkness of the maw beneath.
The others hurried over and as they stared downward Brad snapped out of his almost trance like state.
Maybe we should go down. I’m guessing those nanobots I have in me must emit something that….”
Kate pushed past Brad and stepped on the first stair and almost instantly, the stairs became illuminated all the way down. Kate just giggled and started going down as she mumbled over her shoulder.
“Follow me guys and maybe Brad should bring up the rear, so this thing doesn’t close and leave some of us out here.” she bounced down the stairs, hit the bottom and walked out of sight as the rest hurried after her leaving Brad standing alone at the top of the stairs. 
Brad just stood there with his hands on his hips muttering.
“Hell this is only my mission, why wait for me?” he sighed and walked down the stairs. To his surprise, he discovered Kate had been right, the huge boulder began lowering as soon as he was clear and when he stepped up to see if it would stop……he quickly found out, it would not. He ducked to avoid getting his head bumped. The huge three foot thick steel plate contacted the base with a heavy clunk and the sound of heavy bolts sliding into place could be heard. When he got to the floor, the stairs they had just come down slid back into the wall behind them and a monstrous titanium block came up from the floor to seal the entrance. 
Lyle walked up to Brad and chuckled.
“Once you got in, I don’t think they wanted anyone else in.”
“Yeah, sure looks that way Lyle.” Brad turned to see the others just a few yards ahead standing in a small alcove. He walked into the alcove and looked to see four halls……very long ones! They were dimly lit by what appeared to be a single rope light on the ceiling that vanished as each hall made slow bends.
“Now what?” John asked. “This is the white man’s territory, I’m all done leading.”
“I wish I knew John, maybe we sho…..”
“Good afternoon Captain Yates.” A voice interrupted.
“EVEI?” Brad piqued at the familiar sounding voice.
“Not the EVEI you knew from the stasis complex Captain Yates, but yes I am an EVEI unit. I will guide you to your destination in this facility Captain Yates, but from there on, I do not know what lies beyond the inner doors. My purpose has been to control and assist those in the outer areas.
You and the survivors should follow the lights to your destination.” with that the hall to the left lit up brightly.
Brad and the others began walking down the hallway as Brad asked.
“You said survivors EVEI?”
“Of course Captain Yates, those with you are some more survivors that you will take with you like the other pilots did before you.” EVEI replied.
You mean by pilots, the two in stasis that were brought out before? That came here about thirty se….”
“I do not know any more Captain, just the two before you had a much larger group of people with them and none of them ever came back out in to the outer areas of this complex…..Ahh! Here we are Captain.”
As EVEI finished her comments, a huge vault like door swung open and did so without a sound.
Lyle walked over to the door and whistled.
“Christ o mighty! No one’s getting through that damned door unless someone opens it for them.”
Brad nodded and with a smile.
“Back in my time a door like this was called a blast door. These things were meant to withstand a nuclear blast…..” He saw the puzzling looks on some of his friends faces and chuckled,  “…..remind me some time to tell you about that, but trust me, it’s not one of man’s finest achievements. 
The group entered and the massive door swung shut and the bolts slid silently into place sealing them in. They stepped into a room and looked around. In the medium sized room were all kinds of instruments built into the walls and off to one side was a kind of chair that was in the process of sliding out of the wall.
“Good afternoon Captain Yates, please sit in the chair. It will lower an information ring about your head and teach you what you need to know about this phase of your mission.”
Brad walked toward the chair.
“You sound different EVEI.”
“I am not an EVEI unit Captain Yates, I am just called EVE. It isn’t an acronym, it’s just because I was the first of what became the EVEI units your race made. They were only programmed with what they needed to do and very little of your mission.”
Brad sat in the chair as Kate gave Brad’s hand a little squeeze.
“Please step clear of Captain Yates as there may be danger to anyone not sitting in the chair.” Kate stepped back as the EVE unit continued, “The survivors may sit on those chairs in the other room.” a door popped open and on the other side was what appeared to be a small break area with chairs and tables.
“Once you survivors are seated, food packs will be provided for your nourishment and as much water as you care to drink. It has all been stored in our supply stasis chambers elsewhere in this complex.
Captain Yates, please lean back and rest your head in the headrest behind it.”
Brad did so and as the others walked into the break area, a thin glowing ring lowered around Brad’s head. Within seconds it glowed brightly and Brad looked like he was asleep.
The four sat at one of the larger tables and up from the center of the table rose eight packs of food like Brad had carried with him and two bottles of water for each.
“I’m aware of some of the problems outside of this complex, but it has been many years since I was updated. If this is not enough food and water, just call out my designation and I will answer. In the mean time, Captain Yates will get additional programming to carry on with his mission. It should take about an hour before he will join you.”
Kate looked around and in an unsure tone of voice asked.
“EVE, do you know what Brad is suppose to be doing?”
“I am sorry female survivor……. I cannot talk about anything to survivors about this complex, nor missions and purpose that may only be discussed with the mission specialists and the pilots.”
 Kate looked at the others then as if she was trying to see EVE, asked, “Mission specialists? Could we speak to one of them?”
Without any emotion in EVE’s voice, she simply replied….
“There are no more mission specialists in this complex. The four of you and Captain Yates are the only living beings in Red Mesa.”

 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 8.
 
Their hearts sank, but they still hoped that perhaps Brad would know more once he came back to them. For the first time in years the four realized they felt completely safe, yet the uncertainty was gnawing away at their minds. They had been securely locked in by the thickest steel doors they’d ever seen, had plenty of food and water and soon found themselves laughing and talking about things that didn’t involve surviving the harsh realities of their world. But what was to become of them? 
Several hours passed and full of food and bloated with unlimited water, the four noticed some movement from within the dimly lit room Brad was in. The lights came on and the chair like device Brad had spent the last few hours in, slid back into the wall. They could see him looking around then head in their direction.
“Well nice of you to join us.” Lyle joked as Kate walked over to meet her new beau and gave him a quick kiss.
“Well?” the son of the scientist asked impatiently. Lyle’s dad had taught him so much, but there was so much he wanted to know and without any formal schools for almost a half of a century, his thirst was massive.
Brad plopped down in one of the chairs and grabbed a food pack and a bottle of water.
“Well, mostly it just programmed me to fly some new kind of space shuttle or something. Strange I can see the instruments, know how it handles, but have no idea as what the damned thing looks like.”
Brad gulped down a few bites of food, took a gulp of water and got up.
“I have to go to the control room…..” he held his hand out to Kate and she grasped it without hesitation.
“…..the rest of you can stay here if you want or come with us. It would seem we are the only people here, everyone else left thirty something years ago.”
“Left to where Brad?” John looked inquisitively at Brad. “I’m sure some of the people would have heard if strangers moved into this area, or if they came from this area, let alone out of this area.”
“I wish I had answers for you all, but it looks like I’m only along for the ride. My nanobots take care of identifying me and I only get programmed one step at a time and never know what is coming next. Christ why all the friggin’ mystery? Why not just tell me what I have to do and what’s going on.” Brad sighed heavily and with the others in tow, he headed through another set of doors on the other side of the room and down several hallways. Their pace was lively and steady as Brad seemed to know where he was going this time. Finally he stopped at one large set of double doors and with a slight sigh, slowly they parted and the group stepped into a small sealed control room.
“Please be seated Captain.” EVE said as if she were standing midst the group. It was strange the way EVE could be heard as if it was standing among them, unsettling, but they were getting used to the fact that everything around them was new and strange. Even for Brad this technology was so much more than he’d ever dreamed and his wonderment was no less than the others as EVE ushered them into a small glass enclosed side room.
They all sat into what looked to be a couple of rows of movie style seats. Brad was about to explain the concept of theater seating, but never got the chance. The lights dimmed and a large circular glass tube lowered from the ceiling, the tube flickered for a moment, then an image appeared.
“Ah! Captain Yates, your nanobots have indicated you have arrived.” the words were spoken by a tall thin man in a white lab coat and horned rimmed glasses on his nose and he looked over the glasses like he expected to see someone.
“As you’ve found out no one has been able to tell you very much for fear of creating a paradox.”
Brad sighed and muttered, “No shit!” and the rest laughed under their breaths like the image might hear.
The image continued, “I am more or less an interactive program. The computer uses my image and voice, but what you see before you is merely a holograph. I fear I cannot tell you much more about what you haven’t been told. What I can tell you is what I know, so please bear with me.
 Captain Yates….Brad, by the time you awaken, we’ll have been long gone and….well, things have been put on automatic so to speak. The astronauts that have been sleeping with you were supposed to fly to our nearest neighboring star, Alpha Centauri. It was to be a special side mission different from yours, so we were told, to find a Earth like planet which some one knew actually existed. How I have no idea, probably just another secret space program like this one.” the scientist chuckled.
“Things became really screwed up when two of the stasis pods failed and gave no indication they were failing. The EVEI unit had no idea something was wrong and by the time the four of them were supposed to be awakened, they were long dead and to be honest with you, there just wasn’t time to figure out what went wrong.
I was told they did a manual check on your pod and all was ok and to expect you about thirty sever years after the two that did make it.
Well to be perfectly honest with you Brad, this world has turned to shit! There is no more civilization, no government to speak of and Christ would you believe it many have resorted to cannibalism. The atmosphere is siphoning off and the weather is……” the image looked closer at the five, “…..Brad the Earth is dying. It won’t recover for many millennia. Best guess, maybe two or three hundred million years. The entire ecosystem is on the verge of a major change that will kill off any life as we know it.”
The five travelers were stunned. This scientist had just given mankind a death sentence and the outlook wasn’t hopeful. John leaned forward and looked at the image.
“How long do we have.”
The mage turned slightly and looked at John as it seemed to be calculating, then….
“Ten to twenty years.” Kate burst into tears and buried her head into Brad’s shoulder as he put his arm around her shoulders and cradled her gently.
“So it was because of this fact we decided to go with the two astronauts. Why and how? Well Captain, once they got here, it was revealed they were to take four huge spaceships containing humans in stasis to the planet around Alpha Centauri they called Terra. Without mankind’s knowledge, they had been taking people and putting them into stasis up in space since before you were put under.
Before you say anything Captain, we thought you five were the first as well, but it seems there is this super top secret space agency that was created back decades before you were put under. All this has been in the plans that long and only a few knew. Christ we don’t even know how long these vast ships have been up in space…..Christ where did the technology come from?” the image leaned back on a table.
“With the death of the other two astronauts, their ships that were waiting out in the asteroid belt to avoid detection had to be combined with the two that did survive. The reconfiguration will cause the trip to Terra to be much longer than expected. The new ships were scheduled to arrive in ten years, but it looks like we won’t get there for much longer. We will send back a message when and if we arrive….. Brad I’m just guessing, but I think you may be bringing more sleepers to Terra.”
There was an obvious pause and the image vanished. Then in a voice more like what one would expect from a computer came…..
“This message was logged six years ago.” there was another pause, then it was the same voice that had left the message on the computer.
“Captain Yates, we have arrived on Terra and all eleven million have made it. I finally got to see the ship we were traveling in, I was put in stasis as well upon departure from Red Mesa. Man we were crammed into pods that touched each other side by side and head to head in two rows. The carrier looked like the space wheels I saw back from your time, but they were over a mile in diameter and a hundred feet high and just about as thick. We have supplies enough to get us started rebuilding a civilization, that we all hope to be better than the one we left behind.”
Brad sunk back into the seat and muttered, “Well so much for Titan! I’d hoped for maybe a colony, but never a new world.”
“Captain, as far as your mission I still have no idea but it won’t be here. We’ve run the figures and as this planet is only half of Earth’s size and has much land mass, they just don’t compute in any models we run. Our Captain and one of your sleeping companion’s, told us there were no signs of any other ships within our sector, so maybe you are going to Titan after all. I’m sorry, but that’s all I have and as power is limited, I have to cut this short….. Whatever your mission is Captain, good luck and God’s speed.” The glass tube slid silently back into the ceiling.
Brad had sunk so low into his seat he was almost falling out of it.
“Just fucking great!” he slapped his hands over his face and rubbed it as if he were trapped into a nightmare. He straightened up, then got up and began pacing the floor, muttering loudly enough for all to hear.
“Christ! …..First I’m going to Titan, or so I guessed, then maybe to a new planet and now back to a moon that’s just a cold barren chunk of ice and rock floating out there.” he growled loudly and stomped his foot. “All the time I’ve been sort of joking this is evolving into quite a mess……Boy was I wrong! This is nothing but a two hundred year old joke and I’m the butt of it!!!”
Kate jumped to her feet and hurried to Brad’s side, from behind she wrapped her arms around him and put her head in the small of his back. Her voice was determined, yet soft and warm.
“Then if you’ll have me, we’ll spend the rest of our lives on that icy rock.” She hugged him firmly enough to show him she was not kidding, nor was she hesitant.
Brad spun around and looked into her eyes and with a slight smile kissed her on the forehead.
“I can’t ask you to….”
She placed her finger on his lips and said, “Shhh, you didn’t ask, remember I volunteered.” She hugged him and he responded.
John sat back in his chair and began making a ‘tisk, tisk’ sound. Brad looked over to John as well as the others. 
“WHAT!”
“You whites always fall back on your old ways. You look at things as you see them, not as they might be.”
Brad frowned, “Yeah, ok John, enough of the wise old redman crap. What the hell are you talking about?”
“When you came into the eating place, didn’t you say something about knowing about all these new things? I’m betting there is something else you are supposed to do, shouldn’t you do it before, you start worrying about things you imagine.”
Brad froze, then a slight smile broke out on his lips.
“I guess you are the wise old redman John, you’re right! Let’s go into the other room below, there is an elevator around that corner of the control room. Geez! I remembered that from when I was here a couple of hundred years ago and it seems like it was just last month.”
Kate giggled and she clung on Brad’s arm.
“Well if you slept for all those years, would it have been only a few months from the time you were here, went into sleep and woke up only to wind up here again?”
Brad stopped and chuckled, he looked at all his friends.
“You know the strange thing about all this really isn’t the lack of information about my mission, the strange thing is how life has a way of working things out.”
Kate leaned her head against Brad’s arm as they got into the elevator and the gray metal doors slowly closed.
“I don’t understand honey.”
“Let me put it like this. Things happen decades before I was born, I sleep for two hundred years and awaken into a world completely different from the one I knew. I have no idea as to what I’m supposed to do and still try to survive in this world.”
John looked at Brad in a strange, puzzled stare.
“Ok no more wise old Indian stuff…….what the hell are you talking about?” 
Everyone laughed as Brad explained.
“Everything that has happened to me and I wind up stumbling into the two people that most likely could help me get to where I had to go and teach me about survival along the way. Then I stumble into the life of a guy that just happens to know how to blow up half of a goddamned mountain to save my ass.”
Brad squeezed Kate and kissed her on the head.
“Then I find Kate who I fell for almost instantly, but has given me the need to succeed for all of us. Someone who always seems to bring up this feeling within me, where I want to do more…. seriously what are the odds of all that happening? All this couldn’t have worked out better if it had been planned and none of this could have been programmed to happen.”
Jake looked at Brad, then his grandfather.
“Gee grandpa, maybe you should tell him, we were hired to look after him two hundred years ago.”
John laughed and smacked his grandson on the back of his head as the rest laughed. Moods were getting better and the spirits higher as the elevator doors opened. Mouths opened and jaws dropped at what sight lay before them as they slowly walked into the vast room before them.
In the dead center was a huge kind of spaceship that stood over one hundred and twenty feet high and a good fifty-five feet in wide and only about twenty feet thick in the middle. It was a dull black, with no visible windows of any kind. 
There was no gantry, but only a platform that was built along the wall, with one narrow walkway to the ship that was about midway up the side of the craft and covered any chance to see if the ship was opened or not.
The strangest thing was the fact that Brad could see no kind of rocket propulsion system on it.
Continuing on around the room banks of lights began to flash and computers began to hum. As the small group of adventurers moved to the other side they noticed an elevator waiting at the bottom of the scaffolding to take them up to the platform that led to the ship.
Brad was the first to utter a word.
“Woooowww!!! I have never seen anything like this, Christ, the technology is so advanced.” he paused, “Yet I already know that the instrument panel and controls look like.”
Lyle grinned and slapped Brad on the back.
“Must be that programming you got back there.”
“Do we go up?” an excited Jake asked, but realized the answer was no as Brad walked over to one of the consoles along the wall. The rest followed much to Jake’s disappointment. Once over to the console, Brad began flipping switches.
“Uh, hey Brad, do you know what you’re doing? Or maybe this is that programming you got?”
Brad never looked up, but he was grinning at Lyle’s comment.
“Naw Lyle, this time I know what I’m doing. I’m prepping the overhead doors to open so the ship can fly through them……” he laughed loudly, “……can’t get to space with them closed.” another longer pause….. then, “That should do it, now they can be opened from inside the spaceship.” Brad ginned and asked teasingly……. “Well everyone, ready to go?”
Brad turned from the control panel and faced the other four.
Kate smiled warmly and walked toward Brad.
“Anywhere you go.” She smiled again as Brad took her hand in his.
“I’m ready!” Jake almost shouted in excitement and moved over to Brad’s other side as Brad looked at John and Lyle, but they weren’t moving.
“Grandpa, are you coming?” Jake fell silent as he looked into his grandfather’s face.
“No grandson, I am not.”
“But why grandpa, why can’t we go with them?” Jake asked as he looked up to Brad.
John looked solemnly at Jake, then Brad and Kate.
“Lyle and I talked it over back on the mountain. We decided that if the possibility arose, we wanted to stay here at home. This is all we ever have known……but Jake you must go with the white man and his lady. I know they will take good care of you.”
Jake ran over to his grandfather as the mature Jake became the eleven year old boy he was, emotions came gushing out in the form of tears and body wracking sobs. John held his grandson closely and cradled his head to his chest.
“Because I am old grandson, my time on this world or any other is limited and I soon will be joining our ancestors. It will be up to you to bring this knowledge of the red man to where ever you are going. I have taught you and someday you will teach others and then you tell them of the way the people lived, of how we saved this white man so he could fly you to the stars.” John winked at Brad and grinned. Brad felt tears running down his cheek and wiped them away with the brush of his hand. Kate was openly crying and had her head buried in Brad’s chest. Brad enclosed her in his arm as John gently pushed Jake into Brad’s other arm and Jake buried his head next to Kate and sobbed softly.
Lyle who had been silent all this time stepped forward and smiled at the three as he put his hand on John’s shoulder.
“You know, at some point in a man’s life, the need for adventure leaves him and trust me this journey sure took that need out of me. John told me about the place in the Black Hills where the whites and the reds are making the last place for them to survive. He said the people welcome all that come in peace, I think we’ll go there.”
Brad released the sobbing pair and walked over to the pair of men staying behind.
“Well if I can’t talk you out of it and I know I can’t, then perhaps this might help.” He took the men by their elbows and led them to a small door on the far side of the room, Kate and Jake followed. Through the door and down a short hallway, Brad led his friends. He stopped at a door and grinned.
“This was something I was shown as I was being programmed. It was placed here should I need to go get something back at the stasis complex. I’m guessing it was put here before they decided to destroy the complex, or maybe just didn’t know EVEI was expected to blow up the old complex.” Brad gave the others a wily grin…..
“Or most likely they were never told of the plans of the other complex the way everything is kept so secret…..anyhow….” Brad swung open the door as it hissed and they felt air rush in from behind them. They all followed Brad into a completely blackened room and with the flick of a switch the room flooded with light.
“My God, what the hell is that?” Lyle exclaimed.
“That my friend is an armored transport that needs no fuel and will carry you two about three thousand miles before it runs out of energy and best of all it’s all electric. I know you won’t need to go that far, but you can use the plugs inside for electricity and if the program is correct, there is plenty of wire and connectors…..everything you need to do some wiring at your destination. It might ease things a bit. On top of all that, this thing is immune to every hand weapon and can take really large explosions. Pretty much whatever the Chewers can throw at ya.” Brad grinned and led the party to the six wheeled transport. He opened the rear door and gave them a crash course in the operation of the vehicle. Within a hour, John and Lyle were ready to go. Tearful good-byes were said and with a last handshake the two climbed into the transport and started it. Lyle opened the side bullet-proof  window and looked down.
“Thanks for everything Brad, best o luck to ya.” 
Brad reached up and shook both of their hands one last time. 
“It’s I that should be thanking you two for getting me here. Just follow the underground passage for about a mile. It leads to the other side of this mountain. As you get to the place I showed you, press the red open button and the end of the tunnel will blast open, just drive out and follow the road until you get back to the valley with the dry lake, you’ll know where you are then…..Guys, don’t try to return. Once you clear the tunnel, there’s going to be a loud bang and the tunnel will be sealed. By the time you get across the lake bed, if you look back, you should see us taking off.”
Brad laughed again.
“Once you see us, drive like hell, this entire complex is going to blow up. Don’t worry though you two will be safe enough in that thing.” Brad slapped the heavy armor on the side of the transport. 
“Now get going before I start getting all choked up again.”
Knowing Jake could start crying again John nodded and Lyle punched the accelerator and the huge transport jumped forward and down the dim tunnel ahead and was soon out of sight. Brad looked down to Jake and smiled.
“Don’t worry about your grandpa Jake, they both will be well protected and both will be fine. I know Lyle will take care of your grandpa during those memory lapses.”
“I know he’ll be fine.” Jake smiled at Brad the remnants of tears were still in his eyes. 
“He’s my grandpa and he can do anything.” Jake turned and walked out of the room and then ran back down the long hallway to the control room as he fought back more tears. 
Brad put his arm around Kate’s shoulders and they walked out of the room. He turned slightly as in the distance there was the small boom that echoed from down the tunnel signaling the pair had gotten out of the mountain. Brad reached up and flicked out the light switch as a second boom echoed denoting the tunnel had been sealed. He slowly closed the door stopping only long enough to look back into the blackness and mutter one last farewell.
“Good-bye my friends……and thank you for everything.”

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 9.
 
Brad led his two last companions up to the ship and found the almost invisible hatch opening as they approached. Figuring it was those nanobots in him that triggered it, he began to accept the fact that those tiny little things sure had made things easier on him. The only question running through his mind was had the programming worked equally as well for this ship as it had for the roof controls. Once he entered the ships small bridge, his concern was even greater, then as he scanned the interior, he breathed a bit easier, everything was as familiar as if he’d grown up in this ship.
He strapped in Jake and with a quick tussle of this hair and a smile, Brad moved over to Kate to make sure she was secure. She was and he gave her a reassuring kiss, then straightened as he glanced back toward the row upon row of empty seats.
“My God look at how many others we could have saved had we known. We could have brought most of Hope with us.” Brad turned slowly and slid into the pilot’s seat and found his past fears were baseless as his hands flew over the various controls and the huge ship began to come to life. There was a kind of shutter as the ship began to rise. Slowly at first, then faster as the doors in the middle of the ceiling blasted open and the nose of the ship pierced the sunlight for the first time.
Back on the dry lake bed, the transport had just driven up and onto the dead and dying prairie grasses. John and Lyle watched a black object swish by so fast they barely saw it.”
“Hot damn that thing is sure fast.” Lyle exclaimed.
“You white men sure always go places in a hurry.” John chuckled.
“Seriously John? You really going to start with this white man shit again?” They both laughed.
John nodded for Lyle to get back into the driver’s seat and closed the big hatch they’d been looking through and locked it securely.
“Ok no more white man teasing…..for now!” The two men both laughed as Lyle took the transport out of the lake area. No sooner had they left, there was a massive explosion and they both looked out of the well polished steel side view mirrors. Behind them all they saw was a vast cloud of moving dust and debris which quickly caught them. 
After a few minutes the now dusty transport drove out of the cloud of dust as the transport had reached end of the valley and Lyle now turned the vehicle eastward onto the endless prairies before them. He looked over to John who had leaned back in his seat and now had his feet propped up on the transport’s dashboard. His hands were behind his head and his head was way back on the headrest and his eyes closed.
“John?
“You know Lyle maybe the white man’s way to travel isn’t so bad after all.” John chuckled as Lyle joined him. For once in a long time out here in the open, they felt safe. Both men knew if Brad said they were safe from all kinds of Chewer gun fire, then they were safe.
They had a long way to go and even Lyle had to admit, this was the only way to go….. in style!
 
“Was that grandpa Brad, up there in that overhead screen?”
“Yep, that it was Jake. I locked the viewer on them until we got too far away.”
Kate walked up to the seat where Brad was sitting and stood next to him.
“It’s dark outside already? Just how fast are we moving?”
“Not fast compared to what we are about to do. We’re already in space honey and on our way to where ever this mission is taking us.” Brad paused and Kate noticed the worried look on his face.
“Kate, I’ve never seen technology like this. I find it hard to believe that we’ve advanced this far with all the other things going on since I’ve been in stasis. I have speeds in my mind, but in my time, we were never considering speeds that fast. Boy! We sure made some advancements in two hundred years.”
“I don’t understand Brad, isn’t it the same Red Mesa that was in your time? Also the sleeper place you told us about? Wasn’t it the same back then?”
“That’s my point honey, even back when I was getting ready to go into stasis, things looked so….uh, damn I can’t find the word….uhhh, futuristic. Far more than what I expected. And my tour of Red Mesa never included the launch room, just some of the basic areas. I’m guessing they figured once I got here, I could follow the signs and EVE would take care of the rest…..It’s just it seems everyone connected with this project has so little knowledge of it, there has to be more to it.”
Kate giggled and hugged Brad, seat’s headrest and all. 
“Silly, you’re being paranoid, you said this secret group of people had been working on this project for decades, I don’t….”
“That’s my problem babe…..” Brad sighed deeply and reached up and caressed Kate’s face gently with his hand. “……see I knew most of the advanced technology we had being an astronaut. The things I saw and heard, well they were years beyond anything I had known about or read about. Things like the stasis pods and the whole damned complex, Christ! I just can’t put my finger on it and that bugs me.” However before Brad could put to words what he was trying to say, he glanced up at the viewer.
“Good God!”
Kate and Jake looked up as Kate covered her mouth with her hand as if she was in awe. Below the ship lay the Earth surrounded by black and glittering diamond like stars.
“The Earth is beautiful, so……” she looked at Brad who had tears in his eyes.
“Brad, what is it baby?”
“My God Kate, what have we done to our home?” Brad’s voice trembled. “See that whitish trail behind the planet? That’s the Earth’s atmosphere being pulled into space. Those tiny blue rivers, they used to be the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans.” he pointed toward the dusty brown area on the screen, “Right there used to be five of the largest lakes in the world…..now they’re no more than dust bowls.” Brad turned to Kate and wiped a tear that was trying to escape down his cheek.
“From up here all you saw was green, blue and the white clouds. Now just dead and dying vegetation, almost dry oceans and dust storms the size of hurricanes.” 
Brad reached over and turned off the viewer.
Jake looked at Kate sadly, then laid his hand on Brad’s arm.
“I lost my grandpa and family, but you’ve lost the world you remember…..I think maybe your loss is greater.”
Brad grinned at Jake and patted his hand. “I think we all have lost everything we knew my wise young friend.”
Kate sighed and began walking around the smaller bridge. She looked back though the door opening and out into the empty passenger cabin.
“I don’t know baby maybe you are right, it looks like more were suppose to come with you.”
Jake who also began looking around added his two cents worth. “Maybe it was the people that left with the other spacemen that were supposed to come with you.” and as usual his all too young wisdom awed the two adults.
“Brad, Jake could be right! Remember they left early with the others to that planet they spoke of in the recordings.”
“That’s what I said guys……” Jake piqued up, “…….sheesh, white men.” He grinned at the two who in turn chuckled.
“Well grandpa did say to carry on our tradition.” He sat back into his seat and buckled in as Brad smiled at him.
Brad looked back to Kate who was also taking her seat.
“That’s another thing, you two didn’t float. Out here in space there’s no gravity, I forgot to warn you and dammit, it didn’t hit me until I saw Jake buckle back in his seat, there’s no floating. That means artificial gravity.”
Kate could see there were things bothering her new love and decided not to press things for the moment as he turned back to the panel in front of him and began doing things, things she knew she wouldn’t understand. After several minutes Brad turned to her and asked.
“Honey, how much do you know about the planets?”
Kate shrugged. “Well Hope had a school and I was one of the last classes to finish most of the way before the teacher died. Lyle taught me a lot, but as far as space and the planets, not a lot. Survival was most important, so we learned how to read and write…… how some things worked and survival stuff.
I know the planets orbit the sun and are laid out like a dish, you know flat.”
Brad smiled at Kate’s analogy and nodded in agreement.
“Well, then you know, Titan was one of the moons on that plate orbiting….”
“I know baby, planets and moons all orbit horizontal to the sun. What’s that got to do with anything? That’s where we’re headed…….isn’t it?” Kate looked up at the overhead screen as she noticed Brad had turned on some chart.
“That’s what I thought honey as it was called Project Titan. But maybe by titan they mean this was a huge project, titan, titanic, all mean huge.”
“I know that silly.” Kate giggled.
“Then look at the flight path.” Brad pointed upward to the screen. “See the planets all laid out like you said horizontally like a plate? Now look at the green line, that’s our flight path and it’s headed away from the solar system vertically. This ship isn’t meant for intergalactic travel.” Brad noticed the concern in both of his companion’s faces and smiled reassuringly.
“Relax, I’m sure whom ever created this great scheme, didn’t mean for it to end in the dead of space. We’re going somewhere, I just don’t know where.”
A good eight hours passed and the trio passed the time speculating where they were headed. There was a sudden slowing sensation, however slight, the three felt it. There was a slight buzz, then in front of Brad’s control panel where there was nothing before the entire wall in front of him opened showing a panorama of stars so breathtaking all three gasped…..there were stars from the floor to the ceiling and off to both sides of the control room, it was as if the walls had vanished.
“It’s so beautiful baby!” Kate said in awe while Jake just sat with his mouth open and stared at the window in front of him.
“You said you’d never been in space, but you were training for it……baby, it looks like you’ve made it.”
Before Brad could think of a reply the craft began a turn and seemed to slow even more.
“My God! We’ve come so far in such a short time. Now I know this isn’t…….” the ship turned one last time and Brad unhooked his safety harness and stood, his gaze frozen to the window. His mouth moved, yet not a sound came out, for what he saw completely caught him off guard. After a minute, he slowly sat down and mumbled.
“My God!”
Kate unhooked and ran to his side. “What my love?”
Brad managed to point at a small dot through the window. 
“Our flight path shows it ends there honey.”
“What is it baby?” she said as she looked around his shoulder to the spot he was pointing.
“I don’t know, but the sensors show we’re almost one hundred miles away, whatever it is, it’s huge.”
There were a few bursts of something as the ship would turn, then speed or slow and within two minutes a vast spaceship loomed in the window.
The trio’s ship had approached from the rear of this enormous spacecraft and they began to get a staggering idea as to how huge once their ship pulled alongside as they couldn’t see the front as it seemed to go on forever.
The spacecraft looked like what Brad remembered the old science fiction movies depicted ‘space wheels’ as round with three or four spokes radiating from an inner solid core, outward to the outer ring that was the living and working area. The only difference was this space wheel had to have been over six miles in diameter and the inner core was a good mile in diameter and there were five spokes going out to the outer ring.
They could see many spokes in the distance, so many it almost looked solid from a distance, but the closer they got, it became apparent, it was one wheel after another and none of them could guess how many and they were all attached by the center core.
Their ship moved along the side of this vast craft and one wheel after another slowly passed, then it became obvious, their ship wasn’t moving slowly, the sides of the many wheels were enormously tall. Wheel after wheel passed and everyone lost count. The only thing noticeable was the fact there were no kind of windows or portholes.
After several minutes, it appeared they might be coming to the end of the chain of enormous wheels and Brad grinned at Kate.
“Well babe, looks like I didn’t get to go to Titan after all. Guess…..”
Kate giggled and interrupted her love’s musing as she pointed at a now visible end of the wheels. At the end of the wheels was a two mile long command core, at least a half mile in diameter and gleaming white like the wheels. It was attached to the center cores of the train of wheels behind it and reaching out like a huge tree were six arms with some sort of massive propulsion systems on each end that extended beyond the wheels to the rear.
Brad couldn’t figure out what Kate was giggling about, but she reached over and turned his head to the side of the command craft. On the side written in hundred foot high letters was one word…..
TITAN.
“See baby, you made it after all……” Kate turned to see Brad’s face expecting to see happiness, but in turn saw only concern. “……baby. What’s the matter?”
“I only have this ships controls programmed into me. Just from the configuration, I know the controls have to be different for that!” he pointed toward Titan.
Jake laughed and walked up to the other side of Brad.
“Remember what grandpa said about worrying about something before you knew what it was you were supposed to do?”
Brad smiled at Jake and put his arm around his waist.
“Good God, you really are an old man in a kid’s body aren’t you?”
All three began to chuckle until the ship suddenly turned and headed toward Titan. The two that stood, quickly sat and buckled in as Brad looked at the control panel.
“Well guys this is all on automatic docking, I’m not doing a thing.” Brad raised his hand and chuckled, “Sit back and enjoy the ride.”
The ship turned sideways and a huge door slid open and the ship docked sideways in the somewhat close quarters of the docking bay.
“Boy oh boy! This beast must be all machinery and electronics.”
“Huh?” Jake looked strangely at Brad.
“It’s like this Jake. So little room in this docking bay and such a vast spacecraft, I’d guess every little corner is packed full of something. As we’re not in line with any of the planets or their orbits, I have a sneaking hunch we’re about to go on one hell of a long journey. This ship in case no one noticed was pointing into deep space…..” he looked at Kate, “…I mean really deep space.”
Brad was about to say more, but there was a slight shudder as their ship was locked securely into place and the controls in front of Brad went completely dark. There was a hiss and the door of the bridge slid open.
Kate jumped back and stared at the now open door that had opened in the wall at the rear of the bridge.
“Christ, I didn’t see a seam let alone a door.”
Brad got up and walked over to Kate and smiled at Jake who was standing behind her and peeking at the door from behind. He tussled Jake’s hair and stepped into the opening to find a short ramp had moved right up to the door and at the end of the platform, beyond was another open door. He turned and looked at the two, held out his hand and with a slight grin, said….
“Well guys, guess this is the way we go. Sure hope there’s someone on board that can tell me what the hell is going on.”
Kate gave Brad a half grin, half sneer and giggled.
“Why should it be any different here than back on Earth guys?”
Jake laughed and Brad snorted at the irony of it. He nodded as he turned and the three walked toward the open door at the end of the platform. Brad almost knew he was right about this ship. There were only inches on either side of the ship and the hanger walls. It was also obvious the ship that brought them here was designed to fit into this docking bay. Again it was obvious everything had been laid out to the finest detail. Then why the hell didn’t Brad go into stasis in Red Mesa? Why did he have to travel that dangerous trip? And why does everything fit so tightly together, so perfectly laid out, then…..
The door slid closed behind them and the three stood in a moderately wide well lit corridor. The hallway bent slightly so they couldn’t see the end, but suddenly along the right side of the hall, tiny lights that began to run in sequence in the direction they were going. As they followed the hall as it split into three directions, flashing lights only went down one corridor so they followed. Brad looked at a small portal and it became obvious this central core was for docking as he looked out and saw row after row of docking bays.
“I guess we’ll need a lot of transports once we get to where we’re going…..assuming those are docking bays for transports, hell they could be other kinds of ships I guess.” They continued and soon they came to the end and a door slid open. There was a very short hall with only one door at the end and above the door was a sign that simply said: 
‘Bridge’.
Looking in it was obvious this was some sort of transportation as it was the size of a large freight elevator.”
Kate followed Brad in.
“Baby? I though elevators went up not sideways.”
With a chuckle, Brad gave her the only answer he could come up with for the moment.
“In space there is no up or down honey. This entire elevator might be going sideways now, but, by the time we get to the bridge, it might have turned us on our side. Remember this is artificial gravity…..” he chuckled, “….it potentially could do all kinds of twisting and turning and we’d never feel it. We could start out on our feet and wind up standing on our heads to align us with the floor where we’re going.”
“Cool!” Jake muttered.
“As I said, you’ll never feel it Jake.” Brad laughed, “Sorry!”
“Awww.” Jake looked at the floor and frowned, he was about to add something else, but there was the slightest jerk as the elevator stopped and the door slid open. 
The bridge was moderately lit and not as big as Brad had thought for a ship this size. There was a dark viewing screen at the front and banks of glowing multi colored lights along the walls. There was room for a fair sized command staff, but all the seats were empty….all save one as it slid out of the wall.
The chair was similar to the one Brad had climbed into when he arrived at Red Mesa and put him into a kind of stasis to teach him what he needed to know about the leg of his journey he’d just finished. At least he hoped it would, but it was who….or should he say what was in the chair that slid out of the wall panel.
A tall thin being sat in the chair and slowly stood as Brad estimated its height to be about six foot seven or eight. It wore an iridescent white uniform, but he had no idea of the insignia. Its skin was leathery, yet appeared to be as soft as it looked to be tough and most likely reptilian in origin. The eyes bulged slightly and although the skin was greenish in hue, the eyes were a penetrating yellow with dark pupils. The being reached out its arm and pointed with its two sets of opposing fingers with a centered thumb at the chair it had just left. It smiled at the stunned travelers and in a voice that sounded as if someone had turned up the bass a bit too much, spoke in perfect English.
“Greeting Captain Yates, I am Orntiga of the Oomlea, or I should say, his image. The computer system you’ve known as EVEI and EVE are both based on a crude form of this program and hardware. The teaching unit is almost what you’ve been accustomed to and will teach you what you need to know much more thoroughly when the time comes. For the moment I’d like to explain some of the things you no doubt have found to be ahh, perplexing?”
Brad grinned at the hologram.
“That’s an understatement, Orn…. ah what was your name again? Can you even understand me or are you….”
“I understand you perfectly and can respond Captain Yates. Orntiga was my images name, but as I am but a Kinetic Algorithm Personality and your race seems to prefer shorter names, perhaps, you’d prefer Kap?”
“Kap, that’ll work for me, look Kap, I’m afraid I’m a bit lost as to what I’m doing here, I know I’m to fly somewhere, but my mission program never arrived. I’ve been threading my way through what’s left of my world, stumbling from place to place since I was awakened….Christ, what has it been….a month, month and a half? I’ve lost track of time.”
“I cannot help you with what you’ve lost Captain Yat……”
Brad held up his hand and shouted. “STOP! Enough with the Captain Yates already, the Air Force no longer exists. I know I’m supposed to fly this thing somewhere, but I’m not the ship’s Captain yet, at least until I get some answers. Until then just call me Brad, things might go a bit easier for me if…..hell I don’t know, just call me Brad, Kap.”
“Very well Brad, I can tell you what is going on and am probably the only one that knows the entire story from the beginning to the point in time where we are now.”
Brad sighed at least he’d finally met someone that knew the answers, someone that could fill him in. The problem was in truth, he’d already made some guesses and had formed a scenario to keep his sanity…..did Brad really want to know the entire truth if it would burst this scenario he had created to keep himself going.
“Ok Kap, I’m probably going to hate myself for asking, but I need to know everything! None of this paradox crap, none of this is only what you can be told……”
Kap smiled at Brad’s frustration as the hologram walked toward him and stopped a few feet in front of him as once again he motioned toward the chair.
“That teaching device will teach you what you need to pilot this vast ship to a system your astronomers didn’t even know existed. It is so far from here the light from its thousands of suns will never reach the Earth.”
“Not that the Earth would be here if it ever did.” Kate muttered.
Kap nodded at Kate understandingly. 
“It’s sad that your people have done this to your planet, but the Earth will still be here for at least another few billion years or so, just not with the atmosphere that supports your form of life. I estimate the atmosphere bleed off will stop in another century, then new forms of life will grow and some older, much smaller life forms will begin to evolve. Eventually there may even be a sentient form of life that may owe its very existence to your race.”
“As I suspect our race does to yours?” 
“Very good Brad, you always have had an incredible grasp for thinking outside of the box.” Kap replied with a grin.
Kate’s head snapped around from looking around the bridge and back to Kap.
“You said always had? You knew Brad before this?”
Kap grinned and the three could see for the first time Kap had two, single tooth like structures that appeared as he smiled and it covered his entire visible mouth like our teeth do, with one structure on the top and one on the bottom.
“I did not know Captain Yates Miss, but my creator did……several hundred years ago.”
“That was when I went into stasis.” Brad mumbled.
“Before that Brad, we met out here in space.”
“But I wasn’t in space then.” Brad frowned at the possibility that this was getting more confusing once again.
“You were once Brad, we found you orbiting around the satellite you call Titan.” and as Kap said that Brad slid into the nearest chair! Titan? His head reeled, He’d never been to Titan, it would have been before he was even born. Yet as he looked around, there was all this.
“Well crap! And to think I thought I was getting a handle on this and now some holograph tells me he met me in space before I was born? Oh hell this just keeps getting better and better.”
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 10.
 

Kap smiled as if he knew all the answers that had ever been asked.
“Let me start at the beginning, or at least the beginning that concerns you and your planet. We Oomlea have a civilization over one and a half million years old and the ability to travel to put it simply, travel by creating our own wormholes.
We’ve traveled the stars, then to nebulae so distant, your race wasn’t aware of them. Our mission was to explore this galaxy you call the Milky Way. We Oomlea can renew ourselves almost indefinitely, but we can’t stay around forever, so we….they, my creators, created computer systems with artificial intelligence to stay when the Oomlea move on, that is in emergencies like this one.
As we approached the ringed planet you called Saturn, we detected faint life forms quite a way from our location, so we investigated and found a spacecraft with a crew of five. Two had died in their primitive form of suspended animation. We attached mind devices to the three that were barely alive and explained the situation. The bodies had deteriorated and even with our technology, could not have survived, so we offered to upload, or copy if you prefer, their mental essence into our ships computer. Two of the crew decided it was better to die, then live without bodies….. One did choose to be copied in hopes of saving what was left of his race. That crewman was you Captain Brad Yates and that was several hundred years ago to me.”
Now Brad had started getting answers, he no longer felt out of the loop, he felt totally lost! He’d never been in space and he was damned sure he’d never been to Titan, yet…….
Kap continued in the soft tone that everyone found soothing.
“The ship we were in was immense as with all our explorer craft. There will be time in the future to go into more about my race, but for the moment it is sufficient to say as far advanced as we were, even we couldn’t do anything for your world. It was impossible to tell how long you and your crew were in stasis, but our observer ships came back from Earth to say there were very few human lives left to save.
      At some point it was you that came up with the initial plan that was so strange, it fascinated our scientists. You see Captain, you were told of our way of space travel and when we create a wormhole there is a slight time rift, nothing serious, but we cannot warp space inside of a solar system as a precaution of disrupting the time line of any of the planets within that system. 
It was you that brought up the idea of sending some sort of warning back to an earlier point in time in Earth’s history so man wouldn’t make the same mistakes over again.
The problem was possible, but you feared few would actually believe as your race had repeatedly made mistakes over and over again…..” 
Brad nodded and muttered aloud as he looked at Jake and then Kate.
“That sounds like me, seems back in my day every time we turned around, it was another war, or more pollution. Things we knew better than to do, but did them anyhow.”
Kate sighed softly and shook her head slowly as he put her arms around Jake from behind and hugged him gently as she looked down at the tall, thin lad.
“As with our time Brad, it seems we humans have a penchant for self destruction.”
Kap, smiled at the trio as he picked up where he left off.
“……It was your hope that maybe this time might be different if some way could be found to send a message back through the time ripple we create when we warp. 
      Our two races came up with an idea that a protective capsule that would leave no doubt in the minds of your scientists, the material was not of your Earth. Within in this capsule we put plans to build stasis chambers, what you called pods and other things like blueprints for ships to carry Earth’s citizens to massive ships we were going to build and leave behind for humans to use.
There were carefully laid out times for each thing to be accomplished that included the creation of a super secret small group of your scientific community to control everything and hopefully your recordings and the proof of the capsule would provide, would convince those in power to follow carefully.
Our capsule which was rectangular in size was to travel through time and once found would activate its self once it sensed people were tampering with it using scientific devices. I remember you laughing in your computerized voice and when I asked what was so funny, you said the capsule was roughly the same size and shape of what you humans called a coffin.
Once the capsule detected structured tampering, which by the way nothing on your planet could have damaged it, the capsule came to life.
A viewing screen would rise out of the end and your message would appear about a dire civilization ending chain of events that would befall Earth and to gather up scientists of the day to listen to your series of messages that explained everything, including changing the time line of your planet. The truth was, your race was already dead, so interfering with your own future couldn’t have made things worse.”
The three listened without a word, hypnotized as they tried to absorb what they were hearing, yet barely understood the technology that was being explained to them.
“Captain, you also included a message that you didn’t believe Earth’s demise would change even with the warning. Then you revealed the real plan, the plan to build the complex and a way to use the one much smaller ship we’d send back at the same time the capsule was. Of course the transport ship could only be called once certain steps were taken and it seemed your complexes were built in separate areas for some unknown reasons. But Captain, they were built, so apparently you were believed and when they were done the transport ship was automatically called to the area you call Red Mesa and the migration began.
      In the time line you were in at that time, the capsule was put into the transport ship, the force shields activated and all the calculations were made. Unfortunately as this had never been done before, it was only hoped it would arrive at a time where this plan could be implemented…..it could not have been repeated as we Oomlea, were afraid of tampering with the timeline too much. I later found out the capsule arrived and landed in the ‘forties’ in your southwest America.”
Brad laughed heartily. Perhaps to ease some of the tension, perhaps out of relief, but he did find it funny.
“Roswell?..... Really?...... My God! All this started in Roswell.” Brad did a quick explanation and declared even history had mislead the public as the ship obviously landed and wasn’t shot down. He wondered if it was the capsule or the actual transport years later that started the spaceman tales.
“Hardly Captain that would have been impossible I would imagine, it was what you call a cover story to hide the fact the transport was huge and people might have seen it in the dark. The weather balloon crash might have explained the size in the dark. Once the ship delivered the capsule, it took back off and remained until the first of the complexes had been set up and people were ready to begin loading to the main transport rings and to be put into stasis.”
“Uh Kap, just how the hell did you get so many people in this ship without Earth thinking something was going on. Christ, you flied this ship with God knows how many people and then we heard recordings about other ships…..”
“Easy Captain, you see once the place your kind called Red Mesa was built and secretly using the huge transport ship your people, using some diagrams we had sent in the capsules computer, built their own rings and stasis pods. They also built four more of the main ships to haul the rings to the planet they called Terra. We had been there before coming to your solar system and had included data on Terra. Of course many of the people in your version of stasis died, due to failures in your available technology and materials. But I have picked up the message they did arrive safely and the majority of people did arrive alive. Your pod was mostly made of the materials we sent in the main transport, the pod, stasis gas and so forth. From the data the EVEI units sent to me, I’ve concluded that once the stasis gas was removed from the tanks in the transport and put into Earthly tanks, they began to leak and you had to be put in stasis early. Sadly the rings your people build didn’t have our materials and some leakage occurred. For the most part they did get to Terra and live there still. ”
“Yeah we heard.” Brad mumbled softly, “Guess they wanted to have something in case this plan didn’t work……Say, Kap…. what about the people here? You still haven’t said about how so many got to…” Brad still couldn’t quite put into words what his still confused state would allow him to think.
“It is this way Captain, in your time didn’t you know families that would move and you never heard from again? Someone would move away for a new job? How about a horrific plane crash in the ocean or mountains that the wreckage was never found? Or maybe it was said there were many deaths, but how many bodies were actually shown in the films of your day?” Kap paused and smiled, “What about all those wars, do you think so many died and the bodies never found or had closed casket funerals? Little could there loved ones know someday they would be living on another world. All clever ways your people came up with to move massive amounts of people to the rings.”
Brad leaned against the wall of the bridge and smiled.
“Very few……sure why not, no one liked seeing bodies, so broadcasts rarely showed bodies. Funerals were mostly private….. guess the same would apply to many car crashes.”
 “Of course there were deaths Captain, but all the massive death tolls everyone accepted. They were selected and brought to the Red Mesa complex, ferried to one of the other ships your race built and of course here and put into stasis. This ship that contains my unit arrived into this new time line as sixteen of our massive ships warped and I was sent back about what would have been your ‘60’s, already built. Your people then loaded all those that had been stored in stasis in Red Mesa and began transporting them here. No more tampering with the timeline of this system could be allowed, so no more ships were ever built, your race would have to use this one of a kind ship. I was so massive, sadly I displaced some asteroids with a ripple of my arrival in this time…….one of which just made worse what your scientists had done to the Earth’s atmosphere, bled off more that what would have occurred.
But by then the earthquakes had provided some many chances to save humans, the Earth built ships were overflowing, so many were then transported here and put into out chambers to sleep. Once I arrived all my transport ships were at Earth’s disposal, but it wasn’t until the Earth began the Earthquakes and Tsunami’s that you could transport tens of thousands of people a day without anyone being suspicious. Back then entire cities were being wiped out. Every Earthquake or Tsunami, more people could be brought up here. With the help of our computers natural disasters were pin pointed and most of the people in those areas were teleported to one of the transports and instantly into a stasis pod. While they sleep I explain that they were about to die, the future of your planet and the plans for a new world. They are even taught English so everyone can communicate on your new world and start to rebuild your civilization.”
Brad finally understood.
“So for decades we stored people taken over all that time in ships we built and carried on this charade that we were just orbiting the Earth and taking trips to the moon and all the time we had vast storage ships and transports taking people to them……Christ!”
“The secret group couldn’t allow any hint of what was really happening Captain. If the future of your planet stayed on the same path it did once before, this was the only hope. If word got out, think of the panic it would have caused…..the deaths.”
Brad’s temporary stunned feeling was beginning to fade, as he was starting to just accept everything that had occurred in his life since awakening.
“So this paradox I was repeatedly hearing was what, I might run into myself or at least my conscious computer self?”
“I’m sorry Captain, it was possible there might have been some sort of problem, but your other self demanded once the Oomlea departed, dropped the ship and capsule into the time continuum, that you be deleted. I imagine you wanted to take no chances either.
The call went out for a fleet of ships to come and build the craft we are now on, then more were called so they could all warp at the same time to create a big enough time shift for this entire ship to pass into and it did arrive in the early 1960’s. I sent out the pre-arranged signal and Red Mesa made arrangements for my transport ships to land to join the first ship we sent and begin bringing your fellow beings here.
They communicated to me via the transports and as directed by my creators, I helped them plan for the shipment of your people to here.”
 “So, why all the secrecy then?” Brad asked.
“Captain, the paradox could have occurred any time along your time line had you known any of the truth. You might have made a wrong choice because you thought that was the choice you’d made already, your other self so to speak. Or maybe gotten careless figuring you’d already been through this and no matter what, would do it again, no matter what. Sir, the disastrous possibilities were endless.”
Kate giggled and winked at Brad.
“Well baby you are a bit technical in your thinking and that does sound like something you’d come up with.” She walked over and gave Brad a quick kiss on the cheek and grinned at the image.
“So you’re going to be our leader?”
The image looked puzzled, then as it dawned on what Kate had insinuated, it replied sternly.
“Oh no! Do not think I am here to lead, my image, my knowledge will abide in the ships main computer. I shall continually keep a careful watch on the entire ship, but once we get under way, my personality, my memories of my creator will be removed forever. This is to insure this ship and all of the people onboard, is totally a human endeavor. There will be no more interference or help from the Oomlea. Captain Yates will be in control and once in the ship’s control seat, the one that I came out of, he will go into stasis, yet every bit of his being will be aware of any problem should it arise. He will be informed of anything and without waking up, will be able to decide if he can handle it from there or be awakened.” 
Kap, looked from Kate to Brad, “And you Captain, will benefit from all the advantages of stasis and never age and awaken fully refreshed even though your mind will be handling everything I can’t and you will be navigating along with my help.
The ship is self repairing, but you do have a emergency crew back behind the seats to the rear of this area of the vessel. They are being fed this very conversation as they sleep. They too can be awakened instantly whenever you wish. Once you are put into stasis, the teaching will start, it will take one hour and seven minutes then we will get underway. Your companions can sleep in the extra pods to the rear with the other crew.”
“So we’ll be on our own?” Jake asked shyly? 
Kap smiled warmly as if the real being was there instead of a computer created image.
“Yes child called Jake, you will. Your Captain is quite capable, I have known both of him and he’s wise and thorough, that’s why he was chosen, even though the other of his self protested. My race knew he was the one.....feel safe Jake.”
Jake turned and looked up at Brad and smiled. Then quietly he whispered to Brad…..
“I meant we’ll be alone in the sleeping pods, I get frightened sleeping alone.” He then looked at the image and loudly proclaimed, “I wasn’t worried about Brad, I know he’s a good man!”
Brad tousled Jake’s hair and grinned.
“And I’m guessing it’s getting to be about your bed time……. All of our bed times.”
“That is correct Captain I see you keep looking at the countdown timer over on the communications console. That started once you were on board and we must leave soon…….. We have a long way to go.”
“How far, or should I say how long?” Kate asked politely.
“Time and distance is a matter of reference Kate.” Kap answered, “You see as we warp space is folded so the way we go is much shorter than the way you would if you couldn’t fold space. Because we fold space, the time it takes isn’t as long as if you couldn’t…..”
Kate grabbed her head and laughed.
“Christ! I get it already!.....” she smiled at Brad, then looked back at the image, “….maybe just some sort of idea for my reference?”
“I am sorry Kate, I tend to look at everything as a scientist would. You will be in stasis a little over three hundred and sixty one thousand of your years. When you awaken you will be the same as you are now and you will be orbiting a planet in a solar system, in the galaxy 875034-269483, 8932749. It’s an Earth like planet and has almost the identical atmosphere as your home. It’s a little bigger than Earth and your years will be eleven days longer if you keep the standards you have now. You’ll see as all the data and videos will be shown to you in your sleep so you’ll know your new world as well or better than your old one.”
Kap never looked at the countdown clock, but added.
“We must get your friends into their pods Captain, we leave within the hour. I imagine you will want to see them to their pods, even our race says good-byes.”
Brad walked Jake and Kate to the rear of the passenger seating compartment and there behind the rear wall was a small door they hadn’t noticed before. Beyond on both sides of the wide hallway were rows and rows of stasis pods. From behind they noticed the holograph was following them.
“I see you can move your image beyond the main bridge Kap.”
“That’s correct Captain, if need be I can show myself at any point within the confines of this entire space craft. The humans in charge of this project and myself, found even though I am strange to the humans that came onboard not in stasis, they found seeing someone here made them more comfortable. You have to remember they were given quick programming as to what to expect once they were brought to Red Mesa.” There was a pause, then, “It’s a shame not more of the people that were supposed to be your crew didn’t make it. The ones in stasis when they were brought on board got the same program and know all about me and the story. Then those that didn’t make it………”
Kate looked at the image strangely.
“Didn’t make it? I see what….a good twenty pods Kap, they aren’t all filled?”
“I’m sorry to say, they did not. From what I’ve been able to pick up from the broadcasts, many were killed as they attempted to reach the Red Mesa complex. There are twenty seven pods and only eleven are filled.” Kap turned to face Brad, “If you find you need more crew Captain, you may awaken others, however it will take more time as they are back in the main transport wheels, but they are in my data base along with what skills they have that might be of service to the project.”
As Kap finished two pods slid out of the wall. There pods were much more advanced and tube like than what he was used to seeing. They protruded from the wall and just hung there by the end. These pods were chest high and Brad helped Jake into the first pod and Jake laid on his back. Jake looked up at Kate and Brad and smiled sort of a halfhearted grin.
“I don’t like the dark Brad, without my grandpa, I’m kind of frightened.”
Brad smiled warmly at Jake. He leaned forward and remembering the small ritual he had seen John and Jake go through many times before each night of their trip together, Brad lightly touched Jakes forehead.
“Here is where the spirit dwells, it will keep you safe in your sleep.”
Brad laid his hand gently on Jake’s chest over his heart.
“Here is where the courage of your ancestors lives, it makes you brave.”
Brad then touched Jake’s arms one at a time.
“Your arms give you strength, with them you will always be strong.”
Then with the little sly grin John always gave Jake he finished by looking at Jakes legs tucked away inside of the lower half of the pod.
“And these are your legs, if all else fails, you can run like hell.”
Jake giggled as Kate and Brad smiled warmly, but Jake’s smile soon turned to sadness.
“I’m sure going to miss my grandpa.” he laid his head back on the soft stasis pad closed his eyes, “but I know you and Kate will keep me safe.”
Brad touched the glass like panel on the wall and the cover slid over the stasis tube. The second it sealed, there was a slight hiss and Jake’s head slowly fell to one side and the entire pod slid back into the wall with a click. Brad looked at the empty pod and smiled at Kate.
“One down and one to go.”
“Ohhhhh, can’t I….” Brad put his finger over Kate’s lips and smiled as he patted the pod’s pad. Reluctantly she sat on it and swung her legs on the pad and flattened out. She giggled and with the sexiest look Brad could ever remember seeing, said….
“It might be a bit snug, but there’s room enough for two.” Brad sighed as Kate added, “Just kidding, I know you have to get us to where we’re going, but if I can dream, I can at least dream of you.”
Brad leaned down and gave Kate a gentle kiss and she threw her arms around his neck and returned his kiss with a hot passionate one. Their lips parted and as Brad straightened up as she added with a wink.
“And that’s something for you to remember what’s awaiting you when we get to our new home.”
Brad hesitantly pushed the button to close and the cover slid into place, Kate’s eyes slowly closed, but Brad could see she struggled to look at him one last time. Her pad slid into the wall and Brad followed by the image walked back up the aisle toward the bridge area.
“Something is troubling you Captain?” Kap inquired.
“Yeah….. er no…… well yeah! Kap about those empty pods… here and back in the closest wheel”
“Yes Captain?”
“This dead line you mentioned to get underway, how important is it?” Brad asked almost timidly.
“If we miss this one, the drives will have to recycle and it will take almost four days to be ready to warp. Until that time, we’ll have to settle for moving at the speed of light.”
Brad’s face beamed a huge grin spread.
“Ok then recycle the drives, but we aren’t getting underway until I get back.”
There was actually surprise in Kap’s tone of voice.
“Captain, I don’t understand…..”
Brad began to walk briskly back toward the hallway that led to the hanger bay they had docked in.
“Dammit, I forgot something back on Earth, I’ll be back tomorrow or the next day.” Brad grinned at the fact he was grasping his new surrounding and predicament quite easily now. Here he was a few billion miles from Earth and in the cold blackness of deep space and he was talking about it as if he was running to the corner burger joint for a snack.
He vanished from view and Kap just had a puzzled look on his face, but decided it would accomplish nothing to follow his Captain.
There was the sound of Brad’s voice calling Kap and Kap jumped his image to where Brad was hastily moving down the long corridor toward the docking bays.
“Oh and while I’m at it, don’t you dare go about deleting yourself once we do get under way.”
“But sir I was….”
“Kap, that is a direct order from your new Captain and because I’m in charge at the present my orders countermand any previous orders or programming.”
Kap looked puzzled, but as he was a sentient program and didn’t care for the idea of deleting himself, Kap smiled at the Captain.
“You orders are understood sir and I will comply.” He vanished. 
Within a short period of time there was a flashing light on the control panel and Kap knew Brad had left the docking bay and was headed to Earth. He slowly shook his head and began to vanish…there was only one comment that could be heard…
“Humans, I don’t think I’ll ever figure them out.”
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 11.
 
Kate and Jake safely sleeping in their pods, all was well with the exception of Kap, who was actually worrying about Brad. The entire mission rested upon his shoulders and the computer began to wonder if perhaps he should have gone against his protocols and brought that fact to light before Brad left.
After about an hour there was a slight hiss as the Titan’s radio sprang to life, it was Brad.
“Kap, back when I was getting programmed for this transport, I had some info on not all the wheels are full?”
“That’s correct Captain. The last wheel is exactly twenty three thousand, eighty seven and sixty four people short of capacity. Before things turned really bad back on your planet, there finally was many mass exodus’s to this ship. The smaller ones heading toward Terra, were at capacity and they concentrated on filling this ship. From what I was told what was left of the government began moving entire cities at a time.” there was a sad pause, “However things fell apart before we could save any more.”
“How many can this shuttle carry Kap? I mean if we sat them in the aisles and back in the storage area. I know this ship can lift off horizontally instead of launching vertically like back in Red Mesa.”
That is correct Captain, Red Mesa had limited space so vertical lift off was preferred. As far as maximum capacity sir, the ship is capable of handling however many to put into it…..” There was a pause, then “…..Captain Yates, we must leave within the next three days. The trip to Earth takes a little under eight hours and if you bring survivors aboard, it will take time for them to be put in stasis. You see they will have walk to the pods and remember the wheels are miles in diameter. They were designed for maximum storage for the new world so no onboard transportation was ever installed.
     In three days this ship must depart or the trip to the new world will take approximately twenty three million years if we miss this window.”
“Good God, why? Kap, I though your race was so advanced.” the stunned Brad sputtered in shock.
“Captain Yates, the ship that found the other you relayed your plan to the other Oomlea ships that arrived after they departed. They built the Titan and using the data we sent to them, they plotted a warp route so distant, there is no actual measurement for it. We know this new world of your exists as all information is relayed throughout our entire exploration fleets. Titan was planned to depart almost two hundred years ago. Sir, planets, galaxies move, star systems change and rogue planets fly across the heavens. Your warp route was planned to avoid these that we knew of. Beyond the window, no long warps will be safe, so shorter warps will have to be made.
Captain, our ships are self repairing, but to expect a ship to last for twenty three million years….”
“I hear you Kap, enough said. No matter what I’ll be back tomorrow with whatever survivors I can find……” there was an audible sigh in the background as Brad finished, “……even if I have to leave some behind. Leadership sucks! Brad out!”
Brad looked at the chronometer on the instrument panel and shook his head. He knew he could zero in on the Red Mesa vehicle he had given John, but would there be time to get to where ever John was headed and find any survivors. He paused for a second and wondered how John and Lyle were faring. 
 
John looked out the steel slatted, bullet proof windows of the heavily armored vehicle. It was night now and the vehicle lay on its belly with three of its four wheels on the left side, blown off. Leaning precariously toward a ditch that was along side of the narrow road it sat upon. 
Trying to see through the dust that was blowing into the area beyond the lights that glared from the vehicle he strained.
“John, do you think the Chewers have any more explosives?”
“I think not Running Fox, if they did I think they would have used them by now. That was a big explosion, something that must have been made back in Brad’s time. Any other vehicle and we would have perished.” John chuckled nervously, “You and your braves have killed a lot of them to this point……see they hide in the darkness outside of our lights.” John moved to another slatted window and peered out into the shadows beyond the lights. Every light on their vehicle was on and creating a complete circle of light around the armored transport.
Running Fox moved along with John.
“It’s a good thing you found our hunting party, or we’d never made it this far. I just wish I knew how those Chewers got into our valley at the north end. The only way in was along the old dried up Beaver river and my dad and grandfather sealed that way up with a rockslide thirty years ago.” Running Fox looked beyond the vehicle’s surrounding lights to the northern area of the valley some eleven mile away. It glowed reddish orange from the hundreds of fires as what was left of his people’s village burned as the Chewers marched their way toward the south.
“How long can we hold John? It’s just this white man’s vehicle and us that stand between the Chewers and those that managed to make it to the sacred caves.”
John looked slowly to Running Fox.
“I wish I knew Adam this thing is new to me. My friend Brad showed Lyle and myself how to drive it and use the systems, but we know little else. Your men used a lot of the rockets and bullets. I suspect, not much longer. Once we run out of ammunition, there is nothing to stop them from going around us to the caves. We’ll starve or have to go out and fight.....maybe..... What was that?” John leaned back toward the window but saw nothing.
There was a trembling of the floor and the eight men inside stopped what they were doing and looked around. John held out a hand and felt the wall.
“It is coming from outside.”
All men rushed to look in the direction of the Chewers and to their horror saw something beginning to become visible in the dark as it approached. As the wind changed a loud clanking sound and horrific squeals could be heard.
“Adam’s second in charge pointed and shouted…..BULLDOZER!!”
The men all ran to the back side window and to their horror, out of the darkness loomed a gigantic bulldozer rumbling at them slowly. It clanked along slowly like a giant behemoth and the men watched in horror as a boulder the size of a chair crushed as it ran over it. It was the biggest machine any of the men had ever seen in their lives.
“Can it crush us?” Adam asked.
John stared at the behemoth advancing toward them.
“I think……yes. It can roll us over then roll up on us once we’re in the ditch. If it doesn’t crush us, we’ll be trapped inside and will die of starvation or suffocate.”
Adam Running Fox looked at this men, then John.
“Perhaps, it is better we die out there fighting, than die in this white man’s thing.”
John reach out and grasped Adam’s arm.
“Wait! At least in here we stand a chance. Once it runs over us, if we can get free, then we’ll be behind the Chewers and we can attack them from the rear.”
“And if we can’t get out?” one of Adam’s half panicked men asked.
“Then what difference would it make? We die here or out there. At least out there, we have a chance to kill some of them so maybe the rest of the people can get away while we distract them.”
The braves all nodded in agreement and braced themselves for impact.
“Remember when the bulldozer hits us we will roll into the ditch next to the road.” John looked at the monster approaching.
“So hang onto anythi…..”
There was a brilliant beam of bright blue light blast through the night air and hit about ten feet in front of the bulldozer. The ground erupted and blasted into the air in all directions as it blasted a furrow at least five feet deep and a good foot wide and the beam of light moved toward the ‘dozer. Smoking soil erupted from the ground as it moved along.
The braves all got to their feet and stared in amazement as the beam hit the dozer and split it right in half. There was a big burst of flame as the beam hit the fuel tank, then a monstrous blast as the beam hit the fuel truck that followed the dozer. Flaming debris flew in all directions as burning Chewers were rained upon by flaming fuel. The entire area the chewers had been advancing was now an inferno and no movement could be seen as flaming bodies lit the night sky.
Adam looked at John, his eyes wide in disbelief.
“The great Wananka has struck them down.” the men cheered, which came to an abrupt halt as the entire vehicle and a good half mile around it was now bathed in a blinding white light as the entire vehicle began to shake robustly. The men held onto whatever they could and braced for whatever would come as John looked upward through the top portal glass.
John smiled at Adam and pointed upward.
“That is no God coming down to avenge us my brothers and there is only one white I know that has that kind of machine to do this……my friend Brad has come to help us defeat the Chewers.”
One of the much younger braves peeked out the window but had to look back inside as he shielded his eyes.
“Is you friend a God?”
John roared with laughter.
“He is no God Spotted Wing, hell he couldn’t even find his way to where we parted.”
Spotted Wing grinned.
“Well it looks like he found his way to us.”
John grinned back, “Yes my brother, he is one of the good whites. He does not forget his friends.”
The ground shuddered as huge metallic legs hit the ground on either side of the armored vehicle. As those inside looked out the dust began to settle and they could see the bright white light covered a circle for at least a half mile in diameter and where the light ended there were strange bluish white sparkling lights that seemed to radiate upward and back toward the incredibly huge ship that straddled the armored vehicle. It was a dome of force that protected them and the men watched as an occasional fire bomb would hit the domes side and burst into flame, then vanish.
There was a loud clanking on the top of the vehicle as if someone was knocking.
Adam looked at John and in a puzzled tone of voice asked if there could be Chewers on the roof, but John just laughed and popped open the top hatch and Brad slid down into the vehicle.
“Hi John, need a lift?” Brad looked around, “Where’s Lyle?”
John walked over to Brad and shook his hand and with a forlorn look began a quick fill in for Brad.
“Since you left for space, Lyle found an old highway and we made really good time my friend. We got almost here and saw Adam Running Fox and his hunting party so we stopped.
Adam here…..” Brad shook Adam’s hand as John continued, “….well he was filling us in on big plumes of dust they saw in the distance and all seemed to be converging on the people’s valley a day’s walk from where we were.
Lyle sat on the stair of the transport telling me he was a bit sleepy. When Adam finished and I told them we’d take them to the valley, we turned and Lyle was slumped over…..I think it was his heart Brad.”
“I’m sorry John I know you knew him for a long time.” Brad sighed, “He was a good person.”
“That he was my friend. It hurts my heart that we had no time to bury him. The rangers were coming toward our area fast.”
Brad looked strangely at John. “Rangers?”
“They used to be whites that looked after the remaining green areas, so my grandfather would tell. But now they find areas like the valley and enslave people to work and fight for them. They are almost as bad as Chewers.” John paused, “We hoped they were after the Chewers in this area, but they did not head toward the Chewer country so we knew they were coming here.”
Adam looked out and saw no Chewers within the lighted area.
“I know they are out there…..the Chewers I mean, why do they not attack?”
“The sparkling light Adam, it’s a powerful force field not even explosions can get through.” Brad pointed upward. “You see the ship uses it to protect itself from meteors in space. However this is as wide as it gets.”
Adam thought quickly and just a s fast he asked Brad.
“Can it protect the survivors in the cave?” He pointed out the windows at the far side of the transport vehicle to a series of caves a mile or so away.
“The Chewers can go around us and strike at the caves and if the Chewers don’t, then the Rangers will when they get here. We had hoped to prepare our people for a fight, but when we arrived the Chewers had broken through the north end of the valley.”
John nodded at Adam’s remarks and shook his head slowly.
“We tried to protect the people by putting this vehicle between them and the caves, but they had something that shot smoke out of the end and hit us, blowing the front wheels off…..at least two of them I think.”
Adam added, “John said it might have been something made back in your time. We know the Chewers and Rangers have found underground storage bunkers that were built back a century or more. Perhaps it was....”
Brad was about to explain anti tank weapons, but an idea that he was spending far too much time chatting crossed his mind.
“Everyone on board my ship…. QUICKLY!”
As if he was their leader the braves quickly followed Brad to the top of the vehicle and up the ramp that had been lowered right over their armored transport. Once all were inside, Brad closed the ramp and ran to the control bridge with the nine men close behind.
Brad pressed buttons and flicked switches and the huge ship gently lifted off the ground. He kept the legs down and quickly moved to the cave entrances. Slowly moving the lumbering craft as deftly as if he had flown this thing all his life, he moved it snugly up to the mountain so the force shield covered the side of the mountain where the cave entrances were.
Gently Brad sat the ship on its four huge metal legs with barely a sound. Brad turned to the braves and his friend John.
“Now we can enter the caves, but no one else can. Let’s go find your survivors. I’d like to offer you all a chance to live.”
John smiled warmly at Brad.
“I told them of what you knew of you mission. I guess you have gone there and back…..”
Brad put his hand on John’s shoulder and chuckled.
“Naw, Jake and Kate are sleeping like I did in your legends and we are going to a whole new world, a world of green and plenty of water and no dust.” he chuckled again, “definitely no dust. I want to take as many of the people as I can in what time I have left before I have to go.”
There was mumbles among the Indians in the ship, but John gave Brad a weak smile.
“My people might go, but I do not wish my grandson see me they way I’ll get when my mind goes. It would be….”
Brad held up his hand and gave John a playful punch on the arm.
“Whoa, easy friend. Jake is a strong young man and I’m sure he’d rather have his grandpa no matter what. That’s being said, John…..the sleeping pods as you call them well, they keep the occupants safe and illness free. Don’t ask me how, but damned if they don’t fix everything that’s wrong with a person while you sleep. When you awaken you mind will be as good as ever. Now mind you, you won’t have the memories or thoughts of things you’ve already lost, but you won’t forget anymore..... other than normal forgetfulness that is.”
Tears formed in John’s eyes as he smiled at Brad.
“Then I will have my grandson for many years?”
“That’s right John…..and he you.” Brad looked at Adam and the rest of his men, “That goes for the rest of you and your families as well. You all can go and when you arrive none of you will be sick or weak.” Brad smiled warmly and added, “Now what say we go and ask your people if they’d like to come to the new world with those of us that are going.”
Slowly but surely, Adam’s people came out into the open cavernous area that was the sacred meeting place. Startled by the Chewer attack, then seeing the huge strange ship come down and save their hunting party, the people entered the Tun-ta-nut still slightly wary. Then Adam shouted once again and all the people entered and slowly in a circle around their new chief….he held up his hand and the Tun-ta-nut became quiet. Adam looked at Brad and smiled.
“This is the Tun-ta-nut Brad this was what our ancestors called this meeting place long before your time, back before the white man came to America.” Adam moved his gaze around the dimly lit cave.
“Spotted Elk? Is this all……” Adam’s heart sank he knew what the reply would be.
One brave stood and moved his arm around the Tun-ta-nut.
“The women and children were here preparing for the new comer celebrations. Nightwing and I came to bring the Shaman’s sacred articles. When the Chewers attacked we stayed to defend the caves, but we would have died if this strange white had not come from the sky and killed our enemy.” 
Nightwing stood and threw out his chest.
“But we would have died proudly and free…….” he looked sadly at the four men standing in the center of the room, then the braves that had come with Adam. “…..there are only seventy eight of us left my brothers….. seventy eight of the people remain alive.”
This time it was Brad that spoke and he did so with calm authority.
“My friends, I told Adam and his men of the vast space ship that is taking millions of people to a new world. I came back to find John and our friend that I just found out had died coming here. During my trip from the big ship named the Titan, I had time to do some studying and learned that there are thousands of those you call the people on board, sleeping until they get to the new world. They like all the others that are sleeping are being taught everything from English to mathematics, to farming and more. Everything we’ll need to know once we arrive. There are even people from other lands that have been put aboard and together, we will build this new world together.”
Spotted Elk who was still standing looked Brad straight in the eye.
“Then you must save the women and children, this thing you call a ship is large enough to carry them.”
Brad grinned, “My ship is large enough for all of you. I’ll not force any of you to go, but you all are welcome to join us.”
Adam chuckled.
“That is the word we sent out to all people red and white. You see where that got us.”
Brad looked at Adam, “I’m sorry we couldn’t save more Adam, but we can save what’s left. I can extend a ramp to the upper cave opening and all those coming can walk into the ship safely. We must leave quickly because the Titan must leave on time to make it to the new world.”
Adam looked at his people. Soberly he spoke so there would be no misunderstandings.
“My people, I say we should go. My friend John, who some of you know, came a long way to join us, but found this white man named Brad. He helped him and now John will go and join his grandson who is already sleeping on this Titan. I say we go, all of us, but if any want to stay, I too will stay and we will fight the Chewers together.”
There were only five older men that remained sitting and a few of their wives. Adam could see they were in conflict. The elders did not want to leave and perhaps even had a sense they might be able to repel the Chewers.
“I also should point out while trying to find us Brad flew his ship over several hundred Rangers that are heading for our valley and will be here soon, maybe later this night.”
That did it and now everyone was standing and for the first time Brad as well as John sighed a sigh of relief. Brad’s mission was not a failure and by saving so many he strangely felt nervous. 
“Get only what you can carry and isn’t perishable.” he sprinted down the path they had come up as John and Adam led the rest upward to the top caves where Brad said he’d put the ramp.
Soon every last one of the people were aboard and sitting in the seats, on the floor and some sat in the cargo bay along the walls. Adam sat with his people and John sat next to Brad at the control console.
There was a shudder as the mighty engines fired up their strange propulsion units and slowly the transport lifted upward ever so gently as not to startle the passengers. Many of the people cried at the thought they’d never see the home of their ancestors again.
During the eight hour trip back to the Titan, Brad filled his passengers in on what to expect and what was expected of them. John talked of his grandson and how he looked forward to spending what time he had left in the new world with him.
Brad had turned on a viewing screen that covered the entire ceiling and there were gasps as they pulled near the Titan. Yet as a group they faced the strange new things calmly.
Soon Kap had them moving into their pods and storing their belongings. Adam slept with his people and John was safely stowed into a stasis pad next to his beloved grandson.
Brad walked into the control area and Kap slid the wall open. There before Brad was a form fitted bed of sorts that inclined at a forty degree angle.
“Once you step into the control unit Captain, put your arms and legs in the depressions created for them. After that just lay your head into the blue mesh, it is what senses the subconscious part of the brain, the part we need to operate the Titan. The main computers and I will do the rest. If the need arises, you will be awakened, if not……Captain, I will see you when we reach our destination.”
Brad stepped into the formfitting control unit.
“Boy, Jake sure is going to be happy seeing his grandpa when he awakens.”
Kap smiled at Brad, “I suspect that Kate will be equally happy to see you when she awakens as well Captain. My sensors indicated she was ready to mate with you and…..”
“Good night Kap!” Brad said giddily as he laid his head back into the pods cradle, “And thanks for all you’ve done for humanity my friend.”
“I cannot be called a friend Captain, I am just a computer.” Kap replied.
“You’re more than a computer Kap and we all owe you and that, who was the being you’re programmed to look like.” Brad felt strange, his vision blurred and there was a soft ringing in his ears….
Good…. night…… Kap, see…..yo…..” 
Kap slid the control unit back into the wall and several force fields clicked on to protect the Titan’s Captain.
There was a loud rumble and the entire ships shook as it awakened from centuries of sleep. Slowly the ship rotated away from the solar system it was about to leave behind. There was a pause, then a high pitched whine….. The Titan jumped to warp speeds many time greater than the speed of light!
There was a loud snap and before the Titan appeared a vast spiraling vortex and the Titan entered the wormhole it had created then the vortex vanished without a sound.
Kap went about doing one last ship wide check and made sure Brad’s system was functioning as expected. Finally satisfied all was fine he checked the course that had been set hundreds of years prior to their departure. Kap continually monitored the long range sensors for any distortion in their warp field that might indicate something in their path. Knowing the race that programmed him had taken in account for all the movements of the bodies within their route, he wondered about things that couldn’t be programmed in advance for, like a wandering rogue planet or asteroid large enough to damage them. Then there was the unknown alien factor, they had a long way to go and many races had been detected. Due to the length of their time in stasis, many would have time to advance, to develop space travel. It could be possible they could detect the Titan and interfere as it traveled through warp. Kap sighed and his image vanished into the massive computer that controlled everything. From there he would keep a vigilant watch over his new friends.
The Titan tore through space as incredible speeds and onward to its destination, to its new world and safely within, it held it’s precious cargo......the remains of the human race.   
Sleeping within, yet with part of him still functioning, Brad’s subconscious mind led his ship onward with steady determination.
 Strange events had taken hold of Brad’s life to this point in time and even as he slipped into his stasis sleep, he wondered what might lie ahead.
 Years later he would awaken to find even stranger and more serious events to come. This awakening would be far earlier than planned for reaching their destination and it would take his strong resolve to save his ship and humanity. This was to be only the first of many times that Kap would have to awaken him for an emergency.
 However for the present, as his eyes closed and he had slipped into his long sleep once again, he knew he had succeeded in his mission that he had planned for himself in another time. But for now his wildest dreams had come true. 
He had finally reached Titan.

The End. 
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