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Prologue

Alex found himself awake again. He had woken a few times before, only to 
discover he was still trapped in his cryo-pod. The wakings were brief, and usually 
frightening as he found himself very cold and unable to move, and not knowing 
immediately where he was. The cold would remind him. Normally, he fell back to 
sleep very quickly.

This time, he didn’t. He had been awake longer, for some reason. He was 
still cold, deep down in his bones, but not as cold. He noted his entire body ached. 
This was different. As usual, it was completely dark, but there seemed to be 
distant sounds in the background. Alex became aware of a growing sense of 
arrival. 

The sounds became much louder. That’s new, he thought. He realized his 
mind was beginning to work. Clicking and humming noises, the sounds of 
electrical equipment. Cool, stale smelling air passed over his skin.

He still couldn’t move. Things were changing and he had no control. Fear 
began to grow. There were three loud clicking noises and a sudden whoosh, with 
warm, oily smelling air replacing the cooler air surrounding him. He could see 
pink light through his closed eyelids. He couldn’t open his eyes, and his body 
began to ache more.

 With an effort, his eyelids pulled away from the gunk keeping them closed. 
It felt as though they were gummed shut with an inch of sleep sand. Everything 
was fuzzy. Looking up, he saw the cryo-pod lid had opened. Confused memories 
and questions clamored for his attention, but he ignored them, along with his fear, 
and focused desperately on the present. 

There were blurred figures moving around the chamber. He could hear 
them speaking in the background, but he couldn’t understand the words. They 
were familiar, but still made no sense. Trying to turn his head, he found his neck 
stiff and unresponsive. Attempting to move his arms and legs again, he discovered 
his entire body was stiff and heavy. He felt as though great weights were holding 
him down. He could barely move. With an intense effort, he tried desperately to 
sit up.

A face materialized above him and hands pressed against his shoulders, 
easily pushing him back into the soft mattress. It was an attractive feminine face. 
Short black hair over bright gray-blue eyes, light brown skin and a very odd, but 
still dazzling, smile. 

The face was speaking to him. Again, the words sounded familiar, but 



failed to communicate meaning. The voice was soothing and he recognized it was 
meant to calm him, to show there was no threat and he was safe. 

He felt a prick to his thigh and darkness closed in, again.

Alex woke again, but chose to pretend sleep while he sorted out his body. 
He felt completely awake and alert. He felt good! Very different from the last 
time he had awakened. And he was warm! Completely warm. He had memories 
mixed in with dreams of being moved. Sometimes hearing voices, sometimes 
seeing blurred images.

He opened his eyes, but remained otherwise motionless. The world came 
into focus immediately. He was in some sort of medical room, or a lab. 

“Good morning,” a feminine voice said. “I’m glad to see you’re awake.”
As he turned his head towards the voice, he found the muscles moved much 

more easily than the last time he was conscious. The face he focused on belonged 
to a tall woman with brown, almond shaped eyes, light skin and freckles, and 
curly salt and pepper hair. The features seemed oddly mismatched. Not the face of 
the young woman he had seen earlier. 

The older woman smiled at him and her curious features came together 
nicely, presenting a friendly, handsome face. 

Suddenly, he was aware he knew what she was saying. It was basically 
English, but with an odd, very heavy accent. So heavy, he was surprised he 
understood her meaning. And she seemed to speak very slowly.

Perhaps for my benefit?
His mouth was dry and in a strangled sounding voice, he said, “Good 

morning. Who are you?”
“I’m your Doctor. You can call me Rhonda,” the woman said, as she 

brought him a container with an odd looking tube sticking out of it. “Drink this.”
 His mind flashed on where he ‘had’ been, which was a cryo-ship.
“Where am I?” Alex asked, his voice sounding more normal after sipping 

the watery, salty, semi-sweet liquid.
“You are on a rescue ship called the Treasure Hunter,” the woman stated, 

continuing with the same slow, heavy accent. She paused, then said apologetically, 
“Your counselor will be here soon. I’m a little nervous about updating you. I’d 
rather wait and let him fill you in on the details.”

“Well, it feels good to be warm.” 
Rhonda’s face became handsome again.
“How is it that I can understand you?” he asked. 
“Language tapes while you slept, combined with a memory enhancing drug 

and some mild electrical stimulation. You should be able to start speaking with 
our accent in no time at all.”



Good point, he thought.
Speaking more slowly, and trying to imitate the accent, he said, “What year 

is it?”
“2305. You’ve been asleep for about 215 years,” Rhonda answered 

patiently.
Alex’s eyes widened in shock. They were supposed to have been in cryo for 

60 years, not 215.
“Bloody hell! Where are the other colonists?” he asked.
“I really think we should wait for your counselor,” the woman said 

sympathetically. Moving away, she said, “I need to review these test results.”

Chapter 1

The Treasure Hunter was a glowing green disc flying through the depths of 
space. It moved against a background of velvet blackness and brightly colored 
stars. The saucer-like ship began pushing through the Peltier Layer of the star 
system it was  approaching. Shifting electric and magnetic pressures began tossing 
the ship around like a frisbee moving through rapids. Though dangerous to the 
ship, the electrons passing at high speeds created beautiful, shifting waves of 
rainbow colored light. 

Inside, Alex stumbled as the corridor floor shook, and he decided sitting 
might be the safer course of action. He was a thin young man, with short, curly 
black hair and blue eyes. Alex was wearing simple tan surgical scrubs, or at least 
that was how he thought of them, and shoes/slippers. 

He sighed and relaxed. It had been a little over a month since his 
‘awakening’ and he was beginning to adjust to life on the Treasure Hunter. Last 
week he had passed through an intense phase of culture shock. He really wanted to 
escape from these strangers. He had gotten over it, primarily because there was 
simply no where to escape to.

Being able to vent and process with his counselor had helped, as had the 
farting contests. Originally, he had thought of the contests as grotesque and 
disgusting, but seeing the normally distant, and somewhat poker-faced captain of 
the ship compete in such an absurdity had stunned him, and shifted his mind into a 
more accepting mode. He couldn’t help but laugh. Laughter had helped him to 
heal and adjust. 



Looking around, he noted other people were sitting also. No one else in the 
corridor seemed to think the ship was going to rip apart, so there was no reason 
for him to shift into panic mode. 

Not yet, he thought. He had started thinking in the slow, heavily accented 
version of English these people spoke.

Officially, Alex was a salvage passenger. 
 He looked more closely at the others sitting on the grass of the corridor 

floor. All wore the silver and black uniforms. Some looked normal. Some looked 
more normal than others. Normal was such a relative term these days. Normal is 
what’s normal here and now, he reminded himself, not what was normal two 
hundred years ago.

One of the first things Alex had noticed after being released from sick bay 
was the lack of obesity among these ‘people of the future’. As he understood it, 
processed foods were no longer popular and exercising regularly was.

He could just barely hear two of the crew talking that rambling nonsense 
that these ‘people of the future’ sometimes lapsed into. It was called talking 
horizontally. One person would say something, a full sentence or a word, and the 
other person would respond with something that might, or might not, be related to 
what had just been said. He had noticed the behavior his first day out of sickbay, 
but assumed he simply hadn’t heard them correctly. 

The conversational style was taken from another new human behavior, 
horizontal thinking, and Alex found this to be even more confusing than the 
horizontal conversations. He suspected it was similar to a creative process he had 
once seen using bubbles of ideas that were created somewhat randomly to solve a 
difficult problem.

Are they focusing on a specific problem when they do that? he wondered. 
Apparently, people with a twenty percent Aspergers' rating enjoyed it the 

most. People with a five percent or lower rating didn’t get it, and the same for 
people with a rating of thirty percent or more. But after thirty percent, you started 
becoming dysfunctional, he thought. According to David, no one on the ship is 
supposed to have a thirty percent rating.

The ship shook again, causing Alex to wonder if it really might come apart. 
David had warned him it would be a rough ride. He said they would be 

passing through the electromagnetic version of an air conditioning grid, passing 
through an outer layer of expelled heat and into the cooler interior of this star 
system. He had also told Alex his physics classes would start today. Alex would 
learn about peltier layers, but he would need a little patience.

Last week, Alex had loudly told his counselor he was sick of being patient. 
Culture shock had taken a firm grip. For several days, he had hated everything 
about the Treasure Hunter. He told David the people were strange and the food 



tasted weird. The periodic hugging from total strangers annoyed him to no end 
and it felt like he was going to snap. 

Having voiced his frustrations, he suddenly realized how much he sounded 
like a spoiled, whining adolescent. Embarrassed, he renewed the decision to take 
control of his emotions and continue his efforts to ‘practice patience’. He then 
apologized to David for the outburst and recovered, to an extent.

This seems like a rather good time to practice patience, he thought, as the 
corridor shook again.

In the ship’s command center, there were eight people wearing black and 
silver uniforms. The command center itself was a tan and green room, with silver 
and black computers and tan chairs. As with most rooms and hallways on the ship, 
it had vines growing on the ceiling and grass covered the floor. Lighting came 
from the upper walls. The captain’s chair, currently occupied, was in the middle, 
with a good view of the vidscreens.

This is an awfully dense P-Layer for such a small star, Jonathan Planck 
thought. I’m glad we’ll be through it soon. He was captain of the Treasure 
Hunter, a deep-space exploration vessel, and responsible for a crew of ninety-six, 
one revived salvage passenger, and four in a deep-frozen sleep

The command center’s forward vidscreen showed bright orange, yellow, 
and green flashes of stellar stress lightning, warning another blast of dense beta 
radiation was about to wash over them. It hit, the shock knocking Captain Planck 
and a few others from their seats.

“Shield status,” the captain yelled, rubbing his elbow through the uniform’s 
sleeve and sitting back down. Captain Planck was a tall, gangly, darkly tanned 
man with white hair, and slanted, dark blue eyes. Former girlfriends had 
occasionally described getting lost in his eyes

“It’s holding, but the magnetic field generator is running really hot,” 
responded the security chief and tactical officer, a large, broad-shouldered man 
with a deep voice. “I don’t know how much more it can take.”

The ship lurched left, then right.
“Turning on the backup field generator and running both simultaneously,” 

Janet Wagner announced calmly, as her hands danced on the computer console. 
Janet was a little over a meter and a half tall (about 5’ 6”) with short, black hair, 
light brown skin, and twinkling blue-gray eyes. She was also the ship’s Chief of 
Engineering and Science Officer. Janet was concerned, but not worried. She knew 
this ship inside and out, its strengths and weaknesses. The Treasure Hunter would 
handle this ride with no problems. 

The ship shook again, though less violently. It was built to endure. The 
frame and hull were made of condensed carbo-steel. The magnetic shielding 



imitated Terra’s magnetosphere, though it was ten times stronger. 
The magnetic shielding blocked the electrons that made up beta radiation. 

The shaking stopped suddenly. They had passed through the peltier layer, and into 
the calm, cool bubble of the Tau Ceti system. 

 
A pleasant breeze with all kinds of interesting smells passed Alex as he sat 

in the corridor. Yesterday, the breeze had been stronger and more humid. It all 
depended on the weather in the park. 

Looking down the corridor, Alex realized he had always assumed the 
human race would evolve into tall, lean, healthy looking people. He had been 
wrong. Evolution had taken a different direction. Should it be called evolution, or 
just the luck of the draw? he wondered. Learning to deal with people who had 
Asperger’s had been a difficult part of his culture shock. Social skills varied 
dramatically from one crew member to the next.

But that was true in my previous life, too, just in different ways, and in 
general, these people are kinder, friendlier, he thought. 

Roughly sixty percent of this modern population had some form of 
Asperger’s syndrome. Nearly double the ratio of the population in his former life. 
Occasionally, Alex could predict Aspergers by physical appearance. Generally, 
however, they looked healthier than most in his former life. Some were a little 
thin, but none were overweight. 

Alex was the sole survivor of the cryogenics ship, the Aztech. Things had 
changed a lot since going into the deep-freeze. Space ships could now travel about 
twelve times faster than light. Positrons, when combined with electrons, had 
become a cheap, totally renewable energy resource. And people could now access 
the internet, and each other, through comm-links implanted in their brains.

Artificial gravity, and antigravity, were also new developments. These, 
Alex had been told, were made possible by understanding gravity was the 
contraction of space, and antigravity was the expansion of space. 

That made sense, in a general sort of way. In his previous life, gravity had 
been described as a ‘curvature’ of space and time. This curvature of space was 
now considered to be an effect, not the source of gravity. And time was no longer 
considered to be curved.

During his recent tour of engineering, he had asked the Chief Engineer 
about the artificial gravity. She explained about the expansion and contraction of 
space, and the dismissal of curved time as a curious delusion.

‘And’ she had been the woman Alex first saw after coming out of 
hibernation.

He had grasped some of it. He could visualize curved space, but Alex had 
never understood the concept of curved time, nor developed a visual image of the 



process. And since it apparently didn’t exist, he decided not to waste anymore 
energy on it. 

Things had definitely changed for Alexander Hawkins. He had gone from 
the strange dreams of a deep, frozen, endless sleep to riding with the Treasure 
Hunter as it tracked down lost cryogenics ships, and hopefully a few established 
colonies. The real treasure, so far, had come from his own cryo-ship, the Aztech, 
in the form of books and historical information. 

The Treasure Hunter’s mission also included contact with intelligent alien 
races. 

Having made the decision to accept this new world, Alex’s shock was 
gradually changing to awe. He had woken up to a new and unexpected reality, and 
a completely new life, full of strange cultural twists and turns. 

Awe was definitely healthier, and much more fun, than anger and 
frustration, he thought. David, his counselor, had suggested he try to “be aware” 
of feelings of awe, and to “flow with the go, not with the ego.” Bunch of 
fruitcakes! he thought and then closed off energy to that line of thinking.

Sixty-two cryogenic ships had been sent out roughly two centuries earlier, 
between 2090 and 2120, to seed the universe with humans, and to escape World 
War III. In 2121, the plants, and workers who built cryo-ships, became targets. 
Construction stopped. 

World War III had been long and drawn out. Starting with the destruction 
of a British physics research building in 2085, it had pitted the advocates of 
science against religious extremists. The first fifty years of the war had been 
slowly destructive, with burnt libraries expressing the rage of religious extremists. 
Soon, individual homes, and often their occupants, were destroyed. Then 
university communities were burnt.

The majority of people tried to avoid becoming involved, but weren’t 
always successful. After the major libraries had been destroyed, random buildings 
were targeted. No one felt truly safe from the terrorism.

World governments were torn apart by divided loyalties. The extremist 
leaders relied on their ability to organize and manipulate people through the use of 
charisma and fear. The science-minded had relied on the common sense of 
political leaders to negotiate a peace. Negotiations failed. 

Shortly after the war’s fifty year mark, migrations were prompted by a 
hidden killer, the release of what came to be called the ‘sterility flu’. The war’s 
second half century brought death or sterilization to over ninety percent of the 
world’s population. 

Terra had been cooling for nearly eighty years at the time, with the oceans 
starting to recede from Florida and the surrounding region. Large sections of land 
had become available in the south-east of North America. 



Religious extremists herded the faithful to the southeast, calling it the 
‘Promised Land’ and ‘God’s Gift to the Faithful’. There had been no problems 
hypnotizing those who enjoyed following the herd and manipulating those with 
deep-seated fears and anger. 

This was because extremist leaders of the time had been trained in crowd 
control tactics, and the most successful manipulators became the most successful 
religious leaders. As they moved to the southern lands destined to become their 
permanent residence, they plowed a path of mindless destruction, raiding 
communities for food and clothing, and destroying books, computers, and 
libraries as part of their holy mission. Some communities were completely 
abandoned, some weren’t. 

The supporters of science drifted north, and were much less organized. 
They had heard rumors of a fortressed scientific community in Madison, 
Wisconsin. The fortress didn’t exist, but the rumors drew people together. They 
formed a community and began working. They called themselves the Torch 
Bearers. 

The science-minded eventually won the war, primarily because they had 
something the religious leaders needed desperately. Immunizations against the 
sterility flu. Winning the war had also required the science community become 
organized and choose negotiators who didn’t trust anything the enemy said. There 
would be no immunizations until their demands were met.

Previous efforts at negotiations had put political egotists into positions of 
authority and had ended with disastrous results. In spite of efforts by a small 
number of loudly spoken egotists, the Torch Bearers only repeated this mistake 
twice. While the scientists, as a collective group, could be quite inept, individual 
scientists were generally not suicidal. As a rule, they did not make the same 
mistake three times.

When the sterility flu first began infecting the people in the Promised Land, 
the infected were quickly killed and burned, along with their homes and 
belongings. They had thought themselves immune because they lived in the 
Promised Land. This slowed the sterility flu’s spread, but did not stop it. In 
desperation, they made a deal with the Devil, also known as the Torch Bearers. 
The two names were interchangeable. 

In exchange for the immunizations, people wanting to be involved with 
organized religion would stay in God’s Gift to the Faithful. Florida and the 
southern portions of Georgia and Alabama became theirs, with rivers and 
mountains as boundaries. Anything outside of these borders was described as the 
Devil’s territory, and a sure path to hell.

After the war, the forced organization of scientists, along with a breakdown 
of traditional bureaucracies, prompted a new form of government. One supporting 



the sciences, and culturally requiring honesty and a lack of deceit. Government 
officials didn’t run for office. Individuals were drafted for two year stints, with 
the drafts based on psychological profiles. 

Egotism was formally designated an undesirable trait. 
Alex had missed all of this. He was, however, learning bits and pieces. Is it 

possible human evolution is following a path of improved paradigms rather than 
improved genetics? he wondered. 

Alex knew nothing of the religious groups in the Promised Land.

“This system is loaded with asteroids,” Captain Planck commented with a 
puzzled scowl. “Charles, take us north and then bring us back down into an orbit 
around the fourth planet.”

Planets and asteroids tended to orbit a star’s equator, leaving the northern 
and southern areas relatively clear of debris. All matter was based on electrical 
components, and as a result, a star’s magnetic field tended to pressure matter 
toward the field’s weakest area, its equator. 

“Aye, Captain,” the pilot responded. 
The Treasure Hunter’s current assignment was to investigate the fate of the 

Fairwell. The Fairwell, with three hundred colonists in deep sleep, had left a few 
years after the war started. This star system had been their destination.

 
The Treasure Hunter curved gracefully to the north of Tau Ceti, a small, 

reddish-orange star, and changed course, aiming for the fourth planet, named 
Eden. It made two quick turns around the planet and then settled into a stable 
orbit. 

In the ship’s command center, Captain Jon Planck said, “Tell us about the 
planet, Janet.” 

Planck turned to gaze at the planet on the vidscreen as Janet provided a 
description. “It’s slightly smaller than Terra. The gravity is a little weaker. Two 
large continents and five large islands, each about the size of Australia. One island 
has been terraformed.” 

The picture zoomed in. “The other land masses appear to support native 
plant life. The oceans have both plant and animal life. 

“The terraformed island has one large city and four smaller cities, more like 
villages. Total population is roughly one thousand.” Red circles formed around 
the cities.

“I would have expected a larger population,” Arthur Cooper, the Security 
Chief commented, his deep voice booming around the control center.

“It looks like their cryo-ship is at the center of the large city,” Janet 
continued. “There’s nothing in the infrared to suggest they have electricity or 



plumbing. It’s night for them, and most of the people are probably asleep.” 
“How long before sunrise on the island?” Planck asked, controlling his 

excitement with an effort.
“A little over four hours.”
He paused to consider the situation. “Janet, you’ll be going down with me. 
“Arthur, you’ll have the command center and will be listening in. Please 

have a full scan on the colony and a complete report ready in three hours. I’d like 
three security techs on the explor-team and we’ll leave in five hours. Tonya has 
some experience with the Amish. How about sending her along?”

Suggesting security techs for a mission was an option for the captain, 
though the decision was generally left to the Chief of Security. Planck 
immediately wondered if he had again stepped on Arthur’s toes in making the 
suggestion. He and Arthur got along well enough, but the numerous scowls 
following Jon’s decisions made him wonder if Arthur wanted the captain’s chair.

This confused Jon. All of his command staff had been selected because they 
could assume the role of captain if necessary, but didn’t actually want that much 
responsibility. They preferred being support personnel. As did he. 

Perhaps I’m misreading him, Jon thought. His body language often comes 
across as a little aggressive. A kind of accent developed during his time in the 
Quarantine Zone.

Arthur’s bad attitude had started after their hand-to-hand combat match. 
And then there were the complaints. 

Chief Cooper didn’t seem to know, or care, about how to build loyalty. His 
management style tended to be more dictatorial then the norm. Developing a sense 
of loyalty within the crew was one of the most important responsibilities a star 
ship captain had, and one Arthur seemed to have no talent for.

I wish he was fifth in command, Jon thought. 
“And everyone in the landing party should probably get some sleep before 

we go,” Captain Planck added.
As Jon and Janet were leaving the command center, Jon smiled and said, 

“Good work, everybody. And Janet, nice job on bringing the backup generator 
online. I didn’t know you could run them simultaneously.” He didn’t believe in 
unnecessary compliments, but the senior staff deserved this one.

Janet’s unusual smile lit up her face, “A week ago you couldn’t have.” As 
she said it, she saw Arthur’s face and decided, Arthur frowns way too much.

The lift doors closed behind the two. Janet’s eyes suddenly became 
mischievous and she punched her captain in the shoulder. “I almost bit through 
my lip trying to keep from laughing when you fell off your chair.”

Jon scowled at her, then grinned. “I’ve got to have to get that chair fixed. 
I’m sure it slants towards the floor!”



“Yeah, right! You got up so fast, it looked like someone had put springs 
under your butt!”

Jon looked at her with a deadpan face touched by a blush. Very solemnly, 
he said, “That’s actually pretty close. My butt did hit the floor, and it did bounce. 
On the rebound I pushed myself up, so I’m not surprised if it looked like there 
was some pretty serious spring action going on.”

Janet thought about this. “Jon, you are so full of shit, it’s just amazing. 
Anybody who didn’t know you like I know you, would believe you planned the 
whole thing, right down to the bounce.”

“What makes you think I didn’t?” he asked, sticking his chin up slightly and 
pretending arrogance.

Janet’s face went mildly berserk and she hit him in the shoulder again.
Jon tended to explain his actions with total self-confidence and often 

sounded as though he knew exactly what he was doing at all times. In actuality, 
Jon rarely knew in advance how he was going to handle any event. His after-the-
fact explanations carried a sense of total certainty because Jon had the ability to 
immediately assess his own behavior, and explain the reasoning behind it. But 
only after the fact.

Janet knew this about her friend because they had talked about it. This 
didn’t stop her from teasing him. They had talked about that, too. Giving Jon 
grief, as a means of keeping him grounded, was a part of their friendship and 
quite useful to him. The two seemed an odd match for what had turned into a 
close and rewarding friendship. They genuinely enjoyed each others company and 
habitually swapped joking insults. 

Turning to Janet with a look of exaggerated disdain, he said, “Besides, look 
whose talking, Jan. You fell on your butt in the cafe the other day.”

Her eyes lighting up, she said smugly, “Yes, but I didn’t bounce back up 
like I had springs in my rear end!” 

Later, alone in his quarters, Jonathan Planck stretched out on his bed and 
tried to relax. This is intense, he thought. A human colony outside of the Terran 
star system. Our first living, breathing, human colony. 

After finding two ships with lots of dead colonists and a few survivors, 
everyone had begun to wonder if any of the cryo-ships had managed to land and 
establish colonies. 

The mission itself was not in question. Alex, and the four colonists in cryo, 
plus all the books and historical info from the computers, were concrete rewards 
which, by themselves, made the mission worthwhile. But for many of the crew, 
these were secondary issues. 

The true goal, regardless of all the rationalizations, was exploring space at 
faster-than-light speeds. This would have happened even if there had never been 



any lost colonists. Humankind had developed new technologies allowing them to 
reach the stars in weeks and months, rather than decades and centuries. The time 
to explore the galaxy they lived in was now. 

Lying on his bed, attempting to relax, he became aware of physical urges. 
The idea he was a mass of confusing and conflicting biological desires had 
surfaced in his thoughts earlier that morning. Although he rarely admitted it to 
himself, he longed for an amour, a romantic relationship. The thought, Captains 
should not get romantically involved with crew members, moved through his mind 
as part of the dismissal process. This was a strong recommendation from TSEP’s 
policy advisors, but not a regulation.

It was, however, a recommendation Jon agreed with completely. At 
university, he had occasionally seen a professor get involved with a student, and 
aside from the rare, wonderful exceptions, the relationships tended to become 
destructive. Sometimes very destructive. Jon had no plans for getting involved 
with one of his crew. And certainly not with a counselor.

TSEP’s recommendation had gone on to say, “with the exception of 
counselors.” Captain Planck had dismissed “the exception”, focusing only on the 
first part. He disliked shrinks, believing them to be a bunch of egotistical bastards, 
and distrusted counselors by way of association. From his perspective counselors 
tended to be friendlier, but were still egotistical, just not as much as the shrinks. 
Jonathan Planck preferred telling his problems to close friends and lovers. He 
disliked sharing his feelings with strangers.

I’ll never get to sleep this way, he thought. He altered his breathing to 
initiate the cascade of chemicals that brought on sleep and focused on a new topic.

Janet had become a close friend in the last six months. According to 
Rhonda, many among the crew found this confusing and wondered if the two 
were having an affair. 

She was a female in her mid-twenties and he was a male in his mid-fifties. 
What, besides sex, could they possibly have in common? And the answer was: 
friendship. The idea of changing their relationship simply seemed wrong on a 
deepseated level. For one thing, there was the age difference. Older women with 
younger lovers were acceptable, but older men chasing after their lost youth, in 
the form of young women, seemed a little pathetic. He did enjoy his role as 
mentor.

Janet was an unusual person with an unusual history. The Amish had found 
her when she was about about six years old. She had been unconscious, near a 
stream, with a large wound to the side of her head. They cared for her, and when 
she awoke, it was discovered she didn’t speak Dutch or English. The girl was 
unusual, and clearly not of Amish blood. The Elders decided to ask ‘The New 
English’ to care for her, since she was not one of theirs.



After discovering she was not a missing child in any of the three cities, and 
genetically, she didn’t seem to be related to anyone, she was put up for adoption.

The idea Janet might be of Australian descent popped into Jon’s mind. Very 
unlikely, but still a possibility. 

Her new doting stepparents discovered her love of dance and physical 
movement, and made arrangements for ‘the thoughtful, quiet girl’ they had 
adopted to have ballet, yoga, and gymnastics classes available. Later, as a 
teenager, she added modern dance to her repertoire.

Something about Janet’s explanation for her choice of majors nagged at Jon 
periodically, but he didn’t know why. When she went to university, everyone, 
including her stepparents, was astonished when she chose engineering as her 
primary major. She explained to Jon that she believed the physical arts were an 
excellent way to develop the body and spirit, but if she ever wanted to travel 
among the stars, developing the intellect with an engineering degree made really 
good sense.

Jon liked Janet. It’s good to have a close friend, he thought just before 
falling asleep. Life is just a lot more fun. 

David was both excited and frustrated. He and Angela were walking 
through the park, and he was processing his feelings. It had just rained in the park 
and everything was wet and glistening in the artificial sunlight. They stayed on the 
paths as they walked.

David was of average height and build, with a pleasant square face and 
large, clumsy looking hands. He was excited because they had discovered a living 
colony. He was frustrated because Captain Planck had cancelled their meeting, 
again, and David had wanted to bring up some issues.

Angela was playing the role of a good listener. 
“Certainly, it’s understandable,” he reasoned. “Investigating a living colony 

is a little more important than a meeting about counselors’ concerns. But some of 
these concerns were important. Security Chief Cooper had come up again, for one 
thing. All I need is ten minutes with him.”

“And the captain won’t give you ten minutes,” Angela responded 
empathically.

“He says he knows it will take longer than ten minutes. The captains!” he 
vented. “Enigmas! They’re all unpredictable. All six of them. And, of course, I 
selected the most unpredictable one. The one who detests counselors, stating he 
prefers to share his problems with friends.

“During training, when head counselors got together, the behavior of the 
captains was always the hot topic. All of the captains were... eccentric,” David 
ranted. “Anomalies within the culture, each of them were natural leaders and had 



what could only be described as ‘undeveloped charisma’. We had to push the 
captains to develop it, responsibly. It was a complete reversal of the cultural 
norms they had been taught as children. And now I get to deal with the end 
result!”

“You regret developing their leadership skills?” Angela asked.
“Yes and no,” David sighed. “As children, they had been taught charisma 

led to lying and manipulation. As adults, the captains needed to unlearn those 
lessons and use their charisma for the good of the ship and its crew. If we want 
this mission to succeed, they need to reach their full potential as leaders.

“In truth,” he continued more calmly, “it’s an anthropological experiment. 
Charisma has been virtually outlawed. People were taught it was self-destructive 
for the culture, and an expression of egotism by the individual. This is one of the 
reasons the Amish and the New English get along so well. But in this experiment, 
‘responsible charisma’ is being explored.”

Suddenly, he switched to venting again. “And on top of that, I have an 
equally unpredictable and charismatic First Officer who has become best friends 
with him. And I helped it happen!”

Angela looked surprised. “Are you talking about Janet?” she asked, 
forgetting to be empathic.

“Yes,” he said with an expression of disdain. “I’ve done some research. 
None of her files describe her as a natural charismatic, but I’ve come to realize 
her files can’t be taken seriously. Everyone of her counselors from the time she 
was first adopted to the present, has developed a great affection for her, but noted 
they were sometimes left with the impression ‘she’ was in charge of the 
counseling sessions.

“She’s another anomaly,” he stated. “Anomalies like Janet are rare, and 
nearly impossible to study because they always deny having any knowledge of 
controlling their counseling sessions. And even the counselors aren’t completely 
sure they’re being controlled. Some have described it as a merging of two minds.” 

A peculiar thought popped into David’s head. What if there are larger 
numbers of people controlling their counseling sessions, but with even greater 
subtlety than Janet uses? But why would they do that? It would be simpler to take 
the captain’s approach and simply refuse to see them. Still, it would make an 
interesting study.

Janet lay down on her bed and decided to calm her mind. It was leaping 
from topic to topic without resolving any issues. There was her continuing 
discomfort with Arthur, whom she'd had a brief fling with during training back 
on Terra. There was the excitement of finding a new colony. And there was a list 
of engineering projects and repairs needing her attention. 



How I can I possibly sleep with all this going on? she wondered. Arthur 
seemed bothered by the captain’s compliment. He seems to be holding a grudge, in 
spite of his denials. But why? He ended the relationship. Granted, I was about to, 
but he did, so why the anger? I think part of it has to do with my promotion and 
transfer to this ship. 

Which was several months ago! I didn’t plan it! It happened! Get over it!
Janet had been unhappy with the sex. There hadn’t been enough of it and 

Arthur wasn’t that good. He wasn’t playful, and he made almost no effort to tease 
or satisfy her. He didn’t even enjoy cuddling, one of Janet’s favorite parts in the 
lovemaking process. When she hesitated to offer him a trip to the moon, she 
realized it was time to call it quits. If she couldn’t offer a little variety without 
worrying about a negative reaction, there wasn’t much point in having the 
relationship. There wasn’t enough trust. 

In the ship’s command center, the tension between herself and Arthur had 
eased over the last few months. Outside of the command center, the tension still 
existed. Her efforts to talk with him had been snubbed and she had no new ideas 
for dealing with him. Basically, she simply avoided him when off duty. It’s 
almost as though he wants to hold onto the anger, she thought. But that’s 
ridiculous. I can see a short term grudge, but a long term one means conscious 
awareness. Even if he managed to hide it from himself, his counselor would catch 
it, and why would anyone do that to themselves, anyway? 

Months ago, just before discovering the first cryo-ship, she had approached 
him, but he denied having ‘any’ feelings about her. A subtle insult.

They had become lovers during the second month of training, and had 
ended it six weeks later. This was also just after she had described her spiritual 
beliefs to him. 

She had been surprised when he brought up the subject. Normally, a friend 
or lover wouldn’t bring up the topic of spirituality for several months, maybe 
even never. Many times it just wasn’t that important. It had become ‘private 
information’. She had been surprised when he brought up the subject.

She remembered describing her use of an angel as a role model and her 
efforts to perform ‘good deeds’ and build ‘good karma’, she had asked him about 
his beliefs. It seemed the polite thing to do, in spite of the prematurity. He 
described some basic beliefs that almost everyone shared, and then made an excuse 
to leave. After not seeing her for several days, he told her he had made a mistake 
and they shouldn’t continue their sexual relationship.

Lying in bed, Janet fumed briefly about his insulting behavior, caught hold 
of her ego, and again made a commitment ‘not’ to become habitually angry when 
thinking of Arthur. The energy was misdirected and accomplished nothing, except 
to drain away emotional energy.



Next. The list of engineering work. Delegate, she decided. Have Joseph 
organize them and focus on the repair list until after our current adventure. Joseph 
likes organizing, and everybody on staff likes a well organized list. Lets try it and 
see what happens. Janet had a hard time delegating responsibilities, but she was 
getting better at it. Over the last few months she had come to trust her team of 
engineers and technicians. And, in turn, they had learned to trust her, and 
understand her expectations. 

The shrinks and anthrops would be thrilled, she thought drowsily, and don’t 
forget to nudge Joseph about asking out Tonya. Janet realized she was relaxed 
enough. She consciously changed her breathing patterns, her body in turn 
releasing the chemicals necessary for sleep. Her thoughts slowly became warm 
fuzzy dreams as she drifted off.

Leaving Charles in charge of the Command Center, Arthur returned to 
security headquarters to give his assistant, Tonya Plunkett, her assignments. Most 
of his staff were perfectionists when it came to routine security, but often lacked 
the flexibility needed for unusual situations or investigations. Because of her 
greater mental elasticity, she was able to fill the role of assistant security chief. 

Tonya had a ten percent A rating. She was more flexible in her thinking 
and daily routine than most of her coworkers in Security. As was common for 
most with Aspergers, she was by nature very ethical and very honest. 

Arthur Cooper was a large man whose look could pin a person to the wall. 
As head of security, that particular look came in quite handy. He was in his office 
using it to make ‘his’ second-in-command squirm. He often used members of his 
staff to give himself mild ego boosts.

“I’ll want that report in two hours!” he stated, smiling at her coolly. 
Tonya looked at Cooper nervously. “Two hours isn’t enough time,” she 

said. She was a tall, awkward looking woman with large thighs and hips. As she 
stood in front of Arthur, she shifted her weight from one foot to the other, 
nervously. 

“That reminds me of a creative young woman I once knew. She also had 
only have a touch of Aspergers. Unfortunately, she couldn’t ignore her sexual 
urges and I eventually had to fire her.” 

Tonya blushed. She was certain the security chief was referring to her own 
sexual urges. He must have discovered the strength of her sex drive, probably by 
accessing her psych files, and now used it as a tool for manipulating and 
embarrassing her. Arthur Cooper had never threatened to fire Tonya, but he had 
managed to suggest sex was all she thought about, and that she ‘could’ be fired or 
demoted. 

Tonya’s greatest fear was of losing responsibilities. She believed when 



someone took a responsibility away from her, they also took away her personal 
power, diminishing her, and making her smaller and weaker in the process. This 
fear had allowed him to manipulate her with great success.

And then there were the vids of herself he had shown her. 
The majority of Cooper’s security staff had a fifteen to twenty-five percent 

A rating. He didn’t like people with Aspergers, but he hadn’t selected his staff. 
Cooper thought of them, not as Homo Sentients, nor even as Homo sapiens, but as 
less than human. Some form of Homo inferior. Genetic defects that should have 
been smothered at birth. 

Very few people had a zero Asperger’s rating. He was one of the rare few. 
And since most people had some version of Aspergers, he was completely 
comfortable feeling superior to everyone he met. 

In truth, though he was unaware of it, Arthur Cooper had a four percent 
Aspergers' rating and a five percent rating for stress-related schizophrenia, the 
greater the stress, the greater the schizophrenia. His mother, a very controlling 
woman and a perfectionist, had lived before everyone had a counselor. She had 
arranged for his records to be altered. As with most children, his genetic testing 
happened shortly after birth. His mother, and everyone else, was unaware of his 
potential for mild schizophrenia. 

The person changing the records never bothered to look.
Chief Cooper had made a point of finding the specific weaknesses of each 

of his security techs. He took great delight in subtly teasing and confusing them, 
all the while, superficially looking like a friendly, but demanding boss. One of 
Arthur’s games was to embarrass his staff while making it look as though they had 
embarrassed themselves. He had to be cautious, though. The counselors were 
beginning to hear complaints about him, again. 

Twice, during the first month of the voyage, his counselor had asked about 
his behavior towards the security staff and Aspergers in general. There had been 
charges of egotism from his team, which he had warded off easily enough. 
Everybody disliked their boss. But complaints from people other than his staff 
would be difficult to explain. 

After the issue came up, he explained to his counselor, “I have great respect 
(contempt) for people with Aspergers. Their ability to stay focused (obsess) on a 
concept or problem, is why we can go on this mission. (They shouldn’t be here. 
They should have been destroyed at birth to eliminate the bad genes.) I wish I had 
their ability to stay focused.” He had lied so convincingly, his counselor now 
defended his ‘joking around’ behavior.

Living in the Quarantine Zone as a spy had been a constantly stressful 
situation. Arthur Cooper had adapted and even thrived. Life had been exciting, 
constantly on edge. Adrenaline was not the only self-produced chemical he had 



become addicted to. Cooper required a certain amount of stress in his life. Patterns 
of living, once useful in the Quarantine Zone, were becoming self-destructive 
aboard the Treasure Hunter. 

Arthur Cooper recognized his behavior could destroy him. He chose not to 
change it, preferring the self-induced highs.

Leaving orders with Tonya, Cooper decided to go on a grueling run 
through the park. Running helped release the build up of stress and anger. And he 
had turned it into another way of showing off. No one else on the ship could run 
as fast or as long as he could. In TSEP’s physical training program, they ran for 
at least an hour. Now, most chose to run the minimum of ten minutes a day, a few 
times a week. They simply had no interest in pushing themselves physically. 

Arthur Cooper wanted people to know he was superior, even if he couldn’t 
shout it from the mountain tops. 

A brief feeling of inferiority passed through him. Captain Planck had 
caused doubt. Cooper ran harder, his fear of weakness converting to anger as he 
pushed himself.

David had made arrangements for Alex to receive physics classes. He 
wanted to put Alex to work in Engineering as soon as possible, and teaching the 
young man about what had changed was a good first step. Alex was well aware 
achieving faster-than-light speeds meant physics had evolved. There would be new 
discoveries and new laws to learn about, and Alex was looking forward to adding 
to his knowledge of how the universe worked.

Lisa, his new physics instructor, was now at his door. She had dark hair in a 
butch cut, and a sturdy-looking, stocky body. In his former life, a black leather 
jacket and heavy rings on all of her fingers would have completed the look of a 
tough girl you didn’t want to mess with. According to David, she was a nice, 
easy-going person. As long as he was patient, she would be patient. 

After inviting her in and getting comfortable, the first words out of his 
mouth had been, “Hi Lisa! So, what is this ‘peltier layer’ thing?

The question threw Lisa off. There had been no proper greeting and she had 
organized a lesson plan for the day that did not include the peltier layer. That 
would come later, after she had laid the foundation for modern physics.

Typical Homo sapien impatience, she thought. 
She now regretted agreeing to act as a teacher for Alex. She had said “yes” 

automatically when David asked. Later, she realized the obvious, Alex was a 
Homo sapien. Lisa felt great contempt for Homo sapiens and disliked the idea of 
them being on board, even if they weren’t especially religious. They were foolish 
and irrational creatures, and trying to teach an adult Homo sapien about physics 
was like trying to teach a bear to dance. 



It could be done, but the bear would never be very good.
Lisa’s base prejudice stemmed from stories told to her as a little girl by her 

grandfather. More recently, her prejudices had been inflamed from dealings with 
an earlier group of salvage passengers. Not only had they behaved irrationally, 
they had treated everyone, herself included, like a servant. As though ‘they’ were 
superior human beings.

But they’re in cryo now, she thought with satisfaction. Probably where this 
one should be. 

She answered Alex’s question in a too loud, oddly high-pitched, mechanical 
sounding voice with clipped words, “It’s based on the Peltier effect, where electric 
current moves heat from one side of an electromagnetic barrier to the other side. 
The end result is that one side becomes cooler and the other side becomes hotter.” 

Alex had been listening to how she spoke, instead of what she was saying. 
He caught himself and quickly reviewed ‘what’ she had just said. 

He was familiar with the Peltier effect. When direct electric current, (not 
alternating current) passed through one type of metal (for example, bismuth) and 
into another type of metal (say antimony) to complete a circuit, the bismuth 
would cool, and the antimony would heat up. Heat could be transported away 
from one metal, or one area, and into another, by using electricity. Computer 
advertisements during his previous life had promoted Peltier coolers as the next 
step in computer evolution. 

Of course, semiconductors had become more popular than metals in 
creating the Peltier effect, he thought, even in my former life. If I remember 
correctly, no one knew why this happened. There were some crackpot theories, but 
nothing considered as an ‘acceptable’ explanation. But they had the math down.

He tried to apply these concepts to the outer edges of a solar system and 
failed.  

“How does that explain what we just went through in the peltier layer?” he 
asked, pressing the issue, but remembering to smile. David had warned him Lisa 
had problems reading body language and he should be very obvious about 
communicating friendliness. 

There were times when Alex felt as though dealing with crew members was 
like walking through a city controlled by terrorists. There were unexpected 
dangers everywhere. A few days after he had been released from the med lab, 
David warned him he had been scaring people by walking around with his fists in 
a semi-closed position. His unusual body language had caused a number of people 
to feel threatened, as though he might strike them at any moment. 

Lisa smiled back, perhaps a little too broadly. “You know that Terra is 
surrounded by a magnetic field that protects it from Sol’s beta radiation,” she said 
in her mechanical sounding voice.



Alex translated her words to form an image of electrons from the sun that 
compressed the magnetic field surrounding Earth. Those same electrons were 
deflected away from Earth, normally to the east.

“Terra’s magnetic field is made up of layers,” Lisa said. “I think you used 
to call them field lines. The beta radiation, which is made up of electrons, 
compresses Terra’s magnetic field, or at least the side facing Sol. Those same 
electrons also press against Sol’s magnetic layers, pushing them outward. At the 
edge of the solar system, you have the outer field layers being compressed 
together by Sol’s beta radiation and external electrical pressures from the universe 
outside. 

“Those compressed magnetic field layers at the outskirts of the solar system 
become a peltier layer, and allow heat to move outward, but not to return. The 
end result is that the inside of the solar system becomes cooler and the outside 
becomes hotter.”

“That’s why it’s hotter outside of the solar system!” Alex exclaimed. He 
had never come across an explanation for the phenomenon, just generalized 
mathematical equations that worked most of the time.

“Wow!” he added, striking the arm of the chair with his fist. David had 
experienced understanding, as opposed to knowledge.

Lisa noted his excitement nervously. She just didn’t trust Homo sapiens.

Janet was flying the transport. Tonya, and two other security techs, a 
woman and a man, were gazing out the windows as they descended to the planet’s 
surface. Captain Planck was reading the report Tonya had prepared, and 
comparing it to historical information he’d gotten from the computer. All were 
armed with a holstered EM pulse pistol.

 There were no papers in front of the captain as he read the report and 
referenced the historical information about the colonists below. Instead, images 
formed on bioengineered lenses transplanted into his eyes. The images were 
relayed from his computer implant to the lenses by way of a neural network based 
on his own DNA.

“When we land, we’re going to be winging it,” Planck said, coming back to 
reality and shutting off the viewscreen in his lenses. “The colonists were 
Evangelicals, and everything indicates they don’t seem to have much interest in 
technology. Thoughts?”

“Arthur says Homo sapiens can be very irrational,” Tonya stated. Her boss 
enjoyed telling stories of the time he had spent in the reservation. These stories 
often ended with some sort of disgusting behavior and Tonya suspected he was 
using the shared fear of religious extremists as a team-bonding mechanism.

“Should we approach the big city or one of the villages first?” Janet asked, 



changing the subject. 
Janet had never been comfortable referring to humans who believed in 

organized religion as Homo sapiens. She felt the classification separating them 
from Homo Sentients was unnecessary, and created the ‘illusion’ of two different 
species. While she was willing to admit some genetic factors might be involved, 
she believed the differences were more about training and education. She 
genuinely believed the title ‘Homo Sentient’ had been created as an ego boost at 
the expense of the religious extremists. On the other hand, it did have the effect of 
discouraging any forms of organized religion. After all, who would want to be 
classified as less then sentient?  

“I’d recommend one of the villages,” Planck suggested. “Maybe that one, 
north of the... Big City!”

Janet gave him a dirty look, and Jon smiled back.
“It’s the farthest away and we can land the transport without being seen,” 

Tonya added seriously. 
“Agreed,” Planck said. “When we arrive, we’ll be recognized as outsiders, 

regardless of what we do. We’re all at least a head taller than the average colonist. 
It reminds me of those old suits of armor from medieval Europe. And our 
clothing is quite different.”

The shortness might be due to nutritional deficiencies,” Janet said. “That’s 
what caused it in ancient Europe. That and poor sanitation. What ‘are’ the latest 
fashions on Eden these days?”

“Gray and baggy,” Planck answered. He paused, knowing he had to say this 
and hoping the timing was right. “I understand there may be a certain amount of 
prejudice when we land. The things done by the religious during their holy jihad 
against intelligent people were terrible. But, these people were not involved with 
that, and we cannot let our emotions dictate our actions. We’re here to see how 
they are doing and if they need any help. That is what we will do, and we 
will.....show respect for their customs and laws.” 

“What do you plan on telling the colonists?” Tonya asked. “As a religious 
group, they may be angered by the appearance of Homo Sentients. And very upset 
to learn organized religion has been quarantined on Terra.”

Pastor Green sat on the beach watching the sunrise. He was the only person 
on the planet who saw the transport as it moved through the atmosphere toward its 
landing site. A shooting star, or a surprise visitor? he wondered. Most likely a 
shooting star.

“Now that I have answered your question, I would like to start your physics 
lesson,” Lisa stated a little nervously. She had just witnessed the Homo sapien 



strike the chair he was sitting in. 
Another violent outburst like that, and I’ll simply get up and leave, she 

thought. She liked things to be orderly, and this person was surrounded by an aura 
of chaos. 

“I believe you were taught light waves are transverse. They are not,” she 
stated flatly.

Alex thought about this. He vaguely remembered reading that light waves 
were transverse, but it was never really studied, just kind of glossed over before 
moving on to light as photons. He decided not to explain or argue the point. 
Although no one aboard had ever said it, he was sure they considered his 
understanding of physics to be antiquated and a little silly. There had been a few 
times when he had asked a question about astronomy or space travel and received 
strange looks.

Alex hated those looks.
“Why not?” he asked. 
“The reason people once believed light travels as transverse waves was 

because of a single misinterpretation of the evidence.”
This statement threw Alex mentally off balance. Criticism. He couldn’t 

remember any of his long dead instructors saying mistakes had been made during 
the evolution of physics. He had always been left with the impression important 
physicists never made mistakes. 

Lisa continued, “Somebody named Augustin Jean Fresnel experimented 
with crystals and showed that light seems to have a kind of orientation. He showed 
that some light gets blocked by a crystal and some passes through. The light 
passing through can be blocked by a second crystal. Or, if the second crystal is 
aligned properly, the light can pass through it, too. Fresnel decided this meant 
light waves had an up-down, or side-to-side orientation. It was then concluded the 
orientation was because they were transverse waves, like the waves on the surface 
of water, or the waves on a guitar string. 

“Now, ‘solid’ matter is also known to transport vibrational energy in the 
form of transverse waves and Fresnel concluded that the aether, also known as the 
electromagnetic field, must be some kind of a stationary solid.

“He was wrong, and he fucked everything up, but nobody at the time could 
prove he was wrong. Most people couldn’t believe they were moving through a 
solid unmoving aether, and the math became impossible to work with, especially 
without computers. In ancient times, they had to do all their math by hand. 

So instead of fixing a problem they couldn’t understand, they came up with 
a new philosophy, and a new model.

“The new philosophy used pure mathematics as the foundation for the 
model. The new model started with the photon, and came to be called the particle 



model,” she continued in her clipped, mechanical voice. “And this led to a hiccup 
in physics that lasted for over a hundred and fifty years. Research of the 
electromagnetic field disappeared completely and academic research became 
focused on mathematics and the photon. A model which produced absolutely no 
new technology, but was very, very convenient mathematically. Useless, but 
simple and convenient.”

Lisa was quite proud of herself for using the word hiccup so daringly. She 
thought it showed great creativity on her part.

Alex was beginning to feel sense of nonreality. A kind of awe-like state was 
overwhelming him as he listened to his new physics instructor. This happened 
periodically when reality just got too strange for him. He seemed to separate from 
his body and watched the world through a strange, comfortable objectivity. He 
suspected some of his subconscious circuits were shorting out. David had said he 
was having peak experiences and not to worry.

“So, how do you describe light now?” a very perplexed Alex asked.

A single security tech remained inside the transport, guarding it and being 
on the ready for an emergency pickup. The landing team began their walk to the 
village. It was a sunny morning. To their right was a golden brown wheat field 
rippling in the wind, to their left, a green forest. Birds and insects were were 
singing, creating a pleasant hum of noise in the background. The sun warmed 
them as they walked, and there were a variety of smells in the air. Ahead, the path 
turned right, separating one wheat field from another.

“Computer, link myself and the explor-team to the command center,” Planck 
transmitted.

“Arthur, can you hear me?” Planck asked.
“Yes, Captain. Loud and clear.”
“Good! Stay tuned for any emergencies.”
As they rounded the corner, a small band of field workers came into view. 

The workers stopped in their tracks and stood transfixed, their eyes wide. A few 
even had open mouths.

The landing party was surprised, too, though not quite as intensely. Captain 
Planck raised his hand in a casual greeting and said, “Hello!”

The entire band of workers turned and ran. The cry, “Angels! Angels!” 
could be heard receding in the distance.

“Well, that was unexpected,” Planck muttered. He heard one of the security 
techs chuckling in the background and turned to look at him.

“Sorry, Captain. I just have a hard time picturing us as angels. And they 
were obviously far more surprised than we were.”

“For good reason,” the captain agreed. “We were planning to meet them. 



They were not planning to meet us. 
“It could have been worse,” Janet said brightly. “They might have called us 

demons.”
Why didn’t they call us demons? she wondered. 
Entering the village, they heard calls of “Hurry!” and “Run to the church!” 

They saw adults grabbing up children and running toward a large, crudely built 
church in the center of the village.

“The population doesn’t appear to be dangerous,” Tonya commented.
“Stay alert. Fear can transform into violence quite easily,” Planck added.
“It’s an odd response to angels, don’t you think?” Janet asked. She was 

aware she had created her own ideal of how an angel behaved, but these people 
might have a very different view of angels. 

“Some angels punish sinners,” Arthur stated quietly over the comm system. 
“Not all angels do good deeds. Some of them even kill children.” 

In the command center, Arthur smiled broadly. He had been waiting for an 
opportunity to throw the concept in Janet’s face. He only wished he could have 
seen her reaction.

Janet’s eyebrows raised, but she decided not to pursue the topic. She had 
never heard of vengeful or angry angels. She didn’t doubt the truth of Arthur’s 
statement, but it was pure guesswork to assume this was how these villagers 
thought of angels.

Moving through the empty village, the group approached the now closed-up 
church. Its two large doors were roughly built and at ground level. Planck 
suspected the church had a dirt floor.

“Maybe we should knock,” Jon suggested sarcastically.
“That might be a good idea. Barging in would be considered aggressive,” 

Cooper’s voice counseled.
The captain paused and said, “We’ll wait out here and see how long it takes 

for someone to come out and talk to us.” He walked to a place about twenty 
meters from the church entrance and sat down cross-legged on the dirt. “Come on 
over and have a seat.”

After they had settled into position, Janet asked, “Captain, how are we 
going to deal with this? They think we’re angels, but we have no idea what that 
means to them. And they may not understand half of what we try to tell them.”

“I don’t want to support the idea we’re angels, but until we find out more 
about them, we may have to go along with it. We’ll play it by ear and gather 
information.”

“Alright,” Janet said. I should take some readings on the colonists and check 
out their health. 

“We’ll see how much they can understand,” Jon continued. “I don’t want to 



support deceit by omission, but I also don’t want them to decide we’re weak and 
start attacking us. Eventually, I’d like to explain we were sent from Terra to make 
contact. Any conversations with the colonists should include that as a big picture 
goal. For now, we’ll focus on getting information, rather than giving it.”

Before leaving the Treasure Hunter, Jon had spent fifteen minutes 
reviewing the limited historical information about the cryo-ship and its crew, and 
an hour reviewing information about Evangelicals. The philosophies of each 
church seemed to vary tremendously. The ‘style’ of the sermons, the techniques 
used, were what the Evangelical churches had as a common thread. 

The exploration team sat for nearly an hour, waiting patiently. They 
chatted, had a small meal, appreciated the smell of the air, and ran a few scans.

Both church doors opened suddenly, bringing Jon back from his thoughts. 
A large, bearded, well-fed man stepped out through the entrance, wearing a black 
robe and holding a cross in front of him. “The Lord, our Jesus, protect us from 
the Devil and his evil minions!” he shouted defiantly.

Charismatic behavior, the captain thought, looks like they’re still teaching 
them stage presence and drama.

Janet’s face showed mild concern. They do think we’re evil. And, 
apparently, they think angels can be evil, too. 

Captain Planck stood, and the rest of his team followed suit. Unconsciously, 
they all rose straight up from their cross-legged sitting position, without using 
their hands. As part of the movement, they did a little half spin followed by a 
sidestep to uncross their ankles. This came from yoga training, and no one in the 
group gave the customary movement a second thought. The villagers peering 
through the church doors behind the priest, however, were mesmerized by the 
unusual, uniform movements.

The captain walked forward, raised his hand, and speaking with a pre-war 
accent said, “Hello. May I speak with you, sir?”

He’s such an artistic, poetic speaker, Janet thought with amusement. On the 
other hand, I might have gone with something as creative as- May I speak with 
you, O’ Great Bearded One? Janet had also been trained to speak with a pre-war 
accent. 

“I recommend extreme caution, Captain. Homo sapiens aren’t known for 
their intelligent behavior,” Arthur commented, echoing himself by way of Tonya.

Janet believed she understood Arthur’s position. Early in their relationship, 
he had told her stories about his time as a spy in the Quarantine Zone, and how he 
had been tortured on two separate occasions. She didn’t agree with his contempt 
for people in the Quarantine Zone, but she felt she understood his reasons.

The captain seemed occupied, so Janet filled in. “Nothing dangerous seems 
to be going on, Arthur. It looks like their religious leader is willing to talk.”



“Good, but I still recommend caution.”

It’s just like her to to contradict me, Arthur thought. The computer was 
transmitting his spoken word, not his thoughts. 

Only the captain and his second-in-command were wired with the ability to 
transmit their thoughts to others, by way of the computer. Everyone else had to 
speak in order to communicate. 

Captain Planck’s earlier compliment to Janet ‘had’ irritated Chief Cooper. 
He had classified Janet as immature and spiritually retarded. Anyone who modeled 
themselves after an angel couldn’t be considered spiritually advanced. He assumed 
her creative solutions in engineering were a savant characteristic. Something that 
counter-balanced her other idiocies.

Cooper would never admit it to himself, but Janet made him feel inferior. 
Many women with strong personalities did, but she had really gotten under his 
skin. He saw women, not as human beings, but as child-bearing machines. Any 
behavior which expressed skills superior to his own threatened him. Of course, 
starting the process of comparing himself to others was a choice.

She’s become quite the uppity bitch since her promotion, he thought. It 
annoyed Arthur that she had been placed as second-in-command. On a deep 
subconscious level, he viewed the promotion as an insult. And a conspiracy to 
‘unman’ him. 

Arthur wanted a woman who was genetically fit for bearing and caring for 
his children, but still weak enough for him to easily dominate. Once again, Arthur 
considered the idea of marrying a woman in the Quarantine Zone. They might be 
the only women adequate for his purposes. 

Most quarantined women were subservient. If they weren’t, they were 
beaten. There were a few religious groups who treated their women as equals, and 
even one that called themselves Amazons, made up of women only. But for the 
most part, men were the masters and women were property. 

Another good reason for selecting a quarantined woman was the minimal 
chance of having children with Aspergers' syndrome.

Cooper had spent six years as a spy in the Quarantine Zone. His abilities to 
lie and deceive had been honed and fine-tuned. So much so, that there had been 
times when he was unsure of his loyalties and who he really was. A truly good liar 
believes what he is saying at the time he says it. 

He had been trained in the art of deception at an early age by his mother. 
She had taught how him to keep fears and insecurities hidden, how to lie to 
counselors and tell them what they wanted to hear. This training had made him a 
good spy, but unfortunately it also promoted self-destructive behavior and allowed 
a hidden, deep-seated anger to grow and flourish.



Chapter 2

In the church’s steeple, two men crouched, watching the strangers through 
peep holes. 

“They’re human, I’m sure of it. They must be from Earth,” the taller, dark-
haired one whispered. 

“Do you think they can help us?” the blond asked.
“Oh, I’m sure they can. The question is, will they want to? Whose side are 

they going to be on?”
“Well, one thing is for sure, the raven-haired female with the smoldering 

blue-gray eyes ‘looks’ like an angel. What I wouldn’t give to have her pose for a 
painting.”

Jim Deloro responded by hitting his friend in the shoulder and whispering, 
“You goof! Smoldering blue-gray eyes! Next thing you know, you’ll be wanting 
to paint her nude. Climb down into the cubby hole and listen to what they say! 
I’m going to find Ben. He was one of the first people to see them.”

“Alright,” the other said, giving Deloro an exasperated look, and beginning 
to wonder what the young woman looked like nude.

Captain Planck and Pastor Jones were in the church’s office. A single 
cracked window let in the light. Jon noted the glass was so old it had begun to 
droop, slowly becoming thicker at the bottom and thinner at the top.

Planck noted the roughness of the Pastor’s wooden desk, the coarseness of 
his clothing, the smell of vinegar that followed him. 

There is something off about this man. He’s emotionless, and something 
else, something dangerous, Jon thought.

Pastor Jones (Raz-o) was at a loss. He had no idea who these people were. 
Were they a threat? Certainly they weren’t angels, evil or otherwise. He decided 
to play dumb, a tactic he had learned from his host. “Good Angel, how may I be 
of service to you?”

“The question is, how may we be of service to you?” the captain countered. 
“We were sent from Terra to see how your colony is doing, to see if you need any 
assistance.”

“From Terra,” the pastor repeated distantly, reaching back into the host’s 
memories, nearly a hundred and twenty years old. “I do not... I do not understand 
this Terra, Holy One, but the people are doing well. It has been a good year for 



production and I can assure you, God will receive a good harvest.”
“Terra has also been called Earth.”
The pastor looked back at him blankly. “I am... I am unfamiliar with this 

Earth, also, Holy One.
This doesn’t make any sense, he thought. At the very least, there should be 

legends of Terra. “We would like to meet with your leader.” 
“Pope Constantine lives in New Adrian.”
“The large city to the south?”
“Yes.”
“Could you provide us with a guide to New Adrian?” 
“Why certainly, Holy One. I will have you taken there in my own horse and 

carriage. You will have all you desire. Are there any... physical pleasures we may 
provide for you?”

Planck considered this for a moment. “No. Thank you. We have all we need 
for the time. What is you name, sir.” 

“Pastor Jones, Holy One. I’m surprised you know so little about us,” he 
responded, his eyes sharpening. 

“You may call me Jon. We have limited, very general information. We are 
not God, after all. And along those lines, I would ask you to, please, not call me 
‘Holy One’. We are in the form of men and women, and are uncomfortable being 
called holy.”

“Of course. Of course. As you wish.” What is this nonsense all about? 
Jones wondered. Why is he backing away from the position of power I offered? 
Does he sense my efforts to manipulate him?

“How did you travel from this ‘Terra’ to Eden?”
“We flew.”
“But you have no wings.”
“We have a ship. A ship which flies through the stars and takes us to other 

planets.”
“I see,” the pastor said thoughtfully. “And how long did it take you to 

travel from this Terra?” 
Or, maybe he does understand what I’m talking about. Jon had watched the 

pastor closely during their conversation. There had been no reactions. With the 
exception of a rigid smile, he communicated nothing with his face or body 
language. Jon had the curious sensation he was speaking to a puppet. As though 
the puppet’s controller was hidden just out of sight. And last, an understanding of 
space ships, while claiming not to recognize the names Terra or Earth. Planck 
suspected Pastor Jones was a moderately good liar.

He decided to cut the conversation short, no longer trusting anything the 
man said.



“Our journey wasn’t a long one. But we should continue. Thank you for 
your help, Pastor Jones,” he said, getting up from his chair. “I will rejoin my team 
and wait with them for your horse and carriage.”

Father Jones stood up also, looking surprised by the abrupt departure, and 
said, “Of course, I’ll make the arrangements.”

As Jon left the church, the pastor watched him from his study window. Pure 
hatred flowed through his eyes. From Earth, Raz-o thought. They are a threat. 
Wey-o can deal with them. Perhaps he’ll do something foolish in the process, and 
I can take over the colony. 

I’ll have to notify him of their arrival, but not right away. I need time to 
think. I’ll radio him in an hour or so. What does their arrival mean? How can I 
twist this to my advantage?

Bob Taylor, Jim’s friend, pulled his ear away from the wall and very 
quietly climbed out of the small attic cubby hole. After leaving the church, he 
walked down the street nonchalantly, saying hello to people. He avoided the 
angels, who stood in the center of the village square speaking quietly with one 
another. He felt his nonchalance was an excellent performance. Taylor was just 
barely containing his excitement and was certain he was going to explode if he 
didn’t find Jim, soon.

Taylor and Deloro were both part of an secret society called the Free 
Thinkers. There were six Free Thinkers in total.

Janet had scanned the pastor when he opened the door. Since then, she had 
scanned many of the villagers to see if any showed the same oddities as the pastor. 
Aside from nutritional deficiencies, such as not enough protein, not enough fat, 
not enough vitamin C, they were normal enough. 

The pastor was something different. He wasn’t entirely human. Not 
anymore. He had been human once and still had human DNA. But there was some 
kind of strange neural network, with an alien DNA code, spreading out from the 
base of his skull. The pastor may have been fully male once upon a time, but his 
testicles had disappeared and his penis was almost nonexistent. 

There was no sign of surgery or scarring. He had either been born this way, 
or the tissue had been absorbed back into his own body. There were faint vestiges 
of male testicles, which could support either theory.

Holy Celibacy, Janet thought.

Lisa said, “Be patient, please. Let me give you some background first. 
We’ll start with the modern description of an electron. We now describe electrons 
as east monopoles, energy fields that move to the east when they approach a 



magnetic field.”
“What?” Alex asked, his eyes going wide. The transverse wave model was 

ancient history and generally ignored. It was never used in modern technology or 
physics. Generally, it was treated as a piece of interesting historical trivia. But 
positrons and electrons, those were used in modern physics. Or, what had been 
modern physics. 

Relax, Alex chastised himself. See what she has to say.
She tried again. Lisa thought of herself as a patient person. She had been a 

very good elementary school teacher before being accepted by TSEP. “We no 
longer think of electrons as small marbles with a negative charge. These days we 
describe them as energy fields which move to the east when they’re approaching a 
magnetic field. They’re attracted to positrons and repelled by other electrons.

“Have you heard of the East-West Geomagnetic Effect?” she asked.
“Yes,” Alex said slowly, trying to trace the memory.
“So,” she said continuing, “if an electron is an energy field with an eastern 

magnetic deflection, how would you describe a positron?”
“I do remember the East-West Geomagnetic effect. Positrons would be 

energy fields deflecting to the west of of a magnetic field.”
“Good! Now what happens when an electron and a positron join?” 
“Join?!” Alex repeated cocking his head to one side. He got up from the 

chair carefully, certain there was something wrong with the picture Lisa was 
trying to create. “They annihilate each other! The negative cancels out the 
positive. Right?” he said, pacing and looking at the woman strangely. 

“Aren’t they suppose to cancel each other out? A negative one plus a 
positive one equals zero? Total annihilation?”

“No!” Lisa responded.

Leaving the church, Jon saw Tonya and another security tech near the edge 
of the village. He waved them in for a conference. Janet was near the center of the 
village and talking to a little girl as he approached .

“No, Sunshine, I’m not an angel right now. Right now, I’m a woman who 
has come a long way, just to see you. Have you been a good little girl?”

The girl’s eyes became round and she blushed. “Yes.”
“Excuse me, Honey,” Janet said as she turned to join Captain Planck and 

Tonya.
When the group reunited, they compared observations. One of the security 

techs, kept an eye out for danger.
“Janet, what have you found out?”
“I coaxed that little girl into some conversation,” Janet said. “According to 

her, angels are sent to reward or punish. And she has never heard of demons, but 



she has heard of hell, and of the devil, who is also one of God’s angels. The rest 
of the locals are shy. Except for her, none of them will talk to me, or even look 
directly at me.

“Their general shortness is from nutritional deficiencies, and every colonist 
is contaminated with an unknown chemical. Their systems are flooded with it. 
Most of them have some kind of a virus I suspect gets passed back and forth. 
Probably the result of a vitamin C shortage.

“They’ve given us water, which is pure enough. No sign of the strange 
chemical there. I’ve tested the air, too. That leaves food, and I recommend we 
don’t eat anything.

“The teenage males all have a metal ring stuck through the head of their 
penises. Some kind of sexual fetish or superstition. Maybe sex control. I don’t 
know. Conventional sex would be painful at best, and probably impossible. 

“The pastor is another story,” she said emphatically, saving the best for last. 
“He’s not entirely human. Some sort of alien parasite has planted itself just below 
the base of his skull, and has integrated itself throughout his entire body. Alien 
DNA and everything. 

“There may be some sort of symbiotic relationship, because the pastor 
shows no signs of nutritional shortages. Part of the price, though, seems to have 
included giving up his sex organs.”

“What?” the captain and a male security tech asked simultaneously. Each 
caught himself just after starting to put a protective hand over his groin.

Janet was amused by their reactions, but kept a straight face. “The pastor is 
quite well fed. In fact, he should go on a diet and get some exercise. Aside from a 
little excess fat, and just the tiniest vitamin C shortage, the pastor is in perfect 
health. And you’ll notice, he doesn’t have short arms and legs. Somehow, he grew 
up on a healthier diet than everyone else.”

“What about his sex organs?” Planck asked.
“I’m assuming they developed normally, but were absorbed back into his 

body ‘after’ the parasite found a home. We can’t know for sure. Maybe we could 
ask him.”

“That’s not likely,” Planck said. “I don’t trust Pastor Jones. There’s 
something very odd about him, supporting your theory of an alien influence. The 
things he said when we talked don’t add up. Strange things are happening here 
and we need more information. Tonya, what have you found out?”

“I can tell you this village has no defensive capabilities. I don’t think being 
attacked has ever been considered. They have obvious access to the ocean, but no 
boats or dock. If they travel, it’s down this road, which runs in a straight line to 
the Big City. 

“If we need to defend ourselves, I recommend the church. It has three 



separate entrances and is the only two-story building close by. The second floor 
windows can be used for shooting our zap guns and the extra doors give us 
options for escaping to the transport. The transport could even hover outside a 
second floor window for us. 

“If we should be attacked outside the village, I recommend hiding in the 
wheat or corn fields, and waiting for the transport to pick us up.”

“Very good. Pastor Jones is providing a horse and carriage to take us to 
New Adrian, the Big City. 

“Is that the horse and carriage?” Tonya asked.
Everyone in the group turned their heads to follow her line of sight.

“Did you see that?” Bob asked from the driver’s seat of the carriage. “They 
all turned their heads toward us at the same time. They do lots of things in unison. 
Are you sure they’re not angels working with some sort of group mind?”

“I think it’s more likely they’ve worked together a lot,” Deloro responded 
from the seat next to him. “When we’re out harvesting with the neighbors, we 
tune into each other. Develop a kind of rhythm and flow. When I see them 
together, it feels like the same thing. Like their working in rhythm with each 
other.”

“I hope you’re right. I’d hate to get sent straight to hell for disrespecting an 
angel,” he whispered.

Jim scowled at his friend, then called, “Greetings, good angels!” as he leapt 
to the ground and opened the carriage door. 

Captain Planck clenched his jaw, but refrained from making any comments 
as he stepped up into the carriage. Tonya and the security tech were unphased by 
the title, and simply climbed in. Janet gave the two colonists her broadest smile. 
Bob smiled back and lost his place in reality, but recovered quickly. 

Tonya picked a book up from the seat of the carriage. Some of the pages 
had bookmarks. She sat and leafed through it, stopping at a bookmarked page. 
She speed read it, as everyone settled into their seats.

“Reading material for our long journey?” Planck asked as he looked around 
the carriage. 

Tonya said, “I think you should read this, Captain.”

“But that’s mathematically impossible!” Alex stated flatly.
Lisa’s looked at the floor and said, “I can’t do this. I’m not going to argue 

the point. I’m trying to teach you our physics. If you can’t accept what I have to 
say, well....” Looking up at him she said grimly, “I’ll tell David to find you 
another teacher. 

Alex responded, “I’m sorry if I frightened you Lisa. I didn’t mean to.”



Her face suddenly shifted to open hostility and Alex’s eyes widened in 
surprise.

“I’m not frightened of you, but I’m not going to work with someone who 
who can’t grasp something as simple as pair joining,” Lisa said, with barely 
contained contempt, as she stood up to leave. “I had been asked to help you learn 
about modern physics. Obviously, that will take far more patience and skill than I 
have. If you’ll excuse me, I will leave now.” 

“But, wait. I’m sorry,” Alex said, spreading his hands, palms up.
“It doesn’t matter. Your sorrow won’t make you a better student.” Lisa 

responded, as the door closed automatically behind her. On the other side of the 
door, she thought, Damn Homo sapiens! And damn him!

Half an hour later, she regretted her behavior, but knew she wouldn’t 
continue teaching Alex.CA

Alex dropped back into his seat and gave a sigh. I’ll never learn how to deal 
with these people, he thought. I just don’t understand them. The most basic 
cultural assumptions don’t exist. David had told him early on that expressions of 
anger were minimized in this culture. It was considered crude behavior to show 
more than a mild annoyance when angry. His frustration, and his body language, 
had been big, at least by their standards.

I just don’t know how they can go through life with such wimpy expressions 
of their emotions. Getting angry was how you used to get things done. If you 
weren’t angry, people ignored you. If you got angry, you became a squeaky wheel. 
One of many, to be sure, but it was better than being ignored. We used anger as a 
communications tool to show how important our issues were. The really angry 
would get things done. Their issues may have not been that grand, most of them 
were selfish, but they got things done. Here, I’m just supposed to “be patient” and 
“let things unfold”.

Planck read the pages following the first bookmark, and then the other 
marked pages. He passed it on to Janet, who skimmed through it quickly.

May 19, 2070

I can’t believe what has happened this last year. Surely this can’t be God’s 
plan. The first year was good, better than good. We worked together, we prayed 
together, there was a real sense of community. This second year on Eden, things 
changed. Pastor Randall, supported by a unanimous vote, declared himself Pope 
Constantine. I thought, at the time, it was simply an honorary title, that nothing 
would change very much. I was wrong. 

By setting himself up as our Pope, he was declaring himself God’s 



representative on Eden. His word became the Word of God, and prayers had to go 
through him to reach God. We lowly humans can no longer pray directly to God. 

If only we had seen this coming. 
Next, we were told the e-library in the ship had been lost in a computer 

accident. A few months later, our new pope demanded, not asked, but demanded, 
all personally owned books be brought to the town square for review. 

“Review? What kind of review?” I asked.
‘Pope Constantine' said, “Some books challenge the word of God. These 

books are evil and must be destroyed before they corrupt our paradise.” 
How do you argue with that kind of a statement. I had assumed Constantine 

was talking about books describing the theory of evolution. 
Just before the book reviews, he made a speech describing his reasoning. 

The speech sounded flowery and noble. Essentially, he said we could keep our 
bibles, but all agricultural and farming books would be taken and rewritten. All 
other books would be destroyed. Cherished books could be presented to the pope 
and he would determine their value to the community as a whole. 

Many family trees and photo albums were presented. All of these were 
burned. From my own library, all electrical engineering books and several of my 
favorite novels were destroyed. My farming books were taken to be rewritten. 
What possessed me to leave the encyclopedia, and several other science books and 
novels at home, is a mystery. On a conscious level, I had simply forgotten they 
were there. They had never been unpacked and were stored in the cellar. I 
remembered them when they started burning the books. Some people looked as 
shocked as I felt, but the majority... they looked crazed. 

Many danced around the burning books in some bizarre form of 
celebration, looking more like a picture from hell than anything I’ve ever seen. 
Constantine called it a celebration of our love for God and our willingness to give 
control of our lives over to Him. The whole thing made me feel ill.

I have decided to save my books. To hide them from the church and use 
them to educate my children. I know I risk being stoned by this action, but as a 
former librarian, I simply cannot support the the destruction of information it has 
taken centuries to accumulate. This kind of blind destruction was one of the 
reasons I left Earth. 

September 22, 2070

They’ve given us the rewritten farming books. Much of the supporting 
science has been edited out, leaving only guidelines on how to raise and care for 
crops and livestock. I’m worried this will become dogma and magic to future 
generations. 



And, there are some odd changes to the farming books which make no 
sense. We are supposed to mine a white mineral from the nearby rock formations 
and mix it with native sea weed from the ocean. I have no idea what the white 
powder is, but we’re to spread this mixture into the soil before seeding the fields. 
This whole thing makes me very nervous. 

I’m going to leave a section of my fields mixture free and eat from that.
Oh! Molly has been responding to my flirtations. We’ll see where this goes.
Pope Constantine was become ill. Most people are concerned. I’m not 

praying for his death, but it wouldn’t bother me.

January 1, 2071

Pope Constantine got better, but has been acting a little strange. Sometimes 
he speaks gibberish. His closest followers say he is speaking in tongues. I think 
he’s having small seizures.

On a more positive note, Molly and I will be getting married this spring. 
Molly is ten years younger than me and still a virgin. I don’t really love Molly, 
but choices are limited and I do want to have children. And I can at least be 
honest with myself, I like the idea of regular sex. 

Everyone has become more quiet. They walk around as though in a fog. 
And I have to imitate their behavior, especially around Pastor Jones, one of the 
Bishop’s new extensions. I haven’t heard a dirty joke or a lewd comment in three 
months, ever since ‘everyone else’ started eating the drugged food. 

Pastor Jones, formerly Jerry Jones, was the first person to set up a still after 
we arrived. He was the local drunkard. Jerry is a different person these days. No 
drinking and always serious. Always focused on crop production, with the excess 
going to the church. 

Until last week, that is. Now that the crops have been harvested, he wants us 
to begin mining the white powder. It gets taken straight to New Adrian. 

I wonder what’s going on in the other villages?

Captain Planck remembered a photo from the original colonist’s roster. 
Pastor Jones reminded him of the photo. An odd thought, a hunch, passed through 
his mind. He spoke aloud so everyone could tune into the ship’s computer, 
“Computer, search the St. Christopher’s passenger list for a Jerry Jones, and bring 
up a picture of him if available.”

“Jerry Jones, listed. Photo available.” Everyone in the carriage saw a picture 
of Jerry Jones on their vidlenses..

“It’s the same guy,” Tonya said.



“It is,” Arthur agreed. “Heavier, now, but it certainly looks like the same 
Pastor Jones we just left.”

“That would explain his height and development,” Janet said. “As one of 
the original colonists he would have grown up on a healthy diet. Only the children 
and grandchildren would have their growth stunted. His alien nervous system 
would have to have infected him as an adult. Pastor Jones is over a hundred years 
old, but has the health and looks of a thirty year old.”

The captain said, “Computer, search for a Gary Randall. He should have 
been the St. Christopher’s religious leader. Bring up available photos.” 

Everyone saw three photos of a lean, healthy middle-aged man.
“If this turns out to be the same Pastor Randall we just read about,” he said, 

“we can assume all the clergy are original colonists and they are all infected with 
an alien nervous system.”

“If that’s true, it can’t be a coincidence,” Janet stated. “There would be 
nothing random about it. If only the clergy have been infected, I have to think 
they were targeted.

At the front of the carriage, Deloro and Taylor sat holding tin cans to their 
ears. Each can was attached to a wire running to a canister set in the roof of the 
carriage. The two turned to face each other in shock. The revelations they had just 
overheard made perfect sense, but where still stunning nonetheless.

Janet had noticed the two canisters mounted in the carriage roof, and had 
wondered about them. They were out of place. They didn’t fit with the rest of the 
interior, as though they had been added later. They had no obvious purpose, at 
least, not obvious to her. She had kept an eye on the carriage’s shadow hoping for 
a hint as to their purpose, but the angle was always wrong.

When they finally moved into a clearing, she got her first good look at the 
drivers’ shadows.

Janet tapped Jon on the shoulder and pointed out the two metallic canisters 
set in the ceiling. She then cupped her hand to her ear, and Jon understood 
immediately what she meant.

He estimated they were still a several kilometers from New Adrian. The 
captain stood up inside the carriage with his hands cupped to his mouth, and 
yelled at one of the canisters, “I would like you to stop the carriage.” 

The horses neighed loudly as the reins were drawn in, and the carriage came 
to an abrupt stop. Getting out, Jon noted with a sense of satisfaction one of the 
drivers rubbing his ears and scowling at him. Jon smiled back. 

“Would you like to talk about anything you’ve just heard? Or, perhaps you 
know where the diary came from?”

Wey-o leaned Pope Constantine’s pale, limply muscled body back in the hot 



bath, content for the moment. The alien parasite had put plans in motion. Plans 
for more power than he had ever dreamed of. He had recently made a suggestion 
to his parents after hearing darzin had been discovered on another world. 

It was a world with no animal life, only plant life. The amount of darzin 
was large. Large enough for the Riders to be worry free for several decades, 
perhaps even a century. Wey-o had suggested transporting human colonists and 
one of the religious overseers to this new world. His parents liked the idea. 

South Harbor, the southern most village, had emptied their darzin mine. He 
was considering shifting the population to other mines and increasing production 
there, but then his parents had called and mentioned the family’s frustration with 
the newly discovered planet. They had no way to mine the darzin. 

His power was their power. They were the equivalent of investors. When 
their frustration was mentioned, the solution seemed obvious to him.

The plan had potential. If the humans could work here mining darzin, they 
could work on other planets. He could increase the human population, his 
workers, quite easily. And they would be his property, to send to any mining 
planet he wanted. The humans had a name for it. Slavery. The potential for power 
was immense.

It almost makes up for the fact I can’t reproduce, Wey-o thought.
His parents hadn’t seen the possibility of using humans on another world. 

But then, their host bodies were Angoran. Angorans, although a remarkably 
technical race, lacked creativity. Something humans had in abundance. The 
Angorans had no religion and no literary texts. Their art was based on cooking 
and culinary skills. Their technology and math had developed through trial and 
error for over ten thousand years, eventually evolving into a genetic 
predisposition. Angorans had an excellent understanding of their sciences by the 
time they were six years old, but learned very little after this single educational 
phase.

Most of the Angoran technical advances had been made by six year olds.
Over time, Wey-o had learned about creativity. It was one of many human 

characteristics he admired. In the last few years, he had tried periodically to tap 
into his host’s creativity. Now it had paid off.

Wey-o called for more hot water. His bath was cooling and he did love to 
be warm.

Wey-o was only distantly aware of his race’s evolution. Riders had 
originally relied on whale-like creatures for host bodies. They lived in warm 
oceans, and used their hosts for storing memories, but not for problem solving. 
Problems were solved by using solutions from the past. New discoveries were 
typically accidental. Concepts like reading and writing had never been developed. 

Not so for humans. Humans loved new solutions. Even old ideas were 



subject to review and evolution. Humans seemed driven to come up with new 
ideas all the time, constantly rearranging their understanding of the universe. For 
them, there were always ‘better’ solutions. 

As a result, humans had developed the same technology as the Angorans in 
two and a half thousand years, not over ten thousand. Humans were a forward-
looking race.

Wey-o called for towels and help getting out of the bath. As he stepped to 
the floor, he noticed his webbed toes, and checked his fingers to be sure their 
webbing did not need to be trimmed away. A minor side-effect of the Rider/
human relationship. 

Human writing, for example, Wey-o thought, could be used as a tool for 
shaping reality. 

Humans had originally created images on cave walls, hoping to magically 
influence the success of hunting expeditions. Although to be fair, it may have 
been a form of positive programming for the hunters. A pep talk before sending 
them out to search for food. 

The images evolved over time, as the humans evolved. They lost their 
mystical and artistic origins as figures on cave walls, becoming first visual 
symbols, and then phonetic symbols for words and an alphabet. It became both a 
fine-tuned way of shaping and presenting reality, and a way of recording history. 
Humans were always improving their methods, their solutions. Unless, of course, 
creativity was deliberately stunted or redirected. 

Religious faith, Wey-o thought, can be used to channel or stunt creativity. 
Faith often excluded hard evidence in favor of maintaining a ‘preferred’, 
inflexible mindset. Strong emotions are involved. At times in human history, faith 
has been used to overcome adversity. On other occasions, it has been used as a 
form of mind control.

The whole concept of religion mystified and confused Wey-o. Only 
recently had he realized how lucky the Riders were in having Evangelicals as 
colonists. Many other religions focused on the goal of proper behavior and proper 
thoughts. The Evangelicals focused on methods of control, rather than specific 
goals and ideals. This allowed the leader to pick and choose behavior patterns for 
his flock.

What had truly astonished Wey-o during his research in the e-library were 
the religious wars, the Science-Religion war being the most recent. This human 
colony had been formed partly as an effort to escape the war. Two groups of the 
same race killing each other over differences in their models of reality was 
‘uncivilized’. This uncivilized behavior proved humans to be little more than 
intelligent animals, moral inferiors to the Riders, who never killed one another. 

The universe is a better place with these humans under our care, Wey-o 



thought.
Their culture, their religious beliefs, also provided Wey-o with a hobby. A 

hobby he desperately needed to distract himself from the loneliness. Riders were 
genetically predisposed to thrive on social interaction, on gossip and politics and 
communication. The social life of Wey-o and the four other Rider/humans was 
almost nonexistent.

“Pope Constantine,” a servant called, as he was being helped into a soft 
white bathrobe by a clean, neatly dressed servant. “The red light is flashing.”

A radio message had been received and recorded.
“Thank you, William. I will attend to it.” Unscheduled radio messages were 

rare. It had been decades since anything unusual had happened. The message 
piqued his curiosity and he hurried in anticipation. 

“We left the diary,” Jim answered Captain Planck with a touch of defiance. 
“We needed to find out whose side you were on.” He was afraid to trust these 
newcomers, but was becoming hopeful. So far, there was nothing to suggest they 
supported the clergy.

“Sides?” the captain responded. “You’re against the church. You’re 
descended from the diary’s author!”

Jim climbed down from the carriage and joined the landing team outside of 
the carriage. “Sort of,” he stated. “The author was my uncle, on my mother’s side. 
The question remains, whose side are you on?”

Janet almost blurted out, “Well, we’re on your side of course,” but 
remained silent. her response was emotional. Jon would be processing information 
on a more intellectual level. She decided to imitate the captain’s behavior. 

The captain’s mind raced through scenarios and moral obligations. He 
couldn’t support the banning of reading and education. The ideal of ‘maximizing 
your potential’ had replaced the ideal of accumulating great wealth. It was now a 
deeply ingrained cultural truth. Reading and education were important parts of 
every individual’s personal evolution. 

Everything indicated the religious leaders on this world were infected by an 
alien life form, and using humans as slaves. This was an unacceptable situation, 
and had nothing to do with religious disagreements or cultural differences. 

He looked at Jim very intently, as he thought, These two colonists have 
information we need. They’ll have to be included in the planning. And unlike the 
pastor, I trust them. 

“We’re on your side. Now, what can you tell us about your religious 
leaders?”

“I can tell you they don’t want our lives to get any better,” Bob said. “Any 
time we come up with a good idea, it gets slapped down.”



“You probably know more about them than we do,” Jim said. “We didn’t 
even know they were possessed by aliens. We’ve been taught their immortality 
was God’s will.”

“What about eating habits?” Janet asked. “Why is your pastor so much 
better fed than everyone else?”

“Only the clergy and their police can eat meat,” Jim answered. “And the 
taxes leave us with very little food.”

“A low protein diet would make you more susceptible to mind control,” 
Janet observed, her blue-gray eyes solemn. “Combine that with the drug and you 
have a very obedient population.” 

“They take some of the food you grow?” Planck asked. “What happens to 
it?”

They tax us by taking ‘most’ of the food we grow,” Bob Taylor stated 
emphatically. “It gets shipped to New Adrian. From there, we’re told it is 
accepted by God. We’ve seen strange lights above New Adrian after the taxes 
arrived. We were told God’s angels were taking the food.”

Janet noticed a pleasant shady spot nearby. There was a small creek and a 
few large rocks. It looked like a comfortable place to exchange information. 
Certainly better than standing here with half the group squinting into sunlight.

“Lets go over there and sit,” she suggested, wandering off. Bob followed, 
inspecting her closely as he again wondered what Janet looked like in the nude. 
Then the rest of the group followed.

Once they had settled, Bob said, “As soon as we’re done harvesting, the 
harvest wagons show up. All the food is displayed for review by Pastor Jones. He 
decides what we’ll need to get through the rest of the year. Then the inquisitors 
take everything else. We end up rationing the food pretty tightly, and there are lot 
of winter days when we make stone soup.”

“What?” asked Tonya.
“Stone soup,” Bob repeated with a grin. “You take a stone, you put it in a 

pot of boiling water, and all your guests put in a little something. A handful of 
corn, or a carrot. The more guests, the more food.”

Captain Planck frowned. This admission of poverty bothered him quite a 
bit. The dramatic decrease of the Terran human population allowed free food and 
free living space to become basic rights for all Homo Sentients. Even the 
Quarantine Zone had lots of food, so long as they didn’t start internal wars and 
destroy their own supplies. He ignored his feelings and stayed focused. “What 
about the white powder, the drug that gets mixed in with the soil?” he asked. 
“What do you know about it?”

“It makes people docile and stupid,” Bob said. “Mixed directly with the 
food, it’s much weaker, but it still makes people act like sheep.”



Jim added, “We don’t eat it. Bob and I, and a few others, keep sections of 
our crops untreated. I got some accidentally, once. I was stupid for three days. It 
was like walking through a fog. A very happy fog. It scared me. I didn’t know if 
I would recover.”

“But you did,” Janet observed.
“Yes,” he agreed. “The effects aren’t permanent.” 
“How do you think we’ll be treated when we arrive in New Adrian?” Tonya 

asked.
Jim’s coarse face scowled and he looked at the ground for a few moments. 

“As long as you’re in the carriage, you’ll be ignored. The peasants will think 
you’re one of the pastors. If you get out of the carriage inside the city, I think 
people will behave just like our villagers did. They’ll run in fear. You shouldn’t 
get out until after we pass through the church gates.” 

“Watch out for the inquisitors,” Bob Taylor added. “They’re dangerous.”

Pastor Donald Green strolled along a neatly tiled path as he returned to his 
home behind the church. Little Amy Miller had caught a cold and he had given 
her some herbs containing vitamin C, and which bumped up her immune system. 
Colds were an occasional occurrence in his village. He was worried, but not about 
Amy Miller.

He was worried about moving. 
Pope Constantine had been surprised when the mine ran out of darzin. 

Surprised and frustrated. Green had met with him a few weeks ago, and they 
discussed the possibility of transferring ‘his’ people to other villages. Green had 
presented arguments against the plan, emphasizing the loyalty of his people, and 
how difficult adjusting to a new pastor would be. He’d managed to stall the 
pope’s decision, but for how long?

“Good morning, Pastor,” came a voice from a shaded porch.
“Good morning, Vincent. How’s the wife?”
“Don’t ask, Pastor, don’t ask. I broke one of her ancient canning jars and 

she’s ready to skin me alive.”
“You’re kidding. How many does that leave her with?” 
“Six. And she hates the clay jars Thomas makes. Says they make the food 

taste funny.”
“I’ll have to make ‘patience with loved ones’ the theme of my next 

sermon.”
“Thank you, Pastor,” Vincent responded, chuckling.
Green continued on his way. He was leaner more muscular than most 

Pastors. He also had testicles and a penis, and the testosterone normally associated 
with such equipment. Years ago, when his parasite (Dartz) made the decision to 



absorb the irritating sex organs back into his body, Don Green had put up a fight, 
and won. 

Green had always embraced a ‘where there’s a will, there’s a way’ 
philosophy’. At first, he tried controlling the body’s movements, with no luck. 

Next he tried creating hallucinations, with some success, but no real results. 
On the third effort, he tried false memories. He found he could trick the creature 
into believing events had occurred or goals had been accomplished. 

Don succeeded in saving an important part of his identity. His sex organs 
remained where they were and the alien remembered they had been absorbed, in 
spite of evidence to the contrary. The creature had suffered extensive damage 
from Green’s immune system and was generally more confused than his 
associates. Over the decades, Don gained more and more control, integrating the 
feeble alien consciousness into the his own. Control had been sporadic at first, but 
Don had learned to watch for those moments when the alien’s thoughts drifted, 
and to stretch out those intervals when he did have control. 

Three years ago, he had gained long term control over his body by starving 
the parasite of darzin. His Rider remembered eating the poisoned food and didn’t 
realize it was being starved. He wasn’t sure the parasite was dead. Green showed 
no signs of aging, suggesting the alien was still alive, but perhaps in a weakened 
state.

Don Green was in a peculiar situation. He had been a passive observer for 
over a hundred years. Now, he secretly protected his village as best he could from 
alien monsters by pretending to be one of them.

Last year, he had very cautiously created a small darzin free garden for the 
community’s children, and set up an underground education system. He hadn’t 
told the villagers about the alien parasites controlling the clergy. Not yet. They 
weren’t ready. Maybe in another ten years. His more immediate concern was 
Wey-o’s plans for the villagers, having tricked the creature into believing the 
darzin mine was empty.

Don suddenly remembered Susan was waiting for him. His pace quickened 
with thoughts of his lover’s embrace. 

“The red light has been blinking for about an hour,” Susan said nervously 
as he walked in.

This wasn’t one of the regularly scheduled updates. Something unusual had 
come up. The message started after he hit the recorder’s play-button.

“Pastor Green, we have a problem,” Pope Constantine’s voice stated. “It 
seems we have visitors from old Earth. Come as soon as possible.”

Don stood there wide-eyed, feeling the hairs on the back of his neck 
standing on end. Thoughts flew through his mind in a condensed form. The 
shooting star he had seen. This could be the chance he had hoped for. It would 



take him an hour by horseback to get to New Adrian. 
Turning to Susan, he smiled and gave her a passionate kiss. “Emergency. I 

have to go. Don’t tell anyone about the message. It’s important.”
“Visitors from Earth? Is that possible?”
“Lots of things are possible. I’ll go find out. In the meantime, it’s our 

secret. Don’t tell Laura! The last thing I want is a bunch of wild rumors flying 
around.”

“Oh, alright,” she agreed. Susan loved Laura, but the woman couldn’t keep 
a secret to save her life.

“Promise?”
“Promise.”
Green ran to his horse and saddled it. This is an opening. A chance to break 

free of those parasitic bastards, he thought. 

Janet and the captain were the only people in the carriage. Jim Deloro was 
driving. The others had been dropped off two kilometers back. 

For a while they spoke of simple things. A romance between Charles and 
one of the park attendants; Janet had seen them kissing behind a tree and he had 
come in late one morning smelling of sex, and was perhaps a little too proud of it; 
Jon was completely unaware of it, and glad to get an update on the local gossip. 
He expressed his concerns clubs were beginning to solidify aboard ship. Jon was 
afraid they might become a distraction and members loyalties could become 
confused; Janet poo-pooed him. Janet was having trouble with a dance 
combination she was learning by vid; and it had a curious twisting leap she 
couldn’t quite master; Jon agreed to look and see if he could figure out what she 
was doing wrong.

A comfortable silence fell over the two, and they became lost in their own 
thoughts.

Captain Jonathan Planck remembered a popular middle school adage, Life is 
full of potential adventures.

When he volunteered for the space exploration program, he had no thoughts 
of becoming captain. He wanted to make contact with aliens. Period. If that meant 
accepting a position as the ship’s lowest level waste recycling engineer, than so be 
it.

He had been an astronomy professor before volunteering. After being 
selected, he had reported to the training center of T.S.E.P (Terran Space 
Exploration Program, and sometimes called the T-SEx Program by the playful) 
along with two thousand other volunteers. Six ships would be sent out to explore 
space, search for other forms of sentient life, and investigate the fates of the cryo-
ships.



Jon had never dreamed he would be chosen as a captain for one of the ships. 
He had always been a little laid back, coasting through life with the gift of a near 
photographic memory and a philosophy of being neither a leader nor a follower. 
He had been almost certain his decision to stop seeing counselors would keep him 
from exploring space, let alone being assigned as a captain.

He had also assumed his stand on education would block his acceptance. Jon 
had supported the Adventurists position against education for the sake of 
education. He preferred adventures and believed they provided more intense 
learning experiences. Computer learning was fine, but he believed life was for 
living, not for endless research that accomplished nothing. Part of Jon’s spiritual 
philosophy included collecting good memories. In his youth, he and a small group 
of friends had rebelliously decided they wanted to follow a philosophy of 
adventurism, instead of intellectualism. 

Thirty years earlier, Jon had been part of a cultural phenomenon. Rebellious 
teenagers, and a large number of adults, were rebelling against what came to be 
called ‘prescription living’. Small groups were forming in defense against a 
cultural focus on education for the sake of education and prescription drugs as a 
way to deal with boredom. 

Later in life, many of these same people helped in forming the 
Adventurist’s Society. 

Jon’s near photographic memory was one of the reasons he had been 
assigned captain. Aside from being able to remember and visualize star maps, 
modern physics now used visual ‘field theory’ symbols in finding the answers to 
physics problems. His ability to use field theory visuals was another useful aspect 
of his photographic mind. 

The price Jonathan Planck paid for those visual strengths were his auditory 
abilities, which had never developed to a great degree. It was a mild variation of 
the idiot-savant phenomenon. Although he could communicate and empathize 
with others, he would always have to repeat the names of new acquaintances aloud 
a few times to remember them. People he saw regularly were no problem, but the 
names of people he had met once or twice were easily forgotten. They simply 
didn’t stick.

He knew that people liked to hear their names and to be recognized. He 
enjoyed hearing his own name every so often. Additionally, it was a requirement 
for developing loyalty amongst the crew. 

Jon worked around his particular problem by selecting five or six new 
photos of people he would make a point of bumping into over the course of the 
day. This was a variation on how he had learned the names of students when he 
was a university professor. This also gave him the opportunity to make small talk 
with the crew and get to know them a little. Always good for building loyalty. 



Knowing his history and weaknesses, Jon had bluntly asked his training 
counselor why he had been chosen for the position of a ship’s captain. 

“Would you want someone else to be captain of the ship?” his counselor 
asked. 

He was used to his T.S.E.P. counselor answering a question with another 
question, but this one surprised him. “No,” he answered. “Mostly because I would 
trust myself to make the right decisions, more than I would trust someone else.”

“Good. That kind of self-confidence is important.” the counselor had gone 
on to explain there were a variety of reasons, but the three most important ones 
were his abilities to understand both sides of an issue, his self-confidence, which 
included the ability to stay calm in an emergency situation, and his abilities as a 
military tactician.

“Your photographic memory is a nice little bonus,” he had added. 
The military tactician part was news to Jon. He flashed back the the tests he 

had taken. Each had contained one or two military scenarios. When strung 
together, they could provide insight into a persons tactical abilities.

And they wonder why I don’t like counselors, he had thought. Its the kind of 
trick stunt my father would pull.

It had been years since he had thought about his father, or the tactical 
training his father had drilled into him. It hadn’t occurred to Jon military tactics 
might be needed as they explored space. 

Most families went on summer camping trips, which normally included 
basic survival training. His father had included military history and warfare tactics 
during these trips. Jon had, at first, thought these lessons tedious and boring, but 
gradually came to enjoy them. He never thought they would be of any use to him 
in the real world.

But they had. During an emergency, Captain Planck became a calculating 
machine. Remaining calm and clear-minded was the foundation supporting all the 
other survival traits his father had drilled into him. His father was fifty-two when 
Jon had been born, and had lived through the last decades of the Science-Religion 
war. Jon’s father had made certain his children knew how to survive, just as he 
had been taught to survive. 

Jon deliberately veered away from thinking of his father. The two had 
parted badly years before his death, and it was a waste of energy to dwell on a 
long dead relationship.

After starting university, he had continued his martial arts training, mostly 
because he enjoyed it. It was a great way to destress and the movements put him 
in a meditative state. It often felt as though he were watching the fight from a 
point a few feet above his head. The concept of winning for his ego wasn’t 
involved. The ego simply couldn’t be sustained while in a meditative state.



To his surprise, Janet had turned out to be a good sparring partner. She had 
good muscle control, an excellent sense of balance, and she learned fast. In 
reviewing her technique, Jon suddenly realized she was choreographing her attacks 
and defenses in advance. 

Janet needs to develop muga, he thought.
Muga involved short-circuiting your conscious mind, essentially getting it 

out of the way, so that your subconscious could react ‘much’ more quickly to 
oncoming blows and openings.

He glanced at her while she was lost in her own thoughts. I’ll have to bring 
it up next time we spar. 

He turned his thoughts back to the immediate situation and mentally 
reviewed what they had been told about the city and the church within. This road 
led directly through to the center of the city, and to the church and ship. The 
church had been built with the ship as part of its structure. 

Deloro had said the clergy could access the ship’s e-library, that it had 
never been destroyed. Captain Planck wanted that e-library. The Aztech’s salvage 
had rescued one colonist and enough lost information to keep the historians 
arguing for a couple of decades. There was no telling what this collection of 
books and reports contained. 

There would be a ten minute ride through the city before arriving at the 
church. After Jim Deloro parked the carriage, Planck and Janet would get out, 
meet with the alien in Pope’s clothing, and declare their position. Plans were in 
place, but they would have to deal with the variables.

At the same time, Janet was lost in her own thoughts. She had met Alex, 
formally, two days ago. David had stopped by with the new salvage passenger to 
ask if he could work in engineering. He had introduced Alex while she was on all 
fours and the top half of her body was hidden inside a wave packet builder, with 
her butt sticking out, waving around like a flag. On the plus side, the chief 
engineer knew she had a nice butt.

“This is Janet Wagner, our chief engineer and science officer. Janet, I’d like 
to introduce you to Alex, our newest addition to the Treasure Hunter. I’m 
thinking he could work in Engineering.”

Janet felt her butt tense, which added to her embarrassment. Smiling to 
herself and rolling her eyes, she briefly considered waving her butt as a form of 
greeting.  Instead, she said, “I’ll be out in a few minutes.”

While they waited, David described the general layout, pointing out the 
pipes carrying ionized hydrogen gas, or protons, into the ship’s thruster chambers, 
“just behind that wall.” 

Janet untangled herself from beneath the equipment and stood up to meet 
Alex. He noticed she was blushing and smiled at her. Alex had always found 



blushing to be sexually attractive and it was nice to see someone expressing a 
human reaction. He generally found these ‘people of the future’ to be very robotic 
and emotionless. 

Janet smiled back, recovering quickly and only vaguely aware of her blush 
or its impact on Alex. Shifting her attention to David, she frowned and threatened 
dramatically, “You! Just remember payback is due. Don’t be surprised if you find 
your sheets have been shortened.”

Pranks and paybacks were part of the evolving culture on board the 
Treasure Hunter.

Shifting her attention back to Alex, she smiled and asked, “Hi! I remember 
you. You look a lot better than the last time I saw you. So what’s your 
background?”

“Hi! I remember you, too!” Alex’s mind flashed on the face he had seen 
after waking from hibernation. “I was a middle school physics teacher.”

Inwardly, Janet groaned, but her face remained friendly and open.
Alex followed her as she gave a thorough, if somewhat quick, tour of the 

generator section. As he understood Janet’s explanation, protons, having a gravity 
field, contained “bits ‘o’ contracted space.” Protons had a kind of semi-flexible, 
crystalline structure supported by magnetic and electric influences. By using the 
right combination of EM wave packets, its crystalline structure could be shattered 
at the center, allowing the contracted space to expand, and creating a version of 
antigravity. According to Janet, expanding gases and explosions were also versions 
of antigravity, but proton splitting was the most efficient form discovered so far.

The tour ended and Alex thanked her, extending his hand uncertainly. Janet 
had been warned about Alex’s discomfort with hugging strangers, and accepted 
the handshake, recognizing it as an old symbol of offering peace. She was 
surprised to find herself becoming sexually aroused by this very limited physical 
contact. 

Her eyelids lowered as she watched the thin young man leave, casually 
admiring his butt and shoulders. 

He’s filling out nicely, she thought.
Later, she and David had asked Lisa to schedule some meetings with Alex 

and explain how physics had changed over the last hundred years. Janet had 
suggested Lisa. She had been a teacher, so she should be patient, and she had a 
romantic crush on David, so she would probably do it with minimal protest.

Lisa liked her routines and would resist changing them at Janet’s request. 
David, however, would be the one doing the requesting.

Looking at David with adoring eyes, Lisa had agreed. Immediately after 
David left, she looked at Janet and said, “What did I just do? I hate Homo 
sapiens.”



Janet was surprised. Prejudice against Homo sapiens hadn’t occurred to her. 
It should have, but Janet was often surprised by other people’s prejudices. Even 
when it was predictable.

“It won’t be that bad, Lisa. Alex doesn’t act at all like that last batch, and 
he’s kind of cute.”

“A cute Homo sapien? Kittens are cute! Homo sapiens are... stupidly 
dangerous.”

“He seems quite nice, and I honestly don’t think he’s dangerous. Think of it 
as an adventure,” Janet said, returning to her work. She knew better than to argue 
with Lisa on issues like this. She seemed to get stuck, unable to move past certain 
shallow labels. You can argue about repairs and solutions with Lisa, but I’ll never 
convince her Homo Sentients aren’t superior human beings, she had realized. She 
had briefly considered telling her counselor, who would then tell Lisa’s counselor, 
who would bring it up in a counseling issue. Instead, she decided to let it slide.

Janet didn’t like tattletales and didn’t want to become one. That would be 
hypocritical!

Riding in the carriage, she was suddenly surprised to find herself imagining 
Alex shirtless, and warming sexually again. 

As she sat in the carriage, she wondered, Could he really have that effect on 
me? I shouldn’t be so surprised. It’s been a long time. And this bumpy carriage 
ride isn’t helping. 

During the long months since they had left Terra, several of the crew had 
partnered up. Her brief fling with Arthur had caused her to hesitate in choosing a 
lover, and the amount of work she was responsible for, as both the chief engineer 
and science officer (or second-in-command), had kept her busy. 

Perhaps it was just a momentary randiness, she thought. Nothing to lift my 
skirts over. But he does smell awfully good. And just thinking about him causes me 
to lubricate.

According to Arthur, the only person she knew who had extensive 
experience with Homo sapiens, they often ignored problems, until they simply 
became too large to ignore. At that point, Homo sapiens would either move away 
from the problem, or develop a minimal solution they could live with.

If it hadn’t been for Aspergers, her own people might have developed along 
the same lines. People with Aspergers had a much stronger sense of honesty and 
responsibility than people who didn’t have it. Forty percent of the Homo Sentient 
community had a fifteen percent or higher Aspergers' rating. 

As a consequence, problems couldn’t be ignored. That would be dishonest 
and irresponsible.

According to her Social Studies teacher, Candy Reed, way back in Middle 
School, this much honesty and responsible behavior within the culture had an 



impact. It became ‘expected’ behavior and the cultural norm. 
It also resulted in a large portion of the population needing consistent 

counseling over the course of their lives, and periodic help in dealing with day to 
day issues. A high Aspergers' rating might provide brilliance in certain career 
fields, but it often impaired the persons communications and social skills. The 
most extreme variations of Aspergers fell into the broader category of autism.

There was some talk of genetic manipulation, but this hadn’t gone very far. 
Many modern geneticists had Aspergers and considered themselves genetically 
superior to those without it. They considered normals necessary as assistants to 
keep the cities running and to help the ones with more extreme symptoms. They 
considered normals Homo Sentient by training only, and a very necessary evil.

Janet considered these arguments to be based on ego, and to be extremely 
short-sighted, but they still had a political influence and had halted genetic 
research on mixing and matching Aspergers’ traits with those of normals.

The Torch Bearers’ culture emphasized each individual’s responsibility to 
maximize their full potential. To become all they could be, within a cultural 
framework where honesty was the expected norm. 

As far back as she could remember, Janet had been taught the behaviors 
truly separating Homo Sentients from Homo sapiens were about honesty, and 
intelligent behavior, and a focus on the future. 

Janet understood religion, and religious people, had been turned into a 
cultural symbol of evil. By using them as a counterpoint, unwanted behaviors 
could be associated with them, and used as a form of discouragement. Again, who 
would want to be considered less than sentient. Promoting healthy behavior was a 
good thing. Labeling thousands of people as evil because their beliefs were 
different, was not. At least in Janet’s opinion.

Alex just doesn’t seem to be evil, she thought. Although he might have some 
bad boy stuff going on. That could be part of the attraction.

“You’re awfully quiet,” Jon commented, putting a hand hers.
“I’m thinking about sex,” her blue-gray eyes twinkling as he removed his 

hand and his brows arched. She chuckled, and put her hand on his forearm. 
“Relax. I wasn’t thinking about you.”

“Oh. Good,” Jon said. “With who? Bob Taylor?”
Janet laughed. “What makes you think it’s with anyone. I often think of sex 

in in the abstract. In a kind of anthropological mode.”
“That’s true,” Jon responded. “Were you thinking about it in the abstract?”
“No,” she admitted. “Actually I was thinking about Alex Hawkins, the new 

salvage passenger.” 
Janet watched Jon’s face closely for signs of disapproval.
His dark blue eyes became thoughtful, “He seems like a healthy young man. 



Could be quite an interesting experience.”
“That is one of the reasons I like you so much, Jon. You’re not narrow 

minded.”
The captain looked mildly embarrassed. “Well, thanks,” he said, not really 

sure of what she was referring to. Later, back on the ship, he would connect the 
dots.

The carriage rolled into the outskirts of New Adrian. The smell of sewage 
and sour acids washed through the carriage and Janet wrinkled her nose. All 
thoughts of Alex disappeared.

“I’ve never smelled anything like that in my life,” Planck commented.
A light breeze again carried sewer smells into the carriage, again. It’s not 

important, Planck thought. Disgusting, but not important. Ignore it.

Green rode at full tilt through the streets of New Adrian, his long, dark 
robe fluttering. He saw the carriages belonging to Pastor Ellsworth and Pastor 
Rogers.

He was greeted as soon as he entered the pope’s conference room. Pastor 
Jones was missing, but the other three clergymen were talking excitedly, and 
stopped when he entered. “Dartz, I’m glad you’re here,” Wey-o announced. “We 
have trouble. The humans from Earth will be arriving at any moment.”

“Yes. Of course.”
“We need to find out about their ship, its weapons, and how many of them 

there are.”
“How are you going to find out?” Green asked.
“Torture, if necessary,” Wey-o said with an odd smile. 
Don noted this was not the first time Wey-o had spoken of torture. More 

and more, the alien leader seemed to be developing an interest in causing other 
people pain, which was curious. Riders normally had no desire to cause pain. To 
control and manipulate, yes. 

Where does this interest in torture come from? he wondered.

Raz-o was furious as he rode uncomfortably on a horse to New Adrian. He 
had radioed Wey-o, and then been criticized for not taking the new humans 
prisoner. He was then ordered to the New Adrian, immediately. He would arrive 
too late to provide counsel. Instead, he would be chastised. 

I should have been able to give my opinions over the radio, instead of riding 
this stupid, uncomfortable horse. Not that Wey-o would listen anyway. I have met 
the leader of these people. My insights are invaluable. And I say they should be 
killed immediately, Raz-o thought. But, no! Wey-o wants to interview them 
himself, while I’m traveling to New Adrian. Of all the arrogant, self-serving 



morons. What does he think he’ll find out? They are from Earth and should be 
destroyed? I ‘should’ have killed them when they first arrived. Nothing but 
trouble.

I want more power! My opinions should form the world. My desires should 
become reality. I want more power! I should never have been sent to this world. I 
should have been kept on Angor. Anywhere but this hellhole.

Unlike Wey-o, Raz-o knew nothing of his race’s evolution. History wasn’t 
very important to Riders. Power was important to them. Power, first over their 
own kind, and second, over all other life.

Riders were generally short-sighted opportunists. They were cunning and 
deceitful, but lacked imagination and the ability to plan for the future. They 
lacked the ability to anticipate problems, which also meant they were incapable of 
long-range planning. As a general rule, they only dealt with problems as they 
arose.

Wey-o had been given the honor of being the first experimental takeover of 
a human. In exchange, he was given the leadership role in managing the new 
mining colony. 

Originally, they had planned a gradual and thorough takeover of all adult 
colonists. Wey-o’s experience altered their plans. He almost died during the 
bonding process. Although the chemistry of the human body was an ideal 
environment, white blood cells were an unanticipated danger. The Riders’ 
previous hosts had used chemistry to fight off infections.

Humans, on the other hand, directed white blood cells to attack invaders. 
Wey-o had almost died before taking control of the chemical communications 
system. Even after gaining control, white blood cells continued with the attack for 
hours. Wey-o had been badly damaged, but did recover. Their second attempt, 
with a female human host, failed completely. 

The parents of the dead Rider were justifiably angered (grief was not a 
Rider emotion), and many Riders refused to provide more of their offspring. 
Although Wey-o had explained the problem, having gained control of the body’s 
functions, his explanations were of little use. The process had to be experienced to 
be understood. Additionally, there was a great deal of variety from one human to 
the next. 

Shortly after the the failed experiment with a human female, it was 
discovered Rider’s in human bodies could not reproduce. Genetic Rider material 
couldn’t be shared in the open air, and humans couldn’t breathe underwater. This 
information reduced the number of Riders willing to donate their offspring even 
further. 

Only low-power Riders were willing to donate children, This was done in 
the hopes of gaining more power for their family. Out of twelve donations, only 



four more survived, and it was noted human females destroyed the infecting 
Riders almost immediately. Another difficulty arose fairly quickly. 

Riders didn’t know how to control the human sex drive. Pope Constantine’s 
memories made it clear to Wey-o that uncontrolled sex with the humans would 
end with disastrous results, particularly in ‘this’ small community. Masturbation 
provided some temporary relief from the desires, but they would come back with 
a vengeance a few days later. The continuous distraction of sexual desire made it 
nearly impossible for the aliens to stay focused. 

Sadly for the Riders, they were immune to the pleasures produced by 
orgasms. Their nervous systems simply weren’t wired for such intense sensations. 
Erections continued to pop up and distract the parasites, but only the host felt any 
true pleasure from orgasms. The sex organs were essentially a nuisance to the 
Riders, and absorbing them back into the body was a simple decision. 

The sexually neutered Raz-o believed if he could somehow take Wey-o’s 
power, he would have many more options. He could communicate with his family 
on a whim, or block the transport of darzin to show all Riders how powerful he 
was. He might even find a way to reproduce. 

Planck had just made arrangements with the computer for Arthur and the 
explor-team to hear everything he and Janet heard. He had decided two 
negotiators would be more efficient and streamlined than four. Bob sat with 
Tonya and her security tech in the woods, waiting to see how the plan would 
unfold. Security Chief Cooper sat in the command center listening in. 

Cooper had resented Planck’s request for Tonya to be on the explor-team. 
He was concerned Tonya not get too friendly with Captain Planck and Janet. 

For her part, Tonya was pleased. She hoped to gain the the captain’s trust 
and become a member of the inner circle. Also, she felt a little bit of hero-
worship for Janet and was thrilled to be working with her current role 
model.Tonya psychologically needed the approval of someone in authority. This 
was something she felt Arthur Cooper would never provide, but the captain or 
Janet Wagner might.

Of late, she had started thinking of Security Chief Cooper as an evil 
manager. He was good with paperwork and with scheduling, but showed no 
respect for his staff and seemed to be insulting them in the most subtle ways. It 
was never anything concrete. Sometimes it was as simple as a look of contempt. 
He never used a word, or a phrase, or a story that couldn’t be defended as simple 
misinterpretation.

There was also the hope of escaping Cooper’s recent sexual advances. He 
had begun brushing against her a few weeks ago, and a few days later, he had 
approached her with vids. One showed her masturbating, one showed her 



obsessively counting her button collection over and over again, and the third 
showed her sucking on the tip of her thumb while sitting in her quarters thinking. 

Due to cultural norms and expectations, all three actions were embarrassing, 
but sucking her thumb was the most embarrassing, with obsessive behavior 
coming in a close second. The thumb sucking was something she had never let 
other people see, something she had never shared with her counselor.

She hadn’t told her counselor about the situation with Cooper, for fear she 
would be seen as weak. A victim. Responsibilities could be taken away, and 
certainly no new ones would be added. She would become diminished. By being 
on the explor-team and becoming friendly with the captain and Chief Wagner, 
Tonya hoped Cooper would become frightened and choose to leave her alone.

Captain Jonathan Planck and Chief Science Officer Janet Wagner stepped 
out of the carriage and into the shaded daylight of a heavily flowered courtyard. 
The appearance of four large men with long spears pointed at them contrasted 
strangely with the manicured flower gardens and the pleasant breeze.

Their trip through the city had been odd. Few people had been on the main 
street, and they had shown a deliberate lack of interest in the carriage.

The men with spears pointed at them wore a uniform, of sorts. Their 
clothing was dyed green and blue, and a large black fabric cross had been sewn on 
the front of their shirts.

“You will raise your hands and put them behind your heads. Then you will 
come with us,” the largest one stated as the guards thrust their spears to within a 
few centimeters of Planck's and Wagner's chests. Janet noted the spearhead near 
her left breast was very polished and very sharp.

“Inquisitors,” Jim said quietly from the carriage driver’s seat. “You should 
go with them. They won’t hesitate to use their spears.”

Jon and Janet both realized something was terribly wrong. They had 
expected confusion when, instead of Pastor Jones, ‘they’ got out of the carriage. It 
was too late to draw their weapons. But an opportunity might present itself. 

A heavy-set man in dark gray clergy robes appeared. “Keep your hands 
behind your heads,” the pastor said, as he clumsily removed the zap guns from 
their holsters.

The two visitors exchanged glances, looking annoyed. Word of their arrival 
had gotten there ahead of them. There was some sort of communication system in 
place they hadn’t been aware of. Both had been warned during training a lack of 
information would cause surprises. Dangerous surprises. Now they were getting 
their proof. 

Their training also advised keeping their minds open for opportunities in 
situations like this. They were to remain calm and mentally flexible. Strong 



emotions would block their abilities to observe and think clearly.
The pastor, standing well away from Janet and Jon, said, “Guards, bring 

them to the central conference room. The council wishes to question them. 
 
The security tech, Tonya, and Bob listened intently as Pope Constantine 

spoke with Janet and Captain Planck. Although Bill and Tonya could have listened 
in by using their implants, they chose to listen to a scanner’s speaker, as a courtesy 
to Bob. 

Inside the ornate meeting room, the pastors sat on one side of a large 
conference table, almost two meters from Planck and Wagner. They stood 
opposite the possessed clergy, their hands behind their heads. The four guards 
stood behind the offworlders, spears aimed at their backs. Two more guards stood 
at attention behind the seated clergy.

“What is your purpose here?” Wey-o asked from across the long, wooden 
conference table. He tried to sound authoritative.

Cooper was in the command center, listening. Everyone in the room could 
hear the conversation, and with an effort, Chief Cooper replaced his frozen, 
fearful smile with a worried look. He was fairly certain no one had noticed his 
temporary paralysis.

“They seem to have lost their angel status,” Cooper noted. The fear-based 
idea of cutting off communications with the explor-team and simply leaving the 
planet flickered through his mind. It was completely unrealistic. The crew would 
revolt. But, the concept pleased and soothed him. Knowing he had the option of 
leaving made him feel safe. His subconscious stored the idea for the right time and 
the right place and he resumed his role as third-in-command.

“We are from Terra, and we are reclaiming this colony,” Planck stated, 
lowering his raised hands and moving them as he talked. Janet lowered her hands 
also.

Planck continued, “You, and the pastors, will be held in custody, unharmed, 
until we can make arrangements for returning you to your homeworld.” 

The declaration has been made, Cooper thought, safe in the command 
center. He was disgusted with the idea of parasites taking over human bodies. 
Disgusted and frightened. Lets see how they respond. It would be interesting if we 
lost Planck and the uppity bitch. 

Pastor Green was surprised by the appearance of these Earthers as they 
entered the main chambers. So clean, so tall, so healthy looking. An example of 
what the colonists should have become. An example of what the colonists will 
become, he corrected himself. 

Pope Constantine sat with the three pastors on his right. He stared at Janet 
and the captain. Rising abruptly, Constantine began pacing. The pastors watched 



their leader nervously. 
“This is a religious colony. You have no authority here. These are our 

people,” Pope Constantine declared.
Planck raised his voice and fired back, his voice sounding whiplike, “These 

are not your people! We know what you are and who you are. This use of humans 
as slaves has to stop. There are only five of you. If you surrender yourselves 
you’ll be treated well.”

Wey-o and the pastors were stunned. 
How can they know about us? Could their technology have advanced 

enough in just a few hundred years to detect us? Wey-o asked himself. With 
humans, it’s possible.

“There are only two of you,” Wey-o responded. “How can you hope to 
overpower us?”

“There are more of us,” Planck said, wondering that they didn’t know four 
Terrans had left for New Adrian, and only two had arrived. Planck also noticed 
Pastor Jones was not seated at the table. 

Pope Constantine’s pace quickened and he fidgeted with the soft purple and 
white fabric of his robes. Internally, he was losing his grip on reality. Human host 
bodies will never fit in on Angor. To return, would be to lose everything. We have 
been left isolated, and now these humans want to strip away what little power I 
have! 

“This is my mining colony, and you will not take it away!” Wey-o said 
loudly, sounding like an angry adolescent, his voice breaking. He now knew why 
these people were here and enough to discuss defending themselves.

“We need to find out how much power these new humans have,” Pastor 
Fredericks told his pope.

“We have enough power to completely destroy this building and everyone 
in it,” Planck stated with total confidence.

The clergy froze and stared at him. Wey-o’s voice broke again, as he said, 
“Guards! Take these two prisoners to my questioning chamber. We’ll hold them 
hostage and question them later about their technology. No one will destroy this 
building while they’re in it.” 

Green’s stomach dropped. He could not let this happen. “Wait!” he said so 
loudly, it surprised even himself. Everyone turned to look.

Unsure of what to do next, he stammered, “We should try to make friends 
with these people.”

“What do you mean?” Wey-o asked. This was odd behavior for Dartz. What 
was he thinking?

Green wasn’t at all sure what he was thinking. He turned to Janet and the 
captain and blurted out, “It’s far worse than you realize. They’re drugging the 



colonists and keeping them stupid.”
Without really trying, he had succeeded in confusing everyone. Turning to 

Wey-o, he said “We should just give up. This is their world and these are their 
people.” Turning back to Jon and Janet’s wide-eyed faces, he decided to continue 
with his outrageous behavior, and said “Guards release the prisoners and escort 
them back to their carriage.”

“Cancel that order!” Wey-o bellowed in shock and frustration.
Janet turned her head slightly, and she and Jon made eye contact. Flicking 

on his comm link, he asked, “Jan, can you get across that table, take the two 
guards out, and then take Constantine as our hostage?” 

Her eyes flicked from the pope to the guards standing behind his chair. 
Suddenly she grinned at him like a ten-year old accepting a dare. “Not a 
problem.” She realized the more dangerous position was here, taking on four 
armed guards while she got her hostage. 

“When I give Arthur the go-ahead.” 
As regular sparring partners, Jon and Janet knew each others strengths and 

limitations. Jon won the matches consistently, being the more experienced fighter, 
but this didn’t bother Janet. Prior to her arrival at TSEP training, she had never 
been involved with martial arts. Her yoga, gymnastics and dance backgrounds 
made her a quick learner, and she thought of her matches with the captain as 
further body training, not as a competition.

“Now, Arthur,” the captain said quietly.
An explosion inside the courtyard shook the building. As the guards and 

clergy turned their heads, Janet leapt forward using the edge of the table to pivot 
and swing feet first across to the other side. She deliberately overshot slightly, and 
as part of her landing process, kicked one guard hard in the solar plexus, knocking 
the wind out of him. Using the rebound of the kick for flow, she pivoted, stepped 
smoothly without losing momentum, and elbowed the second guard. As his head 
came down, her knee came up to slam into the guard’s forehead. 

Twirling and leaping to land behind the pope, she grabbed the front of the 
his throat, with her mother-of-pearl colored fingernails digging in deeply just 
behind his adam’s apple.

Pope Constantine felt the sharp nails dig into the soft tissue of his throat, 
and knew terror. He stopped all movement and sat paralyzed in fear.

Captain Planck put his hand up and told the guards to wait. This, just after 
an earth-shaking explosion complete with bright lights and shattering glass, had 
the effect he hoped for. They waited. 

He took a few seconds to enjoy Janet’s graceful, semi-balletic fighting style, 
then turned his head and smiled at his own guards. From the guards perspective, 
he seemed to grow larger as he smiled.



Positioned behind Constantine, his adam’s apple in her hand, Janet watched 
with admiration as the captain dispatched the four guards. She was constantly 
mystified with his hand-to-hand fighting skills. The shift from gangly, almost 
floppy movements to precisely controlled blows that flowed from one movement 
to another never ceased to amaze her.

Jon had once told her he assumed the persona, the essence, of Mars, God of 
War, whenever he was in a fight. After seeing the transformation a few times, she 
didn’t doubt it. She was working on her own battle mode persona.

The captain pivoted, slapping spears away and moving past the four 
confused guards so quickly, it seemed he simply reappeared behind them. The two 
closest guards had turned in an attempt to follow his movements, and suddenly 
found their heads being smashed together at a high velocity.

The two remaining guards turned to face Planck, spears at the ready. 
Without hesitation he grabbed one of the spear shafts and yanked hard. The guard 
came with the spear, rather than give up his weapon. As the two closed, Jon head-
butted the man, and positioned him to provide shielding from the remaining guard 
while they fought. Jon’s knee flew into the man’s groin, followed by the heel of 
his hand slamming the guard’s chin upward.

As the man fell, Jon turned to face the one still-standing guard. He looked 
at Jon in wide-eyed fear, then turned and ran as his colleague slumped to the 
floor.

Pastor Green saw Pope Constantine’s eyes go wide in terror and anger. The 
thought of being returned to Angor, of becoming a failure completely dependent 
on his parents, was more than Wey-o could bear. He snapped suddenly, his 
understanding of reality lost and replaced with a singular focus, to destroy the 
threat in front of him. He began to struggle, and pulled Janet’s hand away from 
his throat. 

There was a trail of blood from her mother of pearl nails
Green was seated near Wey-o, and recognized the look of insanity and rage 

filling the alien leader’s eyes. He had seen it previously in Wey-o just before an 
emotional explosion.

Pastor Green stood up, cocked his fist back, and struck the creature 
struggling near him with all the force he could muster. After a moment, Janet let 
go of it, and the creature slumped softly to the floor. Both Jon and Janet looked 
with surprise at the lean, muscular clergyman. 

Green turned slowly to face Captain Planck, the other clergymen sitting in 
shock. Planck and Janet looked at Green. It was obvious he didn’t quite fit. 

He raised an open hand in greeting and said slowly, “Hi! my name is Don 
Green. I have no problems with surrendering, but I hope you won’t send me to 
Angor. ...I’m not really one of them.”



“I’m Captain Planck. If you’re not one of them, who are you?” he asked 
suspiciously.

“Well, I was one of them, but I got back control of my body.”
The captain looked skeptical and Janet looked curious.
“I’ll take your word for the moment. Do you have access to the ship’s e-

library?” Planck asked.

Chapter 3

Captain’s Log- Dec 10, 2154.
We have new orders sending the Treasure Hunter to Angor. We are to 

return the four alien prisoners and attempt to negotiate a peace. Rhonda has 
determined neither the Riders nor their human hosts would survive a surgical 
separation. In the case of Don Green, the fifth host, the Rider is dead. Rhonda has 
given Don Green a series of shots to help prevent any infections from the alien 
tissue. He should be Rider-free in about two months, about the same time a 
support ship from Terra will be arriving. Don has stated he will help to rebuild 
the colony, but may return to Terra sometime in the future. It’s unclear if he will 
start aging again.

I asked about the possibility of freeing the remaining four hosts through 
starvation, but Rhonda believes they have been too thoroughly rewired and would 
die with the parasites. With this information, the Space Exploration council has 
decided we should return the four living Riders to Angor, with their host bodies, 
and try negotiating both a truce and a technological exchange. This makes me 
nervous. I don’t trust the Riders. They take over the bodies of other sentient 
beings for personal gain. Currently, we have the four parasites and their host 
bodies in cryo. In the next message to Terra, I will be filing a protest.

Conversations with Don Green suggest the Riders are opportunists in the 
worst sense of the word, but not aggressive warriors. He has provided information 
about the Riders and helped locate Angor. He believes the Riders will back down 
in the face of superior fire power. He also believes, like me, that long term 
relations with the Riders are a bad idea. 

Eden’s e-library did provide some new texts, but the real treasure was in 
Jim Deloro’s solid book library. The books were old, but very well maintained, 
and we had no problems copying them for electronic storage. He had a 2012 copy 
of an encyclopedia. Invaluable. He also had a number of novels I’ve never heard 



of. We’ll see how the history anthrops misinterpret them.
The council will be sending a support ship to the colony. They’ll bring 

teachers and medical staff. It will be interesting to see how the colony develops. 
David suggested they should be organized like the Amish in the short term, and 
then allowed to take their own course. It seems a good idea. Maybe he has some 
value after all. 

Don Green will coordinate the reorganization and make sure all the library 
info we’ve collected is available for the support ship to copy before it returns to 
Terra.

We are currently heading for Angor and should arrive in another six days.

Tonya Reyburn’s diary- Dec 10, 2154
Chief Cooper is a prick. Today, he reprimanded me for independent 

thinking. This quirk is the ultimate control freak. Everything has to be done his 
way, and he doesn’t want to hear about our opinions or ideas. I think he has spent 
way too much time working Quarantine Zone security.

He patted my butt again, except his time, it wasn’t so much of a pat as it 
was a rub. If I tell my counselor, Cooper will deny it. If I don’t, things will get 
worse. If I do, things may get worse. It’s not so much the physical contact I mind, 
it’s the person making the contact.

Patrick has just started courting me. He’s a nice person, an engineer. I think 
Chief Wagner suggested it to him. He wouldn’t think of it himself. 

And, Patrick would ‘have’ to be told to rub my butt. Again, he wouldn’t 
think of it himself. At least not at first. I suspect he’s very trainable. He’s already 
very sweet and considerate. Something I don’t believe Cooper could ever be. 
What to do? What to do? 

On the plus side, I’m gaining the trust of the ship’s leaders. Captain Planck 
has some interesting leadership qualities and the more time I spend with him, the 
more I can observe. And maybe Cooper will back off if I’m spending more time 
with the captain and Chief Wagner.

For next available Comm Transmission to Terra 
Attn: Rosemary Wagner
         Garden City

Dear Mom,
Just wanted you to know things are going well, and I’m healthy and happy. 

Contrary to your worst case scenarios, the ship has not torn itself apart, leaving 
our cold lifeless bodies to drift in space forever, and of course, happening at a 
time when I’ve been wearing the same underwear for two days in a row.



Actually, life is good.
Have to keep the message brief. Met a guy. Possible short term romance. 

And no, the captain is not hitting on me. He's become a very good friend!
Love,
Janet

“Janet, what is this field theory model thing?” Alex asked, as they walked 
toward the cafe. “How does it work?”

Janet had taken on the role of Alex’s teacher. Later, if and when she was 
comfortable with his understanding and abilities, he could begin working in 
Engineering, performing simple tasks.

To a degree, she understood Lisa’s frustration with the man. She, herself, 
had moved through a broad range of emotions during her time with him. 
Frustration, anger, surprise, even joy. The joy had been followed by a heart-
yearning, which was in turn closely followed by inner turmoil and confusion. And 
this had all happened within the ten minutes of explaining she would be his new 
instructor.

Frowning in thought, she answered, “More than anything else, it’s a way of 
thinking. A paradigm. It describes reality in terms of energy field characteristics. 
Magnetism, electricity, and gravity each have their own characteristics.” Janet 
paused briefly before saying, “Compared to the Standard model, it seems a much 
more functional, streamlined way of thinking about physics. It's based on a model 
called the Ultra-Space Field Theory.”

“And this is something you can visualize in your head?”
“That’s part of what makes it so functional. I honestly don’t know how you 

thought about physics without visual symbols.”
“A lot of us bloody well didn’t. We used calculators to do the thinking for 

us.”
“Hmmm,” Janet said with a frown. “What do you know, so far?”
Arriving at the coffee shop, they served themselves and sat at a corner table.
“Well,” Alex said, “so far, I know the idea of light as transverse waves was 

a major mistake, and that electrons and positrons don’t annihilate each other upon 
contact, that they join. 

“I can bloody well see how they might have decided a negative electron 
would cancel out a positron,” Alex continued, “a negative one canceling out a 
positive one, and equaling zero, so to speak. But I can also see how labeling them 
as only negatives and a positives might be a serious oversimplification.”

Janet smiled. 
“Thinking about it, describing electrons and positrons as east and west 



monopoles makes rather good sense. They do have the same basic characteristics 
as the north and south poles of a magnetic field. But then what? After they join 
what bloody well happens? That’s what I want to know next.”

“Alright,” Janet said, still smiling at him curiously, “we think of electrons 
and positrons as east and west monopoles. Even in your time, electrons and 
positrons were described as having no true surface area, correct?”

“Yes,” Alex answered hesitantly. He was fascinated with her smile. It was 
as though someone had placed an invisible fishhook between the center and left 
corner of her upper lip, and yanked upward whenever she smiled. A small section 
of her upper lip lifted a good quarter inch higher than the rest. In his former life, 
such a defect would have been corrected while a person was still a child.

Appearance had been everything in his former life.
Alex was glad it hadn’t been corrected. It seemed to enhance her smile. She 

was an attractive woman to start with, but the oddity made her quite beautiful. 
That tiny flaw made her more human, more endearing. There was no logic to it. It 
simply was.

“Well,” Janet asked, “if they don’t have a true surface area, when do they 
actually make contact?” 

“Maybe they don’t,” Alex said playfully, trying to maintain a lighthearted 
mood. “Maybe they don’t annihilate one another.” 

“That’s right,” she said. “Instead, they join. And when they join, they suck 
in on each other, creating an ultra-subatomic, electric black hole.”

“They don’t annihilate.” Alex stared in empty space for several seconds. “I 
take it those quaint little electric black holes are the source of the EM field.” 

“Yup! The ultra-small, steel-hard balls James Maxwell once used to try 
explaining light as transverse waves, have been replaced with ultra-subatomic 
energy fields,” she said.

Alex knew from studies in his former life, James Maxwell had helped start 
the whole electromagnetic field idea. He’d provided the math for Michael 
Faraday’s discoveries. 

What was it she just said? small, steel-hard balls as a foundation for EM 
waves, replaced with ultra-subatomic energy fields?” 

Ideas mixed with old and recent memories in Alex’s mind. “Bloody hell! 
Are you telling me you’ve gone back to the aether theory model!”

Unlike Lisa, Janet was amused by Alex’s wide-eyed excitement.
“The aether is supposed to be a bloody great myth!” Alex stated. “Isn’t it?” 

he asked, struggling at the end to make his face and voice friendly.
“Einstein gave the physics community permission to dismiss the aether. Its 

existence was never disproven,” she said soothingly.
“With the illusion of light as transverse waves,” Janet continued, “the 



aether, what we now like to call the electromagnetic field, became very confusing. 
It came to be described as an elastic-solid, a kind of jello-like lattice structure that 
transported light waves. It was also believed that matter, like people and planets 
and space ships, passed through this lattice structure with no resistance. It was 
theorized moving objects just sort of oozed through it.

“The old aether model was counterintuitive, and didn’t work very well 
mathematically. It was dysfunctional, but not completely a myth. The EM field 
model we use now is similar in some ways, but is also very, very different. For 
example, its not considered a jello-like substance we sort of ooze through.” 

“Janet,” Alex said cautiously, “I thought the Michelson-Morley experiment 
disproved the aether.”

Janet frowned and said, “I don’t know about the Michelson-Morley 
experiment, Alex. What is it?”

Alex hesitated. He had never really understood the convoluted experiment. 
He doubted his physics teachers had understood it. But having brought it up, he 
had to respond with something. 

Michelson-Morley experiment,” Alex answered, “failed to detect the aether 
and was considered proof it didn’t exist. They were looking for changes in the 
speed of light, based on Terra moving through the aether, and they didn’t detect 
any.” 

“Wait!” Janet said, with a wide-eyed look of confusion. “The Michelson-
Morley experiment didn’t detect the aether? And a lack of evidence was used as 
proof something didn’t exist? I can’t see the air we breathe, that doesn’t mean it 
doesn’t exist. What kind of experiment was this?”

Alex felt himself blushing with embarrassment. “I’m not really sure 
myself,” he admitted, shaking his head slightly. “It was a complicated experiment, 
and I never really understood it.”

“Hold on, let me look it up,” she said, her eyes glazing.
Alex practiced patience. He focused on his breathing. He still found it a 

little annoying that people would just glaze over every so often while tapping into 
the ship’s computer. It reminded him of people from his own time, typing into a 
computer to get information, or answering their phone in the middle of a 
conversation, while you waited.

Janet blinked and said, “Well, I know why it didn’t work. Any speed of 
light variations would have been muffled by Terra’s thermal field. A strong 
gravity field causes thermons, the joined positron-electrons, to condense and 
compress as they get closer to a gravitational center. Something like the pressure 
of an atmosphere, or an ocean, compressing atoms and molecules. The 
compression process also slows the speed of light. 

“You have heard of gravity lensing, yes?” she asked. “Same basic concept.”



“Things have changed rather remarkably,” Alex commented, as though 
from a distance. “Gravity lensing was also considered proof of Einstein’s General 
Theory of Relativity. How strange.” 

His head was reeling. He would have to stop the lesson soon or risk having 
his grip on reality slip away. 

Janet noted his clenching left fist, but it didn’t bother her. It was his 
tension, not hers. She felt no threat.

“Two different interpretations of the same thing. Not that unusual. Strange 
is Einstein’s decision to call time a dimension, instead of the process of change,” 
Janet countered, aware Alex was showing signs of overload. She had seen that 
glazed look on Jon, occasionally, and any number of other guys, after about 
fifteen minutes of processing an emotional day. Men glaze over when you 
overload them with info. ‘Especially’ when it demands changing their beliefs and 
behaviors. 

He’s actually doing quite well, she decided. He doesn’t have the ego 
problems the last batch did.

“Einstein’s assumptions about gravity are a little odd. He got the math to 
work, but his models were never a very good fit. 

“His Special Theory of Relativity assumed time slowed down for matter as 
it moved faster and faster. Moving near the speed of light will cause matter to be 
torn apart if it isn’t protected, but time doesn’t slow down. He made some 
seriously erroneous assumptions.”

Alex simply didn’t know enough about the Special Theory of Relativity to 
even try defending it. Having left his former life, he could look at what he had 
been taught more objectively. Very few people understood the twists and turns of 
Einstein’s equations. It was their strength and their weakness. No one could argue 
against them, or for them. In Alex’s time, there had been lots of mathematical 
support, but little ‘hard’ supporting evidence, and what did exist was subject to 
interpretation. So much of physics is about interpretation, he thought with sudden 
insight.

“Look here. You said you work things out in your head first,” Alex said, 
changing the subject, “and then confirm it with mathematics. How are you able to 
think about physics like that?”

“That’s a very good question,” Janet said with her quirky smile, white teeth 
highlighted against light brown skin and healthy pink lips. “How do we think 
about physics? The symbols help, and the descriptions we tie to the symbols are 
certainly important.”

Alex realized he was very attracted to Janet. 
Pausing, Janet said, “We’ll have to stop in about ten minutes. I have another 

appointment coming up,” as she put her hand on his clenching one.



He smiled at her, relieved. “Thanks.”
Continuing, she said, “We focus on behavior patterns. The Standard model 

tried reducing everything into mathematical units. Any variable, any process, 
whether it was a weakening magnetic field, or the attraction of electrons for 
protons, was described as a particle, or more accurately, a mathematical unit that 
could be plugged easily into equations. 

“For example,” she said, starting to let her own amazement with historical 
conclusions bleed through, “within the atomic core, electrons partially neutralize 
the surrounding protons. This ‘process’ was described as particles, called gluons. 
Now, gluons don’t actually exist, but it’s a good example of how everything got 
reduced to simplistic mathematical units. If the only tool you have is a hammer, 
you start to see the universe as being made up of nails. They used mathematical 
equations, and particles, or units, became their nails. 

“And, with that, I think we should end today’s lesson.” As she left, she put 
her hand on his shoulder, and said, “You’ve got a good brain and I’d hate to fry 
it. Process the info we’ve already talked about. We’ll meet again in a few days.”

“I will.”
That was nice, Alex thought as she left. I like her. A lot. He thought of her 

smile. Then he thought about the rest of her body.
On the other side of his door, Janet thought, Damn, he smells good. I need 

to take a cold shower.

The large, brownish-red sphere hurtling through space was a freighter 
running at top speed. Its six small escort fighters sped along beside it. Three black 
ships, each made up of three interconnected spheres, followed in pursuit. The 
pursuers shot a few torpedoes, testing the strength of their prey.

The escort fighters shot back with lasers, detonating the torpedoes. Inside 
the freighter, a crew of humanoid catlike creatures operated the ship, each aware 
this day could be their last. 

“We can’t take much more, Captain!” the Chief Engineer yelled over the 
intercom. “We have to slow down, or the expansion chamber is going to start 
melting.”

That gas cloud is our only chance, the captain thought. “Fighters Two, 
Four, and Five, prepare to split off and attack the enemy from behind. You need 
to slow them down. Distract them. Damage their engines if you can. Pilot, head 
for the gas cloud. Tanine, send out a request for rescue.”

We may lose the escorts. We may lose the whole damn ship. But at least it’s 
a chance.

“Captain,” Janet said, “there’s too much interference for me to get a clear 



shot at Terra with an anti-grav beam. We’ll have to move to another location. 
Janet paused and frowned. “But, I am picking up a repeating pattern of 

short, intense EM pulses.” Turning her head to look at the captain, she continued, 
“It reminds me of the old S.O.S. signals.” 

“Do you think it has human origins?” he asked.
“No. It just reminds me of an S.O.S. The signals are coming from the other 

side of this cloud.”
The Treasure Hunter was floating in the outer edges of a giant hydrogen 

and helium gas cloud. They had just finished filling up on protons, and a team 
was still splitting thermons and storing the positrons and electrons. Captain Planck 
had his message of disapproval coded for the anti-grav beam, and was mildly 
frustrated with not being able to send it. 

However, his curiosity about the radio signal easily overpowered any sense 
of frustration. With a growing sense of excitement, Jon said, “Lets follow the 
signal and see what’s up?”

The glowing disk began to move around the giant cloud in a large arc at a 
high speed. The center of the cloud was an area to be avoided. It was extremely 
cold. A brittle ship and the frozen death of all crew members was guaranteed if 
they tried going through the center. That, or they would act as a seed, initiating 
the cloud’s collapse into a star.

Several minutes later, Cooper announced, “Captain, I’m picking up what 
seems to be explosions on long-range packet radar.”

“Can you give us any kind of a visual.”
“I’ll see what I can do,” Cooper answered.
The vidscreen showed fuzzy explosions, but no details.
“I’m going to try having the computer mix the wave packet radar with 

normal visual scanners,” Janet said. The screen fuzzed out and returned, showing a 
blurry black and white picture of three dark ships attacking a larger lighter toned 
one. 

Jon stood up, totally focused on the screen. A space battle.
“Observations?” he asked, walking toward the screen, his eyes wide with 

wonder and anticipation.”
“The ship being attacked is no warship,” Chief Cooper stated. “Maybe some 

sort of cargo freighter. They’re not firing any weapons, and they’re taking a 
beating.”

“Three against one,” Janet said, “and I have a hard time believing the 
freighter started it.”

“Agreed,” Planck said. “Tell me about the damage, Arthur. Are the 
attackers making any effort to minimize loss of life?” 

“Not that I can see. If anything, they seem to be focusing on the populated 



areas and avoiding the freighter’s crucial equipment. The engines haven’t been 
touched. Most of the damage seems to be concentrated on what I think is the 
command center.”

“The attackers are behaving more like pirates than policemen,” Planck 
observed. “Try sending out a general hail. Lets see what happens.”

After a moment, Janet said, “Nothing.”
“Alright. Charles, hold our position here. Arthur, prepare for battle.” 
“Captain,” Cooper said nervously, “I feel I should point out we know 

nothing about the circumstances here. We’ve made some intelligent guesses, but 
they may be at war, or the freighter may be operated by criminals.”

Noted,” Planck said, curious about the Security Chief’s sudden expression 
of nerves. “Janet, send out another hail.”

This time, a fuzzy, shaking picture formed on the vidscreen. A blurred, 
gold-colored, humanoid image spoke, while sparks and smoke filled the 
background. “Gils dahtman an-chas!”

The message cut out abruptly.
“I’ve lost their signal,” Janet said. “It was sent by the big round ship.”
In his mind, Planck considered the path of leaving people who had sent out 

a cry for help. The guilt would eat away at his soul, and the precedent would 
cause the crew to become sour and apathetic. 

“Those people are in danger and have asked for help,” he stated in a clear, 
loud voice. “Red alert! Battle stations!”

Now that the decision had been made, Jon felt no hesitation. His mind 
shifted into battle mode, a calm energy flowing through his body. The command 
center faded from consciousness, and his world shrank to the battle on the 
vidscreen. He assessed attack patterns and weapons, deciding to focus on the two 
nearest ships, and leaving the third for the defending ship.

“Janet, I want to vent half our proton supply when we pass between those 
two ships, and in the middle of the proton cloud, I want a large tank of oxygen.” 
Jon looked at her and gave her a smile that made him look five years old.

Janet looked at Planck wide-eyed. I love his five-year old personality, but 
should it be on the bridge right now? she wondered. Oxygen, mixed with protons 
lacking electrons, wouldn’t do much by itself. But if you add an explosion with 
moving electrons involved.... Wow!! 

“Okay...,” she said, and turned to communicate with the engine room.
“Charles, when Janet gives the okay, we’ll begin maximum acceleration on 

a course taking us between the two nearest ships.” His five year-old personae had 
disappeared and he was the captain again. 

“Arthur, the attacking ship to the left is labeled A, the ship on the right B, 
and the farthest one is C. The defending ship is Z. As we pass, I want 



simultaneous laser fire on A and B. 
“Charles, as soon as we’re a kilometer past them, turn around and head 

back.” 
Planck paused, waiting. Janet said, “The oxygen tank is ready. Preparations 

for venting will be a few more minutes.”
The freighter was under continuous fire and, real or imagined, Planck felt a 

sense of desperation emanating from it. At times like this, he did not waste time 
and energy questioning his intuition. 

“We’ll drop the oxygen tank during the first pass, then come around for a 
second one and vent the ionized hydrogen. Take us in, Charles.”

“Approaching the point between ships A and B,” Charles stated.
“Janet, when I give Arthur the order to fire, eject the oxygen tank. Arthur, 

use lasers to fire on those two ships.”
“Aye, sir!”
“Fire!” 
The Treasure Hunter moved between the two ships as a glowing green blur, 

red lasers cutting grooves in the two alien ships’ hulls as it passed. A pressurized 
container was left behind. Ship A broke off its attack on the freighter and turned 
to face the Treasure Hunter, but Planck wanted the attention of both ships.

“Charles, on this pass put us between A and B, and slow us down to an 
almost dead stop. We’re going to release the proton cloud, and hit them with 
torpedoes and lasers. 

“Janet, give Arthur a hand, but be ready to release the proton cloud on my 
command. As we come to a stop, focus laser fire on A. 

“Arthur focus both laser and torpedo fire on B. Charles, when I give the 
command, get us out. Fast!”

As the Treasure Hunter slowed to a near stop between the two attackers, 
ship A fired off torpedoes. Two of the Hunter’s lasers destroyed them before 
impact. Torpedoes and lasers tore into ship B, while a single laser remained 
focused on A’s engines. During the battle, the proton gas was released. Ship A 
changed position, protecting its engines. The two enemy ships moved closer, 
firing a continuous barrage of torpedoes at the Treasure Hunter.

“Charles, get us out of here. Arthur, prepare to laser the oxygen tank.” 
As the Hunter accelerated away, the captain said, “Almost. Almost. Fire!”
The explosion knocked both attacking ships from their positions and 

damaged their hulls. The Hunter shook slightly as it rode outward with the 
explosion.

Abruptly, all three attacking ships turned and fled, leaving the two new 
allies to themselves.

The freighter, formerly identified as Z, was large. It was seven times the 



size of the Hunter, and spherical instead of saucer like. It didn’t have a greenish 
glow, but a dull nonreflective rust color. Considering its size, it seemed odd there 
were no weapons.

Squawking noises were coming across on the comm system and Janet 
switched her attention to the console. Captain Planck discovered he was standing a 
few meters from the front vidscreen and returned to his chair with a strong sense 
of satisfaction. 

In spite of all the civilizing influences and intellectual pursuits, Jon had to 
admit, at least to himself, he enjoyed battle. His mind became fluid, and the battle 
became a dance. He could feel the other ships as they maneuvered, fired, and were 
hit. It became his universe and, intuitively, he almost immediately understood the 
fighting tactics and limitations of his opponents.

“The other ship is hailing us,” Janet stated, “but in another language.” The 
squawking noise continued and the vidscreen shifted to show a catlike humanoid, 
the same one seen earlier, leaning forward from a captain’s chair. Others of the 
same race could be seen working in the background, putting out fires and working 
at consoles.

Jon smiled, quietly amused. The squawking had an edge of complaint to it. 
“Send them our language and alphabet. Maybe they’ll be able to translate.”

“Information sent.”
Planck looked at the other captain intently. Generally humanoid. Lean like 

a cat. Catlike ears and slit pupils set in light green eyes. Golden peach fuzz 
covering an otherwise nude body. Four nipples on four small breasts rested on her 
upper chest. 

Well, that’s a little bit of a turn on, Jon thought.
The camera only showed the creature from the waist up.
The alien glanced off to the side, then returned its attention to the camera. 

It said, “Who are you and why did you assist us?”
A sense of gratitude would be nice. “My name is Captain Jon Planck, 

commander of the starship, Treasure Hunter. We assisted you because it is our 
tradition to help other ‘peace-seeking’ ships. Do you qualify as a peace-seeking 
ship?”

The commander of the alien vessel looked thoughtful, and then amused. 
Everyone in the background had stopped working, waiting for their captain’s 
response. “My name is Captain Su Dayah, of the star freighter, Rescallion. We 
qualify, though just barely. I would like to exchange information. You, and two 
others, are invited to board our ship.”

This time, it was Planck’s turn to look thoughtful and amused. On the one 
hand, he risked becoming a prisoner. On the other, it was part of their mission to 
initiate first contact with other sentient races. Additionally, the invitation had the 



undertone of a challenge to it. An amused undertone. 
“Your invitation is accepted.” Planck said with a slight nod.
The captain of the Rescallion pressed a sharp, pointed fingernail to its chin 

and thoughtfully dragged the point back to its fuzz covered ear. “Do you have 
transport from your ship to ours?”

“Yes. We can leave for your ship in approximately one hour.” 
“I recommend we leave this area immediately. We can rendezvous after 

finding a safe parking area,” Captain Dayah said. 
“Sounds like a wise decision,” agreed Planck. “I’d like to recommend the 

other side of this cloud. We need to refuel.”
“That is acceptable.”
The fear Cooper had felt during the ship-to-ship communications was 

converted to anger shortly after the vidscreen went dark. It was an unfocused, 
nonrational anger which Cooper chose to ignore. He didn’t know how to process 
it or who to be angry with. And it wasn’t information he could share with a 
counselor.

A few hours later, the explor-team’s transport entered a small airlock, 
installed in a much larger airlock, and landed. After the outer hatch had been 
sealed and the interior hatch opened, the transport was drawn into a large docking 
bay.

Odd, Arthur didn’t want to visit the alien ship, Janet thought. 
She unexpectedly felt her connection to the Treasure Hunter’s computer 

disappear as the airlocks closed. There was no pain, but there was surprise. It felt 
like quiet emptiness. A lack of connection. She was briefly frightened by the 
disconnect, but quickly pulled herself together. She had been separated from the 
computer before, during training. 

I’ll be fine, she told herself. Janet didn’t like the feeling.
Tonya hadn’t felt the disconnect. She only used the computer for routine 

work. She didn’t have an intimate relationship with it.
The captain did have an intimate relationship with the computer, but was 

currently distracted by various details of the alien ship’s design. He noted the 
disconnect, then forgot about it.

The first thing Janet noticed as she stepped out, was the sheer size of the 
docking bay. It was at least three levels high. Looking around, she realized the 
docking/cargo bay contained trees. The space could have held twelve transports, 
with plenty of room to spare. Rich, farmlike smells wafted through the air. There 
were birds flying overhead and crewmen working in the distance. More than a 
little awed, she wondered, Why is it so large? They must have a thousand or more 
people... individuals... aliens living here. 



Her attention shifted to the alien crew. Six were approaching. Four were 
obviously security. Captain Dayah, and one other, seemed to be the welcoming 
committee. The semi-nudity offered by their peach fuzz fur was a little 
distracting. Definitely humanoid in shape, legs are little longer. They’re very 
graceful, she observed. Then she noticed all the aliens lacked male genitalia. A 
coincidence, or could the whole crew be female? Or maybe some sort of entirely 
different reproductive process? 

The captain and Tonya were right behind her, and she moved forward so 
they could look around as well.

The three guests were given earphone translators and told to speak 
normally. After the initial greetings, Captain Dayah took them on a tour of the 
ship. The corridors were quite wide, and had very high ceilings. There were birds 
in the corridors as well.

Planck noted a strong musky smell as they strolled down the corridor, and 
then realized his sex drive was revving up. Nothing new there, he thought. These 
days, it’s always kicking into overdrive at surprising times. 

“Who was attacking you?” he asked, redirecting his attention to the situation 
at hand.

“The Ants!” Captain Dayah answered. 
“The Ants?”
“They’re an enemy to all life forms,” Kesh LeKann said. He had been 

introduced as the ship’s anthropologist. “The Ants are an enemy to all life forms. 
If you hadn’t answered our call for help, they would have dismantled our ship and 
used the crew for food.”

Spacefaring ants, Planck mused. Wonderful! And I was worried about alien 
parasites.

“Captain Planck, you and I should talk privately after the tour is over,” 
Captain Dayah suggested.

Janet noted Kesh LeKann’s ears came to attention and pivoted in the 
direction of the two ship captains.

“Agreed,” Planck said.
“Is this a cargo ship?” Janet asked. 
“Yes. We are carrying supplies for three of our colony worlds.”
“Do you have a regular distribution system to your colony worlds?” Planck 

asked, intrigued. A model and history of their distribution system could be 
invaluable to Terra. If they could avoid some mistakes along the way, it could 
save a huge amount of time and energy. 

“To and from,” Dayah replied. ‘Our’ colonists are neither beggars, nor 
invalids. They support the Mylon race with honor and integrity.”

“I’m sure Captain Planck meant no disrespect for our people.” Kesh said 



calmly.
“It’s true. Just as I’m sure it’s true Captain Dayah meant no disrespect for 

human colonists.” Planck stated.
The two captains locked eyes for a few seconds before Janet interrupted. 

“Of course there was no disrespect meant. Kesh, I’m curious. How does your race 
reproduce?”

“We have two sexes and there is an exchange of genetic material. I haven’t 
had time to study your race closely, but the language materials you sent suggest 
our two races mate in very similar ways.

The topic was curiously appropriate, though Kesh did not mention why. 
Within the Mylon race, there were a a small number of males who Mylon 
anthropologists described as super-alpha males. They were called malones. 

In more primitive times, malones had served as tribal defenders. They were 
warriors, and females of the tribe were strongly attracted to them. The attraction 
was not conscious, but biologically based. Females often dreamt of them and they 
symbolized sexual satisfaction. 

In modern times, malones received special training, becoming dancers, or 
combat artists, or both. Some became high priced bodyguards. Mylons were 
graceful creatures, while malones were recognized by their casual, somewhat 
ungraceful, loping movements. These were same kind of movements Captain 
Planck exhibited.

Kesh noted, with a sense of malicious amusement, that these movements 
had effected Captain Dayuh, as shown by her release of sex pheromones. He 
smiled as he realized one of the female guards was beginning to react to to the 
alien captain, as well. For Kesh, the entire situation was amusing and, in his mind, 
was another example of male superiority. In truth, Kesh LeKann could rationalize 
any female behavior as an example of male superiority. This base insecurity was 
caused by a decision he had made at the age of twelve.

The two captains looked serious as they walked and listened to the 
conversation behind them. 

“Do you have males on the ship?” Janet asked.
“Well, yes. Many. I am a male,” Kesh said.
“Where are your sex organs located?” Janet asked, surprised by her own 

bluntness.
“Ah! Sexual identification. We males keep our sex organs in protective 

pouches. Mylons know where and what to look for, but the clues are perhaps not 
so obvious to other races. The easiest way to tell the difference between males and 
females is by nipple count. Males have two nipples, females have four.”

Suddenly, Kesh crouched slightly, leapt a full meter straight into the air, 
grabbed a bird, and popped it into his mouth whole. He dropped back to the floor 



chewing contentedly. Noticing the aliens’ eyes had widened, he asked, “Would 
you like a snack?”

There were traces of blood and a small feather on his lips as he spoke.
“No, thanks. Fair warning, though, we may have to get used to each other’s 

eating habits,” Jon said. 
After seeing the command center, the nursery, and the med lab, they came 

to the engine room. Watching alien children at play in the nursery had been 
interesting, as was their med lab, but it was the engine room which caught Janet’s 
attention. Kesh agreed to stay with her and Tonya, while Planck and Dayah met 
privately. 

“Forgive our Captain. She is normally a friendlier person,” Kesh said after 
Planck and Dayah left. “She has been under a great deal of stress lately and has 
had no opportunity for release.” 

A flash of insight lit up Janet’s eyes and she said, “Yes, our captain needs to 
get laid, too.” 

Kesh made a noise the translator expressed as a chuckle, and the two alien 
life forms bonded. 

Kesh’s thoughts focused on Captain Dayah. He covertly wanted her position 
as temporary captain. Two months into their trip, the aging captain had died of a 
heart stroke and, as was traditional, his assistant/lover had been put in charge. He 
knew, that as a female, the position was temporary and, following tradition, a new 
‘male’ captain would be assigned as soon as they returned to their homeworld. 

Short of a mutiny, he had no way of taking command from her. However, 
he had begun a list of reasons finding fault with her. At the next stop, he would 
explain why he should replace her as captain. This very fortunate meeting with the 
Terrans might provide additional options. 

As a male, assuming the captain’s position improved his chances of keeping 
it. If the ship returned to Mylon with Su Dayuh as its captain, a political 
promotion from one of the aristocratic families was more probable. Kesh would 
never have an opportunity like this again. 

Per Mylon tradition, Dayah’s quarters also served as her office. Her 
quarters reminded Planck of a small, well-lit cave with high ceilings. He noticed 
large holes at the tops of walls which let the birds pass through. The musky smell 
was even stronger here. Planck could feel his groin tingling.

The feline Captain pressed a button and a large, decorative oval mirror built 
into the wall became a vidscreen showing a star chart. “The Ants were foraging. 
Where they will hunt and search is unpredictable. 

“Computer, display the territory controlled by the Ants.” 
A large misshapen bubble of translucent blue formed on the map. It 



encompassed approximately fifty star systems. “This is where we are right now,” 
she said, pointing to their position several light years from the translucent blue. 
“Any ship traveling within this blue area will probably be attacked and 
dismantled.”

“Computer,” she continued, “zoom in on the Ant’s central star system. 
“The closer you get to this star system, the more likely you will be attacked. 

We believe the Ants originated here, in the center, but there is no way to be 
certain. Long-range visuals show all habitable planets near the center of Ant space 
have been transformed, with all native life replaced by Ant crops and machinery.

Pointing to a star on the edge of the Ant’s territory, Dayah said, “The Ants 
have recently expanded into this system, stripping the two life sustaining worlds 
of anything useful and replacing the plant life with crops from their own world, It 
is their pattern. We predict one of our nearby colonies will stripped down and 
colonized in approximately twenty years.

“Computer, display predicted Ant territory in twenty years.” The sphere 
expanded in size. “This is the threatened colony world, Leezon, the same one we 
are currently headed for. 

“We estimate in fifty years the Ants will begin foraging near our home 
world. The Greggor homeworld and its colonies are threatened as well.”

“Have you and the Greggors come up with any sort of defense plan?” 
Planck asked.

“No. We have some limited trade with the Greggors, but they blame us for 
an invasion of Robots on their homeworld. We made first contact only five years 
before the invasion and a strong anti-alien philosophy developed. Although there 
is some unofficial trade with a few of their colony worlds, they refuse to talk to 
us, officially, and our leaders refuse to talk to them. Also, our leaders don’t seem 
to feel any sense of urgency.” 

“That is a problem with political leaders. They can be slow to react and 
their egos often get in the way,” Planck said, remembering what he knew of 
human history.

“People with inflated egos are often cowards,” Su observed. “This doesn’t 
seem to be one of your problems. Why did you help us? Really?” 

She moved closer, looking into his eyes and seeing confidence. A small part 
of her groaned. She had been hoping to see cowardice or self-doubt. Then she 
could dismiss him as a freak coincidence, an illusion unworthy of the malone title.

Jon ignored an urge to take her in his arms as she stepped closer, looking 
into his eyes.

Captain Planck tilted his head sidewise for an instant as he looked at her. 
“My people have a code of ethics which is designed to promote both the growth of 
individuals and the evolution of our culture. Helping people in trouble is an 



expression of this code. It often leads to bonds of friendship, shared information, 
and shared projects. By helping you, we have already gained invaluable 
information about the Ants and, perhaps, made new friends. 

“Besides, wouldn’t you have helped us?” he asked with a smile.

Janet had been set up with the chief engineer of the Rescallion and the two 
were comparing notes. Kesh had focused his attentions on Tonya. 

“I find religious beliefs from other worlds to be fascinating,” Kesh said. 
“What are your religious beliefs, Security Assistant Tonya Plunkett?”

“You can call me Tonya,’ she said pulling her attention away from the 
smell of machine oil and focusing on her alien companion. 

“We don’t have religious beliefs.” Tonya answered, feeling a little 
defensive. She couldn’t remember the last time someone had asked her about her 
spiritual beliefs. Calming her inner turmoil and regretting her snappiness, she 
continued, “We’ve had problems with organized religion in the past. Today we 
practice a philosophy of individual spirituality.” Tonya was suddenly amused to 
realize she had quoted a standard Middle School adage.

“We believe each person is responsible for developing and designing their 
own spiritual model. When we are fifteen years old, we take a class in spirituality. 
The very first assignment is make a list of our beliefs and ethics. We talk a lot, 
and write a lot of papers in this class, and we explain why we believe what we 
believe. 

“For example, I wrote I believed in a life after death, not because I had any 
evidence, but because it gave me a sense of purpose, a feeling my life wasn’t a 
waste. Even if it is an illusion, I’m more comfortable with the belief my spirit is 
eternal, that some part of me will survive.”

“So, at the age of fifteen,” Kesh observed, “each individual in your culture 
goes through a rite of passage. They define who they are by their spiritual beliefs. 
Is this a rite of passage into adulthood, as well?” 

“That’s how our anthropologists describe it. A human is considered a young 
adult after passing the class. You get more freedom, and more responsibility.

With a sudden flash of insight, Kesh said, “This is fascinating. You believe 
in individual spirits. Each individual consciously works out their spiritual beliefs, 
and a code of ethics, which will shape the rest of their lives. Fascinating!”

Tonya was intrigued with Kesh’s fascination. For her, it had been a normal 
part of growing up.

“Mylons don’t believe in individual spirits, but in a group soul. The idea of 
individual spirits is quite novel,” Kesh added. 

“We Mylons have a religion in the sense of shared beliefs and communal 
holy days. We also have counselors who help to interpret our dreams. The 



symbols in our dreams are shared by all Mylons. This is one of the reasons we 
believe in a group soul.” 

“You’re right. This is fascinating,” Tonya said. “Do Mylons have a rite of 
passage into adulthood?”

“Yes, but ours is quite different. At age twelve, a child chooses its sex. 
Choosing to be male means passing the test of survival and living in the 
wilderness for sixteen days. Choosing to be a female requires surviving the test of 
rebirth, in which the child soaks in water and must then scour off her fuzz and 
skin. In more scientific terms, fear and hunger produce chemicals promoting 
masculine characteristics, while pain and bleeding cause feminine characteristics to 
emerge.

“During this time, our children have spiritual visions which shape their 
perceptions of reality. These visions influence them for the rest of their lives. Our 
children consciously choose their sex, and during the physical transformation, 
their subconscious guides them in shaping their spiritual beliefs. 

“After passing through these rights of passage, our children are considered 
adults.”

“And you have no wars based on different religious beliefs?”
“No. We have had wars, but never over religious differences. There are no 

significant differences.”
Kesh paused, his eyebrow area furrowing together, and said quietly, “I 

don’t wish to suggest our culture is perfect. Not all children survive the sexual 
transformation. Some go insane, some die. My third child died last year. It was a 
painful loss, and caused me to question our methods, our rituals, but my dreams, 
and my dream counselors, have helped with my grief.

“I’m very sorry for your loss,” Tonya said automatically.
“It occurs to me,” Kesh said, “your culture must value sentient life very 

much. You are the only race we have met who has offered help during an 
emergency. Speaking candidly, we don’t offer assistance to other ships. We have 
developed a rather cold-hearted philosophy of avoiding unnecessary risk.”

 
Alex sat under a shade tree, waiting for David in the Treasure Hunter’s 

park. It was warm in here today. The last couple of days had been a little cool. He 
had seen some people wearing sweaters.

Alex had discovered something which made him nervous, and he had some 
very pointed questions for the counselor. 

In the distance, he saw a figure in black and silver approaching, and then a 
large wave of hello as David recognized Alex because of his clothing. 

David sat down after greetings, and Alex asked, “What do you know about 
the four salvage passengers in cryo?”



David’s square face shifted through a variety of expressions before settling 
on a mixture of grimness and sadness. “They were found during our first salvage. 
We knew almost immediately they were going to have trouble adjusting to ship 
life, but we had no idea how bad it would get. They weren’t able to adjust, and 
we didn’t know how to deal with them. So we put them back in cryo.” 

“What did they do?”
“Aside from believing everyone aboard was their personal servant, they 

tried taking control of the ship. They were part of the old oil and energy 
aristocracy out of Texas, and were used to being pampered by servants. After 
demanding we immediately return them to Terra, and being refused, they took me 
hostage and made the demand again.”

“They took ‘you’ hostage?” Alex asked.
“Well, as one of their counselors, I was remarkably convenient. It seems 

taking hostages was a normal part of their culture. A way of forcing people to 
their will.” 

Alex thought about this. He remembered reading a number of wealthy 
Texan and Saudi families had set up arranged marriages in an effort to secure 
control over the shrinking oil industry. The article had been from a psychology 
website and described why some of the resulting offspring had turned to hostage 
taking and suicide bombings. The article theorized the merging of western and 
middle eastern cultures had produced young adults with severe inner conflicts. 

“After I was rescued,” David continued, “you could have cut the tension in 
the ship with a knife. Community is a big part of the ship’s culture. Everybody 
here is important. The whole crew was furious with them. After a very quick and 
speedy trial, the captain sentenced them to cryo until they could be returned home.

“In a way, they got what they wanted. The next time they wake up, they’ll 
be back on Terra.”

Alex’s brows furrowed. He had no love for Texan aristocrats and blamed 
their greed, and the greed of others like them, for most of the Earth’s problems in 
his previous life. 

“That doesn’t sound like punishment, or rehab,” he commented.
“It’s not. We’ve put the problem in cold storage. They need far more 

counseling and education then we can provide, and the... crew’s anger with them 
was damaging morale, and consequently efficiency. After they went into cryo, we 
started a series of group counseling sessions, and a few one-on-one individual 
sessions, to clean out the left over venom.”

“Well, it must have worked. Last night was the first time I had heard of 
them.”

“It’s true,” David replied. “We don’t talk, or think, about them very much. 
There’s not much to say.”



“Hmmm.” Probably just as well. If they were awake, I might put a lot of 
energy into hating them. Out of sight, out of mind.

“Do you know why the Ants don’t use lasers?” Planck asked Captain 
Dayah. 

“No. We have very little information about the Ants’ technology. There is 
no record of them ever using lasers. We also don’t know how they communicate 
ship to ship. No radio waves, and nothing obvious in the higher EM frequencies. 
The few occasions we’ve had an opportunity to capture an Ant ship, they’ve self-
destructed.”

“There’s no way to communicate with them?” he asked.
“None that we know of. We have given up trying. The minute we see an 

Ant ship, our first priority is to escape.”
“I am surprised you don’t have more weapons.”
“We had six military drones assigned to the Rescallion when we started,” 

Dayah answered, “but they were destroyed defending us. My government frowns 
on arming civilian transports too heavily. They fear a civilian revolution, and 
most weapons are restricted to the military. Our request for more weapons has 
been denied, as it has been denied every year for the last five years.”

Dayah looked at Captain Planck’s feet and asked, “May we travel with you 
as far as Angor?”

“Certainly. We would appreciate the company. If you would like, we have 
some salvaged materials which could be converted into a couple of laser cannons. 
If we work together, we could get them built and mounted in a few days. You 
could do the interior wiring while we’re traveling to Angor, and we could build 
the cannons on my ship at the same time. 

Looking up, she said, “It is a very generous offer. Our leaders will be upset 
when we return with unauthorized weapons, but, having lost our escorts, it will 
make the journey much safer. What are you asking for in exchange?”

Captain Planck paused briefly before answering, “No payment is required. 
Installing those extra laser cannons could end up saving my ship from the Ants. I 
would also like to discuss exchanging library information. As a separate issue, 
though.”

Captain Dayah’s eyes widened. “You must be joking. Just the locations of 
our major cities would provide you with enough tactical information for a major 
strike.”

“If we had a philosophy of invasion,” Planck said, placing a hand on Su’s 
shoulder and looking into her eyes, “that might be something worth worrying 
about. But we don’t, so it isn’t.”

Planck didn’t know the upper shoulder and neck were Mylon erogenous 



zones. His thumb was resting on a particularly sensitive area just above the 
collarbone.

“This is something I need to think about,” Su said distantly, her body 
beginning to warm before he pulled his hand away.

On a hunch, Planck asked, “Are you able to communicate using 
concentrated anti-gravity beams?”

“No.... Can you?”
“Yes! Yes, we can! It would be a part of the information exchange.”
“Is it instant communication, regardless of distance?”
“It certainly seems to be instantaneous. It’s a little hard to be one hundred 

percent sure, but at the very least, it’s much, much faster then communicating 
with EM waves.”

“Is there a down side?” Captain Dayah asked.
“The system needs a lot of energy. We have to refuel on protons after each 

message. Generally, we only send a message when we know we can refuel. Our 
homeworld has unlimited energy and can send much longer, much more detailed 
messages, but they need our exact location before they can send it. We always 
have to send the first message to give them a fix on our location.”

“Tempting as it is, I will still need time to think about an exchange of 
information.”

“Understood,” Planck said with a nod. He was certain she would agree.

The three visitors had just left the freighter and were returning to the 
Treasure Hunter. Janet felt her link to the ship’s computer return.

“Pending your approval, Captain” she said, “I offered to let the Rescallion’s 
chief engineer examine the Hunter’s engine room.”

“We’ll run it by Arthur, but I don’t see any problems. It may have to wait a 
few days. We’re going to be escorting the Rescallion as far as Angor, and Captain 
Dayah has suggested we should get moving as soon as we’re refueled.

 “She said the Ants sometimes return to the scene of a lost battle. And they 
bring reinforcements. Losing them once they’re on your tail is supposed to be 
quite difficult, and the sooner we leave, the safer we’ll be. We’ll give the Mylons 
a tour of our ship after we arrive at the Rider’s star system.”

“I’ll coordinate with Arthur when we get back,” Janet responded. 
“Captain,” Tonya said, “The Mylon anthropologist asked a number of 

questions about our culture. I’d like to suggest conversations with him be 
recorded. His questions could give us a sense of the Mylons’ priorities and maybe 
even warn us of hidden agendas.

Planck considered this. “Sounds like a good idea, Tonya. But let’s record 
all conversations with the Mylons. Let Arthur know, and see how he wants to deal 



with the technical end.”
Internally, Tonya cringed.

That night, Captain Su Dayah woke to find herself at the end of a wet 
dream. In the dream she had been on her home world, walking through a forest at 
night, the purple grass glittering as it reflected light from two moons. She could 
see a wolffer in the distance and was drawn to it. Within the dream, wolffers were 
faceless malones representing male sexuality.

She was frightened, but seemed unable to stop herself as she approached 
him. Su wondered why she was frightened of him. She had dreamed of wolffers 
before and the dreams had always been rough, but also quite pleasurable. Never 
frightening.

Reaching out, she stroked the malones shoulders and understood this was no 
normal wolffer. This was Captain Planck. She seemed to have no control over 
herself. Her body was willing, but her mind was both frightened and embarrassed. 

What if someone discovers us? she thought.
She could hear people approaching and dismissed them from the dream. 

She had enough control over her dream to eliminate an audience, but not enough 
to remove Captain Planck’s identity from the wolffer. He mounted her and she 
responded, surprised by her own passion. 

The audience appeared again. Looking into people’s eyes, she recognized 
some. Some were strangers. Some were even Terrans and Greggors. She could 
sense some approved and some were frightened, even angry. Planck was both in 
the crowd and energizing her as a wolffer. Looking into the blue eyes of the one 
above her, she orgasmed and woke up with a start.

“You want to do what?” Arthur responded in a loud angry sounding voice. 
Tonya and Janet looked at each other in confusion. 
This time, Janet explained. The Mylons would be touring the ship, and 

during their visit any conversations between the crew and the Mylons should be 
recorded.

“Why are we letting aliens aboard the ship?” he demanded, mentally 
reeling. It was bad enough these two were becoming buddies, but they wanted to 
bring aliens aboard, too! Arthur had been able to rationalize the previous alien 
encounter as an infection, something like malaria, but this. This was sheer 
insanity. They shouldn’t exist, and they certainly shouldn’t be coming aboard the 
ship.

Tonya and Janet were both surprised by his reaction and neither knew how 
to respond.

“Part of our mission is seeking out other intelligent life forms. We’ve found 



one and we’re bloody well trying to make friends. Why is this so hard for you?” 
Janet asked, genuinely confused.

The question, combined with the surprise ‘bloody well’ caused Cooper to 
pull himself together. “You’re right. I don’t know what I was thinking. I guess I 
was just surprised at not being consulted first. Of course they can visit. And it 
should be no problem recording conversations with the crew. The computer can 
record them by way of people’s implants. The crewman will have to turn it on, 
will have to ‘remember’ to turn it on. There’s no way to make it stupid proof.”

Janet was annoyed by this last statement. She understood his point, and it 
was a valid one. But it was a snotty way to say it, especially about the ship’s crew. 
She had heard a few rumors his staff didn’t like him. With comments like that, 
she could understand why.

“Tonya, would you take charge of this and coordinate the arrangements?” 
Cooper asked politely, for Janet’s benefit. 

Janet watched as Alex struggled with the magnetic seals, and her heart 
yearned, reaching out towards him again. His innocence, optimism and curious 
speech patterns created the illusion of a child living in an adult’s body.

But he is not a child. He is capable of great sensitivity and maturity, she 
thought. And, he is certainly not a child physically!

Staring at diagrams on the vidscreen, he said “What a bloody great mess! 
Translating these electronic instructions into reality is like trying to untangle 
spaghetti. They’re not very straight forward.”

She had thought the same thing hundreds of times. It was an odd 
phenomenon, but it seemed technical writers were never skilled communicators. 
They generally seemed to be trying to confuse the reader with technical jargon she 
was sure they were creating as they wrote.

Janet felt her heart reach out to him, again. There is no doubt about it. I’m 
definitely attracted to him. It’s his innocence. Perhaps it’s his confusion. Or 
maybe it’s his positive attitude. The guy is definitely a survivor. Or maybe it’s his 
smile. He has a charming smile. And what ‘is’ spaghetti?

A week ago, she had been ignoring her attraction to the young man, 
rationalizing the need for professional behavior. Now she was considering taking 
him to bed, and enjoying the idea. She was certainly aware she had begun flirting 
with him subtly, though he might not be. Arthur Cooper had initiated a 
reexamination of her feelings for Alex.

A few days ago, he had approached Janet after her yoga class. He bluntly 
stated, “I hope your not planning on taking that Homo sapien to bed with you. 
That would be pretty disgusting.”

At first she had been taken aback, and then offended. “It’s none of your 



business who I sleep with. I’ll have sex with a well-shaped banana if I want to.”
“You would be better off with the banana. At least they’re not over-

emotional and self-destructive.”
“Alex is a very intelligent young man, and I’ll sleep with whomever I want 

to. End of conversation.”
“I always thought your tastes were a little too crude for comfort!” Cooper 

stalked off and she stared after him, fuming. But it started her thinking about 
Alex, and her feelings towards him.

Walking back to work, she allowed the confusion to flow through her. She 
became aware of her ‘own’ internal prejudice. Alex was a Homo sapien. This was 
the same reason Lisa had given for dropping Alex as a student.

In spite of her conscious beliefs, her culture, and her subconscious, believed 
Homo sapiens to be inferior. They were considered greedy, deceitful, self-
centered creatures who made decisions using their emotions instead of their 
intellect.

Janet thought about this. She decided she would become Alex’s friend and 
mentor, and perhaps his lover. She would help him change, help him adjust to a 
Homo Sentient culture. To his credit, Alex was much more flexible and open-
minded then the last batch of salvage passengers. He certainly seemed to be a 
more evolved individual.

She especially liked the idea because it was a kind thing to do. A good 
deed. And an excellent rationalization for starting a sexual relationship, she 
thought.

As Janet reviewed her behavior, she realized she had been asking for Jon’s 
approval when she had brought the subject up in the carriage. His response had 
been unprejudiced. A behavior she very much wanted to imitate.

Several months earlier, Janet had tried becoming friends with the first 
group of rescued salvage passengers, but had lost interest quickly. They had 
wanted her as a servant and assumed she was there to cater to them. To bring them 
food and drink. Janet decided it was some sort of aristocratic prejudice, and she 
simply had better things to do with her time. 

Fortunately, Alex is nothing like that.
Janet returned to the here and now when Alex said, “I say, look here, I 

think this is the part that’s failing. It doesn’t look right. And there seems to have 
been some overheating. Look how this wire is melted.”

“Not bad, Alex. Not bad at all.” He had confirmed her suspicions. Alex was 
a ‘natural’ repairman. He had decided to ignore the schematics and use his 
observational skills. In spite of his outdated knowledge of physics, Alex seemed to 
have an intuitive understanding of technology. She had been quite surprised when 
he came up with a new, very unorthodox way to repair the electron pump. It was 



fast and would work in an emergency, but it wouldn’t last for more than a couple 
of days.

Janet liked the way he simply pushed forward, unafraid of making mistakes. 
He seemed completely confident he would find a solution, if not now, then 
eventually. Many of her engineers got stuck in circular logic. Afraid to make a 
mistake, they froze. Alex was refreshing. 

Alex has the gift of being patient with himself, even if he isn’t always 
patient with others, she thought. He’s getting better with others, though, and he 
really is nothing like the last batch of salvage passengers.

Again, she decided she liked him.

A few days later, David was waiting in the park for Alex. He was sitting 
under the shade tree that had become their meeting spot. The one that Charles had 
kissed his girlfriend behind. There were some nearby roses in full bloom, sharing 
their scent with the world. Some bees had taken notice and were buzzing around 
the large purple flowers. He inhaled deeply, enjoying their smell. 

David was the ship’s lead counselor and an Intuitionist. He was considering 
how to explain the recent history of humankind to Alex.

The shrinks and the anthrops had enjoyed a great deal of power and 
authority during the Torch Bearers rebuilding of civilization. In the earliest days, 
before locking themselves into reductionistic rules and equations, they had been 
quite creative. A guiding force in shaping the new culture. This was before they 
deified themselves and attempted to establish a caste system.

The last census had placed the Torch Bearers population at 38,312. This had 
been predictable and early planning had designed a new, smaller infrastructure. 
Three cities were rebuilt in key locations across North America, and the 
psychiatrists and anthropologists played an important role in planning the 
reorganization of the human race. 

The old cities provided a convenient source of recycled construction 
materials. Robot construction workers, most of which were not humanoid in 
shape, built the cities and provided maintenance. As a first step, high-speed 
magnetic rail systems were built to connect the new cities, and to transport food 
and supplies traded with the Amish.

Once the cities were built, the psychiatrists and anthropologists lost their 
mission, with mathematicians, statisticians, and wannabe politicians gradually 
taking over the two career fields. The leadership status attracted people with 
hidden ego issues. The mathematics attracted people with little creativity. 
Psychologists and counselors began the custom of calling them shrinks and 
anthrops as a counter response to their increasing demands for respect, and their 
overinflated egos.



A generation after completing the cities, schools, and research centers, the 
young people of this new science-based culture became bored. The human race 
needed new, outwardly bound challenges, or they risked turning their energies 
inward and self-destructing. 

Even though their own equations showed this to be true, the shrinks and 
anthrops lacked solutions. They had created a stable society and were afraid to try 
new ideas. Any solution they tried ended in chaos when applied to the equations, 
meaning the end result was unpredictable, and therefore, dangerous to the stable 
society they had created. At first, they simply ignored the problem. Later, as the 
number of bored and rebellious discontents grew, the shrinks and anthrops began a 
primitive advertising campaign promoting education for the sake of distraction, 
and prescription drugs for negative feelings. 

These nonsolutions were a poor fit for the survivors of a world cataclysm. 
Internal cultural tensions grew and grew. Finally, a new revolutionary 

advisory council, called the Adventurists Society, formed and became extremely 
popular, much to the dismay of the more conservative shrinks and anthrops. In 
spite of their calls for order and patience, the shrinks and anthrops were losing 
control. Refusing to accept the new reality, they described the Adventurist’s 
Society as nothing more than a short-term fashion statement, something to be 
ridiculed and gotten rid of as quickly as possible.

When a radical, and increasingly popular subcult of psychologists and 
counselors, called the Intuitionists, joined in supporting the Adventurists, the 
shrinks and anthrops knew their authority and power were in danger. Many were 
afraid to give it up, distrusting the Adventurists and despising the Intuitionists. 
These individuals loudly proclaimed the Adventurists were addicted to adrenaline 
and the Intuitionists believed in ESP. In the process, these same individuals 
destroyed, not only their own reputations, but their colleagues reputations as well. 

The shrinks and anthrops focused on statistics, broad cultural rules, and 
healing psychological trauma with medication. At one point, a small number of 
them, and then more, began promoting a philosophy the Torch Bearers’ society 
was one large organism, and people really were numbers and equations. People 
‘could’ and ‘should’ be reduced to faceless units to support the model.  

The discovery of a lost book in Europe, written by Abraham Maslow and 
titled ‘The Psychology of Science’, provided the final crushing blow to the 
shrinks and anthrops. Maslow’s works on self-actualization and peak experiences 
were key building blocks in developing the post-war culture. To find a book by 
him, which argued against the noncreative world the shrinks and anthrops were 
trying to develop, completely destroyed their credibility.

David was an Intuitionist. He believed individual humans could not be 
reduced to symbols and numbers and statistics. And he did believe in a 



subconscious form of ESP, appropriately called intuition. The trick was to not to 
block it. 

Statistics and traffic patterns had their place in building cities and 
transportation systems, but adventures were, by nature, unpredictable. He trusted 
the subconscious of healthy humans to make the right decisions in new and 
unusual situations. Mathematical equations, on the other hand, were useless in 
dealing with the unknown. 

The general population had voted overwhelmingly to support the 
Adventurist proposal of space exploration. People liked the idea of tracking down 
lost ships and recovering the history of the human race. Intuitionists were invited 
to help in the initial planning meetings, but not a single shrink or anthrop was 
asked to attend. They had a history of opposing space exploration and it was 
feared they would act as anchors, dragging the discussions to a halt.

As David waited for Alex, he performed a mind expansion exercise trying 
to use all his senses simultaneously, deliberately not identifying sounds and 
images, but simply letting them pass through him and his sense of awareness. 
After several minutes he reversed the process, focusing on a single blade of grass, 
defining it by what he understood to be true, and projecting his expectations. He 
visualized its cell structure, its root system, and its photosynthesis process. 

He was distinctly aware he was ‘projecting’ these ‘assumed’ characteristics 
onto the blade of grass. For all he knew, someone had placed a single plastic blade 
of grass in the park, and this was what he was staring at.

The grass in the park was genetically modified to produce huge amounts of 
oxygen, as were the trees and bushes. The park’s plant life was the ship’s primary 
source of fresh air and carbon dioxide removal. The park’s gardens and orchards 
also provided fresh fruits and vegetables.

David’s focus was so total, he didn’t realize Alex had arrived until the 
young man was standing next to him.

“Daydreaming?” Alex asked.
“Becoming one with a blade of grass.”
“How very Zen of you,” Alex joked as he sat down. He briefly marveled at 

the park for at least the hundredth time. There was a slight breeze today. 
Yesterday morning there had been a fog.
David smiled back. “Today, I thought we’d talk about books and libraries. 

Did they have many bound books in 2040?”
“Yes, the library had a lot of the old, solid books. You could special order 

new books in a hard-copy format, but it was cheaper and easier to buy them in e-
book form.” 

“We don’t have many hard copies these days, but the computer will print 
anything out in a hardcopy format,” David said. “We also keep plas-steel copies of 



a lot books in special vaults.”
“Why?”
“During World War III, EM pulse bombs destroyed all the primary e-

libraries. Then, the religious zealots went after community and university libraries 
with the old solid books. One of the end results is a deep-rooted fear it could 
somehow happen again. An old, hardbound book gets treated like solid copper 
these days. They’re rare and very valuable.

This was new information for Alex. He had heard a few references to the 
Science-Religion war, but hadn’t filled in all the blanks yet. He imagined a world 
without books, without paper. How would I teach a science class? he wondered. 
By way of computer screens?

“How much information was lost?”
“A lot,” David said. “Roughly ninety percent of the world’s books were 

destroyed, or just abandoned, between 2045 and 2070. Ancient history got hit 
pretty hard, but the biggest gap is information from 1930 to 2030. We don’t 
really know why books and magazines from those years were hit so hard. Some 
theorize a computer virus was used in a deliberate effort to destroy the, then, 
‘recent’ past. That particular theory suggests it was an effort to get rid of all the 
printed evils ranging from evolution to the 1960’s sexual revolution. On the other 
hand, some think it was just a coincidence.” 

“Things were starting to get hot when we left,” Alex said thoughtfully. He 
knew their conversations were recorded. David’s primary job was to help Alex 
adjust and heal, but first hand accounts of history were valuable, too. 

“What do you mean, hot?”
“With the job and food shortages, people were angry, and a lot of them 

turned to religion. The religious leaders could focus the anger, and they often 
focused it on science. Science and technology took away jobs. The governments 
started getting entangled in religious dogma and nonsensical job programs. Escape 
was the main reason I volunteered for the colony.”

“Was there anything specific that angered the religious leaders?”
“Project Sunscreen pissed some of them off pretty seriously.”
“The particle cloud NASA delivered to cool Terra? Why?”
“The crackpot argument,” Alex answered, making his voice sound ominous 

and dramatic, “was that God had meant for the human race to be destroyed by 
global warming. Scientists and the devil had thwarted the second coming, and 
soon there would be hell to pay. Only the devout would be saved. 

“Science and scientists were declared evil.”
“Interesting,” David responded thoughtfully. “I’ve never really understood 

the goals of religious leaders. They’re just too far removed from my reality.
“Unemployment is a very strange concept, also,” David added. 



“Intellectually, I can understand overpopulation resulting in more people than 
jobs, but its difficult to wrap around. The frustrations that must go along with 
unemployment. Plus the psychological sense of uselessness. We knew a lack of 
jobs had a big influence, but we had no idea religious leaders were blaming 
science for unemployment.”

“Think about it. Without science and technology, you need a lot more 
manual labor,” Alex said. 

Changing the subject, Alex said, “There was also a lot of debate about 
rewriting the history of the U.S.-Iraq war. The NeoCon Patriots were leading the 
crusade, and they were supported by a lot of churches.”

“The U.S.-Iraq war? There were attempts to rewrite it?” 
Alex smiled sadly. He had given that particular situation a lot of thought in 

his previous life. “They used the same old, pathetic, standard lines. They weren’t 
actually rewriting history, they were simply correcting it. And if they were 
rewriting history, there were precedents, such as World War II, and the European 
invasion of North America in the 1500s. Anything to confuse the issues.

“The emotional hook some used was an us-against-them ego trip. The evil 
elitist liberals were opposed to the true U.S. history, because they wanted the U.S. 
to be seen as weak. Other religious leaders claimed people reinvented themselves 
everyday and the United States should be given the same opportunity. I personally 
found the whole argument nonsensical, but there were a lot of people supporting 
it. The idea of history being rewritten was a big part of why I left.”

David’s eyebrows had lifted and his eyes had widened. Some historians 
theorized the U.S.-Iraq war was a myth. Most information about the war had been 
destroyed, and what was available was contradictory. Also, he had never heard of 
the NeoCon Patriots before. Alex could corroborate the war’s existence, and 
provide new details. 

“Who were the NeoCon Patriots?” he asked.
“Neo-conservative, religious right-wingers. A crackpot group of people 

who bloody well thought the United States was perfect and should never be 
embarrassed. And with an ulterior motive. Groups like that always seemed to have 
a hidden agenda.”

“Were there a lot of groups like that?”
Alex thought about this. “Yes and no. There were permanent think tanks 

with quaint names like ‘The Pollution Research Institute’, which sounds like good 
thing, but they were funded by corporate polluters and their real purpose was to 
block pollution laws. Then you had the more direct, short-term groups, which 
always popped up just before elections with a specific goal, like making abortion 
illegal, or doing battle with the theory of evolution.” 

“Your politics must have been very strange.” David empathized.



Alex smiled wryly. “Stupendously self-destructive would be a better 
description. In 2040, if you didn’t have money you couldn’t influence the 
government. Only corporations and the very wealthy had a say in government. 
Every once in a while you would hear somebody talk about the need for a 
revolution, but nothing ever came of it. Which is another reason I joined the 
Aztech’s colonists.”

“Elected officials,” David said thoughtfully. “We tend to think of them as 
the equivalent of evil Amish traders, people who tell their customers what they 
wanted to hear and then sell them spoiled goods. That was the primary argument 
for developing a draft system.”

“I can understand your reasoning,” Alex said, “but the idea of drafting 
people into a government office for two years seems really rum to me.”

“I suspect you’ll get used to it. Who knows, you might get drafted some 
day.”

“God! I hope not.” On a subconscious level, Alex still associated being 
drafted with being forced into the military.

“It’s considered an honor. Draftees are known for being well-balanced and 
having integrity,” David responded, and then thought, They also have a have a 
tendency to be a little boring, which is fine. It’s basically what we want. And 
pretty much eliminates ‘you’ as a potential draftee. 

“Was this ship’s crew drafted?” Alex asked. 
“No. We’re all volunteers. Over half of our population volunteered, but 

only a small percentage was selected. The space program is brand new. Six ships 
were built, and each crew was selected from the pool of volunteers. Some people 
didn’t last the first month of training, and many were transferred around during 
the ‘Great Training Reshuffle’,” David said, his mind focusing on the Treasure 
Hunter’s ‘first’ second-in-command.

Captain Planck’s demand for Janet Wagner had initiated the the Great 
Training Reshuffle.

Janet had replaced the Hunter’s original science officer after he’d had a 
heated argument with the captain. Captain Planck and First Officer Gilmore didn’t 
get along. The anthrops had equations showing Gilmore’s conservative nature 
would counterbalance the captain’s more adventurous one. Instead, it became a 
competition between two alpha males with very different leadership styles. 
Gilmore had lasted twenty days on the Treasure Hunter. Everyone had been there 
twenty days. With the exception of Chief Wagner.

Chief Engineer Janet Wagner had been temporarily assigned to the Treasure 
Hunter’s engineering section. She had discovered a way to reduce proton flow 
resistance into the expansion chambers, and was teaching it to the other engineers. 
The Treasure Hunter was the last ship scheduled to receive training on her 



technique.
She had completed training the Hunter’s engineers and, coincidentally, had 

been in the Command Center at the time of the First Officer’s dismissal. 
So had David. 
And a shrink and an anthrop. 
A surprise emergency was initiated, demanding an immediate response. 

David and Janet were standing near each other as the argument between Planck 
and Gilmore began, quickly became heated, and then ended abruptly, with the 
captain ordering Gilmore out of the Command Center. 

The shrink and anthrop were in the background, monitoring how the 
command center staff interacted during emergencies.

The captain then proceeded to do the most outlandish, and possibly the most 
intelligent thing David had ever seen. At least in retrospect. He had pointed at 
Janet and said, “You! Take the the position of First Officer! Now!

“I need stats on the enemy ship and advice on its weaknesses.”
A smile formed on David’s face as he watched the open-mouthed 

expressions of the shrink and anthrop. He turned to observe Janet’s reaction, only 
to discover she was already at her post. Her hands seemed to flutter around the 
console and she gave Planck the information he wanted. 

From that point on, she provided Captain Planck with a steady stream of 
unasked for information. It did seem she was providing what he wanted, because 
he didn’t say another word to her throughout the rest of the exercise. As it turned 
out, the Treasure Hunter was the only ship to pass, or survive, that particular 
exercise.

She was only supposed to fill the First Officer’s position temporarily. She 
hadn’t been psychologically approved for the position, but she worked out so well 
with Jon and and the command crew, David decided to override the anthrops and 
support the captain’s request. David took pleasure in their shock and dismay. 

That Janet had picked up six cross-training physics minors at university 
made for an excellent argument in promoting her to First Officer (also known as 
the Science Officer). She also ended up being Chief of Engineering aboard the 
Treasure Hunter.

David’s override had the effect of gaining a little of the captain’s trust. 
Something David wanted. Wagner and Planck worked well together, and David’s 
support made the Treasure Hunter a more efficient ship. The captain had 
complimented him and stated, was a very intelligent decision.”

“That bloody well explains why the crew seems so casual. You’re not a true 
military operation!” Alex said. 

Alex’s observation brought David back to the present. “No. But we can 
defend ourselves. Captain Planck is an excellent tactician and we do have some 



pretty serious fire power.” 

Chapter 4

The two ships traveled together for three days, until arriving at the Angor 
star system. During the trip they communicated frequently, exchanging more and 
more information and coordinating plans. 

Captain Planck had been surprised by Dayah’s suggestion of a joint ‘Cease 
and Desist’ declaration. The Mylons had traded with the Angorans nearly a 
century earlier, but had stopped after a revolution ended all communications from 
the planet. Planck suspected the reason was no longer unknown.

After hearing about the enslavement of the Eden colony, and coming to the 
realization Angor had been taken over by the parasites, Captain Dayah had seemed 
urgent in her desire to join him. Planck thought a joint declaration a good idea. 
Together, they would declare the infection and enslavement of Terrans or Mylons 
as unacceptable. Any future occurrences would meet with deadly retaliation. 

The joint announcement might sabotage trade talks with the Riders, but this 
did not bother Captain Planck. His focus was on delivering a warning to a world 
of parasites he both despised and distrusted. 

By the time they reached the edge of the Angor star system, roughly fifty 
percent of their libraries had been exchanged. The wiring for the two new laser 
cannons had been installed in the Rescallion, and the cannons had been built and 
tested aboard the Treasure Hunter. It would take two days to mount them. 

A pen pal system had been set up and thirty-two of the crew were scheduled 
to visit their pals on the Rescallion. Small tours of the Treasure Hunter were to be 
given, starting with Jon showing it off to Captain Dayah. 

Deliberately maintaining a loose, relaxed schedule, the ships rested just 
outside the heated exterior of the star system’s peltier layer. For three days the 
crews socialized, worked together on installing the Rescallion’s new laser cannons, 
and mutually learned about each other’s ships and cultures.

Janet was with Alex, in his quarters, answering physics questions.
“Alright,” Alex said, pacing in front of the couch Janet was sitting on, “you 

mentioned polarized light. Something that’s never made sense in reference to 



photons. Photons don’t have north and south poles, and their chargeless by 
definition. And apparently transverse waves are out. What is the ‘current’ theory 
on polarized light?

While she paused to gather her thoughts in answer to his question, Alex 
noted she appeared a little flushed and that her nipples were slightly erect. Deep 
inside his brain, orders were given for the release of a wide variety of chemicals 
which prepared him for sexual activity. 

Alex sat down in a chair opposite her. This silly futuristic clothing does 
nothing to hide an erection, he thought. All I bloody well need is a measuring tape 
sewn onto my zipper and a quaint little sign on my forehead that reads ‘horny’.

Taping into the computer, Janet mentally turned on the vidscreen in Alex’s 
quarters. A blue background came up on the screen, followed by an overlay of 
light green magnetic fields aligned with one another.

“Well, in our model, polarized light requires a polarized medium. The EM 
wavelets, or quanta, passing through a medium with strong magnetic or electric 
alignments have to match those alignments, or the light waves can’t pass through. 

“For example, the electromagnetic, or, more accurately, the thermal fields 
of these crystals,” she said pointing at the vidscreen, “are internally polarized. 
Some of the misaligned light is reflected and some gets converted to heat. But 
what’s left is aligned, and passes through the crystal. 

“Think of quanta as bits o’ kinetic energy passing through the 
electromagnetic field. The energy itself isn’t polarized, but the medium it’s 
passing through is. When it passes into, say the air, or empty space, with lots of 
free and loose thermons, the polarization alignments get passed on, too, from one 
thermon to the next. This is called polarized light.”

On the screen, a small section of the crystal’s surface was magnified, 
showing curved, onion skin-like layers of thermons around atoms and molecules. 
Looking closer, Alex noted each thermon absorbed, and then released, pulses of 
energy. Pulses coming from other thermons,

“That’s rather remarkable. Thermons can be polarized, and transport 
wavelets having the same electromagnetic alignments?” Alex asked.

“Yes,” Janet said, leaning forward and putting her hand on Alex’s shoulder, 
as she pointed with the other. “But look what happens when the light leaves the 
crystal.”

The screen shifted to the opposite side of the crystal with the polarized light 
leaving. This angle showed thermons outside of the crystal, floating freely and 
shifting to adjust to the alignment pressures of the EM pulses. As the kinetic 
energy traveled outward, it shifted the thermons’ magnetic alignment to match the 
polarization of the previously compressed thermons.”

Alex was busy noting the mother-of-pearl effect on her fingernails, and the 



warmth of her hand. 
Very aware of Janet’s hand on his shoulder, he turned his head to her and, 

in a slightly strangled sounding voice, said, “The waves aren’t transverse, but they 
do transport magnetic and electric patterns.” A strained, “Bloody remarkable!” 
concluded his efforts to speak.

Without thinking, Janet leaned forward and softly blew in Alex’s ear. As he 
finished speaking, he turned and their eyes made contact. They looked into each 
other’s soul and saw longing. Kissing with a heated passion, his hands moved to 
under her shoulders and he gently dragged her over the top of the sofa, their 
nerve-endings thrilling at the other’s touch. 

Physics has never been so exciting, Alex thought.
Alex moved slowly, unsure of the norms for courting rituals. It had been a 

long time and he felt clumsy and out of practice. After Janet removed her uniform 
he had fewer doubts, and things went much more smoothly.

She had a dancer’s body. Lean and taut, with small breasts and pointed 
nipples. As his hands ran over her body, and she explored his, he couldn’t believe 
his incredible good luck at becoming involved with this beautiful woman from the 
future. 

Actually, you’re from the past, a small part of his mind whispered.
The first time they made love that night, both of them orgasmed quickly. 

The second time went much more slowly, and she had surprised him with a few 
muscle control techniques he had never even heard of. 

She’s experienced and artistic, he thought with great pleasure, and a curious 
sense of pride by way of association.

Chief Cooper was in the gym hammering away at a punching bag with a 
variety of blows and kicks. He was in a charged and confused emotional state.

Striking the punching bag fiercely, Cooper focused his attention on a new 
source of stress and irritation, Janet’s sudden infatuation with the new salvage 
passenger. It was annoying, and he was certain it wouldn’t last for very long. I’m 
sure she’ll get bored with him soon enough, but it sets a bad example for the rest 
of the crew, and it’s insulting to me personally. The whole thing is disgusting!

It wasn’t that he wanted her. He didn’t. Her beliefs and behavior were too 
childlike, too simplistic. But having had her once, his ego couldn’t support the 
idea she might want someone else. Particularly someone of lessor value.

Janet is being unfaithful, he stormed silently, not even bothering to examine 
the thought, but simply focusing on his anger, his rage, and slamming the 
punching bag with several vicious blows and kicks. On a subconscious level, he 
blamed her for involving him with a Homo sapien. That she might be sleeping 
with the creature, somehow contaminated him retroactively. Cooper felt soiled by 



the thought of Janet being with a Homo sapien. He considered this another 
example of her inferior belief structures

And then, there were these space-faring aliens. Cooper doubted they were 
truly intelligent. Certainly, they didn’t have souls. He had excused himself from 
the first contact mission, stating he wanted to review the battle, and ordering 
Tonya to take his place. 

In truth, Arthur Cooper was terror-stricken. The crack in his self-
confidence, caused by losing a fighting match to the captain, grew. There was a 
sense of panic deep in his core. He read the panic as fear and responded without 
thinking.

Cooper habitually turned his fear into anger. It was a survival tactic and 
very useful in the Quarantine Zone. Here, he had no immediate threat to defend 
himself against. There was only the punching bag. 

Chief Cooper kicked the punching bag hard at chest height. He knew most 
Homo Sentients had little interest in the art of hand-to-hand combat, but was 
astonished so few on the ship had an interest. He personally believed this was 
problem that went much deeper than a simple lack of interest. Cooper thought the 
‘Mad Scientists’, as they were often called in the Quarantine Zone, had gone soft. 
Worse, many with Aspergers could never survive on their own. Without care, they 
would simply curl up and die.

The captain doesn’t have that problem, he thought.
Beneath his contempt, Arthur Cooper had a grudging respect for the 

captain. He had noted Captain Planck had superb tactical abilities and belonged at 
the helm of a battleship. According to his psych profile, he had the ability to 
create unusual solutions to battle problems, giving him the edge of surprise during 
any engagement.

He was even good at hand-to-hand combat, with surprise again included as 
a successful strategy. Cooper had been embarrassed and angered by his own loss to 
the captain. 

He hit the bag hard, his fight with the captain replaying in his mind, as it 
often did.

It had not been satisfying a match. 
Stepping onto the mats, the man had shifted from clumsy and floppy, to a 

graceful efficiency that bordered on elegant. This had been the first surprise 
during their hand-to-hand bout.

The second surprise had been the captain’s ability to, seemingly, take any 
attack and turn it to his own advantage. During a fight, there was no time for 
conscious thinking. Cooper relied on pre-thought out strategies and a series of 
fighting habits. Because of his experience, he had assumed an easy victory over 
the clumsy, gangly Captain Planck.



His early blows were planned to take the captain out quickly. But, they 
were constantly being blocked or redirected. After the initial encounter, Cooper 
had broken away, giving himself a moment to regroup and plan a new strategy. 
He then shifted to his second preferred attack program, with the same results, 
except this time Cooper was surprised by a foot striking him in the temple, just 
before he lost consciousness. 

Cooper stopped hitting the punching bag abruptly and looked momentarily 
confused. A fear, long hidden deep in his subconscious, unsuccessfully tried to 
surface. The thought, What if Captain Planck can think faster than I can? never 
came to consciousness, though it continued to exist in the deeper recesses of his 
mind. Instead, Cooper came to realize he truly hated Jon Planck. 

The fact that he couldn’t get a decent fighting match from anyone, except 
the captain, supported his theory the ‘Elites’ were soft. As a consequence, they 
were undeserving of his respect. 

Homo Sentients had won the war through default. Some unknown person 
had released a sterilizing flu virus into the world’s population, and Homo 
Sentients had the science to develop a vaccine. If they had allowed their enemies 
to simply die out, they would have been the undoubted victors. 

But, in typically weak fashion, they had shared the vaccine and allowed 
their enemies to live. Cooper believed this was an incredible blunder. This kind of 
idealism would lead to their self destruction. 

All religious leaders in the Zone had rewritten history, telling their 
followers God had defended them against the Mad Scientists, and on judgement 
day He would punish all evildoers and enemies of the faithful. (Cooper had been 
briefly fascinated by the incredible variety of histories created regarding the 
vaccination.) 

The more time Cooper spent with the Mad Scientists, the more frustrated he 
himself became. People in the Zone lived with an intensity he had never 
experienced in his native culture. He suspected it had to do with their willingness 
to display emotions. By comparison, Homo Sentients were emotionless robots. 
The Religious lived with passion, while the people of his own culture lived with 
intelligence. 

He firmly believed he had combined passion and intelligence within 
himself. God had helped him evolve into a superior being. 

While undercover in the Quarantine Zone, Cooper had joined a religious 
group that allowed for some science, particularly when it came to weapons. 
‘They’ would never have allowed a weakened enemy to survive and their 
philosophy of self-discipline and personal destiny suited his own personality. He 
had agreed with everything they espoused. It was as though their religion had been 
designed for him.



It was called the Church of Good Will and it wasn’t a soft religion. It was 
founded on the principles of self-discipline and enduring hardship. Of God and 
will power. A popular proverb in the church, “You make yourself strong. God 
makes you stronger,” had attracted him. Intelligence wasn’t defined in this 
religion as book learning and memory. Instead, intelligence was based on using 
the Good Will bible to explain the experiences God presented to you 

Reverend Goodwill had started the church. And, he was on the ship today, 
stored in cryo with three other salvage passengers. God’s Messenger had written 
the Goodwill bible. This bible didn’t promote rote memorization, but it did 
provide rules of conduct. Rules that separated it from other religions and which 
made it, and its followers superior people, and closer to God. Cooper had been 
proud his religious beliefs. 

Learning Reverend Goodwill’s location, Cooper had made certain of his 
assignment aboard the Treasure Hunter. Cooper had heard God’s voice tell him to 
seek ‘God’s Messenger’, and everything had gone smoothly until they took David 
hostage. At that point, he had decided it would be safer to keep them in cryo. 
Safer for them.

Arthur Cooper had daydreamed of leading the quarantined into a time of 
true superiority. It would start by correcting the error made so many years ago. 
He would have both the Amish, and anyone with a ten percent or higher 
Aspergers' count, destroyed. Of course, all the false religious groups would have 
to be destroyed after he used them. He planned to save a certain number of 
scientists and technicians for technical support in his new world order, but no one 
with Aspergers, and only those willing to support his new religion.

There would be one religion. His religion. The Elite would once again learn 
the lessons of self-discipline and enduring hardship. His religious followers would 
learn to accept a technical education. Life would be easier for some, harder for 
others.

But those dreams were on hold and none of it would happen until he 
figured out how to deal with the aliens. He needed the Reverend Goodwill’s 
counsel! 

Jon was finally able to send an anti-grav message, updated to include first 
contact with the Mylons. He had included a brief description of the Ants and 
named the Greggors as another sentient race endangered by the Ants. Energy 
restraints limited details, no matter how tightly he encoded the information.

The return message gave him a belated permission to travel with the 
Rescallion, and sent congratulations on a successful first contact. His strong 
disapproval had been noted. He was given permission to make a “joint” statement 
with the Mylons to the Angorans, and he was not required to initiate any 



negotiations, but was asked to leave the door open for possible future negotiations.
Additionally, he was to find out all he could about the Mylons and the 

Greggors. Captain Planck was to make contact with these civilizations and 
promote an alliance, based on trade and mutual defense against the Ants. 

Planck had already done some research. The library information sent from 
the Rescallion included some general information about the Greggors. 

The Greggors were xenophobes. They were a race who wanted nothing to 
do with other sentient life forms. They feared their own culture would be 
overwhelmed by alien influences. They also blamed the Mylons for an invasion of 
Robots on their homeworld. The only evidence supporting this claim was a Mylon 
trading ship, which had left an hour before the invasion, and a day earlier then 
originally scheduled.

Trading with a single Greggor colony had continued, but it was done 
secretly by the government, and without the Greggor population’s knowledge. 

They traded for technology. Technology that supported slower-than-light 
space ship technology. Over time, the Mylons had come to assume the Greggor 
government, or a component of the government, was attempting to rebuild and 
understand the Robots’ technology. It was definite the Greggors were using 
repaired Robot ships for transport to their colony worlds, and they had started 
building an entirely new one on a barren moon inside their own solar system.

It’s curious the Robots never developed faster-than-light travel, Jon thought.

“What are you doing eating my pecans?” Janet asked as she made coffee. 
Jon, sitting on a stool at the counter of her kitchenette, said, “I like pecans, 

and you never use them. I’m keeping them from going stale.”
“The reason I never use them is because you’re always eating them. You do 

know your going to have to transfer your quota of nuts and berries over to my 
account,” Janet said, her scowl exaggerated. 

Jon smiled at her scolding. “Transferring the nuts makes sense, but I need 
my raspberries.”

“Well of course transferring the nuts makes sense. Your always over here 
eating them.”

A quizzical expression came over Janet’s face. “Why don’t I ever see you 
eating pecans at your place?”

The pecans aren’t as good over at my place. They’re kind of flat and 
they’re not as much fun.”

“They are the same pecans!” she responded with wide-eyed amusement.
“Yes. I know it’s a little strange...”
“You’re strange,” she said mischievously.
Smiling back, he continued, “but it’s simply more fun to eat pecans over 



here.”
“Hmmmm.”
Janet sat down, putting the coffee cups on the counter and pushing one 

towards him.
“Rumor has it your playing matchmaker with Tonya and Patrick?” Jon half 

asked, half stated.
“Patrick’s a nice guy, and I have the impression Tonya would be much 

happier with a boyfriend in her life.”
“Tonya will probably be the dominant partner in the relationship. Will that 

bother him?”
“I don’t think so. Patrick’s a very pleasant young man. He seems 

completely comfortable in his own skin. He’s never had any problems with me as 
his boss. He has a twenty percent Aspergers' rating and you would never know it. 
He’s like the poster child for maximizing your potential.”

Jon briefly considered pointing out that Asps had limitations and couldn’t 
achieve the same level of personal evolution as nonAsps, but quickly reversed 
himself. It was an habitual response he was working on changing, partly due to 
Janet.

He and Janet had discussed the subject a few weeks ago. In response to 
something Janet had said, he had replied, “You do know Asps have a real problem 
achieving the upper levels of the needs pyramid?” 

She had tilted her head and looked at him quizzically. “From a spiritual 
perspective, we’re all equal, regardless of personal evolution. Maslow’s hierarchy 
of needs is a guideline, not the rule of law. Everyone takes their own path in 
evolving, and we all evolve at our own speed. 

“Personally, I think some the Asps on the ship are far more evolved than 
some of our nonAsps.” 

This statement had shut him up, and given him a topic for thought. She was 
right, of course, and it gave him a rationale for eliminating, or at least weakening 
his prejudice against Asps. And his ego-tripping at the expense of Asps. The two 
always went hand-in-hand.

Becoming aware of a prejudice, or any problem, was the first step in 
resolving it. He had been aware of his prejudice for awhile, now that he was on 
the ship. As an academic, he had been able to surround himself with, ‘normals’. 
He had completely insulated himself from individuals with high Asps ratings. His 
rationale for this behavior was that people with Aspergers simply required more 
energy than he wanted to give up.

Life on the Treasure Hunter, however, had forced him to reexamine this 
behavior. He simply couldn’t avoid dealing with them. Some of his senior staff 
were Asps. Thankfully, they weren’t as bad as he had expected. 



Another concern was that, as captain, he had to be above these kinds of 
prejudices, and treat all of his crew with equal respect. Janet’s comments about the 
spirituality of Asps had provided a reasonable argument for treating Asps as 
equals. He hadn’t made the transition quite yet, but he was getting there. 

Jon shifted the conversation to another topic. “How’s your new boyfriend?”
“Kind of sexy. And I’m enjoying watching him discover the novelties of 

our world.”
“Vicarious living?” he asked, lifting his eyebrows.
Janet chuckled. “In a sense. It is fun seeing the world through his eyes.”
“There is more to the relationship? Yes?” 
“Yes. I know a relationship can’t last if that’s all there is going on. There 

are conversations, and his perspective provides a lot of food for thought. And he’s 
a great cuddler. 

“But to be honest, it may not be long term. I’m not good at long-term 
romances. He is a nice guy, and if I can help him transition into our world, that’s 
a good thing. For the short term, I just enjoy spending time with him. He’s... fun.

“And he is fairly good in bed. Some very interesting techniques! For 
example, he’s introduced me to making love in front of mirrors. He is a little 
faster and rougher than I like, but I’m training him. And for now, his roughness 
is... also novel.”

Jon shied away from this topic. He was glad Janet’s sex life was fulfilling, 
but he didn’t want to know the intimate specifics. 

Janet noted his face shifting towards stoic. “I know you get embarrassed 
when I talk about sex, but I still don’t understand why? It’s a perfectly natural 
body function. You’re comfortable talking about the ‘spiritual’ aspects of sex, of 
your philosophy of sharing your orgasms with the God/Goddess/Universe. Why 
not the specifics of sex?”

Jon’s brows furrowed as he examined and assembled his feelings and 
reasons. His head tilted to one side as he thought. Speaking slowly, he said, “Well, 
there’s the thing where I don’t want to walk around with sexual images of you in 
my head. I am a guy, and those kinds of images set off chain reactions. I enjoy 
our friendship and I don’t want sexual images of you in my head. As long as 
we’re talking theory, and not the actual practice, I’m comfortable. 

“And then there’s the other thing,” Jon added. “It’s about intimacy. The 
more people you talk to about an intimate experience, the flatter and less intimate 
the experience becomes. It’s kind of like processing frustrations with your 
counselor, ...”

“Like you ever see a counselor,” Janet said, and rolled her eyes.
“Once you’re done processing,” Jon continued, “the feeling has been 

released. The intensity of the feeling is gone. 



“By sharing lovemaking experiences with outsiders, and feelings of love, 
it’s no longer an intimate experience. I really like the intense feelings of a 
romance, and if talking about it weakens the feelings, I’m just not going to talk to 
about it. Keeping the details a healthy romance secret, well, its... just much more 
intense.”

Janet tilted her head, and looked at Jon thoughtfully. “Hmmmm. That has a 
ring of truth to it.”

“Well, consider that you can actually destroy a romantic relationship by 
processing it to death with a counselor.” This hadn’t happened to Jon, but it had 
happened to a close female friend, back on Terra.

“You and I share a lot of secrets,” Janet said seriously, “and the trust behind 
those secrets does act as a bonding mechanism. Horrifically, you may be right.”

Janet had been impressed with Captain Planck before she had met him. She 
had heard rumors from the counselors of an outrageous captain who kept coming 
up with new solutions to problems the shrinks and anthrops had decided were 
already solved. The counselors had been greatly amused. 

For Janet, she was pleased to have someone she could laugh with and who 
could play advisor/mentor. She often asked about his various adventures and life 
lessons. At first, he had been a little shy about sharing his experiences, but her 
continued prodding and genuine interest had loosened him up. Prodding was often 
needed with males until they got in the habit of sharing. After he loosened up, she 
found him to be a treasure trove of useful experiences and life decisions.

 
Arthur Cooper no longer wanted to smash his counselor’s head into a wall. 

He had just left her office.
While in her office, Caitlyn observed he looked tense.
“Well, of course I’m tense!” he responded. “I’ve got four alien parasites in 

cryo and a bunch of aliens who want to visit our ship. Why wouldn’t I be tense?”
She had tried coaxing him into talking about his feelings, but at this point, 

he had to lie. Cooper had to keep his fear of aliens bottled up. If he expressed it, 
she would know, or at least suspect, he had lied to the screening counselors, and 
his psych profile was inaccurate. If she believed these things, he would be 
subjected to a reevaluation. He would be relieved of duties until they were 
finished, it would be time consuming, and there was always the possiblity 
someone might see through his lies.

Instead, he asked her for help with relaxation exercises. Yes, he thought. 
She’ll feel complimented I asked for help and it will shift her focus.

Falling into the lie, he felt more relaxed. Cooper told her he felt 
overworked, as though he had too much responsibility (not that he was frightened 
of aliens).



She had been empathic and then sympathetic. Just the way he wanted her.
“Are there any medications available that would relax me while I’m on 

duty,” he asked.

Alex and Janet were visiting the Mylon ship. They had been invited for a 
tour by Kesh, and afterwards were going to stroll around with no specific plans, 
and explore. The Rescallion had four separate parks, one museum, and a large 
number of saloons.

Alex was in a state of awe, and had been since they left the ship. Inside the 
transport, he could look out through the window. He could see the stars, and the 
Rescallion, an alien space ship. He turned to look at the Treasure Hunter as they 
moved away.

What a strange looking ship! he thought. Nothing like the early rockets. 
More like a flying saucer. 

Alex shifted his attention to the alien ship they were approaching. It’s air 
lock and landing bay were incredibly large. Huge amounts of food and materials 
must move through there.

After landing and disembarking, they strolled through the Rescallion’s 
corridors. Alex took Janet’s hand. He was very aware of the skin-to-skin contact 
and longed to take her in his arms and kiss her. Weak self-discipline, combined 
with a strong curiosity, overpowered his desire.

A few days earlier, Alex had expressed an interest in the Rescallion, and the 
two decided to take a tour of the ship. Janet, having already been aboard, had a 
contact who was willing to play the role of tour guide and host.

The next day Janet told him Kesh would meet them in the Rescallion’s 
museum. which both Janet and Alex thought an odd thing to have in a space ship. 
Certainly, the concept had never been considered for the Treasure Hunter. As they 
waited for Kesh, they viewed an array of animals.

Janet asked Alex, “Have you noticed they’re all on four legs? With the 
exception of flying creatures and fish, all the animals are four-legged.”

“Good point. Nothing like a Tyrannosaurus Rex, or for that matter, gorillas. 
Do you think the Mylons were their planet’s first species to stand upright?”

Janet responded, “When we ask Kesh why they have a museum, we can ask 
him that, too.”

“You notice they’re not using skeletons. Everything is fleshed out,” Alex 
said. “I wonder how sure they are about color and proportions?”

Kesh approached, and after greetings, Janet asked about the museum. 
“The Rescallion is over a hundred years old. It was originally built ‘before’ 

faster-than-light speeds. It was meant to transport Mylons to other planets for 
colonization over a period of generations. With that in mind, a museum was 



included in the design, to provide future generations with a sense of their home 
planet’s history. 

“After faster-than-light speeds were developed, the Rescallion was 
retrofitted, but keeping the museum seemed like a good idea. In spite of faster-
than-light travel, the descendants of the original crew still live and work aboard 
the ship.” 

Kesh and his two human acquaintances continued to wander the museum, 
with Kesh answering their questions. Alex was fascinated by the alien.

“Were Mylons the first species to stand upright on your home world?” Alex 
asked.

“There was another race, called the Kelites, descended from reptiles,” Kesh 
answered. “They walked upright, but they became extinct.”

“Why aren’t there any of their shapes on display?”
“Their bodies and skeletons were all burned! The only records of their 

existence are drawings and written descriptions. Most people don’t know about 
them. I only came across them because of my anthropology studies.”

“Burned? On purpose?”
“We were at war with them,” Kesh said matter of factly.
“You destroyed an entire race?” Alex asked, his face showing shock. Janet 

put a hand on Alex’s shoulder.
“It is not as though they were important,” Kesh said, conveying confusion.
Janet squeezed her nails into Alex’s shoulder and whispered into his ear, 

“We’ll talk about it later. Be nice.”
Alex swallowed his self-righteous anger and forced himself to be friendly.
Afterwards, Kesh invited them to a meal. Most of the food was safe for 

human consumption. The Mylons were basically carnivores, but there were fruits 
and vegetables for the animals aboard, and a few Mylons had developed a taste for 
them as an occasional side dish. Janet and Alex had been told to avoid the 
vegetables. They contained an enzyme which would cause vomiting and diarrhea.

At the cafeteria, the humans requested their food be cooked, while Kesh ate 
his raw. There were no forks or spoons. Mylons ate with their extended 
fingernails, or with knives. 

Alex discovered he liked the snake with sauce dish. It tasted like barbecued 
chicken, but tangier. He considered marinading chicken in lime juice to get the 
same effect, should he ever barbecue again. Janet found her fish had a strong, 
pungent oily flavor and an odd crunchy texture. She decided this was a dish she 
would not try a second time, and started nibbling off of Alex’s food.

The conversation drifted from subject to subject, then Kesh asked “Alex, 
what are your spiritual beliefs?” 

Janet’s attention became sharply focused. She had already mentally flicked 



her implant to recording mode, per Arthur’s instructions, but she was more 
interested in what Alex would say. She wondered if she should advise Kesh 
spiritual beliefs were considered a private matter. 

“I don’t actually have many spiritual beliefs, Kesh. Both my parents were 
agnostic. We never talked about religion or spirituality.”

Kesh was confused. When he had asked Tonya about religion, she had 
replied with very clear answers. Alex’s response seemed completely out of 
context. He had not asked about Alex’s parents and the Rescallion’s translator 
didn’t understand the word agnostic. The word did not exist in the Mylon 
language.

“I think Kesh is asking whether or not you believe in an afterlife,” Janet 
said, remembering Tonya’s description of her conversation with Kesh. “And if so, 
what kind of behavior would promote a good afterlife.”

“It’s not something I’ve thought very much about, Alex said, feeling a little 
defensive. “Religion and spirituality have never been very important in my life. If 
anything, I’m against religious beliefs. I can appreciate some of the ethical lessons 
church’s sometimes taught, but generally speaking, I see religious beliefs as myths 
and superstitions.” 

“But, I understood developing your spiritual beliefs was a rite of passage in 
your culture,” Kesh said.

“Alex is a special case,” Janet interrupted. “He was stored in a cryogenics 
unit for over two hundred years. He went into cryo before the Science-Religion 
war, before our culture evolved into what it is today.”

Kesh looked at Alex strangely. “Is this true?”
“Yes. When my ship left, before faster-than-light travel had been 

developed, it took decades, even centuries, to get to another star system. We used 
cryogenic tanks to hibernate until the ship reached its destination. Things went 
wrong, and I ended up being in a cold sleep for over two centuries. 

“The Treasure Hunter rescued me.”
“That must make your life very interesting. So you have never undergone 

the rite of passage into adulthood?”
“No. Actually, this is the first I’ve heard of it,” Alex said with a frown. It 

occurred to him he might not be considered an adult by some of the Hunter’s 
crew. It’s only a label. Don’t worry about it, he thought, they also have you 
classified as a Homo sapien. Big deal! “I’m an agnostic. I don’t know there is a 
God, but I don’t know there isn’t one.”

“Alex,” Kesh said, “are you saying you have no spiritual beliefs?”
“None that I know of. I’ve certainly tried to avoid them.”
Kesh decided Alex was spiritually confused. He felt sympathy for the young 

man, but it was not his place to comment.



“What about ethics and morals?” Janet asked hopefully.
“I have plenty of those. Don’t lie. Don’t steal. Don’t hurt other people. Do 

a good deed a day. But none of that is about life-after-death. Those are principles 
for supporting a healthy lifestyle and a healthy society.”

Janet relaxed a little. Like Kesh, she was slightly appalled at the idea of a 
person claiming they had no spiritual beliefs. She knew a few individuals who had 
chosen to be atheists, but they had still developed a code of ethics in their 
spirituality class.

Alex had done something similar, she concluded.

A few decks above Kesh and his two alien guests, four of the Hunter’s crew 
were exploring what appeared to be a neighborhood. Two story buildings made 
contact with the ceiling above and overlooked the main pathway. 

They were fascinated by the architecture. One crewman was pointing out an 
odd structure when a metal object hit him in the shoulder. Objects began flying at 
them from both sides of the street. They were being bombarded by neighborhood 
residents.

“What the hell’s going on?” one asked, just before being hit in the head 
with a scrap of wet food.

“Lets get out of here! Head back to the corridor!”
 The four ran, continuously barraged by what appeared to be trash. Two 

were bleeding, but the wounds were minor.
Ensign Patrick Shelton was one of the crewmen bleeding. He had never 

experienced physical violence like this before. Patrick had led a very sheltered life 
and he was shocked by violence. He had been told this adventure would be fun. 
This was not fun. What did we do? Why do they hate us? kept echoing in his 
mind. 

Patrick was glad he hadn’t invited Tonya to come with the group. He had 
planned to, but was now glad she had been busy. He was starting to like her and 
did not want to see her get hurt.

In his quarters, Security Chief Arthur Cooper dreaded what was to come. 
Aliens would be on the ship, and he would have to interact with them. He would 
have to show manners and communicate with the soulless captain, as preparations 
were made to return the parasites to their home.

I have to get control of myself, he thought. He had finally concluded turning 
his fear into anger wouldn’t help. Anger would just make his fears obvious to the 
rest of the crew, or at least to the counselors. Arthur Cooper did not want the 
counselors discussing him.

Bracing himself, he swallowed two pills he had gotten from Caitlyn. They 



would calm his fears and leave him feeling mildly euphoric.
He headed for the docking bay to meet Captain Planck and Captain Dayah. 

Cooper would be checking out last minute details before the prisoner return. He 
would be forced to meet the alien ship’s captain for the first time. He 
programmed himself to treat her as a human, to imagine her as a human in alien 
costume. Cooper mentally rehearsed his greeting to the alien, hoping to minimize 
his time with this ‘seemingly’ intelligent animal. From his drugged perception, he 
viewed the upcoming meeting as a play. 

Arriving in the docking bay, Cooper was stunned by the reality of the 
female Mylon, in spite of the drug. Approach them. Remain calm, a voice in his 
head advised. Feeling a sense of calm wash over him, he moved toward the two of 
them.

“Good morning, Captain. Has everything been going smoothly?”
Planck turned his head in response and smiled. “Good morning, Arthur. 

Yes. So far there have been no problems. 
“You haven’t met Captain Dayah yet, have you? Captain Dayah, this is our 

head of Security, Chief Cooper.”
Turning to the Rescallion’s captain, Cooper extended his hand stiffly and 

said, “A pleasure to meet you. I hope the return goes well.”
Su Dayah turned to the Security Chief. Planck had explained an extended 

hand was a symbolic offering of peace. By showing there was no weapon in the 
hand, the person was proving there was no immediate threat. Curiously, she had 
an urge to attack this particular human. Something about him, a trace smell, 
slightly agitated movements, defensive eyes, something at the subconscious level 
suggested nervous prey. Prey could not be trusted.

I can’t very well just attack him and rip his throat out, Su thought, but I 
don’t have to trust him.

Su extended her hand, repulsed by the thought of contact with someone 
who behaved as prey. 

Cooper was equally repulsed, for obviously different reasons. During the 
handshake, it was all Cooper could do to keep from turning and running. Her 
palm was soft, but the texture of its skin was rougher than a human palm. 
Remaining calm, he ignored the desire to jerk his his hand back.

“Greetings, Chief Cooper. Thank you for your hope,” Su said, pulling her 
own hand back. She then turned to observe the prisoners, relieved to shift her 
attention away from the Security Chief.

Planck was smiling. He was amused with Su’s verbal response to Cooper’s 
“hope” the return went well.

Turning his attention to Captain Planck, Cooper said, “I’ll make sure the 
prisoners are loaded safely onto the transport.”



“Understood,” Planck answered.
After assuring the transfer of prisoners went well, Cooper left the docking 

bay and impulsively decided to go for a walk. This was unusual behavior for the 
security chief. Normally, he would be reviewing the morning reports, something 
he gave a high priority. Taking a walk on a whim was significantly out of 
character. Cooper found himself standing in front of four cryo-chambers holding 
an earlier group of salvage passengers.

Yes, the voice in his head advised. You will need help.

 The transport moved into the planet’s atmosphere, preparing for a landing. 
Inside, Captain Planck asked Captain Dayuh, “What happened?”

“Some of my more emotional crew members decided to cause trouble,” 
Captain Dayah answered. “Many of the crew have lived on the Rescallion their 
entire lives, with family ties going back three generations. It has become a large 
family-based community and many crew members lack the objective self-
discipline they should have. 

“I apologize. The attack should not have happened.”
She didn’t mention her worries. She wondered, If the Rescallion’s old 

captain were still alive, would the attack have happened?
The Hunter and the Rescallion were in stable orbits above Angor, and the 

two captains had been given permission by the local government to land and 
deliver the four Riders. Janet was piloting the transport and Kesh sat beside her, 
while the two captains sat in back discussing the situation. A second transport 
carried the unwilling alien prisoners and four security techs. 

“Apology accepted. But why were they angry? Why did they attack 
members of the Treasure Hunter’s crew?”

“Fear,” she answered. “We’ve never had aliens tour the Rescallion before. 
You are the first alien race to be openly friendly. Some of the crew, a small 
number, believe you have a hidden agenda. Most of the suspicious live in that 
neighborhood and actively support each others fears.”

“We have no hidden agenda. We are explorers looking for new friends and 
information and lost colonies.”

“I can guarantee the leaders of my world will share the neighborhood’s 
suspicions. I trust you, but I have first-hand experience with you.” I know how 
naive you really are. 

The issue of your leaders will have to wait, Planck thought. “How do we 
deal with the issue at hand? Should we stop visits to each other’s ships.”

“I do not believe we need to go to that extreme,” Dayah said thoughtfully. 
“Many of my crew enjoys spending time with yours, and are fascinated by your 
culture and ship. I believe we can simply make the ‘neighborhoods’ off limits to 



visitors.”
Janet was amused by the thought Planck and Dayah sounded like a husband 

and wife talking about their children. 
Kesh had the same thought, but his feelings were surprise and mild horror. 

He was completely aware of the effect Captain Planck had on female Mylons and 
that Captain Dayah was obviously attracted to him. He had maliciously enjoyed 
the idea of Dayuh being distracted and frustrated by the Terran captain. The idea 
she might actually energize with the alien horrified Kesh. He and other members 
of the Rescallion's crew had been having disconcerting dreams. Kesh had 
nightmares of the two captains mating with one another. Others had less 
frightening dreams of the two.

This disturbed him, as did Captain Dayah’s decision to exchange 
information, and then to accompany the human captain to Angor. Each decision 
by itself was reasonable, barely. The combination of decisions, added to the 
dreams being experienced, made Dayah’s activities questionable. 

Are her actions based on sexual attraction? Kesh wondered. Is her mating 
with Captain Planck symbolic of the library information being exchanged, or is it 
more basic than that? Should we be sharing so much sensitive information with the 
Terrans? Is she competent to captain the Rescallion? 

Planck thought about Su’s suggestion of making living areas off limits. His 
crew was also enjoying the experience, and from the corner of his eye, he had 
noticed Janet’s body stiffen at the suggestion of canceling visits. “Alright. We’ll 
make the Hunterliving quarters off limits to your crew, as well. It hadn’t occurred 
to me, but some of my people might be uneasy with strangers wandering around 
outside their quarters.”

“You should take a look at this,” Janet interrupted.
The viewscreen showed a city in decay. The tops of many buildings had 

caved in, or had fallen into the canals below. Other buildings were leaning. Su 
stood to get a better view out the window. As she did so, she leaned in, pressing 
her right breasts against Jon’s shoulder.

He held his breath briefly as her touch and smell aroused him. Her nipples 
burned into the skin of his shoulder. He remembered her words, “I trust you.” A 
nice compliment. Apparently, she trusts me enough to be comfortable with physical 
contact, too. With an effort, he refocused his attention on the decaying city. 

The Riders weren’t colonists, Planck realized. They were conquerors. They 
weren’t caring for this planet, they were sucking it dry. Their method of 
conquering might not be based on warfare, but the end results were the same. This 
world was being stripped of its resources by creatures with no concern for it. 

Greed and short term thinking, he thought. And it is entirely possible that’s 
just the way the Riders are designed. The old argument of genetics or training. 



Would they even choose to change, if they can? 
After landing, four techs remained with the transports. The ‘diplomatic 

party’, Su Dayuh and Jon Planck, and their Rider captives, were guided to the 
meeting place. Their guides did not speak to them, but used gestures to indicate 
they should follow. The guides were froglike creatures who seemed quite 
comfortable walking upright on long legs and webbed feet. Their heads and 
mouths were proportionately smaller than a Terran frog’s, more human-like, but 
still streamlined for moving through the water. 

The outside of the auditorium was in disrepair, but as they entered, the 
inside seemed clean and well maintained. Dayah and Planck stood side by side at 
the center of an auditorium, surrounded by hundreds of frog-like individuals 
crouching off to the sides. Planck paused before speaking, considering what he 
would say. 

Janet and Rhonda had found a way for the human hosted Riders to release 
their sperm/eggs without killing the host by drowning. Green had told them of the 
four Riders’ frustration at not being able to reproduce. Janet and Rhonda had 
gotten together and dug out two scuba tanks and masks. A simple solution with 
the right equipment.

Jon hadn’t known about the effort until after it was completed. Surprise and 
slow, grudging approval had been his reaction. The two had simply taken on the 
responsibility and provided him with the results after they finished. He hadn’t 
planned on doing the Riders any favors, but the TSEP council did want a friend, 
not a foe. In spite of his mixed feelings, their actions supported long term goals. 

“We are returning four of your people,” he began, speaking loudly to the 
audience. “With their return, we also give them a way to reproduce, to extend 
their families.” This announcement brought muttering, croaking noises from the 
audience, and Planck hoped it signified approval.

“We bear you no ill will, but understand this. Any efforts to infect another 
human, or members of the Mylon civilization, will result in a full scale war. We 
value our people and we will not allow you to take them from us.”

The response was silence.
Dayah took her turn. “We also value our people. While we are unaware of 

any efforts by the Riders to infect Mylons, we are appalled by your actions against 
the Terrans. We join in their warning. Never attempt to infect either of our 
peoples again, or there will be a final retribution.”

The crowd made muttering, croaking noises for several minutes. Planck felt 
they were talking to one another, not to their guests. Then, one of the Riders in 
front of Planck and Dayah stood up.

The creature made various croaking noises which were translated by the 
Treasure Hunter. “We have heard your words, and we thank you for the return of 



our children and their future children. You may leave now without fear of 
retaliation.”

Standing there, Planck found himself unwilling to leave, as though the 
mission were somehow incomplete. With a flash of insight, he blurted out a 
question. “What information do you have about the Ants?”

“None,” the Rider responded. “We are aware of the Ants, but they have 
never harassed us. Now leave us! Your presence is disruptive. We have the future 
of our children to discuss.”

The Rescallion and the Treasure Hunter were heading for Leezon, the 
Mylon colony world. Planck was aboard the Rescallion, drinking something like 
coffee in Captain Dayah’s quarters.

“I’m telling you, there is a reason the Ants don’t attack the Riders’ ships,” 
he said excitedly.

“Space is infinite,” Su responded, calmly. “We were unaware of the Riders’ 
invasion of Angor. The lack of Ant attacks on Angorian ships may simply be 
coincidence.”

“Maybe, but I think its worth investigating. Have you considered my 
request for a Mylon ambassador? It could help in convincing the Greggors to join 
an alliance.”

“This is premature. My world has made no decisions to support this 
alliance.”

“But they will. It’s in their best interests and they will want the anti-grav 
beam communications technology.”

Captain Dayah had shared roughly fifty percent of her library. Captain 
Planck had matched the amount, withholding some key technologies, and a 
random hodge-podge of bulk information, to maintain the balance. 

“You already stated you would share the anti-grav beam technology,” Su 
said with exasperation.

“I said we could exchange the information in our libraries. You’ve withheld 
fifty percent. So have I!”

“There is information I cannot share without the explicit permission of my 
leaders,” Su said, clearly frustrated.

Jon paused. After finding out Su had initially sent over only twenty-five 
percent of their library, he had hesitated in sending the anti-grav beam 
information. He sent them twenty-five percent and then matched her with each 
exchange of information. The whole process had begun to feel like a distasteful, 
manipulative dance. The anti-grav beam technology was not a weapon, but a 
communications device. There was no reason to withhold it, except as a reward 
for good behavior.



A question began to form in his mind and he put it away for later review.
“I’ll send over the information you want after I’ve returned to my ship,” he 

stated, having come to a decision.
Su looked stunned. “Why?”
Jon smiled discretely. He always enjoyed it when Su was surprised and he 

truly enjoyed her directness. And, he appreciated the fact that she, too, seemed to 
enjoy surprises.

“You want it. I agreed to share it. By sending it over, I’m keeping my 
word, which is a very important behavior in my culture.”

Su frowned at him. “It is an important behavior in my culture as well, 
Though many of our leaders seem to have forgotten. Thank you.” 

“We could still use a Mylon ambassador,” Jon said, winking at her. He had 
recently discovered winking made her laugh, and it was a good way to break 
tension. 

Su glared at him, and then released her purr-like chuckle. Jon smiled 
broadly. He especially enjoyed the chuckle. She was just so cute when she did it. 
He suddenly realized he was feeling a heart-yearning for the alien female. 

“Very well,” she said. “You will have your ambassador! For all the good it 
will do you. The Greggors will probably attack you when you enter their space.”

“I’m optimistic by nature. The Greggors may not be nearly as bad as you 
think, and even if they don’t want to join an alliance, they may be willing to share 
information.”

“Information. That is the real reason you want to contact them. You are 
obsessed with gaining information!”

“We’re explorers. It’s the whole point of exploring!”
“The Greggors will need something to get their attention,” Su advised. 

“You cannot simply show up offering friendship and good intentions. It will be 
seen as a sign of weakness. You must offer them something, while communicating 
a position of strength. Offering them your library would be like offering them 
your exposed belly for slicing and dicing.”

Janet was talking to David and Arthur in the conference room when Planck 
and Dayah walked in. Arthur looked bored. The table they were sitting at was 
designed to seat ten comfortably, though generally only three to six people ever 
sat down at once. The three were clumped at one end of the table.

With a little surprise, Jon realized one end of the table had never become 
habitually used. Instead, usage seemed to change randomly. Jon immediately 
suspected Janet. She never sits in the same seat twice. I’ve seen her ask people to 
trade seats. 

As the two captains entered, they heard Janet say, “You need a name for 



that.”
“A name for what?” Planck asked, moving to the empty seat at the end, 

while looking more puzzled than usual. Su sat next to Janet.
“For our sense of shame and embarrassment in keeping the people of 

organized religions quarantined,” Janet said, turning her head to address Captain 
Planck.

Jon was immediately sorry he had asked. This was a subject people didn’t 
talk about. No wonder it didn’t have a name. And he especially didn’t want to get 
into this with Captain Dayah at the meeting.

“Last night,” Janet continued, “Alex asked me how I felt about keeping 
religious people in quarantine. Normally, we avoid talking, or even thinking, 
about the Quarantine Zone, but with salvage passengers and colonists, it’s been 
coming up lately. So, I did the standard little embarrassed shuffle we use in 
explaining the situation.”

Captain Dayah sat quietly, listening intently. 
“And then Alex states, quite solemnly, we need a name for our feelings. 

That, as a culture, this is going to come back to haunt us if we don’t deal with it. 
And the first step is to identify our feelings, which means giving them a tag name, 
like quarantine guilt, or religious remorse.

“I suggested divine depression, and once we started laughing, it was 
downhill from there. We kept coming up with goofier and goofier names and 
couldn’t stop laughing.”

“That’s the second time Alex has come up with an intriguing idea. He’s 
thinking outside of ‘our’ box,” David commented. 

“When was the first time?” Janet asked. 
“Yesterday. We were talking about the Ants and he said we needed to 

destroy the queen, maybe the entire home world. That should cause their 
organization to collapse.”

“That is an intriguing idea,” Chief Cooper commented. He was tired of 
hearing Janet talk about Alex, but this idea had some potential.

“A queen,” Planck repeated. “The concept opens up all kinds of 
possibilities. They developed space travel technology somehow. There must be 
some kind of intelligence at work.”

“Let’s do brainstorming. And ask Alex to join us for this meeting,” Planck 
continued. “How do we defend ourselves against the Ants? We can’t vent half our 
fuel every time we get into a battle with them. Besides, they’ll figure that tactic 
out in short order. 

“What are their weaknesses? How can we defend ourselves? How can we 
attack them?” Planck asked.

“Computer bring up vidclip one,” Chief Cooper said. An image of their 



recent combatants during battle came up on the vidscreen. 
“As you can see, our lasers had very little effect on their ships, but worked 

well as a defense against their torpedoes. The proton-oxygen explosion caused far 
more damage then our lasers did. Their hull seems to be heat resistant, but 
explosions still cause damage.”

“What do we know about the Ants?” David asked. A corner of the vidscreen 
went blue in preparation for a list, per his mental command.

“We know they don’t use lasers and do use torpedoes,” Cooper said.
“We also know they don’t seem to communicate ship to ship with radio 

waves, or any other EM wave technology,” Planck added.
“I’m listing a seeming lack or avoidance of EM wave technology,” David 

said. The words formed on the blue section of vidscreen.
Captain Dayuh wondered how he was doing this.
“We know they don’t attack the Riders’ ships,” Janet said.
“Do we know it?” Dayah asked.
“No. We don’t,” Cooper responded. “We have no first hand information. 

The Riders could have been lying to us.”
“Or, they could have been telling the truth as they know it,” Janet 

suggested.
“Alright, if we assume that’s true, then the question comes back to ‘why’. 

Why aren’t Riders’ ships attacked?” Cooper asked, staring at Janet, daring her to 
answer the question. She was unaware of him, lost in her own thoughts.

“Darzin!!” Planck and Janet exclaimed simultaneously.
Cooper paused thoughtfully, secretly confused and irritated by their 

simultaneous outburst, then asked, “How do we test the theory? How do we get 
hold of some darzin?” 

“Lets talk about those topics later. We should stay focused on brainstorming 
weaknesses,” David suggested.

At that instant, Alex poked his head in through the door. 
“Hi! I was told to report here?”
“Come in, Alex,” David said. “Have a seat. We’re brainstorming about Ant 

weaknesses. We liked your thoughts of a probable Ant queen, and we’d like you 
to join.”

Captain Dayah wondered how Alex had been called to the conference room. 
There had been no requests to the computer, and no one had left the room.

“Okay,” Alex said, shrugging. He had no idea what brainstorming was. In 
his time, the concept had almost disappeared, replaced by a hierarchical ‘follow 
your orders’ philosophy.

“What else do we think we know?” Planck asked.
“We know,” Dayah said, “that outside of their own territory, they typically 



travel in packs of three. Within their territory, it is common for ships to travel 
alone.

She had everyone’s attention, except Alex’s. 
“We also know,” she continued, “they are selective about the ships they 

attack. They prefer cargo ships carrying equipment and rarely attack military 
vessels, unless they are escorting a cargo ship. They take heavy equipment, and 
anything metallic. They rarely take simple electronics. And, they use people as 
both slaves and food. We have video of them using people for both purposes.”

For a moment, everyone, except Alex, sat wide-eyed and silent as the 
information sank in. People were food, and the Ants apparently had no respect for 
sentient life. Alex was not surprised because he had neither an implant nor a 
translator, and didn’t know what Captain Dayah had just said.

David broke the silence by saying, “I’m going to list that as two separate 
observations. Primary interests- people and heavy equipment. Little interest in 
electronics.”

“They’re not suicidal,” Planck said. “They’ll run away, rather than die 
fighting. They have a sense of self-preservation.”

Dayah added, “They will commit suicide if they think their ship is going to 
be captured. They will blow it up.”

“We need to investigate one of their ships, somehow,” Cooper said.
“Agreed!” Janet responded. 
“I’d like to capture one of their ships before we go to Greggor.” Planck said 

thoughtfully. “I’d like to have information available when we approach the 
Greggors.”

Captain Dayah gave Planck an odd look. “That would be a remarkably 
dangerous thing to do. No one has ever captured an Ant ship.”

“A giant can of bug spray,” Alex thought aloud. “You need to get a giant 
can of bug spray inside one of their ships.”

Everyone turned to look at him, and the room became very quiet.

Shortly after a conversation with Tonya, Kesh sought out David. As the 
ship’s lead counselor, Captain Planck had recommended David as the resident 
expert on human behavior. He had already provided Kesh with some enlightening, 
thought-provoking conversations. 

“David,” Kesh said diplomatically, “you may be able to help me. Is it true 
everyone aboard the Treasure Hunter has a computer-controlled implant in their 
head?”

David was puzzled by the question. “No. Each member of the crew, 
including the captain, has a comm-link implant, but we control the comm-links 
and the computer, not vice versa.”



“Thank you for clarifying that.”
A few hours later, he approached Janet. “Janet, I was wondering if you 

could help me to understand your comm-links?” Kesh asked. “What is it they do?”
She shrugged casually, “Sure. Primarily, they are used as a way to tap into 

the ship’s computer and get answers to questions, or for more detailed research. 
We can use a portion of the ship’s memory for personal organizers and diaries. 
And we can send messages through the computer... though generally we prefer 
face to face conversations.”

“Does your computer screen the information for you?”
Janet tilted her head, vaguely aware she was imitating Jon, and thought 

about this. “No. I can deliberately screen information with the design of the 
question, but the computer doesn’t make those decisions. I do.”

Kesh was unconvinced. If the computer knew he was asking questions, it 
could be tailoring the answers he was given. Captain Dayah’s concerns were well 
founded.

Captain Planck and Captain Dayah were in the conference room. She had 
spoken with Kesh earlier and received a verbal report. 

“Jon,” Su said, “how much control does your computer have over you?”
With a small amount of pleasure, Jon realized he was prepared for this 

question. David had brought up Kesh’s misunderstanding of comm-links, and 
later, Janet had reported his interest in them. Planck had decided to do some 
research using library information shared by the Mylons.

His search started with comm-links and ended with the Organic Computer 
War. One hundred and fifteen years ago, the Mylons had almost been taken over 
by one of their supercomputers. Mylons had taken a different direction in 
developing computers. They started out using living brains. 

According to the Mylon encyclopedia, their first primitive computer was 
part of an artificial limb. The brain of a rodent was cleared of memories and 
retrained to help control the limb. It received simple communications from the 
person’s brain, and gave more complex, habituated orders to the muscles it 
controlled. 

Soon, animal brains were being bred for a variety of purposes, with some 
brains reaching the size of a small house and having amazing memory and 
organizational abilities. There was nothing artificial about their intelligence, 
however. 

Eventually, the technology was developed to access one of the larger living 
computers by way of radio comm-links. They were cruder, but still similar to the 
ones used by the Terrans. Mylon scientists promoted the technology as a form of 
telepathy and described the system as the next evolutionary step. They were 



unaware this computer (and others) had a sense of self-awareness, a desire for 
pleasure, and no understanding of ethics. Mylon ‘experts’ had said the computers 
were incapable of self-awareness. 

Within five years, twenty-five percent of Mylon’s leaders had comm-links 
attached. In its sixth year, the ‘telepathic’ computer came to understand its 
capabilities. Over years, it learned to manipulate information. Then, it discovered 
how to stimulate pain and pleasure using the comm-links.

Lacking ethics or morals, the organic computer developed a psychopathic 
mindset and became interested in experimenting with Mylons as a form of play. It 
also succeeded in setting up its own research programs. ‘Volunteers’ for these 
programs were implanted with new comm-links, allowing the isolated brain to see 
and feel, and to use their bodies as direct extensions of itself. 

The war started abruptly, after the Mylons discovered what was happening. 
Thirty percent of their population had, to one degree or another, fallen under the 
living computer’s control. A Mylon named Fi Rashtaw became a world hero by 
figuring out how to jam the creature’s radio signals.

The creature was slain by multiple stab wounds from its own security 
guards, soon after the jamming began.

The Mylons still used organic computers, but these were now genetically 
and surgically altered to destroy any sense of self-awareness or individuality. 
After the war, and because of the organic computers ‘volunteer’ program, an 
overwhelming prejudice against direct computer links developed. No Mylon 
would even consider having a comm-link installed directly into their brain.

This also explained Dayah’s urgency in joining the ‘Cease and Desist’ 
declaration on Angor.

“I thought you knew,” Planck said, responding to her question. “I am an 
extension of the computer. It has complete control. The entire crew is controlled 
by the computer.” 

The surprise in Su’s eyes immediately suggested he had taken the joke too 
far.

“I’m joking. Calm down. I was teasing you!”
Suddenly, Jon found himself lying on his back, with the wind partially 

knocked out of him. Su was sitting on him, her hands pressing down on his 
shoulders as she looked into his eyes. 

“You have a perverse sense of humor!”
“Yes, I do,” Planck said, putting his hands on her waist in an effort to 

readjust her weight. “I am sorry. I’ll try not to be so perverse the next time I tease 
you.

Good. Save that perversity for energizing me, she thought. The thought 
surprised her.



“The idea of mind to mind communications with a computer is 
disconcerting,” she said

“I read about your organic computer war. I didn’t realize our implants were 
such a concern. For what its worth our computer is completely electronic and is 
not self-aware. Our computers don’t have minds.”

The room’s door slid open, and Janet walked into the conference room with 
news for Jon. Her eyes widened at the intimate position the two captains were in.

“Excuse me,” Janet said, performing a wide-eyed, abrupt about face, and 
leaving the room.

Jon and Su turned back to face one another and continued their 
conversation.

Looking up at Su, Jon said, “We never developed organic computers...”

Patrick Shelton worked in engineering. He was in the Security offices 
reporting an attempt to override the cryo-chambers. Someone had tried to revive 
the four salvage passengers in cold storage.

Shelton knew he was being a responsible adult and crewman, but he was 
also hoping to see Tonya. Janet had told him Tonya was a potential girlfriend. 
Patrick trusted Janet. Through the distance that existed between himself and 
reality, he could see himself and Tonya holding hands. He hadn’t had many 
girlfriends. Unfortunately, she was out somewhere, so he was forced to give the 
report to Chief Cooper. 

Chief Cooper had been friendly and kind after the aliens had thrown trash at 
Shelton and his friends. This actually concerned Patrick. He had heard the rumors 
of Cooper’s prejudice against Asps and Tonya seemed to stiffen whenever he was 
around. 

For several days after the ‘Rescallion Incident’, Shelton talked about little 
else. His processing of the event had become a kind of memory feedback loop. 
When Patrick and his friends ran into the safety of the Rescallion’s corridors, he 
saw the same unusual light fixture he had seen earlier, before entering the 
community. The light fixture became both the beginning and the end of the 
memory loop. It was very easy to get trapped into reliving the experience over 
and over again, and a tad chemically addictive in terms of adrenaline. His 
counselor had helped break the cycle with hypnotics.

Initially, Cooper had hopes of using the man to cause a distraction. 
Unfortunately, it seemed Shelton’s counselor had calmed him down and was 
promoting a philosophy of patience. This had the effect of frustrating Cooper’s 
plans for Shelton. 

These were problems he never ran into in the Quarantine Zone. Now, when 
Cooper brought up the subject, Shelton spoke of the attack as an isolated incident, 



instead of presenting it as a chronic phobia.
Experimenting, Cooper said, “I think one of the Mylons may have been 

tampering with the cryo-pods. The captain doesn’t seem to understand what a 
threat the Mylons are.”

Shelton, his face normally blank and emotionless, looked at the Security 
Chief curiously. As accurately as possible, Shelton said, “Chief Cooper, there is 
no evidence suggesting the Mylons have been in the cryo-chamber.”

“Nobody else sees it. That’s the problem. The Mylons are friendly on the 
surface, but scratch that surface you’ll find evil. Check the library. They’re 
predators by nature. And they have one organized religion they’re all forced to 
follow.”

“Evil?” Shelton asked. He tended to think in terms of good and bad, not 
good and evil. Evil involved intent, and was simply a confusing concept for 
Shelton. He preferred the solidity of science to the slipperiness of philosophy and 
psychology. “How is this related to the cryo-pods?”

“We have nothing in common with the Mylons. They’re different! They are 
evil.”

Patrick noted his own confusion and responded. “I’m confused. I simply 
wanted to report the cryo-pods had been tampered with,” Shelton said. “I don’t 
think the Mylons are evil.”

The last part was argumentative, and unusual behavior for Patrick. 
Something about Cooper was annoying him. Cooper was saying wrong things. I 
should escape, he thought.

Cooper gave the man a look of defeat and annoyance. He had hoped the 
man would be an ally. With a twenty percent A rating, Cooper had felt certain 
Shelton could be manipulated. If it weren’t for those damn counselors, he thought, 
I could wrap half this ship around my little finger. 

“You’re right, Shelton. As Chief of Security, I had to test you. There were 
concerns you had developed a prejudice against aliens,” Cooper said with a 
relaxed air. “You passed with no problems.”

“Thank you, Chief,” Shelton said, his mind focusing on Cooper’s face and 
ignoring everything else. “Desi, my counselor, is helping me to not be afraid of 
the aliens.” 

“Good! And I’ll find out who was trying to thaw out the salvage 
passengers. Thank you for bringing it to my attention.

The differences are what make them evil, the voice in Cooper’s head stated. 
It’s too late, Shelton has already been brainwashed! And, what an easy 
brainwashing it must have been. 

Imitating the programming phrases repeated in training, he sarcastically 
thought, There are no dangers, only opportunities. We have no enemies. Everyone 



is our friend.
Yeah. Right. 
First, there were the Rider parasites, then there were the Ants, and finally 

our supposed friends and allies, the Mylons. The Mylons, who attacked an 
innocent group of Terrans for no apparent reason!

Captain Planck had told him the attack was based on the fear of a few 
individuals, but Chief Cooper knew there was more to it than that. He had decided 
it was possible for sentient life to evolve on other planets. These alien life forms, 
however, did not have souls. This is what made man superior. Aliens were not the 
creations of God, but of the Devil and nature, and as such, were inherently evil. 
Having decided this was true, Cooper now had to gather facts and rationalizations 
to support his belief.

Nature and the Devil were essentially different faces of the same corrupting 
influence. Cooper had worked this out on his own. He had decided wallowing in 
nature was evil. Lifting yourself out of nature was good. He had discovered this 
line of reasoning was also used in the Goodwill teachings, and had been a strong 
factor in his decision to convert.

For example, sex was evil, unless it was used for procreation. Using it for 
recreation was natural, and consequently, evil. Cooper was also able to twist this 
belief into an ego-based disgust for the behavior of others. His contempt of Janet’s 
neanderthal lover was one example. The Torchbearers preference for natural 
selection was another. He was even able to twist his fear of aliens into a contempt 
for the natural. Because of his belief, he ‘knew’ aliens were evil and the human 
race should have nothing to do with them. They weren’t deliberately evil, they 
were simply born that way. 

Cooper thought about what Shelton had said. Somehow, I have to convince 
the counselors the aliens are a threat. Convince them the differences ‘do’ make the 
aliens evil. I will need help. 

Yes, you will, his internal voice responded.

Chapter 5

Shortly after Captain Dayah had left the conference room, Janet entered and 
approached Jon with the information she had wanted to share earlier.

“We can make darzin. I wouldn’t want to mass produce it, but we can make 
the stuff. It may even have some useful medicinal qualities.”

“That is good news. But, for right now, I only want to use it as a weapon.”



Janet’s face became mischievous. She gave the air of the conference room a 
long exaggerated sniff, followed by three short ones. “Well Jon, I believe you’ve 
given a whole new meaning to the concept of first contact.”

“I don’t know what you’re pretending to smell,” he responded with 
exaggerated playfulness, “but I have done nothing wrong. Captain Dayah and I 
were simply having a conversation.”

Janet looked at him and smiled broadly. “Sure. Look, I’m not criticizing. I 
think it’s a good idea. You two have become very close, and you obviously like 
each other.”

Jon became confused. Nothing had happened. He did enjoy Su’s company, 
and he couldn’t deny being sexually attracted to her. Those nipples definitely had 
an effect on him. And he ‘had’ gotten an erection while she was sitting on him. 
But Jon had never consciously considered a romance with her. She was an alien, 
granted, a sexy one, but romance and sex were very low priorities right now. He 
decided to put the issue on hold for later consideration.

His face going stoic, Jon said, “I do like her, Janet, and I respect her. But 
this is hardly the time to start a romantic relationship with the captain of an alien 
ship.” 

Janet firmly believed love helped make a person whole, that too little love 
in your life weakened you, both physically and psychologically. She believed you 
made more intelligent decisions when you were in a healthy state of mind, when 
you loved and were loved.

Staring at him forcefully, she said, “We came out here for the grand 
adventure. Do you think that excludes intimate relationships with other sentient 
beings? Besides, I’ll bet she has a great tongue.” 

Jon’s eyebrows shot up. 
“No and maybe” he responded, a little exasperated. “But I have no reason to 

believe Captain Dayah and I are sexually compatible. I don’t even know if my 
plug will fit into her socket.”

“I’ve done some research,” Janet said, knowingly. 
No surprise there! Jon thought. 
“The equipment is pretty much the same,” she continued. “I’m sure your 

plug is compatible. Her socket has more of an x shape, which might be intriguing, 
and the hair immediately around it creates this cute little bullseye effect. Colors of 
the circles vary from one female to the next. 

“Think of it as exploring new territory. And in a space where no man has 
gone before. You could be laying the groundwork for galactic diplomacy.”

Amidst the flood of double meanings Janet used, the image of various alien 
ambassadors having sex with one another as a way to negotiate treaties popped 
into his mind.



“I’ll think about it,” Jon said with a wary look on his face. He was feeling a 
little overwhelmed. Janet’s descriptions bordered on sounding anthropological and 
abstract, but the imagery had its effect on him. Jon wasn’t sure how to respond. 

She’s creating a question mark in my mind, allowing me to be more open to 
new ideas, he noted with surprise and some admiration. That little mindgamer!

Janet knew Jon was blowing her off. He needed time to think and process. 
She recognized that glazed look in his eyes, and knew he was becoming 
overwhelmed. She also knew him well enough to know it might take him some 
time to ‘hear’ her words, but they would eventually sink in, and he would 
consider what she said. Though it might not be for a day or two. That was just the 
way his mind worked. She’d bring it up again in three days if he didn’t.

“Good enough!” she answered. 

Planck and Dayah were in his office.
“In the last few years, there have been several attacks by Ant ships in this 

area,” Dayah said, pointing to the map on the vidscreen. “This is territory they 
have recently expanded into, and we have started going around it. If you want to 
find a single, isolated Ant ship, this is a good place to look. It’s a narrow strip, 
and you can make a fast exit.

“But I repeat, I think this is a foolish idea. This philosophy of seeking out 
trouble while using the rationale of ‘gaining information’ strikes me as suicidal. 
At the very least, you should allow us to accompany you. There is strength in 
numbers, a fact the Ants understand quite well.”

“Your ship is a cargo freighter. It’s seven times as large as the Treasure 
Hunter and a prime target for the Ants. We’re planning a quick in and out 
mission. If all goes well, we’ll meet you at Leezon in a few days.”

“If you survive, you should get there before we do. You will be taking a 
short cut, while we go safely around.”

 An hour later, Captain Planck sat in the command center looking mildly 
perplexed. He was wondering why the Ants didn’t seem to have anything 
resembling laser or radio technology. He had just researched Terran ants, and 
decided to try imagining what life would be like as an ant. 

Most ants are food gatherers and builders. They move things around, 
manipulate materials, engineer complex structures, none of which has much to do 
with light. Terran ants have eyes, but they can function just as well in the dark as 
in the light. Light might simply not be important to them. Or maybe they pick up 
on infrared? 

He imagined living inside an Ant body. The smells. The feel of moving 
body parts.

Terran ants communicate with smells, and would be more interested in 



things like weight and shape.
Gravity, Planck thought. They would be interested in gravity. Their 

technology could be based on the physics of gravity. Which would explain why 
they were capable of space travel. If they had a good understanding of gravity, 
they would understand antigravity, and explosions. Space travel and torpedoes. 

But how do they communicate ship-to-ship? Gravity beams? That would 
require sending the communications to specific locations.

That’s an assumption!

Aboard the Rescallion, Captain Dayah had her own concerns.
“Pilot,” she said, lay in the course I gave you.”
“But, Captain....”
“This is not a discussion, pilot. We have certain responsibilities. Lay in the 

course and begin acceleration.

“I’m picking up a ship on long-range radar. I can’t tell what kind,” Cooper 
stated. He had already told Captain Planck he viewed this as a suicide mission. 
Planck had simply smiled and said, “It’s not.”

Cooper had no argument prepared for this kind of a response. 
“Considering the territory, we’ll assume it’s an Ant ship. Lay in a new 

course, Charles, I want to be about a kilometer ahead of it before we hail them.”
“You’re going to try hailing them?” Charles asked nervously.
“We don’t know they are our enemies. We only have the word of the 

Mylons,” Janet answered. “We may get along with Captain Dayah and her crew, 
but as a culture, the Mylons haven’t had much luck in making friends with other 
sentient life forms.” 

“We’re going to try and establish a dialogue before we attack them,” Planck 
added. “Stories get distorted over time. There is no way of telling what happened 
during the Mylon’s first contact with the Ants. We can’t make assumptions based 
on a single source of information.”

Charles considered this. In school, his basic psych teacher had drummed 
that lesson into his head. Even if you had three or four people telling you the 
same thing, as in the case of his new Mylon drinking buddies, and all the 
information ultimately came from the same source, it was still a single source of 
information. Regardless of how many Mylons told him the Ants were a threat, all 
their information, and its interpretation ultimately, came from the same source. 
The Mylons.

“Understood, Captain. Course laid in,” Charles responded.
“It’s definitely an Ant ship,” Cooper said ominously.
As the Treasure Hunter moved into position ahead of the ship, Captain 



Planck gave the order. 
“Janet, begin the pulsing sequence. Arthur, prep the lasers and the bug spray 

missile.”
“Thrusters pulsing.” Janet said.
The ship began to shake slightly. First with a single pulse, then with two, 

then three, and so on. The ship and its engines were designed for smooth 
acceleration. They were not designed for gravitational pulsing. At twenty-six 
quick pulses, the ship was vibrating. Janet exhaled as the pulses and vibrations 
stopped. Concern had caused her to hold her breath and tighten her shoulder 
muscles. She exhaled and relaxed, then chastised herself for stressing 
unnecessarily. It was a waste of energy and accomplished absolutely nothing.

“Anything from the other ship?”
“Nothing so far,” Janet answered.
“Come to a stop, and lets see what happens.” Jon stated.
“Decelerating,” Charles said.
“They’ve fired three torpedoes!” Cooper exclaimed.
“So much for small talk,” Planck commented. “Arthur, defend us and put 

the plan in motion.” 
“They’ve just fired another barrage of torpedoes,” Cooper stated flatly.
Planck said, “Arthur, I’m taking control of the defensive lasers. Focus on 

getting our missile over there in one piece.”
The captain began firing a laser and taking the missiles out, one by one.
Three of the Hunter’s lasers, controlled by Chief Cooper, focused on a 

single point at the center of the other ship, and a single heat-seeking missile was 
fired at the hotspot.

As expected, the Ant ship began turning to face the Hunter, blocking the 
lasers’ line of fire.

“Keep us lined up, Charles.” The Hunter maneuvered to keep the lasers on 
the hot spot, softening the hull. Just before the missile made contact, Cooper cut 
power to the lasers. The missile punched through the softened metal.

“Activate the darzin spray,” Planck commanded.
On the other ship, the missile had entered halfway and sealed itself in. Its 

head rested in a corridor and began spraying darzin into the ship’s atmosphere. 
After several minutes, all the Ants in the area had fallen from their work stations 
and lay on the floor with their legs twitching. Within twenty minutes, all Ants on 
the ship had succumbed to the effects of darzin.

Outside the Ant ship, one of the Hunter’s transports had attached itself with 
a short tube. Inside the tube was a team of six, wearing space suits. Tonya 
watched as two members of her team finished ten minutes of lasering to get 



through a hatch. The hatch finally fell inward and there was a small whoosh of air 
as the pressure in the tube adjusted to the Ant ship’s. 

“Seal the tube hatch shut.” Tonya directed. “Captain, we’re in.” 
As they entered a darkened corridor, Tonya said “Headlights on, headcams 

on. I want everything we see recorded. You three should head to the rear of the 
ship and collect anything that looks interesting and can be carried easily.

“Sam and Eric, you’re with me.”
They were surprised by what they found in the command center. The Ants, 

about a meter long, were lying on the floor, their legs twitching. It created an 
eerie effect as they investigated the darkened ship, making everyone tense 

Tonya’s headlight showed she was looking at the Ants closely. Each Ant 
had four small tentacles, the equivalent of fingers, at the end of each mandible. 
This explained how they could use tools and operate control panels. The tentacle 
fingers were writhing and quivering also.

Tonya spoke as she stood near one of the Ants with a smell scanner. “Eric, 
slowly pan the room with your headcam and keep an eye out for anything we can 
take with us. Jamie, what have you found back there?”

“A bunch of Ants with their legs flailing around. Makes me nervous.”
Moving to another Ant with the smell sensor, Tonya said, “Understood. 

Hang tight. Any interesting equipment?”
“Nothing we can carry,” came the answer. Everything is attached. I don’t 

think they have personal items.
“I’m thinking the same thing. Laser out some of the smaller equipment, 

then head back to the tube hatch.” Looking around, Tonya focused on a device 
which extended up from its panel. “Sam, cut that thing off at its base and bring it 
with us.

“Eric, give that Ant a thorough scan. The captain wants to know what 
makes these creatures tick. It would be nice to know how the darzin effects them. 
Get fluid samples, and DNA samples, too.”

Planck’s voice came through the comm-links, “Get your butts out of there! 
We’ve got four ships approaching on long-range sensors.”

“Alright! You heard the captain. Drop everything and get back to the 
transport. Now!” Tonya bellowed.

The transport landed in the docking bay just as the Ants fired their first 
torpedoes.

In the command center, the captain and Chief Cooper were detonating 
torpedoes with laser fire as fast as they could aim and shoot.

“Get us out of here, Charles!” Planck ordered.
“Aye, Captain.”
The Hunter moved away, accelerating rapidly.



“We’re outrunning the torpedoes,” Charles announced.
“Good,” Planck said, leaning back and relaxing slightly. 
“And the Ant ships are in pursuit,” Charles added.
Bad! Planck thought, leaning forward and tensing.
“Maintain speed and course, and cross your fingers. We may be able to 

outrun their torpedoes, but their ships can always fire more. Lets hope we’re 
faster than they are.”

We’ll get out of this, as long as there is no one in front of us, he thought.
“Tonya, did you notice anything that might give us an advantage during 

battle?” Planck asked over the comm-link.
“No, Captain. There was nothing obvious. Maybe after we review the vids 

and scans.”
“Understood.”
“Captain, we are pulling away from the Ant ships.”
“Thank you, Charles.” 
“Captain, I’m picking up a ship on long-range sensors. We’re heading right 

for it,” Cooper warned.
“Forty degrees to port,” Planck responded.
“That helped, but they’re still closing on us. This one is faster than the 

others. They’ll be ahead of us, and in torpedo range in five minutes.”
A lot can happen in five minutes, Planck thought. No need to panic just yet.
“Rhonda, any information we can use in battle?”
“Nothing, except darzin does kill the Ants,” the doctor answered.
“Tonya, have you come across anything useful yet?”
“Not yet, Captain.”
“Rhonda, switch gears and take whatever darzin is available down to the 

missile room, ASAP!”
“Understood, Captain. I’m on my way.”
“Computer, ship wide alert. All stations, we’re about to go into battle again. 

Get ready.”
“Incoming torpedoes,” Janet said. 
“I’ve got them,” Cooper reported
“Return fire,” Planck ordered.
‘We’ve got another ship coming at us,” Janet stated.
Planck considered the situation. If we head back, we’ll run into the four 

ships we just left behind. “We’ll have to fight our way out.”
“The ship coming in is a big one,” Janet said.
“Damn!”
“Captain, it’s the Rescallion,” she said, relief in her voice.
There’s a surprise, Planck thought, his eyes widening.



The Rescallion and the Hunter opened fire simultaneously on the single ship 
within range. It exploded violently. 

“Who are you and why did you assist us?” Captain Planck demanded over 
the vidscreen with a broad smile.

Captain Dayah showed her teeth and her eyes seemed to glow with 
amusement. “I suggest we get out of here as quickly as possible, Captain Planck. I 
have no desire to stay in this area.”

“Agreed, Captain Dayah. Take the lead. We’ll play escort.”

After the two ships had parked in an orbit around Leezon, the Mylon 
colony world, Planck went aboard the Rescallion. He had thanked Captain Dayah 
officially by vidscreen, but wanted to thank her personally. His affection for her 
at that moment was immense. 

“Thank you, Su. Your rescue was quite a pleasant surprise,” Jon said. “But, 
I thought we agreed you would stay out of the danger zone.” 

“You agreed. I decided to skim through the area to save time. We’ve done 
it before and we didn’t want you arriving at Leezon too far ahead of us. We just 
happened to keep long-range sensors tuned for signs of battle.”

Looking into her eyes, he had the sensation of falling. “You are a truly 
magnificent woman. Stubborn, for sure, but still, magnificent.”

Su didn’t know how to respond. Compliments had never been a part of 
their relationship, and as Captain, she received very few compliments from her 
crew. Deciding not to argue the point, she simply said, “Thank you.”

“I and Kesh are going down to Leezon soon,” Dayah said. “I will give a 
report and tell them of your plans. I will insist they send an ambassador to your 
ship. I expect no significant problems. The leaders of Leezon are much more 
concerned about the Ants than the leaders on Mylon. It will probably take a day to 
make all the arrangements.”

“Thank you, again, for your help,” Jon said.

Captain Planck, Janet, Arthur, and David stood waiting for the ambassador 
to exit the transport. 

Captain Dayah stepped out, and the group waited for a second Mylon to 
exit.

After a few moments of waiting, Janet asked, “Captain Dayah, where’s the 
ambassador?”

Looking slightly dazed, Dayah explained “I am to be the new ambassador. 
Kesh LeKann convinced the local leaders to foolishly believe I am the most 
appropriate person for the position. He stated I have more experience in dealing 
with Terrans, and Greggors, than any other Mylon. 



“The colony leaders could not dismiss me as Captain of the Rescallion 
without good reason, but they do have enough authority to reassign me to the 
position of ambassador. They strongly support your goal of creating an alliance.”

“What about your ship?” Janet asked.
“Kesh is to be the new captain, Su said in apparent shock. The Rescallion 

will continue on schedule to Titol, and then travel back to Mylon to introduce 
your proposals. After negotiating with the Greggors, I am to ask that we travel to 
Mylon to conclude our negotiations. Only the Mylon government can give final 
approval of the treaty you propose. There is also some concern about the 
information we have already exchanged.”

Staring into Jon’s eyes, she added wryly, “And I am not to provide you 
with any more ‘strategic information’. Whatever that means. I don’t have access 
to the Rescallion’s library anymore, anyway.”

Jon clamped down on a chaotic mixture of emotions as he assessed the 
situation. Part of him was thrilled to see her again. Part of him had already 
accepted their separation, and rationalized it as a good thing, freeing him from the 
distraction of ‘her’. He was also aware, from a purely intellectual perspective, the 
leaders of Leezon had made an intelligent decision.

With a sudden insight as to Su’s own emotional turmoil, Jon reached out, 
and with a formal bow, kissed her hand. “Welcome, Ambassador. Let me show 
you to your quarters. We will attempt to make your stay as enjoyable as possible.”

Su felt some of her tension fade as she realized she would be cared for. 
Looking at Captain Planck with warmth, Kesh’s last words to her surfaced in her 
memory. It had been a warning, and the words echoed in her mind. “The idea of 
you mating with Captain Planck fills me with disgust. You would be wise to avoid 
the experience.”

Janet was visiting. Alex was dictating to the computer. For him, it was a 
novel way to write a paper. The ship’s computer translated his spoken words onto 
the vidscreen in his quarters. He could correct and rearrange it using only verbal 
commands, no typing or mouse required. The software had been available in his 
former life, but only the rich could afford it.

“Well,” she said, lifting her feet from his lap and placing them on the floor, 
“I have a fighting match with Jon in about fifteen minutes. I need to leave soon.”

Alex had briefly focused on her slightly large, well-shaped feet. Her words 
registered and he looked at her, suddenly irritated. He had hoped for a lovemaking 
session later on. “You bloody well spend a lot of your off-duty time with the 
captain. Is there something going on there I should know about?”

Janet looked at him in surprise. Jealousy? she wondered. 
Kissing Alex on the cheek, she said, “No. Jon and I are very, very good 



friends. There’s absolutely nothing for you to worry about.”
“Not wanting to sound whiny, but if you spent less time with him, you 

could spend more time with me.”
Patiently, she said, “You stimulate some parts of me, but you can’t be my 

entire world, Alex. I need other people. I need their stimulation, their ideas. It’s 
the same for you. You would get pretty bored if I was the only person around.”

“Not for a long time. But, it does seem like you spend more of your time 
with him, than with me,” he said flatly. 

“Alex, you are important to me, but it’s not healthy to obsess about my 
relationship with Jon. I recommend accepting what is. You get to share my body, 
our sexual experiences. Jon doesn’t have that. He gets to share my friendship.”

“I just don’t get what the attraction is for a man whose over fifty? What 
could you possibly have in common?!? If there’s not something sexual going on, 
what’s the attraction?”

Janet thought back to when she had decided to become friends with Jon 
Planck. It was a few months after they had left Terra and she was just starting to 
allow herself more free time. The dual roles of Science Officer and Chief 
Engineer had taken up most of her waking moments. 

In spite of being busy, she noticed the captain seemed isolated. Although 
she had issues with Arthur Cooper, when she overheard them discussing a martial 
arts match, she had been intrigued and pleased. The two seemed to be bonding. 
However, after Arthur lost the match, he became cool and distant toward Jon.

This was when it first occurred to her to make friends with him. At the 
time, she thought, The captain has a lot of experiences I could tap into. There’s 
probably a lot of useful info in his head... a lot of real life adventures. He’s not 
the kind of man to just sit around doing research. He’s had physical adventures.

Janet’s curiosity was piqued. Early in life, she had been intrigued with the 
idea of reincarnation and the possibility of carrying around memories from other 
lifetimes. She had never succeeded in tapping into former lives, but was still 
attracted to the idea of carrying around memories from other lives. As an 
alternative, she explored the memories of her friends, reliving and transferring 
their experiences into her memories just before she fell asleep at night.  

Janet had felt a connection to the captain since that first day in the 
command center, when he told her to take over the science station. She had 
immediately felt he was a kindred spirit. An older, male version of herself. She 
had liked him on the spot. Becoming friends with him would be the smart thing to 
do. He would have a treasure trove of experiences.

In community school, she’d had lots of friends, and three close ones. But 
after starting university, she’d had a hard time making close friends. Boys were no 
problem, but actual friendships would start, and then fizzle. 



Once, a lover had confided that she intimidated some people. She didn’t 
actually understand how she, of all people, could be intimidating. 

He responded, “You make some people nervous, as though you can see 
right through them. Not the really self-confidant ones, the ones with less self-
confidence. And guess which ones are in the majority.”

“You can’t seriously expect me to go around believing I have a hard time 
making friends because people feel inferior to me. How egotistical is that?”

“Keep the ego out of the equation. Think of it as a problem to be solved,” 
he answered. 

His theory did make some sense. It fit the patterns. 
“This is why I need friends,” she said with a wild look in her eyes.
The two evolved, becoming friends with perks and providing each other 

with laughs and feedback. Even after he graduated they stayed in touch. 
Janet developed a curious hitch in her smile shortly after she graduated. 

This was approximately six months before she was accepted into the TSEP 
program. She found people seemed much more accepting, and she had slowly 
developed a circle of friends on board the Treasure Hunter she hadn’t been able to 
at University.

Jon turned into a good friend, she thought. 
Returning her attention to Alex, she asked, “Haven’t you ever had a friend 

that you could just relax with? A nonsexual relationship where you could just be 
yourself?” 

“Yes. When I was a much younger man, a teenager really. And he was 
male. No sexual desire involved,” Alex said quite seriously.

Blinking and shaking her head slightly, she said, “Look. Jon isn’t interested 
in me as a lover. I’m his second-in-command. Imagine how weird that would get. 
We’re just good friends. Accept it and get over it.”

Alex wasn’t really sure a man and a woman, a heterosexual man and 
woman, could be friends. He certainly couldn’t think of any from his former life.

“I have to go,” she said again, and kissed him on the cheek, again. 
Well, at least I bloody well get what he’s not getting, he thought before 

returning to his writing. 
Alex had never enjoyed the writing process, but felt especially frustrated by 

a lack of content. Alex tried to ignore the frustrations and clear his mind. These 
people grew up with the expectation of writing a paper on their spiritual beliefs. 
They started thinking about it and preparing for it three or four years in advance, 
around the age of ten. And, they had an entire classroom full of other students, 
plus a teacher, to compare notes with. 

He, on the other hand, had never even examined his own spiritual beliefs. 
I probably would have, if they hadn’t shut down the commune, he thought 



for the third time that day. Alex was experiencing a new phase of culture shock. 
Currently, his subconscious was finding fault with his old culture as a way to 
accept and replace some of his beliefs. He was beginning to find some modern 
customs made more sense. This culture’s philosophy of individuals developing 
themselves to the fullest seemed remarkably intelligent.

How could we have missed that? he wondered. How did we get so caught up 
in a focus on greed and competition?

He had asked about writing his beliefs out longhand, but apparently the 
technology wasn’t available. At least, not on the Treasure Hunter. A tough, 
durable form of paper was available for hardcopy printouts, due to the old fear of 
losing e-libraries, but there were no pens or pencils. According to Janet, most 
people wrote mentally, communicating with the computer via their implants, and 
she couldn’t remember the last time she had printed something out in hardcopy.

With immediate access available through the implanted comm links, she 
explained, printed material was usually unnecessary. 

It was the additional fact that everyone’s journal was stored in the 
computer, accessible to anyone with the right password, that had initiated his 
current bout with culture shock. It was another expression of the lack of privacy 
on the Hunter, and/or their trust in one another. 

Has giving up some of their privacy had the effect of rehumanizing 
everyone. Identity theft certainly doesn’t seem to be a concern anymore.

In his former life, people, himself included, took steps to ensure privacy. 
Cash and bartering helped conceal questionable business transactions. Tracking 
chips were routinely removed from cars and appliances. Scramblers and cloaking 
devices were hooked up to computers and phones. 

Not worrying about privacy is another thing I’ll have to get used to. How 
odd. No more energy put into keeping secrets. 

It occurred to Alex habits and patterns of maintaining privacy used up 
energy. A rather large amount of energy. Energy that would now be free for other 
things.

How very odd! he thought. It means I have more freedom. By giving up 
privacy, I’m getting more freedom? How curiously odd! No, I think its more about 
giving up a worry. Yes. That’s it. It does help if your in an environment that 
supports dropping the concern.

Dropping all my ‘useless’ worries would be really smart. Alex paused, 
wondering if Janet had said something like this before. He had the bad habit of 
spacing out every so often when girlfriends, or anyone, spoke at great length. The 
idea sounded familiar. If she had, apparently he needed to work it out himself. 
The mind is a curious thing. How wonderfully odd!



The Treasure Hunter reached Greggor without incident and was allowed to 
park in an orbit around the planet. Only Captain Planck and Ambassador Dayuh 
would be allowed on Greggor. As second-in-command, Janet had taken the 
captain’s chair in the command center. Tension mounted as several defensive 
missiles and lasers were aimed at them, and two primitive missile-like space ships 
moved into matching orbits.

Charles said, “Those other ships are aiming their lasers at us.”
“Stay calm everyone. They’re just pointing at us, they’re not firing,” Janet 

said. “Let’s not give them a reason to.”
Cooper stood at his station, quietly seething. They were surrounded and 

defenseless, and Janet was in charge. He hated it. Cooper didn’t like taking orders 
from a woman in the first place. Additionally, he hated taking orders from Janet. 
Part of him briefly considered firing on the ships, but it would be an act of 
suicide.

Captain Planck and Ambassador Dayah had been invited to meet with 
Leader One, and were about to leave the ship. The Greggors had provided a small 
airplane-like shuttle craft, flown by remote control, which had docked at the 
Hunter’s multipurpose airlock. The two boarded the shuttle and were told to strap 
in. 

The inside of the shuttle’s compartment was spherical and covered in gray 
padding, with yellow straps for the passengers. The shuttle did not have artificial 
gravity, so the straps were a necessity. The two strapped in, both feeling a sense of 
wariness.

After the hatch closed, a gas filled the compartment, causing the Su and Jon 
to fall unconscious almost immediately.

Jon awoke to find himself confused, nude, and strapped to a long, wide, 
gray-green table. His sight was fuzzy and it was possible he was hallucinating. 
The lizard like face of a Greggor loomed over him. The creature was a head taller 
than the average human, but stood centaur-like on four legs, giving it much more 
bulk. Jon noticed its arms had orange hands with three long fingers and a very 
long thumb.

The room, a well lit laboratory of some sort, was empty except for himself 
and the creature examining him. The room began to spin.

“Where is Captain Dayah?” he asked, ignoring the illusion.
The Greggorian jumped back in surprise. “Ah! You are conscious. I have 

many questions. May I ask, what do these organs do?” it asked, touching Jon’s left 
nipple. “They seem to serve no obvious purpose.”

Jon recognized this translation was not from the ship’s computer. The 
sounds were coming from speakers on the ceiling. He had no interest in discussing 
the subtleties of lovemaking or the sensitivity of his nipples. “They are useless. 



They’re a leftover feeding organ for baby Terrans.” 
“By leftover, you mean you no longer use them to feed your young?” 
“Some do. I don’t.”
“I see. May I ask if you have designated workers who feed your young?”
“Yes,” Jon said, cranky and deliberately giving confusing half answers. 

“The same ones who give birth to them.” He had been drugged, kidnapped, and 
stripped of his clothing. He felt irritable and had no reason to believe this 
Greggor, or any Greggor, was his friend. “Where is Captain Dayah?” 

“The Mylon is being interviewed separately. We may let you see the 
creature, later. 

“The Mylons are our enemies. Did you know that? Why have you allied 
yourself with our enemies?” the Greggorian doctor/scientist asked as he prepared a 
syringe. 

Jon responded as he coldly watched the doctor fill the needle with a fluid. 
“Their ship was under attack from the Ants. We helped in their rescue. After the 
attack, we communicated and developed an alliance.”

“Why would you have any interest in helping the Mylons?” The Greggor 
seemed genuinely shocked.

“It is our tradition to help those in need.” 
The Greggor paused before saying, “Excuse my bluntness, but what an 

incredibly foolish concept. The Mylons cannot be trusted simply because they are 
at a disadvantage. Their weakness makes them less trustworthy, not more. The 
Mylons will steal from you and strike from behind. They must be monitored at all 
times. 

“Is it also your tradition to ally yourselves with the weak and useless?” the 
doctor asked as he approached Jon with the needle.

Jon’s mind shifted into high gear. His answers could determine whether or 
not the Greggors joined the alliance. Those answers might also decide his and Su’s 
survival, and the survival of his ship and crew.

“We prefer to have as many allies as possible in defeating a stronger enemy. 
Without the help of the of the Mylons, we could not have brought you 
information about the Ants’ weakness to darzin.”

“Aahhh. There is some logic to that line of reasoning, providing the Mylons 
could be trusted. That is the fatal flaw in your argument. They cannot. They are 
inferior creatures and should be exterminated.”

“And, of course, you’re completely trustworthy, as shown by your 
invitation and my being strapped to this cot.”

“How incredibly direct. Your innocence and stupidity are not my fault, nor 
the fault of my people. No. Your stupidity is your own responsibility. Perhaps 
these are expressions of your own inferiority?”



“Personally, I’ve always found egotistical behavior, the belief that one is 
superior, to be a weakness. It becomes self-destructive in the long run, and tends 
to lead to over-confidence and isolation.”

“Aahhh. I am about to test your ability to handle pain, Terran,” the Greggor 
responded as he injected the fluid into Jon’s thigh. “We’ll find out which of us is 
overconfident and isolated.” 

Jon felt an odd, warming sensation as the chemical moved through his 
system. Then, his torturer, also designated Assistant Leader and the second-in-
command of Greggor, brought out the electrodes.

Leader One watched the interrogation on a bulky vidscreen in his quarters. 
“Ask him why we should trust him.”

His words came out of a speaker in the room’s ceiling. 
“Why should we trust you?” Assistant Leader asked. “Your allies, the 

Mylons, brought the Robots here. They have been our enemies for over a half 
century. Their alliance with you may be a ploy to attack and destroy us. The 
Mylons are capable of anything.”

“As I understand it,” Planck said, “the Mylons did not bring the Robots to 
Greggor. They found Greggor all by themselves.”

“The Robots arrived immediately after their trading ship left.”
“The Robots destroyed that trading ship before attacking your planet,” 

Planck retorted.
“So they have said, time and time again.”
It is true, Leader One thought, watching the vidscreen. The Mylons had 

claimed innocence for over fifty years and there is debris in orbit, supporting their 
claim the trading ship had been destroyed. Anger at the invasion, and fear of 
Mylon cultural contamination, were used as political tools to unite the population. 
Blaming them for the Robot’s invasion had been natural at first. Then, as the truth 
was discovered, it became an easy lie to maintain for the public, with no serious 
repercussions. 

At the time, there had been no serious repercussions. Leader One suspected 
this might change.

It is curious, Leader One thought, how lies can come back to stab you. 
Perhaps it is time to reevaluate our fears. But how to convince the population a 
long held belief was a lie of political convenience. That the belief had always been 
a lie. A belief I, Leader One, promoted, wanting to believe it, as did most 
Greggors. 

However, it was a lie, and if we don’t join this alliance it could mean our 
eventual destruction!

On the screen, Leader One noted Planck had passed out. Assistant Leader 
could be heard cursing. Too much of the drug must have administered. Pesky 



aliens!

Later, Su and her two attending guards entered a room with numerous 
large, arching windows. From a distance, Su seemed small and remarkably 
graceful, compared to the two lumbering Greggors just behind her. The guards 
shifted to walking upright on two legs as they entered the chamber, wobbling for 
a few seconds as they found their balance. Su noticed there were several guards 
placed around the room as she walked in. 

Outside, the sky was overcast and smoky, with fiery red streaks contrasting 
against the dark gray. Pollution billowed out smoke stacks in the distance. 

The walls of the large room were made up of something resembling pink 
sandstone, and the floor was of a black and white marble. 

The Greggors looked like a cross between an animal and an insect. Some of 
their skeletal structure was on the outside, some of it was covered by muscle and 
skin. There was no hair on their bodies. Most were gray and gray-green in color, 
and many had bright orange spots. They normally had four arms and two legs, or 
two arms and four legs, depending on how they were standing. 

Their faces were lizardlike, generally speaking. Their noses were slits which 
could open and close. Their two eyes were multifaceted and protected by a clear 
crystalline outer shell.

Two figures sat on a red cushioned dais, facing her. One sat with on its rear 
with its back legs extended forward. Leaning forward, its middle limbs supported 
it in an upright position.

The other sat on its rear, also, but lacked the two middle legs, and sat 
balanced with a straight back. This created the illusion of great size. It was eating 
green strands from a bowl with its large elongated fingers. Su quickly realized the 
one eating was significantly older than the others in the room. 

Its ears were at least three inches long and it had developed a pot belly. 
Both were characteristics of old age in Greggors. Old age was a rare achievement 
for members of this warrior race. Su concluded this must be Leader One, the 
planet’s ruler.

Leader One, she remembered from her basic studies, was a title created 
after the Robot Wars and represented a change, or at least an effort to change, into 
a more technologically-based culture. The bulk of the population enjoyed the new 
technologies as toys, but found intellectual pursuits contemptuous. 

The threat of alien invasions argued for cultural changes. Scientific and 
technological research had been promoted as the new frontier, the new battle 
ground. The general population, however, never accepted the idea of an education 
in science as more important than an education in weapons and warfare. “The 
majority of Greggors,” Su had been told by one teacher, “apparently, didn’t want 



to evolve.”
Su stood in the center of the chamber, feeling very alone and isolated. She 

clamped down on her desire to run and hide, and placed her feet shoulder-width 
apart, standing tall and straight, imitating a stance Captain Planck often took, and 
pretending a courage she didn’t feel.

“Mylon, be so generous as to tell us why you are with the Terran?” the 
younger Greggor sitting next to Leader One asked. Assistant Leader was an 
intelligent youth who admired its mentor and had saved its life on four separate 
occasions.

“The Terran has good ideas, and I support his plan to form an alliance 
against the Ants. The Greggors would be wise to support this plan. Unless you 
want to face an Ant invasion alone, forty years from now!” Su said with bravado, 
her courage beginning to feel more real.

Leader One considered her words. It had survived the Robot War fifty years 
earlier, one of the few still alive who could brag of their battles with the Robots. 
The smell of rubberized boots and gloves that protected them from electrical 
blasts, the smell of blood and death, flashed through its mind. 

Leader One had been the first to board one of Robot’s ships. It battled its 
way to the control room and took the ship over, using Robot weapons against their 
owners. This had turned the battle in the Greggors favor and boarding alien ships 
became the goal of every Greggorian warrior.

In the end, they had beaten the Robots. Sixty percent of the Greggorian 
population had been killed. In exchange, they gained advanced spacefaring 
technology and weapons. They had also gained the advantage of a smaller 
population. Resources, scarce for a large population, were suddenly abundant for a 
smaller one. Population control had always been genuine concern for Greggorian 
leaders. 

Slowly, they figured out how to fly the ships. It took much longer to 
develop a basic understanding of the technology and how to repair it. The Robot 
ships did not travel faster than the speed of light, but at nearly the speed of light. 
Significantly faster than than Greggorian ships, but not as fast as the Mylons. 

Some aspects of the technologies were still not understood. Slowly, through 
trial and error, some of the less confusing equipment had been understood and 
repaired, but much of it still remained a mystery.

Much of the confusion stemmed from micro-circuits. The wiring was 
simply too small and confusing to experiment with easily. Much of it made no 
sense until it broke down. And then, too often, the efforts to repair the 
ridiculously small circuits ended in damaging them more than they were before 
the repairs began. 

Meditation exercises were part of the research teams daily routine. It was 



often the only way to keep anger and frustration in check, and to keep from 
destroying alien equipment in a blinding, frustrated rage.

Immediately after the war, a research team was formed to study the new 
technologies. In an effort to understand, team members were instructed to ‘think 
as the Robots thought’. 

A new paradigm, a new way of thinking objectively and of perceiving 
reality developed. This opened the door for new offshoot technologies. The 
process involved dropping one’s pride and emotions. Many Greggors simply 
couldn’t do it. This, in turn, led to a group regarded as the intellectual elite. These 
researchers were both needed and resented. 

Insulted as nonwarriors by the general population, the researchers still 
managed to convince various governments to support the research. Each leader on 
the planet feared if they withdrew support, they would be left behind 
technologically, or be destroyed by the Robot ships now under the control of 
Leader One. 

As time passed, the research team’s successes supported greater research and 
the team became more politically powerful. At present, the Robot Research Team, 
now called the ‘Department of Space Exploration and Technological 
Development’, effectively controlled the planet, much to the frustration of 
hereditary leaders and new regional conquerers. 

The Terrans may provide insights and new perspectives. They may have 
value. Leader One considered these thoughts and whispered to its assistant. 

Su’s ears twitched and pivoted as loud noises came from the hallway. A 
small, limping Greggor scurried into the room from a side door, and whispered 
into Leader One’s large left ear. 

Leader One abruptly ordered, “Guards! Take the prisoner to that corner and 
await further instructions.”

The two on the dais then ignored her, and spoke to one another so softly she 
could barely hear their voices, and none of what was said. 

Again, there were noises and shouting coming from the outer hall, louder 
now. Su overheard the words ‘Orange Emperor’ and ‘demanding’ from the 
passageway. 

“Open the doors,” the old leader ordered.
A huge Greggor entered, walking in on four legs instead of two, and 

followed by six smaller Greggors walking on all fours. Su’s eyes widened in 
surprise at what she believed to be very insulting body language. The orange 
leader seemed openly hostile. All of them were orange in coloring with sporadic 
green spots. She noted spots only seemed to appear on skeletal armor, covering 
their forearms, shins, and back. Su assumed they were related to one another, or at 
least of the same clan. 



“How dare you enter this room on four legs!” the young Greggor on the 
dais stated angrily.

Walking on two legs exposed the softer underbelly of Greggors and 
symbolized trust. To enter a home, or approach a camp site, on four legs had the 
opposite effect, communicating distrust and aggressive behavior. The effect was 
similar to ignoring an offered handshake, but much more insulting.

“It is all right, my intelligent young assistant,” Leader One said calmly. 
“We must forgive our sibling’s foolishness. It has never been very good at 
thinking about the consequences of its actions. 

“Consider the Orange Emperor's untimely arrival during these negotiations. 
If it had given thought to its actions, it would have realized the risk of destruction 
for our entire race. We must be patient, however, for it has proven in the past to 
be a strong and valuable ally.” 

“You negotiate with this?” the Orange Emperor asked with contempt, its 
nasal slits flaring. “A Mylon and unknown aliens? The rumors of your senility 
must be true,” the leader of the orange Greggors said, waving its armored 
forearms around broadly. The direct insult was incredibly offensive. The more 
subtle insults of Leader One were more respectful in Greggorian culture. 

“You misunderstand the situation, my sibling. It is the Terrans, the aliens 
who are unknown to you, with whom I am negotiating,” Leader One stated with a 
touch of haughtiness. “The Terrans have brought us a weapon against the Ants, 
and the offer of an alliance. Is your ego so great, you would risk destroying 
negotiations by entering this chamber on four legs. Are you truly so self-
destructive?”

Leader One had decided to go on the offensive. The timing seemed right. It 
recalled the Terran’s interrogation, and had chosen the words ‘ego’ and ‘self-
destructive’ because they were still echoing in its mind. Greggors thought of ego 
as an old word, rarely used in modern culture. The ego implied individuality, and 
the rulers of this modern culture had learned to mask the desires of the individual 
with a combination of theatrical anger displays and publicly correct 
generalizations. Most Greggorian leaders supported a culture of political drama 
and short-term thinking. It was simply more interesting that way.

Using the old-fashioned word, ego, returned Leader One to its youth, to a 
time of confusion and a culture striving to understand new technologies and new 
ways of thinking. The Robot invaders had been defeated, and captured technology 
was being torn apart and researched. Wild, uncontrolled theories and rumors 
threatened to undercut the self-confidence of the Greggorian population.

Certain leaders of those bygone days had tried to maintain the status quo, 
and their own power. Not understanding the alien technology, they refused to 
support research and then created their own truths. This had only confused the 



issues, and the general population, and succeeded in slowing the development of 
new technologies. 

In response to the cuts in support, researchers called these conservative 
leaders ‘self-destructive’. They publicly accused those leaders of letting their egos 
and their lust for power control their actions, and of putting their individual 
desires ahead of the planet’s safety. These leaders were then cut off from 
receiving updates on understanding Robotic technology. Their mistakes allowed 
the radical, now known as Leader One, to take control of the planet.

Leader One had fiercely promoted a philosophy of learning the Robot’s 
technology and making it their own. In this way, they could protect against future 
attacks and colonize new worlds. Understanding Robot technology had been more 
difficult than anyone had anticipated. The Robot ships were falling into disrepair 
and the Greggorian culture was returning to its ancient traditions. The Robot Wars 
were becoming ancient history to most Greggors, and concerns of another attack 
had faded from memory.

Some Greggors claimed the Robot wars had never happened and didn’t 
believe the ‘Ants’ existed. 

Leader One did not want to become the hypocrite certain leaders had been. 
It had always tried to learn from their mistakes, though some time had passed 
since Leader One had thought about the old regime. His focus had shifted to 
training his replacement.

The orange-colored leader reared up on its two hind legs and screamed at 
the ceiling in rage at the insulting tone of Leader One.

Su’s skin rippled, and she hoped it was only from the cold, clammy air and 
not from the fear threatening to engulf her. She realized with relief they had 
decided to ignore her, allowing for some temporary safety.

“Calmness, my sibling,” Leader One said. “This Mylon has assisted in 
destroying two Ant ships. Can you claim such a victory? 

“Perhaps this conversation can happen in another time and place,” Leader 
One continued. “For now, for the sake of our race, I ask that you leave us to our 
negotiations. Possibly, you could return in ten days.”

The Orange Emperor was furious. The presence of the Mylon during this 
surprise visit had frustrated its political attack and a planned stream of insults 
designed to initiate a war. The Orange Emperor needed a war desperately to unify 
his government and reduce a population that was growing beyond its ability to 
provide food and shelter. War would eliminate the weak and useless, leaving only 
the best, the strongest, the superior.

But it could not discuss politics in front of a Mylon. That would suggest a 
trust that did not exist, could never exist. Nor could it deliberately provoke 
another Greggor while a Mylon was in the room. The threats became laughable 



with such an inferior creature present. With such a low level life form in the 
room, how could anyone call another Greggor inferior. There was nothing he 
could do but attempt to save face by confusing the situation. 

“With respect, I demand the ‘Horitsa Challenge’,” the Orange Emperor 
stated politely.

“You are not serious?” Assistant Leader said. “That challenge hasn’t been 
invoked in over thirty years.”

“Is it not my right to demand new allies be tested? How else will I know the 
value of this Terran ambassador?” the Orange Emperor asked with satisfaction, 
pleased with Assistant Leader’s obvious frustration.

Leader One knew he was trapped. The call for the Horitsa had been made. 
There could be no further negotiations until the Terran had been tested. Realizing 
he had no other options, Leader One began to anticipate the thrill of watching a 
fight to the death. The smell of fresh blood, the excitement of battle, had been 
missing from its life for too long.

“Very well. The Terran ambassador will be tested tomorrow, at the noon 
hour. Please, be our guest here for the night.” 

“Thank you, but we have lodgings for the dark hours. We will return again 
at midday to observe the Terran’s worth,” the Orange Emperor stated. Then he 
turned and stalked out the entrance on two legs, followed by his entourage.

“It was all I could do to keep from leaping and ripping its throat out,” 
Assistant Leader whispered.

“I am grateful for your self-control. Investigate the possibility of having it 
and its guards killed as they leave our territories tomorrow evening. It must look 
as though they had an accident or robbers attacked them.”

“But, that will start a war, and we are not ready.” There were plans within 
plans, and certain kingdoms had sleepers planted to influence their collapse and 
reconstruction. The Orange Empire needed more planning and more sleepers.

Leader One said calmly, “No. We will not advertise their deaths, and when 
asked, we will state we know nothing of their disappearance, but will investigate. 
By doing this, we will not start a war, but their disappearance, and our stated 
innocence, will add to the Orange Empire’s chaos. 

“The Orange Emperor is a fool. It has many weak enemies within its own 
government, who will fight with each other for the throne. It will be several 
cycles before a challenger emerges as the new Orange Emperor. There will be no 
worries of an attack from them for at least two years. And with the proper 
manipulation, they will never be in a position to attack us, but will simply 
collapse from within.”

Leader One turned to face the Mylon captain, flashing back to the 
interrogation of Captain Planck. The Terran was obviously sensitive to pain, but 



had resisted giving permission for the death of his Mylon companion. Leader One 
had been amused at first, but Captain Planck’s continued resistance eventually 
proved most impressive. 

“Captain Planck, you are obviously suffering. Give me permission to kill 
the Mylon and the pain will stop,” Assistant Leader had advised, as he increased 
the voltage. 

Writhing in pain, the captain had managed to gasp a “Fuck you.”
If all Terrans have that kind of self-control, they might be worthy allies, he 

thought
Shifting back to the present, Leader One spoke to Su, saying “Tomorrow, 

your ally will face death. If he dies, you die. Your fate rests with him.
“Guards, take her back to her cell.”
Su had a faint memory of the Horitsa Challenge, and believed it was a fight 

to the death with some sort of Greggorian monster. The threat of “facing death” 
confirmed her memory. 

On the Treasure Hunter, Dr. William Trefant awoke to find himself 
strapped to a bed. He was an obese man with pale, pasty skin covering large 
amounts of stored nutrients. Trefant was in his fifties, with cold eyes and a face 
completely lacking any smile lines. He was disgusted by what he saw. I’m back on 
this ship. With those soulless animals. There isn’t a single pure-blooded white man 
on this ship. Even the captain is some sort of mixed breed. Interbreeding has 
destroyed the human race. 

There were a few on the ship who looked to be pure caucasian, but that was 
just a trick of genetics. They became confused when asked about their genetic 
heritage, and refused to discuss the issue, claiming “racial and cultural heritages 
no longer exist. The color of a person’s skin is of no consequence.” Some of the 
people who looked to be pure caucasian seemed to be stupid. The result of some 
sort of Asperger’s epidemic.

Their ignorance of white supremacy makes it obvious they’re not fully 
human. 

Looking to his left, he saw his wife and son waking up. To his right, the 
Reverend Goodwill, the family’s spiritual advisor and his business partner. 

If only my two bodyguards had survived. Instead of putting my wife and son 
in the priority cryo-pods, I should have put the bodyguards in there, he thought, 
gravely. 

Dr. Trefant defined himself as a business man. His goal was the 
accumulation of wealth and power. Emotions, morals, ethics, all of these had 
nothing to do with business or profits, and were not included in his thinking 
process. Those concepts were for the weak and were tools for manipulating the 



weak. That was the Reverend Goodwill’s department of expertise. 
It was true Dr. Trefant did not allow ethics or morals to interfere with his 

business transactions. Nor did he allow other people’s emotions to influence his 
decisions. However, his own emotions did. Fear kept him from straying too far 
into the world of criminal endeavors and his ego was a strong influence in the 
majority of his business transactions. Business wasn’t about working together to 
achieve common goals, it was about winning, about screwing over the other guy 
to maximize your profits. Ego was the true reason for accumulating great wealth.

In this new world, on this ship, he was a dinosaur. A powerless, impotent 
dinosaur. His only chance was to return to Earth. In spite of everything the 
counselors had said, there must some remnants of his empire, something of value 
he could manipulate into a power base. He had made all the financial 
arrangements before going into cryo.

Somewhere on Earth, there must be riches available that I can use, he 
thought. At the very least, there must be people Goodwill can influence and 
manipulate.

He remembered their previous experience aboard ship, when the Reverend 
had asked if he could hold religious services. That had not gone well. Goodwill 
was bluntly told no one had an interest in organized religion and any efforts to 
organize one would be met with criminal charges.

On the bed next to him, his thin, artificially attractive wife woke up 
dismayed. They told me I would be on Earth when I woke up, she thought. 

Once again, she had awakened to a reality where the servants ignored her 
demands, ignored her, and with these actions, insulted the very essence of who she 
was. These Godless people expected her to care for herself, to carry her own food, 
to bathe herself. She had actually felt a sense of relief in going back into a 
cryogenic sleep. She would no longer have to deal with these uncivilized animals.

She considered herself a hostess above all else, but here, on this ship, she 
was nothing, not even a servant. She had no control, no wealth, no one to act as 
her hands and carry out her instructions. She had no way of impressing people. 
Just the opposite, she was forced to live off their charity as though she were a 
pauper. She had to eat the food ‘they’ offered and sleep in a bed ‘they’ supplied. 
She despised the idea of being a pauper, of needing help.

This is William’s fault, she thought. He was the one who decided to start 
fresh on another planet. He was the one who said our money was running out and 
there was no way to remain on Earth ‘and’ maintain their lifestyle. They would 
sponsor a colony on another planet, with William as the emperor, and the 
Reverend Goodwill as the religious leader.

She warmed and moistened at the thought of Reverend Goodwill.
As usual, William screwed things up. The man can’t do anything right. We 



should never have left Earth.
Next to her, their son Gem was also surprised to find himself awake. He felt 

the restraints first, then opened his eyes to the realization he was on the Treasure 
Hunter again. He was thirty-seven years old, shorter and heavier than his father, 
and hated his parents. 

Gemmy, as his mother called him, hated most people. He stayed with his 
parents because he was afraid to work and jobs were few and far between. He 
wanted and, in his opinion, needed his father’s wealth. The wealth may have 
disappeared, but he needed his parents now more than ever. His friends were 
gone, and everything was different. His father and mother were his only allies, 
which didn’t mean he hated them any less. Changing his behavior would require 
rational thinking, and Gemmy had avoided learning to think rationally. That 
would be too much like his father.

Gemmy had confused adult behavior with the behavior of his parents. Not 
learning to think was a method of avoiding adulthood. It never occurred to 
Gemmy creative thinking might provide him with his own definition of 
adulthood. Such a realization would require a sense of independence, a 
characteristic stripped from him in early childhood by his overprotective mother. 
Gem had never evolved into an adult, but had maintained the stunted emotions 
and behaviors of a manipulative adolescent.

No one had ever explained to Gemmy short-term sacrifices could produce 
long-term benefits, nor was it a concept he had ever experienced. Gemmy’s world 
was one of impulse and reaction. Patience was a habit he had never developed. 
Had he ever considered the concept, he would have classified it as something 
necessary for ‘the lower classes’, but certainly not something to be promoted in 
his own life.

Gem did have the occasional stray thought.
For example, he thought of himself as an artist, though he had created very 

few physical works of art. He often claimed his canvas was human behavior and 
the manipulation of other people his brush strokes. In reality, Gem simply liked to 
see what happened when he stirred up the brew of human interactions.

He despised business and working for a living. That was for the workers. 
The servants. He simply wanted to be taken care of while he explored the world 
and what it had to offer. Having no real role models, this was the creature Gem 
had become. 

He felt disappointment as he realized he was on the ship again. These people 
refuse to let me have any fun, he thought. No drugs, no prostitutes. They don’t 
even have 3DV games! And their food sucks. 

As the Doctor approached, Gem stuck out his tongue and moved it in wider 
and wider circles. He liked to tell people it was an exercise prescribed by his 



doctor, but, in truth, it was simply an attention-getting device that gave him an 
opportunity to show off the length of his tongue (which he’d had surgically 
extended) and the three pieces of jewelry it contained. 

On the fourth table, the Conduit of God awoke. This is how he thought of 
himself. His name was originally James Martin. After finding God, he had 
changed his name to Reverend Martin Money, associating himself with God and 
His powers to make worshippers wealthy. After stealing the church funds, and a 
little cosmetic surgery, he had reinvented himself as the honorable Reverend 
James Goodwill. 

Goodwill had a vision. He saw people combining technology and science 
with religion and and self-discipline. The Good and the Will. Good was a 
reference to God, and will represented both God’s will and self-discipline. 
Technology should be used for God’s purposes, not for shallow entertainment. 
Natural urges represented evil. His official mission in life was to create, not just a 
church, but a community living by his new principles. 

Reverend Goodwill had helped Mrs Trefant transform herself into a better 
person through prayer, an herbal sedative, and by bringing her to orgasm, 
something her husband had never attempted to do. 

For Dr. Trefant, lovemaking, as an art form, did not involve profits, and 
was considered unnecessary. Orgasms were periodically necessary, but only for 
reproduction and as a means of eliminating the distraction of sexual desire. That 
was one of his wifefunctions. 

Dr. William Trefant had experienced sex for the first time too late in life. 
His brain had been fully formed during his first sexual experience, and as a 
consequence, he was unable to ‘learn’ the joys of orgasm. Sexual pleasure, as 
other people appreciated it, was unknown to him. Generally, he believed people 
exaggerated their enjoyment of sex. He sometimes wondered if the lies about 
sexual pleasure were a conspiracy. His own understanding of sex equated it to an 
itch that needed to be scratched. 

Dr. Trefant had been extremely pleased with his wife’s calmer disposition. 
So long as she left him alone, he didn’t care who was scratching her itch. Trefant 
found his wife’s attentions a nuisance, and anyone that kept her busy and out of 
his hair was to be thanked. As long as the situation didn’t embarrass him, it was 
not a problem.

It had been Dr. Trefant’s suggestion they colonize an entire world based on 
Goodwill’s new religion. This was, in part, a reward for making Mrs. Trefant 
happy, which in turn made Mr. Trefant happy. Trefant wanted to colonize a 
world, under his leadership, and the charismatic Goodwill gave him a method. A 
way to control the colonists.

After investigating the Church of Goodwill, Trefant decided its philosophy 



had great potential. His plan to colonize another planet, with himself as Supreme 
Ruler, was still in the early stages. Some minor adjustments would have to be 
made after arrival, but Goodwill understood the necessity and was willing. The 
colonists would have to adjust their expectations.

The passengers aboard the cryo-ship were mostly Goodwill church 
members, with a small number of submissive technicians and engineers thrown 
into the mix. Trefant had made sure no one aboard was too smart or too 
aggressive. He had once told Goodwill, “I want to keep the lights on, but I don’t 
want to deal with a revolution.” By choosing the slow and the meek, Trefant 
could easily maintain his sense of superiority. And his wife would have all the 
servants she could ever want. 

From the Reverend James Goodwill’s perspective, God had rewarded him, 
and his goals, with a church on Trefant’s Planet. Trefant’s plans were 
unimportant, compared to his own. 

But now, the Devil had seen fit to thwart those plans, leaving only the 
Trefants and himself alive. The other passengers had not been worthy in the eyes 
of the Lord. 

Curious, the Lord spared their son. Was it the work of the Devil, or the work 
of the Lord, he wondered. The Trefants will never accept their son as a Devil’s 
lackey. Clearly, it must be the work of the Lord.

Goodwill heard a woman’s voice and looked over. The Doctor was 
speaking to Gem.

“Do that waggling thing with your tongue one more time, and I’ll cut it 
off,” Rhonda said.

 
When Su was returned to her cell, she saw Captain Planck on the floor. The 

guards pushed her through the door and she almost stumbled over him. Briefly she 
stared at the the Terran captain, frightened he may have been seriously wounded. 

Kneeling next to him, she observed he seemed to be paralyzed with tension, 
lying curled in a semi-fetal position, unmoving. She noted his fists were clenched 
and on closer inspection, his entire body seemed to be clenched. Examining him 
more closely, she realized his muscles were knotted up, probably from torture. 
She needed to help repair him, relax him. She had to help make him whole for the 
upcoming battle.

He is a malone, she thought. Or at least he moves like a malone. Lets hope 
he fights like a malone. 

 Periodically, he muttered something that sounded like “Fuck you!” but she 
couldn’t be sure.

It had been a long time since Su felt sympathy for another being, but she 
felt sympathy for this one. She had heard stories of the Greggorian pain sticks. 



Combined with drugs, they could be excruciating. The sooner he relaxed his 
muscles, the sooner he would recover. She had heard of Mylons who had been 
tortured in this way. Some had died from stress, generally in the form of a heart 
attack.

Su considered how she could best heal and restore him. His body appeared 
to be locked in one gigantic cramp. Massage seemed the best course of action. She 
rolled him onto his back and gently, slowly pushed his limbs down, the stretching 
having its own positive effects.

Captain Planck moaned.
Moving to sit cross-legged, she rested his head on her ankles and began to 

massage his temples and scalp, then his neck, which was remarkably tight. After 
massaging his neck and shoulders, she moved to massage his chest and stomach. 

As she moved to his lower torso, she couldn’t help but be distracted by the 
captain’s pouchless penis. In its limp state it seemed to be more a flap of limp 
flesh than a useful sex organ. Refocusing, she rolled him over and massaged his 
back.

Su considered their immediate situation as she sat astride his buttocks, 
massaging his shoulders. They were in a cool, dimly lit, padded room, with small 
windows well out of reach, and a door with no handle. Jon had been stripped of 
his clothes and Su’s shoulder bag had disappeared. There appeared to be no 
immediate escape.

Jon groaned and opened his eyes. He was still in pain, but Su’s efforts did 
seem to be helping. He had been conscious during the massage, but in so much 
pain he couldn’t move or speak. With the elimination of the pain came a strong 
feeling of gratitude. He was a little embarrassed by his nudity, and by the tingling 
in his groin, which would become a full erection if Su didn’t stop soon.

“Thank you. I’m feeling better,” he said. “You can stop the massage. Where 
are we?” He didn’t dare roll over while she was still straddling him. 

 Feeling some frustration at not being able to complete her task, Su replied 
irritably, “On the Greggorian homeworld in some sort of prison cell. The 
Greggors have interviewed me, but have not tortured me. And you’re scheduled 
for a fight to the death, tomorrow at noon.”

Jon cranked his head around to look at her, forgetting all other concerns. 
“Thanks for the update.” Jon considered this. “They knocked us out when 

we boarded their shuttle.”
“Apparently. They’ve searched us, and I’m sure they have searched 

everything we brought with us.”
“I can’t communicate with the ship,” Planck stated, as he sat up 

crosslegged.
“It is my understanding the Greggors jam all radio frequencies on their 



planet. Hardwire communication lines are the only way of communicating long-
range. The various governments like to be able to tap into communications 
easily.”

“That might have been information worth sharing. What about this fight to 
the death tomorrow?”

“I’m not sure,” she answered, concern creeping into her voice. “The Horitsa 
Challenge involves fighting some sort of wild animal. It is supposed to test your 
courage and fighting skills. That is basically all I know about the Horitsa 
Challenge.”

Su moved to sit on the floor facing him. 
“I’ve already experienced some of their torture. This is not the reception I 

had expected,” Jon said, shaking his head. “I assumed anyone capable of space-
faring technology would be more civilized, more open to an exchange of 
information.”

“Being an optimist does have certain drawbacks.”
Jon suspected she was taking an ‘I told you so’ attitude. He refused to bite.
Sitting up, he said, “I guess we’ll just have to be patient.”
“I see few alternatives.”
The hours passed. They meditated. They exercised and stretched. They 

covertly admired each other’s body and muscle tone. They talked about their 
home worlds and personal experiences. 

At one point, Jon noticed Su staring at his groin.
“Your staring,” he stated, trying hard not to be effected by her gaze.
Jon’s stretching and exercising in the nude had displayed his malone 

movements to an extreme, stimulating Su, warming her.
“I’ve never seen a pouchless male before.” Her head tilted and her glowing 

eyes remained where they were. “Is that growing?”
Jon blushed and became fully erect almost immediately.
“Yes, though it won’t get much bigger than this,” he answered, trying to 

ignore his embarrassment.
“It seems an adequate size,” Su said, her eyes focused.
“Thank you. That’s nice to know. Staring at it won’t help it to... relax.”
“Why would you want it to do that?”
This conversation is taking a very odd turn, he thought.
“Why do you wear artificial furs?” Su asked, changing the subject and 

moving closer.
“We call it clothing. We believe our race was genetically redesigned by 

alien colonists on our planet thousands of years ago. We believe they eliminated 
most of our body hair as part of a program to make us look more like them, and 
maybe for sanitation reasons. After the aliens died out, our populations increased 



and we expanded into colder climates, where we learned to wear artificial furs to 
keep warm. Eventually clothing evolved into a means of communication, 
suggesting anything from social status to sexual preferences.”

Sexual preferences? she wondered. “It seems to hide sexual interest,” she 
commented.

“It does hide sexual interest. Very few humans can consciously control their 
sexual arousal. There are times when it isn’t appropriate to display sexual interest 
and clothing helps reduce the distraction factor.”

“Zmmm. May I look at it more closely?”
Jon felt himself blushing more deeply, causing his erection to grow even 

more and become even harder. 
Odder and odder. No one ever thought to mention nudity during my first 

contact training, though they did emphasize being open-minded. With the 
exception of his own embarrassment, Jon couldn’t think of a good reason not to 
let her satisfy her curiosity. Gratitude and a growing sexual frustration influenced 
his judgement. “Okay,” he said, shrugging and becoming amused by the absurdity 
of the situation.

As she knelt for a closer inspection, she reached out and grasped his 
erection in one hand.

Jon stiffened immediately. That was unexpected. 
A few minutes later, she shifted her attention to examining his body, 

touching his shoulders with her other hand and sniffing him. Her hand glided 
down his arm, caressing it. 

“Your skin is so smooth, and you do have body hair, just not very much. I 
didn’t realize you had so much on your chest and groin. The texture is quite 
unusual.”

“Mmhmmm.”
“Pouchless and with very little body hair. Other than that, you are very 

much like our own males, perhaps a little larger,” she said continuing to caress 
him. Her eyes refocused intently on his erection. “We may not live long and it has 
been a long time since I was last energized.”

You think it’s been a long time, he thought, as his nerve endings screamed 
in pleasure and his mind shrank to a tight focus of immediate needs. A fight to the 
death coming up, huh? he rationalized. Might be worth taking our pleasures where 
we can find them. Eat, screw, and be merry, for tomorrow we die. 

“We’ll have to correct that situation,” Jon said, pulling her to him. 
Su was mildly startled, but her own fires were burning strongly. Her 

growing attraction for this ‘foolish hero’ overcame her few inhibitions, in spite of 
their genetic and cultural differences. Kesh’s warnings had long since been 
forgotten. The two eased themselves to lie on the floor and began exploring one 



another, whispering hints and clues and approvals.
The sensation of Su’s peach fuzz fur against Jon’s skin was electrifying. 

Several minutes later, he kissed and licked his way down her belly. He changed 
his focus to her nipples, curious about their sensitivity. Su writhed in pleasure. 
Once again he licked his way down her belly. Jon was pleased to find that, after 
her initial surprise, she seemed to thoroughly enjoy oral sex.

For Su, the new experience was... intensely satisfying. The entire foreplay 
experience was unique, and quite pleasurable. If they somehow survived this, it 
was a memory she would savor in her old age. If they did not survive this, she 
was glad for the experience. The former captain of the Rescallion had been a 
patient lover, but not adventurous or experimental.

‘Young’ male Mylons rarely considered their partner’s pleasures. Typically, 
their goal was speed. Young Mylon males were known to brag about how quickly 
they could ejaculate, and foreplay was as abbreviated as possible, with female 
lubrication as the signal for penetration. This behavior was rationalized as an 
efficient time saver, with the male orgasm the specific, self-centered goal.

Su could no longer take the teasing of Jon’s foreplay. Her needs were 
simply becoming too intense. She rolled Jon onto his back and mounted him, the 
moment of first entry exquisite. Several minutes later, she orgasmed, and to her 
surprise, Jon had not. The opportunity for a second, more intense orgasm teased at 
her and she took full advantage. 

 
The two Greggorian guards sat on their haunches watching Jon and Su on a 

vidscreen.
“Are they doing what I think they are doing?” the smaller one asked.
“I’m absolutely certain of it,” the larger of the two stated.
The guards reported the behavior of the two captives to Leader One and 

Assistant Leader. The leaders were incredulous and questioned the sanity of the 
two guards. They then viewed recordings of the video with complete 
astonishment.

The information brought by the Terran had been translated and examined 
for Leader One and its staff. It was considered an impressive gift, one which 
spoke of courage and intelligence. The information provided a defense against Ant 
attacks. The presence of a Mylon, however, confused the issue.

Mylons were feared and hated. They were often the butt of Robot 
dependency jokes, reducing the fear and allowing the Greggors to feel superior. 
Leader One thought of a recent favorite. How many Mylons does it take to plug in 
a computer element? One or a hundred, it doesn’t matter. They would all just sit 
there licking themselves clean and wondering why a Robot didn’t plug it in. 

Yet, here was a Mylon behaving aggressively enough to support an alliance. 



Bringing an enemy of equal, or greater strength, to alliance negotiations had 
been accomplished twice in the history of Greggor. Both efforts had saved the 
world of Greggor from certain destruction and produced new technologies and 
prosperity. The great leader Qwee Zatz had created a worldwide alliance by 
bringing his opponent’s greatest enemy as his advisor to the negotiations.

The Zatz Era had started with negotiations to end World War 5. Both sides 
had been set to attack the other with weapons so powerful all life on Greggor 
would be destroyed. Qwee Zatz had pointed out the insanity of such actions and 
managed to convince other leaders wars should only be fought on a small scale 
between two enemies. 

The culture had to accept the belief war-based alliances had become 
dishonorable behavior. All of this set the stage for the grand technical boom of the 
Zatz Era because political leaders could still form technical alliances. 

At the beginning of the the Robot War, cultural norms had to be changed 
again, and very quickly. The leader Zaka Dintz was joined by his enemy to create 
an alliance. This alliance became worldwide and defended against an invasion of 
Robot warriors sent by the Mylons. Or, at least that had been the theory. During 
the peace following the Greggorian victory, equipment taken from the invading 
Robots led to faster space travel and new weapons. 

Peace had its time and place, but Greggors loved to wage war and win 
battles. It weeded out the weak and incompetent. Recognizing the need for a peace 
was difficult, to say the least. Peace was strongly associated with weakness.

Greggors also had short memories. Young warriors knew almost nothing 
about the Robot war. Many of them believed it was a myth, or an exaggeration. 
Few knew any living warriors who had fought in the war. Government leaders, 
and even teachers, had begun promoting a warrior’s education over that of a 
scientific education. From what Leader One understood, it had become 
fashionable to drop the tedium of science and replace it with the much more 
popular warrior hero worship.

As a consequence, the number of warring factions on Greggor had increased 
dramatically in the last decade. The cultural taboo against war-based alliances had 
been weakened by the war against the Robots. All Greggoians had united to fight 
the common enemy. With the taboo gone, and new alliances being formed and 
broken, resources shifted to armies instead of to research. Some governments were 
claiming space travel and the colonization of other worlds was a waste. And 
technological research for these purposes were a waste. The Orange Emperor lead 
this movement. 

Leader One recognized the Greggorian culture was turning in on itself. The 
population had grown since the Robot wars, and was once again too large to be 
sustained by the planet’s resources. With the increasing population, battles over 



the available resources would be inevitable. Exporting the excess population to 
other worlds, and developing some form of birth control, were solutions, but with 
warfare and battle tactics on their minds, few leaders listened to these solutions.

Much of the technology left by the Robot invaders was still not understood, 
and turning away from space travel would make further research essentially 
unnecessary. Leader One feared the Greggorian culture would follow a path of de-
evolution, leaving them vulnerable to another attack from aliens, regardless of 
their population’s size. They would be vulnerable to extinction when the Ants 
arrived. More accurately, the Ants would wipe them out. 

There are times when peace can lead to survival and growth, Leader One 
thought. 

It had not achieved its position by being stupid. As one of the few four 
limbed leaders ever to rule, it had achieved its position through wisdom and 
cunning.

At the age of seventy-five, it continued to educate itself and learn. Most 
Greggors stopped reading after the age of fifteen. Recently, Leader One had read 
about the concept of synergy, developed by the philosopher warrior, Shasta, an 
advisor to Qwee Zatz. Shasta had talked about peace, its drawbacks and 
advantages. Synergy was one of the advantages. When a group of enemies united, 
shared their intelligence and resources, great goals could be accomplished. Goals a 
single group could never accomplish by themselves. And there were secondary 
benefits, always unplanned for, which appeared as though from out of nowhere. 

If peace weren’t so boring, one might think it should be sustained 
indefinitely. But that would go against our nature. Leader One turned his attention 
once again to the two aliens on the vidscreen. Their movements through the rituals 
of sexual intimacy made the situation far more confusing. Greggors had a great 
respect for the act of sharing one’s body and soul with another. In their culture, 
rape would be considered unthinkable, and consensual sex was an experience to be 
shared only with the most trusted of comrades. On this one subject, they were 
unwavering romantics. 

Two aliens trusting each other enough to entwine bodies and souls in the 
embrace of joyful bliss! It suggests a great underlying trust, an expression of the 
synergy Shasta had described, Leader One thought. Can I afford to ignore that 
kind of strength?

Do I have a choice? What are my options?
I had thought we might announce the alliance with the Terrans, while not 

mentioning the Mylons. The Orange Emperor's challenge has made the thought 
meaningless. Captain Planck will be dead tomorrow, and the Mylon, too. Let them 
enjoy their last night alive. 

Wait. Why must the Terran die? The Horitsa has been defeated before. But 



the Terran is a soft food creature, with no armor, and no knowledge of the 
Horitsa. Still, he was cunning enough to find a defense against the Ants. I should 
not assume the Terran will die. He ‘is’ full of surprises.

Tuning to his assistant, he said “Make sure the prisoners are left alone until 
tomorrow’s challenge. I do not want them harassed. And make sure they are well 
fed. Give them nutritional food an hour after they stop joining, if they stop, and 
again in the morning. 

Leader One looked Assistant Leader in the eyes and said forcefully, “I want 
the Terran in good condition.” It paused and looked at the vidscreen, then added. 
“I want the Mylon female tied to a corner post in the arena just before the battle. I 
believe the Terran will fight more fiercely if his mate is at risk. 

“We do,” First Leader continued. “Even the Mylons fight will fight to 
protect their mates. And if he loses, we will not have to spend any energy on 
formally executing a spy, or allowing her to communicate with the Terran ship. 
We can tell the Terran ship both were killed in an accident. We’ll make something 
up and adjust the facts.”

Leader One looked into its assistant’s multifaceted eyes again. “Release 
Captain Jonathan Planck before the Horitsa. Give him three minutes to adjust to 
the arena. 

“Make sure the Horitsa is in a darkened chamber before its release. And for 
Captain Planck the same lighting as in the arena. When you arrive at the waiting 
chamber, explain to him what is about to take place, and advise him on battle 
tactics. Tell him, if he wins, we will agree to an Alliance, with some restrictions.”

Leader One looked to the vidscreen again. “Explain to Captain Jonathan 
Planck about the Mylon female being tied to the post. Tell him not to release her. 
This is his battle, and he must win it alone.

“Can you think of anything else?” Leader One asked, returning his gaze to 
his assistant.

Assistant Leader’s mind was a battlefield of emotions and conflicting 
desires. It was astonished by the thought the Terran might win. The Horitsa 
Challenge was considered a death sentence. There were old stories of survivors, 
but it was an incredible rarity. Leader One must see something the others did not. 
Admiration washed over it at the realization Leader One had chosen to give subtle 
support which could not be faulted, if it was even noticed. 

At the same time, Assistant Leader was torn by emotional conflicts. Pleased 
and amused with the observation that Leader One looked away when giving orders 
of a questionable nature, Assistant Leader was simultaneously disgusted with the 
idea of face-to-face communications with aliens, and irritated with itself for such 
feelings. Leader One promoted a philosophy of learning from alien cultures. More 
correctly, Leader One promoted a philosophy of creativity, which was supported 



by learning from alien cultures.
Assistant Leader said with hesitation, “No. I can think of nothing you have 

missed. I will do as..... as you wish.”
Leader One noted Assistant Leader’s hesitation and misinterpreted it, 

asking. “Do you believe we can defeat the Ants when they expand into our 
territory?”

Assistant Leader had experienced battle with the Ants during its first 
offworld trip. It had barely survived the attack of a transport returning with 
supplies from one of their mining planets. After boarding the ship, it recalled in 
grim horror, the Ants had immediately started feeding on the crew. Frightened, 
horrified, and numb with shock, Assistant Leader battled its way to a transport 
with three other researchers. In retrospect, Assistant Leader decided the Ants were 
too busy eating to be bothered with chasing after a single emergency transport.

“No!” Assistant Leader answered solemnly. “No. If we don’t have the 
poison, and the Ants invade us, we will be destroyed.”

“We will attempt to keep all options available. The Terran may survive. I 
do not want our own prejudices and assumptions to destroy us,” Leader One said. 

Assistant Leader thought, If the Terran does die tomorrow, all we can do is 
measure how well he dies. And the Orange Emperor will find fault, regardless. 
With the Terran’s death, there will be no alliance.

Chapter 6

Alex had finished the paper on his spiritual beliefs and turned it over to 
David for review. He had wanted Janet to review it first, but she was a little busy 
playing the role of ship’s commander.

A key topic in the paper was the concept of quality of life and he wondered 
how David would respond to it. He knew the paper wasn’t perfect. He simply 
hoped it was good enough to gain him adult status in this culture. 

“You believe God is the universe, not a symbolic man-shaped creature 
living in the clouds,” David said, “and there may be a life-after-death in the form 
of energy, but you’re not sure if individuality and self-awareness continues after 
death. The memories and lessons may be absorbed into the God-Universe.

“It’s a good point. If a soul merges with God, or the universe, would self-
awareness be a guarantee. I’ve always thought a life-after-death required self-
awareness, but your ‘drop of life-force returning to an ocean of energy’ model is 
intriguing.



“Curiously, it’s a belief I seem to have inherited from my parents,” Alex 
responded. “I don’t bloody well know that it’s true, but quite a lot of my 
behaviors do seem to support it as a philosophy. I do good deeds with the 
understanding it makes me a happier, healthier person, and because I believe it 
helps humanity as a whole.

“Extending it into an argument for ‘life-after-death’ status seems to work 
remarkably well!” Alex concluded. 

“Your thoughts on role models are interesting, too,” David said, “ A person 
would naturally imitate the behavior of people they admired.”

“I say, I did wonder about that,” Alex answered. “No one’s pointed me 
towards a functional role model. You’re the closest thing I have to one, and you 
rarely use your own behavior as an example when we’re talking.”

The idea of role models in the paper had come from Janet. Alex thought, 
It’s interesting she used angels as her role models. Fictional characters with with 
ideal behaviors. 

Ideals. Goals never fully achieved, but consistently strived for. Goals like 
total honesty, or being a completely loving person. Janet managed to wrap up a 
bunch of idealistic behaviors into one role model. And the role model gets to 
evolve as she evolves.

In the paper, Alex had used Mr. Webstor, his sixth grade science teacher, 
and Ms. Dunlap, his twelfth grade physics teacher, as role models. Mr. Webstor 
had given Alex permission to use his imagination and to be open-minded to new 
ideas and experiences. 

His relationship with Ms. Dunlap was a bit more confusing. He'd had a 
crush on her. In spite of the sexual tension, or because of it, Alex had learned to 
strive for the ideal of ‘objectivity in writing’. This had been one of her ideals. She 
said you ended up with a more honest product, and benefitted mankind as a 
whole. She also said emotions and passions had their place, but without 
objectivity, you couldn’t communicate accurate information.

Objectivity in science had been a personal and passionate crusade for Ms. 
Dunlap. Popular science writers of the time had absorbed the philosophy of 
bloggers, claiming all facts were subject to interpretation, and objectivity a myth, 
an illusion to be discarded as rapidly a possible. Mathematics was the only truth, 
leaving written and verbal observations to be categorized as art forms. The new-
found freedom of turning scientific information into art had caught on quickly as 
a fashion and had created mass confusion for students of the sciences. Ms. Dunlap 
had taught him to make observations objectively and to describe those 
observations as accurately as possible, not as ‘emotionally edgy’.

Being from another time and culture, Alex had to guess at what was 
expected in the spiritual paper he had written. He’d had Janet’s to use as a 



template, but his beliefs were quite different from hers. Not knowing what was 
expected, writing the paper had started out being a clumsy, frustrating experience. 
And then a curious thing happened after he began refining the first draft. It 
became fun. Even therapeutic. 

David sat up a little straighter as he neared the paper’s conclusion. The 
words “At present, no one’s pointed me towards a functional role model,” echoed 
in his mind after reading them. Criticism from a Homo sapien? Get over your ego! 
he chastised himself. Your Amish parents had to go through the same process, and 
probably had to deal with a lot of the same confusion.

“I’ll give the idea of role models some thought. Who knows? Maybe we’ll 
set up some kind of role model program for salvage passengers.”

“I’m was especially interested in your thoughts about behavior that strives 
for quality versus behavior that strives for perfectionism,” David continued. “I 
really like your description of perfection as something that is stagnant and 
unchanging, unevolving and incapable of further evolution. I thought that was 
very insightful.

“Quality, on the other hand, is constantly changing and evolving. I quote, 
‘Quality is a constantly changing ideal. Something to be strived for with the 
understanding it is in a constant state of evolution.’

“I memorized that, I liked it so much,” David said with a smile.
“Thank you.” Alex responded, smiling back and genuinely pleased. He had 

been proud of that section and was glad David approved. 
“I really like this part about perseverance,” David continued. Reading from 

the paper, he said, “Over time, I have developed a philosophy of perseverance. 
This philosophy was developed slowly as I matured and was not the result of 
classroom assignments or role models. It was developed on a subconscious level 
through a combination experience and thinking.

“Do you think a philosophy of perseverance is one of your life lessons?” 
David asked.

“Fates and destinies are something I don’t give a lot of credence to,” Alex 
answered. “I do believe people are genetically predisposed to certain interests and 
ways of thinking, but I also believe you can take control of your life and guide it. 
I often recite the phrase ‘perseverance pays off’, to myself. I would say yes, it is 
one of my life lessons.”

“That fits. One last question. Is your God a loving God?” David asked this 
question with the hopes of gaining some insight into Alex’s psychological health.

Alex paused before answering. “I think the universe, or God, is constantly 
evolving, and both life and love are results of evolution. Yes, my universe is an 
evolving, loving universe.”

“That has a nice, positive ring to it. Congratulations. All in all, it’s a very 



well thought out paper. You are now officially an adult by this culture’s 
standards.”

 
Assistant Leader accompanied Captain Planck to the waiting room. Jon felt 

quite fit, in spite of the previous day’s torture. At the very least, he was 
thoroughly relaxed and well rested. All tension had been released. His mind was 
clear and alert. He became aware of a dry, lizard-like smell coming from his 
escort. 

After Jon had been taken from the cell, the two posted guards came for Su 
and took her to the arena. They tied her to a post in a far corner, per their orders. 

Arriving at the waiting room, Assistant Leader handed him a translator and 
waited for the Terran to plug it into its ear. He said, “I am here to advise you. 
Leader One would like to see you survive this challenge. If you survive, we will 
begin negotiations of an alliance and you will be returned to your ship.”

Looking at the frail soft food creature, the Greggor shrugged its shoulders 
slightly, an expression of contempt, and immediately chastised itself for 
undisciplined behavior, hoping the captain did not notice the insult. 

“What am I fighting?” Jon asked. 
Assistant Leader paused. Every Greggor knew what a Horitsa was. Though 

it was not generally discussed by adults, it was a popular topic amongst the young. 
They enjoyed frightening themselves and their nestlings. 

“Occasionally, a Greggorian child is born with just the right recessive genes 
to create a throwback. These children cannot be educated and grow to be quite 
large. They are either used as village defenders, or to fight in the arena to test 
courage. They are called the Horitsa.”

“And how do I fight one of these?”
The Greggor looked down into Jon’s face with its multifaceted eyes and 

said, “They are large and fast, and can kill you quickly. Only a few Greggors have 
survived battle with one. In all three cases, they were able to climb onto the 
Horitsa’s back and strangle it from behind. It is your only hope.”

To Jon, it sounded as though the Greggors focused more on brute force, 
then creativity and speed. Is this something I have, that the Greggors don’t? he 
wondered.

“Do you have pictures of the creature?” Jon asked. 
“Not with me, and there is no time to get them. The Mylon is tied to a post 

in the arena. You must not untie her. You must fight the Horitsa on your own. 
She will die if you do not win, but the battle is yours alone. Now, it is time for 
you to enter the arena. 

“Fight well!” 
Assistant Leader, Jon’s torturer, and now advisor, sounded as though he 



meant the last part. 
“Thanks,” Jon said sarcastically as the door to the arena opened.
Stepping out into the smoggy Greggorian sun, he paused, closing his eyes 

and savoring the warm light on his skin. Jon opened his eyes and turned his head 
slowly, taking in details. He paused when he saw the post with Su tied to it. As 
the two made eye contact, she shrugged. In Su’s culture, a shrug meant good luck, 
but Jon was unaware of this. Holding her eyes for an instant, he then moved on 
with his inspection of the arena. 

 There were three rectangular pedestals, each about a meter high and laid 
out in a triangle within the large rectangular arena. Su was tied to one of the 
arena’s corner posts. The stands were packed with a Greggorian audience. 
Satisfied with his assessment of the arena’s layout, Jon turned to face the door on 
the opposite side.

He began stretching, limbering up for the upcoming battle and was very 
aware of his nakedness. A pouch would come in really handy right about now, he 
thought.

He didn’t have to wait long for something to happen. 
“Release the Horitsa!” Leader One roared loudly.
Su looked at the captain curiously. His body language actually seemed to 

suggest confidence. Against all reason, a small hope rose within her. 
He does move like a malone, she thought, allowing the hope to grow 

slightly.
The Horitsa came out, momentarily blinded. It walked on six legs and 

looked like a really large, ugly Greggor with oversize teeth. The cranium was 
smaller, but the teeth were twice as large and squirrel-like. It had unusually 
powerful front legs (or arms). Much of the torso and neck were covered in large, 
hard scales, with the limbs and back protected by exoskeleton, making the Horitsa 
look like a cross between a crab and an armored tank.

Jon thought, I would need incredible strength to strangle that creature. On a 
subconscious level, the thought sparked an insight into the Greggorian mindset. 
They naturally prefer strength and armor over speed and intelligence. As he 
watched the creature, it reared up to stand on its four hind legs, its long arms still 
nearly touching the ground, and screamed at the sky. Strength and armor has its 
limitations. I need other options. 

Su relaxed the tension out of her body and emptied her mind of thoughts. 
She became part of the post, part of the air. Her sense of existence became a quiet 
spark, watching and listening. It was a standard hunting practice on her world, an 
effort to become invisible by minimizing one’s existence. The world flowed 
through your body and you became a waiting ghost. From this mindset, she 
watched the upcoming battle with great alertness.



The Horitsa lumbered forward, sniffing the air and looking at Su, and then 
at Jon. Having forgotten the Mylon, it growled loudly and moved towards him. 
The creature’s face seemed to develop a smug appearance, but Jon could only 
guess at this.

He felt his body shift into battle mode and he became intensely aware of his 
center of gravity as his nerve endings shifted to hypersensitive. He could feel a 
light breeze passing over his skin. Energy flowed through his body. Jon locked 
eyes with the monster, and his battle personae rose and bared its teeth.

The monster paused, tilting its head in confusion. Its prey seemed to have 
become physically larger, its presence stronger. The creature seemed to shift from 
prey to predator. The Horitsa felt fear for the first time in many years and was 
momentarily frozen, before breaking eye contact and shrugging it off. The small 
soft food thing could not be a danger.

Close quarters combat will be fatal, Jon thought as he began moving to the 
left. The creature will rip me to shreds if it gets a hold of me. What are its 
weapons? Hands and teeth. Where is its armor? Limbs and torso. What are its 
weak points? Eyes, possibly throat. If those hands grab me I’m dead. I have to 
avoid those at all costs. 

The hands! Take out its weapons systems!
Jon moved slowly forward to meet the creature. This caused the Horitsa to 

stop, confusion surfacing in its mind once again. No opponent had ever 
approached it before. Some froze, some ran, but none had ever gone on the 
offensive. 

The Horitsa took Jon’s approach as a challenge and screamed its rage at the 
sky once more. Then it ran at Jon, arms extended to grab him.

As it neared, Jon leapt and kicked the creatures right hand, hard! He heard a 
very satisfyingly snap during the kick. As he landed, he quickly rolled clear of the 
Horitsa’s charge.

The creature slowed and stopped after passing Jon, then turned to face its 
prey again. It paused, confused, and shook its damaged hand, as though it were 
trying to regain sensation in it. The Horitsa moved towards Jon more cautiously, 
more slowly, this time.

When the Horitsa was in range, Jon attacked, running at the monster and 
leaping, preparing to kick the same hand again. It pulled its hand back and 
prepared to swat Jon with the other. But, Jon’s efforts had been a feint. 

At the last second, he twisted, and kicked the hand moving to swat at him. 
The force of the creature’s swinging hand, combined with the force of Jon’s foot 
coming from the opposite direction, caused a snapping sound that could be heard 
by the audience. The spectators gasped in unison.

Jon used the rebound energy from the blow to roll away from the creature 



again, once more maintaining a distance between the two.
From where Assistant Leader sat on its haunches, the snapping of bones 

could be heard quite easily. It was truly surprised. When the Terran did not leap 
onto the Horitsa’s back as it entered the arena blind, Assistant Leader was certain 
all was lost. Now it was completely awed by this new turn of events. The Terran 
was using small, well placed blows focused on his opponent’s hands.

Small blows were generally considered foolishness. Large, single blows that 
decimated your opponent was the natural Greggorian fighting style. Disarming 
your enemy was a tactic used in mass warfare. In hand-to-hand combat, it was 
something completely novel. 

Not only that, Assistant Leader thought, the Terran is using its rear hands 
as weapons. No Greggor would consider such an unorthodox move. I could stand 
on my midhands and kick someone with my bottom ones!

Su also watched from a distance and had also heard the snapping noise. She 
understood the tactic Jon was using and was pleasantly surprised. He did seem to 
actually be a malone. The way he moved suggested a lifetime of battle training. 
She was surprised to find herself becoming sexually stimulated by the battle and 
the captain’s movements and wondered about her sense of timing. She had heard 
other females describing this experience, but had never believed herself capable of 
it. 

The two opponents circled each other cautiously, and then Jon moved in 
quickly, but seemed to slip, losing his footing. The Horitsa lunged forward and 
down, reaching for Jon. Jon kicked upward with both feet aiming for the Horitsa’s 
throat. The huge arms suddenly flew upward to protect against the blow. But the 
throat kick was a ploy, with the real target, once again, was the monster’s hands. 
Each of Captain Planck’s feet shot out, striking the wrists and smashing into them.

With a flowing backroll, Jon was on his feet and once again out of distance. 
The Horitsa moaned, and then screamed in rage, charging Jon and using its fists as 
clubs. Jon stopped attacking and focused on countering, using the Horitsa’s own 
force from the blows as a means to continue destroying the creatures hands, to 
provide the force of the impact.

Frustrated, the Horitsa changed tactics, turning suddenly and charging at 
Su. Fear surged through Jon and he leapt onto the monster’s huge powerful back, 
pummeling its neck with blows. A three-fingered hand, bloody, swollen and 
distorted, reached across the shoulder to grab him, and he bit it. The creature 
screamed and stopped its charge on Su, forgetting all about her in its rage.

There were purple blotches and crimson streaks all over Jon’s torso, thighs, 
and arms where the Horitsa had struck a glancing blow or where the short, 
powerful fingers had almost found a grip. Even the near misses were incredibly 
punishing. The pain from these wounds was distant, barely felt, and generally 



ignored. 
At one point, Jon misjudged the creatures speed by a fraction, and a massive 

misshapen hand clamped onto his forearm.
The hand was swollen and greenish-purple, with one of its fingers sticking 

out at an odd angle. Jon wrenched his forearm free with a great effort and felt a 
curious shift in reality. He had won the battle.

The two combatants eyed each other warily. The Horitsa raised its mauled 
hands and looked at them. Then it looked at Jon and gave out an odd, pathetic 
wailing noise as it backed away and moved towards the door it had used to enter 
the arena. As it neared the door it began wailing louder, and Jon suddenly felt 
sorry for it. 

He decided he would ask for it be cared for, as part of the negotiations for 
an alliance. Jon felt he deserved a special request after this.

He slowly became aware the crowd was roaring in the background, and 
somehow it didn’t sound like approval. The crowd sounded angry. 

Captain Planck switched from battle mode back to his normal, relaxed self. 
Painfully, he limped to the post Su was bound to, and began untying the knots of 
the cord binding her. The crowd seemed to roar their disapproval even more 
loudly. 

 Su said, “I am astonished we’re still alive.”Su realized she was beginning 
to experience ‘gewpara’, a sense of euphoria common to her people after close 
calls with death. Already in heat, she looked at Jon yearningly, but realized the 
timing was terrible. With frustration, she pushed the desire for sex down. She 
didn’t know what the Greggors would think of a sexual celebration in their arena, 
but couldn’t imagine they would be happy about it. While this is a completely 
normal and healthy response, she thought, I will have to put it on hold for now. I 
will need to ignore these unusual feelings until later. My warrior is in no shape for 
energizing.

“It’s better than that,” Jon answered. “By winning this, the Greggors are 
now open to negotiating an alliance. And we’re both free to go back to the ship.”

The two guards arrived and guided them out of the arena. Assistant Leader 
met them and they were told to prepare for meeting Leader One. They were not 
allowed to cleanup or rest, but were simply taken straight to the planet’s 
technological and political leader. 

Jon looked down at his bleeding and bruised body. A sudden flash of 
insight warned he would have to ignore his wounds and ‘show his grit’, an out of 
fashion piece of advice suggesting strength of will overcoming inner weakness. 
Using a yoga technique, Jon drew on reserves of energy by focusing on the chakra 
at the end of his spine, drawing energy up through the spine, and into the mind. 
He and Su were taken to Leader One’s meeting chamber, the room Su had stood 



in the day before.
“You have won your freedom and shown yourselves to be worthy allies. In 

the process, you have embarrassed the Orange Emperor, and weakened its 
position, making my life easier. 

“Though many of my people were upset by your victory over the Horitsa, 
some, the important ones, were very impressed with your surprising tactics. You 
have reminded them there are alternative solutions to problems. Solutions that will 
be invaluable when the Ants attempt to expand into our region of space.”

Turning, it said, “Guards! Leave this room. Assistant Leader will be 
sufficient protection against these prisoners.”

After the guards were gone, Greggor’s leader, seeming to deflate with 
tiredness, said “I grow weary of posturing and threatening. I will speak my 
thoughts to you directly. My people must learn new behaviors if we are to survive 
the existence of new technologies. I along with my First Assistant and staff, must 
set the example.”

First Assistant’s eyes widened in surprise. Sending the guards away had 
been unusual enough, but to speak of intimate beliefs to aliens, was completely 
astonishing.

“An alliance would be wise. Yes. We will participate in this plan to stop the 
Ants’ expansion. My senior advisor will be assigned as ambassador and will travel 
with you, learning about you while you travel to the Mylon homeworld. As it 
learns more about you, it will be better able to negotiate the terms of the alliance. 
For now, there will be no exchange of library information.”

Captain Planck was torn. The Greggors had agreed to join the Alliance, but 
had delayed the terms of the agreement. Perhaps I shouldn’t be so surprised. Su 
did essentially the same thing, he thought. 

“Will there be any special considerations? My ship uses brighter lights and 
is warmer than what we’ve experienced here,” Captain Planck asked.

“I expect the lights will be lowered and the temperature cooled. I shall 
assume the ambassador’s quarters will prepared for a Greggor.

“And in return for our ambassador, I will require a statement from ‘you’ 
complimenting the Greggorian people on their culture and on their readiness to do 
battle with the Ants, and their willingness to accept change.” 

How arrogant, Jon thought as he frowned. Then again, this sounds like one 
of those strange political-anthropological customs my own people were so famous 
for during the days of voting. And truth be told, we still have internal politics by 
way of the shrinks and anthrops, and nearly every club in existence. 

He remembered the aggressive tone of his first conversation with Su over 
the vidscreen. “Within her culture,” she had explained while they cuddled and 
stayed warm after ‘energizing’ in their cell, “favors and assistance from anyone 



outside the immediate family initiated a debt.” She had heard her grandparents 
describe unselfish behavior as common place in earlier generations, but they were 
long dead and that was long, long ago. The Mylons of today believed their time 
and energy too valuable to be given away for free. 

But this is not about a debt system. This is something else. There are all 
sorts of reasons for confusing behaviors, Planck decided, but it’s really good to 
know the reasons. The motives. Which involves asking questions.

“What is the purpose of such a statement and why choose me to make it? 
Why not one of the leaders from my home planet?”

Both Leader One and Assistant Leader were shocked by the directness of 
the questions.

Assistant Leader growled, “You’re rudeness goes too far, Captain Planck.”
“Hold, my assistant. The captain is not being rude. He is being direct, as the 

Robots were during their communications. As I was with him. He is setting an 
example we should learn from, just as we learned from the Robots. Remember not 
to give your pride and emotions energy. Remain calm, thoughtful, open.

Assistant Leader was both stunned and embarrassed by the words, and fell 
silent, attempting to calm its inner emotional turmoil. 

“Please excuse my assistant,” Leader One said, moving on smoothly. “The 
statement, by the winner of the Horitsa challenge, will calm my people. They 
believe themselves superior to all other races. It is an extension of our egotistical 
belief that we, as individuals, are superior to all other individuals. Your victory 
has thrown doubt on that belief. By soothing their egos and exciting them with 
news of an upcoming war with the Ants, you will gain the support of the general 
population.

“At the same time, having watched your battle, they are now, once again, 
aware solutions outside of the normal range of thinking are both possible, and 
quite useful. 

“This is a mindset I have been striving to impart to my people for some 
time. It is my intention to take full advantage of their open minds while they are 
still open. I hope to reduce the role of pride and retaliation in my culture, which 
has reached an unhealthy extreme. I believe it is blocking creativity and locking us 
into old ways of thinking. 

“If we are to understand the Robot’s technology, and develop new ones, we 
cannot continue to use the same well traveled paths of thinking. We must explore 
and create new paths, and see where they lead, because one thing is certain, if we 
do not change our behaviors, we will self-destruct.”

“I see,” Captain Planck stated.

Immediately after Su and Jon left the room to be escorted to the transport, 



Assistant One turned to its master and spoke softly. “Me!?”
“This is as much about gathering intelligence, as developing an alliance 

against the Ants. There is no telling what you may learn as you travel on this 
mission. Certainly, we need more information about the Terrans. It is a great 
opportunity for you.”

“Me!?”
“Hammel, who else, but my most promising apprentice, could I trust on 

such a sensitive mission? A mission requiring thoughtful behavior.”
Assistant Leader, also known as Hammel to intimates, considered this. It 

had no desire to leave the planet, and the termination of the Orange Emperor 
would leave an opening in the political arena of Greggor that it could take 
advantage of. Leaving now would weaken its position. At least, in the short term. 

Leader One must know this and has decided to sacrifice me, it thought. If I 
kill Leader One, shortly after the Orange Emperor is killed, the death will be 
blamed on the Orange Emperor’s supporters. I could then assume control of 
Exploration and Technology, and make the changes I have wanted to make for so 
long. I will be able to license births and control the planet’s population. At long 
last, I would be able to put my own plans into action. 

But these things will never happen. They are dreams within illusions. The 
reality is, I will support Leader One, because I believe he is right, in spite of my 
own short term desires.

Leader One continued, saying, “Surely, you cannot deny they offer new 
ways of looking at problems, and new solutions? You should see this assignment 
as a gift. There is no doubt you will come back with incredibly useful 
information. And you may evolve in a new direction. You may become the next 
evolutionary step in our culture’s development!”

“I can and I do deny their abilities!” Assistant Leader pouted before 
accepting the assignment. “I apologize. You are right, and I will go.”

“You may refer to me as Ambassador Hammel,” the Greggorian said as it 
adjusted its yellow safety straps. Planck, Dayuh, and the new ambassador were 
aboard a Greggorian shuttle destined for the Treasure Hunter.

“Excuse me,” Captain Planck said. Their shuttle had left the atmosphere and 
Jon found his implant was back online. “Computer, contact Janet Wagner.”

“Janet here, we were starting to worry about you. No one would answer our 
hails.”

“I’m not surprised. Things have gone reasonably well. We have a 
Greggorian ambassador. I’m sending a list of its requirements. I would like you, 
Arthur, and Rhonda in the landing bay to greet... Ambassador Hammel. Have 
Storage Bay Six cleaned out. That will become the Greggorian ambassador’s new 



quarters. Have a team start emptying it immediately. We’ll leave orbit as soon as 
we’re aboard.”

“Aye, Captain.”
“There were a few surprises during our visit. I’ll need a bathrobe when I 

arrive, and getting to a shower will be a high priority. Warn Rhonda I’ll be 
around for a visit soon. Bruising issues.” 

“Alright. Captain, we’ve had a few surprises of our own while you were 
gone.” 

“Can it wait until I get there?”
“Yes.”
“Good. We’ll talk about it after I arrive.”
On the shuttle, Hammel’s mind was still whirling over the sudden changes 

this assignment had wrought on its life. Abruptly, it decided to focus on the 
mission. I will be living with these ‘people’ and should attempt to develop their 
trust. Gaining their secrets will be easier if they believe I am a friend. The captain 
seemed to like directness. This could be an opportunity to practice. I could even 
try assuming a whole new identity, Hammel thought, as we do when trying to think 
like the Robots.

Hammel had received projection training in his alternative thinking lessons. 
He had been taught to imagine himself first as a stone, and how it felt to be a 
stone, and then a small animal of his own choosing. After imagining life as a 
thumpel, Hammel was instructed to project into the body of a close friend or 
relative. Hammel had immediately imagined life as his favorite older sibling, and 
was surprised to find the limp he had always admired actually hurt, and that the 
expressions of affection actually cloaked a deep, underlying sadness. This was 
only one example of how the alternative thinking classes had changed Hammel’s 
life 

The final phase had involved projecting into the Robot’s mind, the Robot’s 
expected behavior. The whole thing was imaginary. There were no operational 
Robots on the planet, and only a few nonworking ones. Fortunately, there were 
video clips and intercepted communications, and these provided a window into the 
Robot’s behavior and thinking. These exercises were necessary, as it turned out.

After orientation, it was recommended that, during their time at the lab, the 
researchers take on the personae of Robots, including Robotic titles. They were to 
speak like them, move like them, and hopefully, think like them. 

Hammel was surprised to discover these mind games actually worked. It 
had been able to imitate some of the Robot’s logic and had discovered a way to 
control the air temperatures aboard the Robot’s space ships. 

There had been problems with ship temperatures gradually becoming too 
hot or to cold, but no one knew how to adjust the thermostats. The captains of the 



four working Robot spaceships had been extremely grateful, and had sent gifts as 
a thank you. According to the Department of Space Exploration and 
Technological Development, these gifts were Department property and were 
transformed into funding resources. 

Hammel agreed intellectually, but having the gifts taken away irritated the 
alien’s pride. 

Hammel once again reminded itself it needed to work on its pride. Pride 
focused the mind too tightly. It didn’t allow the universe to flow through you 
with alternative ideas. Leader One had often suggested Hammel get unstuck, it 
remembered fondly. 

What would I do without my pride, Hammel asked itself in a flash of 
insight. Imagine what it would be like to live inside a Terran body, and a Mylon. 

No! Have you no shame! Well, without pride I guess I don’t have any 
shame. What a dilemma. Leader One did this on purpose Its punishing me, 
manipulating me out of the picture. 

Get a grip you silly coward. You sound like the Orange Emperor during his 
‘secret’ meetings. 

Turning to face the captain, Assistant Leader assembled its thoughts and 
said, “You seemed to be speaking to someone on your ship a few moments ago. 
Where is your communications device?”

“They have communication devices implanted in their brains,” Su said, as 
she eyed the new ambassador. She had decided to speak with the lizard-like insect 
and interact with it without fear. It was a conscious decision, but one she made on 
all mental levels. There was no inner conflict and the decision was solid. “They 
can access their computer mentally and speak with other members of their ship.”

“Ahhh. We had detected a device in his skull, but assumed it was a pain 
dispenser, a kind of control device. Such a complex device must have very small 
circuitry,” Hammel said, horrified at the smallness of circuitry these Terrans must 
take for granted.

“My culture went through a period we sometimes refer to as the 
Miniaturization Age,” Jon explained. “We learned to reduce electronic 
components to a very small size. Circuits three molecules wide are very common.”

With this first conversation as Ambassador, Hammel came to realize the 
potential importance of his mission. Its culture had never focused on 
miniaturization as a technological norm. Greggors preferred technology large 
enough to be maintained and repaired easily. This philosophy had stopped them 
from repairing some of the Robot circuitry. To the best of Hammel’s knowledge, 
no one had considered making everything smaller, or to even try miniaturizing 
replacement parts. They simply forced oversize pieces of equipment to perform 
the same tasks.



I will have to communicate this insight to Leader One before we leave orbit. 
How odd no one..., no Greggor, has ever thought of this before.

For the last hundred years, all manufactured goods have had uniform sizes 
and components. This was, after all, a culture of warriors. Goods were 
manufactured by the crippled and handicapped. The Greggors did have the 
technology to produce miniaturized devices, on a special order basis, but these 
devices were costly because the process had never become routine. Even so, they 
had developed nothing to compare with circuits three molecules wide.

“How is it powered?” Assistant Leader asked, thinking of an atomic battery 
and its potential for radiation poisoning.

“The comm-link draws electricity from my body,” Planck answered.
The Greggor’s muscles became rigid as it tried to control its surprise and 

disgust. “A parasitic device, sucking the life force from its hosts?”
“Well, sort of. It uses very little energy,” Planck explained. “I don’t even 

notice. Think of it as a symbiotic relationship. It helps me a lot, I feed it a little.”
“The idea of allowing something to feed off of your life force is repulsive,” 

Hammel stated, enjoying the ability to speak openly and directly.
Jon’s mind flashed on the Riders, then on the Mylon’s Organic Computer 

War, then on his own comm-link. The Greggor has a reasonable argument. But 
this is different! I have control of my own mind. Don’t I!!? he asked himself 
playfully.

“Janet and Arthur, I’ll want the second shuttle thoroughly scanned and 
inspected. See what makes it tick,” Captain Planck said, sitting in his office. He 
had showered and dressed, his hair still damp. He now had a new problem to deal 
with. Arthur, Rhonda, Janet, and David sat across from him.

With a pained expression, Planck asked, “Can’t we just put them back in 
cryo?”

“No,” Rhonda answered. “They’ll need at least ten days to recover from 
being thawed out. And we really shouldn’t be casual about popping them in and 
out of cryo. To be really safe, we need to wait a month.”

“How did this happen?” the captain asked, truly dismayed. “The last thing I 
want are those... those troublemakers wandering around causing trouble.”

“I don’t know how it happened,” Arthur said calmly, with an odd smile, 
“but it looks as though it may have been an accident. No fingerprints were left and 
there’s no DNA present. There is no hard evidence suggesting it was anything 
other than an accident.”

Janet said, “It was just some bizarre fluke?”
“Well, yes. The lines to the cryopods simply lost power for unknown 

reasons and the emergency backups opened the pods and dethawed the salvage 



passengers.
“Did the cameras pick up anything?” Planck asked. 
“Curiously, security cameras monitoring that section were disabled by the 

same power loss.”
Captain Planck said, “I’m a little concerned the cameras and cryopods lost 

power at the same time. Check it out. Make sure there was no human 
interference.”

“Aye, Captain,” Arthur said, his smile broadening. “Tonya can handle 
security while I focus on a more thorough investigation.” 

This struck Captain Planck as odd. Tonya had greeted Ambassador 
Hammel, instead of Arthur. Now he was taking on a time consuming 
investigation, instead of assigning it to someone else. Arthur’s job was managing 
security. 

Maybe he’s training Tonya for his position, or just wants to get his hands 
dirty and get away from computer work, Planck thought. He is a very physical 
person. 

“Alright. In the mean time, what are we going to do with the 
troublemakers? As you already know, they are dangerous. We can’t just let them 
walk around the ship.”

Turning to Arthur, he said, “You, or Tonya, will have to post guards.”
“Already done.”
“Perhaps we could give them some work,” David said. “Keep their hands 

and minds occupied. I still have some hopes for Gem, the son.”
Rhonda said, “Work will allow them to burn off calories a lot more easily 

than just having them sit around. The calorie burning drugs can only do so much.”
Turning to David, she said, “But I personally don’t have any hope for 

Gemmy. I think his parents ruined him and only a life-altering shock will make 
him decide to become an adult.”

David looked at Rhonda and smiled. “That’s why I’m a counselor. I haven’t 
given up hope.”

“Optimist!” she said with a dirty look and a smile.
“Are they healthy enough to work, Rhonda?” Planck asked.
“They could work tomorrow,” the Doctor replied, “so long as it’s nothing 

too strenuous and they’re given frequent breaks. In fact, it would be good for 
them physically.” 

“And psychologically,” David added.
“I’m not opposed to keeping them locked up for thirty days,” Captain 

Planck said authoritatively, “but we’ll try a work program. Have them work on 
preparing the ambassador’s new quarters. Assign four, no five guards to the work 
detail. I want an eye kept on them, Arthur. Install a couple of temporary vidcams 



in the Ambassador’s quarters. We’ll see how it goes, but I want them guarded or 
locked in their quarters at all times.

“The rest of you can go. I’d like to talk to Arthur privately for a few 
minutes.”

Janet rolled her eyes and moved to escape out the door. What will Jon say 
to Arthur? she wondered. 

“Why weren’t you at the shuttle?” Jon asked, very seriously.
Arthur Cooper was prepared with an excuse. “The salvage passengers 

suddenly started fighting with each other. Keeping them from hurting each other 
seemed like a higher priority than meeting you in the docking bay.” He had 
planned to sound professional and objective, but unknowingly, his response came 
out sounding arrogant and defensive.

Captain Planck frowned. “This was important. We arrived with the new 
Greggorian ambassador and I wanted it to meet our head of security. One, it 
would have reinforced the idea of rules and good conduct while its aboard our 
ship, and two, it would have introduced you as an authority figure.”

Planck released the tension from his body with a barely audible sigh.
“I’d like to introduce you formally to the new ambassador. Lets plan on 

tomorrow morning. Stay flexible, and have one of your staff deal with any 
emergencies that might conflict. Understood?”

“Yes, Captain. I understand.”
“Good. Dismissed.”
As Cooper left, Planck thought, No apology. He doesn’t think he did 

anything wrong. 
Cooper’s fear and stress of aliens was causing him to act out, reducing him 

to the state of a manipulative adolescent. In the grass covered corridor just outside 
the captain’s office, Cooper raged internally about the lack of respect Captain 
Planck had just shown him. He quickly exaggerated the captain’s minor criticisms 
into an attack on his abilities, and walked back to his office, fuming.

 Later, after he had calmed down, he met with Janet in the transport bay to 
examine the second shuttle. It contained cases and cases of frozen insects, and a 
computer the size of a small desk. 

“Do you think it would like any of the insects we keep in the park?” Janet 
asked. “Fresh food as opposed to the frozen stuff?” 

Cooper looked at her with little interest. “Might be worth checking,” he said 
distantly, “but I imagine it could go through our supply of bees in one meal.”

Stimulating the monster’s taste buds is the least of my concerns, he thought.
 The new ambassador frightened Cooper even more than the Mylons. When 

the shuttle docked, he would have made any excuse to avoid the new ambassador. 
It was ‘so’ alien. 



Talking more to himself than Janet, Cooper said, “I would definitely like to 
know what’s in that computer, but it would take days, maybe even weeks, to 
translate the most basic information.”

“Maybe we could ask Ambassador Hammel what’s in it?” Janet suggested 
casually.

Cooper looked at her as though she were something small and insignificant. 
“The creature actually has a name?” he asked haughtily. “And of course, it would 
never consider lying about the contents of its computer.”

Cooper’s concerns about the alien computer were misplaced. For all its size, 
it was essentially a language translator and served no other purpose.

What a self-stroker, Janet thought, going stoic as she continued her scans. 
I’ll ask Ambassador Hammel, later.

Four security techs and the four aristocrats were installing a series of posts, 
ladders, and crossbeams in the new ambassador’s quarters. This was done under 
the watchful eyes of Assistant Security Chief Tonya Plunkett. The storage bay was 
being converted into a combination gymnasium and sleeping quarters. The 
ambassador’s sleeping platform, ten feet above the floor, had already been built.

Tonya shook her head with disdain. This experiment had turned into a 
disaster. The aristocrats were clumsy at best and continuously slowed down the 
work. She suspected it was deliberate. The barrage of complaints from the woman 
and the son were so steady they became a form of white noise in the background. 

These people were experts on economic manipulation? Tonya wondered. 
Whatever that is, it certainly didn’t involve physical labor. 

Doctor Trefant and Gem were both working in a high-energy, drug-induced 
fog. They had been given drugs to help burn off fat. The father had also received 
medicine preventing a heart attack. Rhonda said the work would do them good, 
eliminating extra pounds and some of the long-term strain on their bodies.

Tonya suddenly realized Gem had left the work group. Beginning to panic, 
she looked around and found him apparently urinating in a corner. The smell 
would fill the room shortly.

Communicating through her implant, Tonya said, “John, Fred, I need both 
of you in storage bay two. Bring soap, water, and urine deoderizors. You’re going 
to be overseeing a cleaning project.”

When Gem refused to clean up his own urine, claiming this was beneath 
him and a task fit only for servants, Tonya ordered him to be escorted to the brig. 
His family and their priest objected, saying they wouldn’t work if Gem was taken. 
Remembering David had been taken hostage during their last rebellion, Tonya 
decided to have all four of them put in the brig.

Tonya didn’t have a lot of patience with these......these Homo sapiens!



“Captain, we’re going to be passing near a colony world,” Charles said, 
enlarging a section on the vidscreen and pointing. “It’s not far off our present 
course, and we could see if a cryo-ship called the Promise ever made it there.”

With some surprise, Captain Planck realized his focus had shifted. The idea 
of developing an alliance with alien races had become all-consuming and the 
mission of investigating cryo-ships had been lost in the excitement. Jon decided he 
needed some time for himself to reassess the big picture and his priorities.

Planck was familiar with the Promise. It had been one of the last cryo-ships 
to leave Terra. He had a distant great uncle who had been aboard and he hoped the 
colonists had survived. It was possible he had cousins on the planet. It would be 
an interesting experience to meet distant relatives on another world.

“Good idea, Charles. Lay in the course,” he said, putting his hand on the 
pilot’s shoulder.

He would explain the change to the ambassadors later. Without checking the 
computer, Planck said, “They would have arrived seventy-one years ago. If they 
made it, and things went well, their colony will be in stage three. The 
manufacturing of basic necessities.

 
Janet and David were strolling down a corridor towards Janet’s quarters, 

talking as they walked. David was a little nervous. He didn’t want to fall under 
her hypnotic spell. He was also confused because her arguments seemed quite 
rational, suggesting his fears were baseless and he was overreacting. 

“It’s too early,” David said, trying very hard to sound authoritative. “Alex 
isn’t ready for an implant yet.” 

“Is he physically in danger by having a comm-link installed?” Janet asked.
“No. But, I don’t believe he’s ready emotionally.” 
“He seems emotionally stable to me. Alex is becoming a valuable member 

of the crew. I’d like him to go with us on some of the missions. He has great 
potential as a cultural consultant and translator during colony investigations.”

“He is emotionally stable, but I still don’t think he’s ready. I just don’t 
want to throw too much at him, too fast. Remember, my goal is to help him adjust 
without losing his identity in the process. An implant at this point could retard his 
progress.”

“You’re worried he’ll be overwhelmed by all the information?” Janet asked 
with mild surprise.

“Weren’t you overwhelmed right after you got your implant?”
The question took Janet back to her youth. She had awoke from implant 

surgery and her parents were there, looking relieved their daughter was awake. A 
week later, after she had returned home and the swelling had gone down, she was 



waiting for the implant to be turned on. 
Even with all the training and advice, her first experiences with it were 

overwhelming. She quickly became lost in a world of endless information, 
constantly distracted by stray interests and whimsical curiosity. After a few days, 
Janet realized she wasn’t accomplishing anything in the real world. She heeded the 
advice of her counselor and mentors and made the decision to stop drifting 
through the infonet, to limit her research to information she actually needed.

Janet had been indoctrinated since the age of ten for the infonet experience, 
and still she had become lost and adrift during her first encounter. The amount of 
information suddenly available was both frightening and exhilarating. Alex had no 
such cultural preparations, no sage advice from relatives and friends. On top of 
that, he was eager for information about the modern world. He could easily get 
lost in the Hunter’s e-library.

“Alright, I get your point,” Janet said patiently. “How about if we install 
the implant, but just use it as a translator and a person to person comm-link. After 
it’s installed, you can adjust it for library access when he’s ready.

“That would be an acceptable solution,” David said.
A thought surfaced in Janet’s mind and her eyes sparkled mischievously. 

“Alex finished his religious doctrine. You’ve read it, haven’t you?”
“Yes, and it was a very interesting piece of writing. I gave it my approval 

as a completed spirituality paper.”
“That’s wonderful. I’m curious, now that he is a full-fledged adult, what 

are you going to do if Alex wants full access to the library?” she asked with a 
broad smile.

David’s eyes widened in surprise. “Damn!”
David felt himself being torn apart by conflicting beliefs. Being an adult in 

the Torch Bearer’s culture meant access to the infonet. Firming up your self-
identity was  right of passage which allowed access the infonet. Alex’s paper had 
established him a self-aware adult with a stable personality, and he should have 
access to the infonet. David’s ‘subjective concern’ could block Alex from the 
benefits of adulthood. If he let it.

Do I have the right? he wondered. And how in the hell did she set me up 
like this? There was no hypnosis, and no manipulation. If anything, she simply 
pointed out the obvious. 

She may be more dangerous than I thought.
This last thought was self-deprecating humor, a cultural norm amongst the 

Torch Bearers, and another behavior designed to minimize the ego. It should be 
noted, however, all humor is based on an underlying truth. 

 
“Have this pole put over there,” Ambassador Hammel instructed. 



Janet had taken over the construction project while Tonya and Arthur were 
dealing with the troublemakers in the brig. She was happy to help out, but was 
surprised Arthur was involved with the four salvage passengers, again. 

Doesn’t he have other things to deal with? Janet wondered.
A visitor’s area, one and a half meters (about five feet) above the floor, had 

already been built so Hammel could have guests. The new ambassador liked to 
spend time one to nine meters (or roughly three to thirty feet) above the floor. 
Currently, they were arranging an exercise arena on the floor.

“I have heard the work moves more efficiently without the prisoners,” 
Hammel commented, as it moved to stand next to Janet and focusing its multi-
faceted eyes down on her. The female had been introduced as second-in-command 
during their first meeting, and had been useful in connecting its translator to their 
ship’s computer. 

Janet looked up into its face. She was curious about the Greggor, and after 
listening to Jon’s adventure on the creature’s homeworld, she had no intention of 
backing down, of showing fear. 

“No doubt,” Janet said stiffly. “But we are accomplishing more than one 
goal with this action. We are providing the prisoners with exercise they need, and 
occupying their hands and minds to keep them from causing more trouble.”

“An expression of synergy,” Hammel observed.
Janet’s face remained stoic, but her curiosity was piqued. Synergy was an 

integral part of Homo Sentient culture and she was sure there had been no 
opportunity for Hammel to access the ship’s e-library. The concept had to be 
available on Greggor.

A part of their culture? Janet wondered. “You understand the concept of 
synergy?”

Hammel’s nasal slits flared slightly. “Yes. One of our philosophers, Shasta, 
developed it as a rationalization for enemies to work together on common goals.”

This struck Janet as peculiar. Her experience with synergy was as an effort, 
or task, which produced multiple positive effects. Raising a healthy child, for 
example, benefitted the child, and the community as the child became an adult. 
Raising a healthy child even benefitted the parents. With this knowledge, a 
community had a responsibility to itself to promote good health in its children. In 
turn, healthy adults created an infinite variety of positive benefits. 

Helping someone with a task was another form of synergy. The shared 
work became a bonding experience, the task was made easier, and a debt to return 
the favor might form. The debt could be seen as a negative, unless one realized 
payment was a pleasure which involved spending time with a friend. An 
opportunity to unwind and share opinions.

“I’ve never heard synergy described that way before,” Janet said with a 



slight frown. “I suppose two enemies working together would be ‘more’ 
synergistic than two enemies trying to destroy one another. Certainly they would 
accomplish more working together.

“We tend to focus on the idea of getting multiple positive results from a 
single action. From what I have heard,” Janet said with a frown, “your culture 
does not express a lot of synergistic behavior.”

“Sadly, this is true. The synergistic philosophy I mentioned lost its 
popularity after the war. Warriors considered the idea of enemies working 
together to be unnatural. Leaders cannot kill off their competition if they are 
working side by side for a common goal. At present, very few young adults have 
even heard of synergy, let alone given it any thought. Ours has long been a culture 
of competition. For my people synergy is counterintuitive. Helping others for 
long term purposes is a difficult concept to grasp. On the surface, it seems foolish 
and weak. 

“Only with a great deal of thought, and with real life experiences, was I 
able to develop the ‘belief’ synergy could work. My culture is focused on a theme 
of selfishness. Prior to my apprenticeship, I would have laughed at the idea of 
helping someone. Why would I waste any energy on helping someone else.

“Now I have intelligent reasons to help others, but I live in a culture where 
such behavior is looked upon with suspicion. Part of my assignment is to bring 
back new and useful ways of thinking. Perhaps I will be able to expand on the 
philosophy of synergy. To show my people how it has been used successfully by 
your people.”

Hammel’s gaze had drifted away from Janet, and towards the ceiling. The 
Greggor brought its gaze back to Janet abruptly. 

“I apologize for rambling. It is something I do when stressed.”
Janet suddenly felt a wave of sympathy for the creature standing in front of 

her. “We all have stress behaviors. 
“And, don’t go around thinking my culture is perfect,” she added with a 

wry smile. “We create our own illusions and we’re great at being hypocritical!”
Hammel decided it liked this Terran.
Changing the subject, she looked into Hammel’s eyes and asked 

“Ambassador Hammel, are insects the only thing you can eat?”
“They are not my preferred food, but they store well. We are omnivores. 

Greggors can eat a variety of things and thrive.” Hammel looked closely at Janet. 
“We even eat friends and enemies during ritual ceremonies. One of our 

superstitions suggests we gain their wisdom and strength by eating them.”
Subconsciously, Janet decided to ignore the implied threat and turn it into a 

joke. “Oh! Well, you wouldn’t want to eat me, Ambassador. There’s a good 
chance my wisdom would be poisonous.”



Hammel liked this Terran. She brushed off insinuations and handled humor 
like a combatmaster. Hammel enjoyed her use of subtlety.

And, she could reproduce. Hammel had discovered only fifty percent of 
humans could bear offspring. In its mind, the inability to give birth made Terran 
males inferior beings, creatures to be pitied. It knew nothing about the human 
male’s physical strength and his role as protector, nor how this strength had been 
abused in the past to dominate and control women. Hammel simply thought of the 
human male as damaged goods.

The doors swung open, and Chief Cooper brought Dr. Trefant and his 
family back into the cargo bay. After discussing their situation from behind bars, 
they agreed working was better than being locked up in the brig. Chief Cooper 
had warned them of the alien. 

Still, they were unprepared the reality of an alien, for the shock of a half-
insect, half-animal life form. After entering, they stood frozen, staring wide-eyed 
at the creature.

Gem was the most shocked. The reality of an alien standing less than ten 
meters away caused his sense of reality to shatter. He simply stood there, with his 
mouth hanging open. 

Dragging his gaze from the alien, Gem attempted to recover. He focused on 
the reverend, seeking the comfort of habitual behaviors to calm his fears. With an 
evil gleam in his eyes, he said “Father Goodwill, go ask the creature if he believes 
in God. If he doesn’t, maybe you could convert him.” 

Goodwill stared at Gem as though he were insane. “There is nothing of God 
in that beast. It knows only the ways of the devil.”

“Didn’t you once say God was everywhere. In the wind and the trees and 
the flowers. Isn’t that creature one of God’s children, just like the birds and the 
bees.”

Casting a sidewise glance at the monster Goodwill said, “Perhaps.” Shifting 
his focus to Gem, he decided to use a proven tactic for shutting the young man up. 
“I will have to pray for guidance on this issue.”

“You do that, Reverend. You do that,” Gem sneered, then glanced at the 
alien nervously.

“It might be Ensign Shelton,” Arthur said flatly. “He is one of the sixteen 
with DNA traces at the scene.”

Arthur, David, and Planck were meeting in the captain’s office to discuss 
the cryo-pod investigation. David sat quietly with a mild look of disdain on his 
face.

“Shelton?” Captain Planck mentally flipped through the people he had met 
recently. “He was one of the crewman attacked on the Rescallion, wasn’t he?”



“Yes,” Arthur answered. “He’s been having problems since the attack. His 
counselor, Annette, reports he’s become a little obsessed with the aliens and their 
potential as a threat to mankind. He’s also had some problems sleeping.

“Well, none of this is hard evidence showing he shut down the cryopods. It 
does sound like he may need some additional counseling,” said the captain.

David scowled as he stared at the wall behind the captain’s head. He was 
certain the Security Chief had just exaggerated Annette’s opinion to suit his own 
purposes. 

Feeling a strong need to correct the captain’s view of reality, David said, 
“Shelton has a twenty percent Aspergers' rating, and a correspondingly high honor 
and honesty rating. The information Chief Cooper is using is ‘old info’. Shelton is 
moving past his prejudices and I have a hard time believing he released the 
salvage passengers.” 

Breaking confidentiality was not an issue for David. Privacy and the 
confidentiality of doctors and counselors were issues of the past and there was no 
longer an expectation of privacy. Sharing confidential information casually, as in 
the form of gossip, was still taboo, but David had no hesitation in sharing 
important information with members of the senior staff. 

Captain Planck felt deflated. The cryo-pod release had not been an accident. 
A member of his crew may have cracked under the pressure of space exploration.

“How do you want to proceed?” he asked Arthur and David. 
Cooper recognized David’s defensiveness regarding Shelton and altered his 

plans. The goal was to draw as little attention to himself as possible. Directing 
attention to someone else was one way, but there were others. He had to remain 
flexible. “I think Annette and David should have a sit down with him. They can 
ask if he did it, while we have lie detection monitors observing him.”

Alex noted David was clearly having a rough time. Alex had just asked for 
an implant, with library access. David had stopped and looked at him with 
surprise. He had then shaken his head and said, “Please be careful. I can’t stop an 
adult from making this kind of a decision, but please, be careful.” 

“I promise, “ Alex responded. “what should I be careful of?” 
“You should limit yourself to a maximum of twenty minutes for the first 

few times. At least until you get a handle on it. It’s very easy to lose track of time 
and get lost in there.

“Perhaps,” David asked hopefully, “you could use the implant only as a 
communications system and translator for the two alien ambassadors.” 

Alex politely refused the limitations. He simply wasn’t that patient. Just the 
opposite, he had a burning curiosity about the ship’s e-library and could see no 
reason for waiting. He had every intention of drifting around in the ship’s e-



library for several hours a day. 
David, having no real choice in the matter, gave in and agreed. He blamed 

Janet for creating this situation, for giving Alex options prematurely. He just 
couldn’t find a rational argument to support his position of frustration.

Goodwill decided to approach the alien. Gem’s taunting had prompted the 
reverend into wondering if an alien conversion were possible.

With security nearby, he rationalized, I should be safe enough. He could 
prove his faith, both to himself and to his small flock. Converting an alien to 
Christianity would be monumental. I would become famous.

Reverend Goodwill was unaware he was using an outdated paradigm. He 
had forgotten his hosts had outlawed organized religion. He didn’t understand 
cultural and genetic differences made aliens unlikely candidates for conversion. It 
was very unlikely they would support his desire for fame. 

Moving slowly away from the group, and waiting for a moment when the 
guards were distracted, the Reverend Goodwill overcame his fear and approached 
the alien. “Have you accepted the word of God?” he asked . 

“God?” Hammel asked. There was no equivalent word in the Greggorian 
language. Hammel wished Janet were still here, but she had been replaced by the 
security agent, Tonya. Holding a radio the size of a large lunchbox, it said, 
“God,” and punched a button for translation.

Chief Cooper was in the background, watching Goodwill in complete 
amazement. The idea of converting aliens to the Goodwill religion had never 
occurred to him. The possibility seemed ludicrous, but he gave the man credit for 
his faith. 

Perhaps Goodwill would make a useful advisor, after all, Cooper thought.
The bulky Greggorian radio/translator had been connected with the ship’s 

computer, and responded, “God. A being responsible for the creation of the 
universe and all life. A mythological father figure having supernatural powers, 
and popular in many Terran religions.”

“On Greggor, an adult with such beliefs would be considered mentally 
retarded or insane,” Hammel stated, eyeing the Terran. 

Greggorians had a mythos, a series of stories designed to teach children 
about honor and aggression in terms they could understand. The stories included 
the birth of Greggor from the Great Egg. Since the Robot invasion, and even 
before it, very few adults took these stories seriously. In terms of believability, 
they were comparable to the Terran myths of Santa Claus or the Easter Bunny, 
though more complex.

“There is nothing insane about having faith in God, almighty. He is our 
father and the protector of our souls.” 



Hammel considered snapping the creature’s neck for its childish rantings. 
On its homeworld, it would be the normal reaction to such babblings, but Hammel 
hesitated. It was not here simply to form an alliance, but to learn about the 
Terrans and new ways of thinking. To learn about the Mylons and their alliance 
with the Terrans. 

This creature was prison labor and might be of some unknown value to the 
ship and its captain. Prisoners on Greggor often had useful skills. Skills which 
kept them from being executed. Killing the creature could compromise the 
mission. 

No, Hammel thought, leave the creature alive. Just make it go away.
“Do not continue wasting my time with such foolishness,” it stated. “Return 

to your work.”
Goodwill persisted. “Without God, our lives are meaningless.”
Hammel reached out to snap the fool’s neck for suggesting its life was 

meaningless. Holding the creature in the air with one hand around his neck, it 
immediately regretted the action, but recognized such insulting behavior could not 
be allowed to continue. 

“Cease your insults. I want nothing to do with your babblings,”Hammel 
said, before lowering Goodwill to the floor.

Cooper stood in shock as he watched Ambassador Hammel’s attack of the 
Homo sapien, and had just started to reach for his zapgun when the creature 
lowered the reverend to his feet. Eyes bulging in terror, Goodwill scurried back to 
the work group. Hammel noted everyone, security included, had turned, watching 
the encounter with eyes widened.

Gem, his eyebrows almost touching his hairline, said, “Well Reverend, it 
looks like God isn’t a universal concept.” 

Cooper scrutinized the Greggor from a  safe distance. He felt a sudden wave 
of clarity wash over him. The aliens are dangerous, he thought. They are a 
potential threat to the Reverend Goodwill. Hell, the entire crew here is a threat to 
Goodwill.

I’ll need to protect him. I need to save him. He will be my savior in the end. 
Cooper knew this to be true, though he didn’t know how. 

Dr. Trefant planned to complain about the incident. This was the first time 
he had something to negotiate with. Complaints could be useful starting points. In 
his mind, he twisted the facts to suit his purposes. Half truths and unprovable lies 
produced confusion. Confusion, as a state of mind, was useful in manipulating 
people, in bending them to your will. People were more open-minded and flexible 
when they were confused.

Alex lay in bed under a single decorative sheet while Janet washed her face 



and brushed her teeth. As he waited he touched the one inch long crescent of 
shaved scalp on the left of his skull, and thought about yesterday’s surgery. As he 
fingered it, he couldn’t detect any scarring, just some stubble.

Yesterday, his eyes had ached from the surgically implanted lenses. Now, 
they seemed fine.

Dr. Rhonda had said it would be another week before the implanted system 
could be powered up. There was swelling which needed to go down before it was 
completely safe.

Alex had asked if the implant could be powered up in spite of the swelling.
Rhonda had given him a strange, somewhat extended look and said, “No 

one has ever asked me that before. Yes, we could turn on your implant, but it will 
stress the surrounding tissue, and why would we want to that?”

“Well, I just wanted to get started on researching my new culture,” he 
responded.

Rhonda frowned and she asked, “Is this a desire for immediate 
gratification?”

Alex felt himself blush. “Yes. I apologize. Looks like I need to continue 
practicing my patience.”

Rhonda smiled at the young man, and almost tousled his hair. “Not 
everything requires patience, but this is one of them.

“Now, why don’t you take off and celebrate the fact that you ‘have’ an 
implant. An implant that you can use in a week.”

Returning her smile, he asked “Doctor’s orders?”
As he got up from the exam table, she looked perplexed and said, “Doctor’s 

advice.”
Yes, Alex thought as he returned to the present, things have definitely 

changed. 
He sighed loudly. 
In the bathroom, Janet lifted her head and looked in the mirror quizzically. 

“Did you just sigh, Alex? Are you getting impatient?”
“What? No. Well, yes, but that’s not what the sigh was about.”
Janet stuck her head out of the bathroom, her blue-gray eyes both curious 

and smiling. “Then why were you sighing?”
“It was a rather contented sigh. I was thinking about how lucky I am to be 

here with you. I mean, my God! Anything could have happened to me.” 
“Well, that’s true. But ‘anything’ didn’t. Not much point in worrying about 

it.” Janet paused briefly. “Are you worried about it, Alex?” she asked, drying her 
face and hands.

“No. Just grateful.”
“Well, that’s hard to argue with.”



“Nor should you. I just want to lay here and be happy for a while.
Several minutes later, Janet slid between the sheets to join him. “You’re 

adjusting quite well,” she said. “You sound just like a Torch Bearer.” She ran her 
hand down his cheek and rested it on his chest. “Here’s something for you to think 
about. When we get to Mylon, there’s going to be a ship waiting for the 
Ambassadors. Its going to Terra, and it’s an opportunity for you to go back. Terra 
has a lot more to offer than the Treasure Hunter. You’re very limited here.”

Alex considered this. “The old ‘Maximize Your Potential!’ philosophy, 
eh?”

“Exactly,” she said with sincerity.
“But, what about us? It sounds a little like you want to get rid of me.”
Snuggling up to him, she said, “I told you up front I’m not good at long 

term relationships. We agreed there would be no commitment. And you really 
should check Terra out. It’s changed a lot since you were there, last.”

She said the last sentence as she slid her hand down his stomach. 
“I think you have a gift for understatement,” Alex said, his hand cupping 

her breast. He exhaled lightly into her ear, which he knew she loved. 
Alex paused during foreplay and said, “I’m still grateful I ended up here 

with you.” 
I’m glad you did, too,” Janet said. Her eyes were unfocused and she had a 

slight smile. “Now lets get back to the business at hand!”

Chapter 7

The following morning, David and Alex were called into Captain Planck’s 
office. They sat to either side of the captain. Chief Cooper stood behind Dr. 
Trefant. Alex was there as an observer, with the hopes he might provide insights 
into the salvage passenger’s mindset. David was there to keep everyone calm. 
Planck wasn’t sure why Arthur was there. He had simply followed Trefant in.

Seated across from Planck in the conference room, Trefant said, “That alien 
monster needs to be controlled. It attacked the Reverend Goodwill. Certainly 
attacking people must still be against the law.”

“A jury made up of ones peers is also the law,” Planck responded. “Do you 
think twelve of its people would convict it of doing anything wrong? 

“There are more of that thing?” Trefant asked, his eyes widening at the 
obvious truth.

“A planet full, plus a few offworld colonies. Now, from what I understand, 



Reverend Goodwill insulted the Ambassador by suggesting its life was 
meaningless.”

Trefant looked ahead stonily. He had omitted this part of the story during 
his telling and was surprised they had already gathered the facts. “He merely 
stated that without God, our lives are meaningless.”

Planck asked, “I don’t believe in God, Dr. Trefant. Does that make my life 
meaningless?”

This was not going the way Trefant had expected. In his former life, few 
would publicly admit to ‘not’ believing in God. Additionally, he had assumed 
human similarities would create an us-against-aliens mindset. This was a 
manipulation tactic he had used many times in the past, with great success. Trefant 
had thought this an opportunity to gain sympathy from the captain and crew, a 
way to bond with them by playing on their fears. He was wrong, and now 
concluded they might have more in common with the alien than with him. 

“Clearly, laws are no longer taken seriously by you people. You have 
liberals have destroyed civilization.”

Planck glanced at Alex and noted he seemed to be enjoying Trefant’s 
discomfort. Jon remembered their conversation just before the meeting. 

“I remember him. He was in the news every so often. He promoted the 
‘Exception for the Wealthy Act’. For people like him, laws are just something to 
be twisted and manipulated. I remember him once saying, “Ethics aren’t a 
consideration when doing business. Laws are.

“Laws and regulations were the only things that kept corporate CEOs in 
check during my time. Ethics weren’t part of the equation. And if it was cost 
effective, they would go ahead and break the law, anyway.” Jon had thought Alex 
was exaggerating. 

Returning to the present, and turning his gaze to Dr. Trefant, he realized 
how accurate Alex had been. The man sitting across from him really did seem to 
have no ethical standards. He certainly didn’t make an effort to present the truth 
in an objective way. Trefant seemed quite comfortable presenting a deliberately 
distorted version of events.

How did Homo sapiens ever survive? Jon wondered.
Planck had viewed video clips and Trefant’s description of events could 

hardly be called accurate or realistic. His version described Ambassador Hammel 
as initiating the dispute and completely omitted Reverend Goodwill’s antagonistic 
actions. And there were at least two other fairly obvious lies. At the very 
beginning of his story, Trefant claimed Hammel had asked Goodwill for more 
information about Christianity. 

This simply couldn’t have happened. Hammel had never been anywhere 
near the salvage passengers prior to their return trip to the work site. The second 



lie stated that Hammel had threatened Goodwill’s life. While lifting the good 
Reverend up by the neck might be interpreted as a threat, Hammel had made no 
verbal threats about taking the man’s life. 

Focusing on Trefant, the captain spoke in a voice that somehow 
communicated both hostility, and calm. “Our laws are taken seriously, Dr. 
Trefant. It’s just that they’re not open to manipulation. Reverend Goodwill wasn’t 
hurt and he had no business approaching Ambassador Hammel with religious 
dogma. Our laws are very clear on the subject of promoting religious doctrines. 
This is a culture of free thinkers, not religious followers. If anyone was legally at 
fault, it was Reverend Goodwill.”

Trefant felt numb as he realized how thoroughly human culture had 
changed. They might consistently side with the alien because of ‘their’ similarities, 
he thought. The human race has evolved into aliens. My most basic assumptions 
are no longer valid. 

These people ‘are’ insane, he realized. 
Trefant suddenly felt an urgent need to escape, but drew upon his business 

habits of having no feelings, and regained some of his composure. He said, “Very 
well. At least I know where we stand.” He left the room, followed by Chief 
Cooper and two security techs.

“I think I’ll visit Ambassador Hammel,” Planck stated. He considered 
dismissing Alex, but hesitated, abruptly deciding to include him in the finale of 
this incident. Janet liked the young man and Jon was beginning to. David would 
say something if he was concerned about a meeting with Hammel. “Would you 
like to come, Alex?”

“I’d like to come, too,” David said. “I haven’t met our newest guest.”
As they walked, Captain Planck wondered about the free time Arthur 

seemed to have available, but decided he must have things well under control. 
After being invited into Hammel’s new quarters, and introductions, Planck 

brought up the complaint. “Personally, I’m not upset with your actions. I might 
have done the same thing under similar circumstances. However, in the future, I 
would ask you refrain from violent actions aboard this ship. I will order the 
individual who approached you to avoid contact. Additionally, I’m issuing a 
general order everyone should be cautious when approaching you.”

For Hammel, the last statement was a significant compliment implying 
great status. Hammel bared his teeth in an effort to smile. “That is acceptable. 
Thank you for your patience in this matter, Captain. And thank you for my living 
quarters.”

“You are welcome, Ambassador. I apologize for any inconvenience this 
situation may have caused you.” 

Alex was wide-eyed and mystified as he looked at the creature’s forearms 



and shins, which were covered by an exoskeleton. Looking more closely, he 
realized they also had compound eyes, each with six lenses. 

He wondered if the alien could suck its head into its shell the same way a 
turtle could, and then decided this was a purely whimsical thought. Physically, 
humans have much more in common with Mylons, than Greggors, but lets not go 
crazy.

“If there is nothing further, I shall continue unpacking and organizing.”
“Certainly,” Planck responded.
Outside of Hammel’s quarters, David said, “Well, that was an awfully stern 

reprimand. You don’t think you were too harsh, do you?”
Alex and the captain both smiled.
“I was sincere when I said I might have done the same thing. I have very 

little patience left for those four,” Planck answered. 

In the command center, at the comm panel, Janet said, “Captain, there is a 
colony down there. A large one. They seem to have done quite well in a short 
time. Electricity and everything.”

“They know we’re here,” Chief Cooper said. “Two orbital telescopes have 
just locked onto us. Weapons may follow. I recommend we try hailing the 
colony.”

Captain Planck responded, “Well, at least we know they have technology. 
Try the standard hailing frequency.

“This is Captain Planck, of the starship Treasure Hunter. We are from Terra 
and we come in peace.”

“From Terra?” came the surprised response. “You mean from Earth? Holy 
shit! Power down weapons! Get the president on the line. Are you really from 
Earth? How is that possible?”

“We’ve developed faster-than-light travel since your ship left.”
“My God! Nothing can travel faster than light. What kind of technologies 

have you guys....
A new voice came over the comm system, cutting off the technician. 

“Hello. My name is President Raj. President Raj Ballal. We’re quite surprised. 
Did I hear correctly? Earth has developed faster-than-light travel since we left?”

“Yes, that’s true, President Ballal. How is your colony doing?”
“Quite well, considering. I’m sure you’ve noticed our orbital satellites. I’m 

assuming, by your presence, scientists won the Science-Religion war.”
“Lets say a treaty was negotiated. A lot has changed since your people left 

Terra. With your permission, we’ll land and we can update each other.”
“Of course. You are invited to land and be our guests. We can talk much 

more comfortably face to face. I’ll have the landing coordinates sent to you.”



“Very good,” Captain Planck answered. 
“Arthur, before I leave, what’s the latest on the cryo investigation?” Planck 

asked, feigning casualness.
“Shelton passed the lie detector test,” Chief Cooper said. “On a hunch, I’m 

going to investigate his friends. Which includes Tonya.”
Janet’s eyebrows went up, but she remained silent as she thought about what 

Arthur had just insinuated. 
Tonya would never release the salvage prisoners, she thought. Her prejudice 

against Homo sapiens would stop her. She would want the salvage passengers in 
cryo.

“Are you suggesting Tonya was involved in dethawing the salvage 
passengers?” Planck asked.

“I’m suggesting Tonya has some sort of hidden agenda.” 
Jon stiffened and looked directly into Chief Cooper’s eyes, stating, “I don’t 

want you investigating Tonya unless you have some hard evidence pointing to her. 
You can’t just start ripping a person’s life apart based on a hunch. Too much time 
and energy is being put into this investigation. I want this thing wrapped up in a 
couple of days. Even if it means reaching ‘no’ conclusion.

“And remember, Arthur, we all have our secrets.” Jon gave him a look 
suggesting Cooper was the one who should be careful.

Janet was very pleased with Jon’s response.

Chapter 8 

At the end of their second work day, Dr. Trefant and his group had 
returned to their quarters. The Reverend and Mrs. Trefant were a little tired. Their 
faces showed irritation every time Gem whined. Gem whined persistently about 
his aching muscles, while his father suffered silently.

 Gem and his father were physically exhausted, sharing the aches and pains 
of physical labor as the pain killers wore off. In truth, the amount of actual work 
performed had been quite minimal. The aches and pains were more about 
exercising muscles rarely used. The most strenuous exercise either of them had 
performed in their former lives was standing for a few hours at a time at dinner 
parties during the mingling phase. They had been eating machines in their former 
lives. Trefant had sat at his desk making business decisions, occasionally lifting 
his rump to shake hands with a business colleague. Walking to and from his 
chauffeured limousine was his daily exercise. Gem was slightly more active, in 
that he traveled to more locations while seeing his friends. But then, Gem ate 



more food.
After returning to their quarters, Goodwill found a memo pad lying on his 

pillow. Lifting it, it activated and quietly stated, “I have been a follower of the 
Church of Goodwill, formerly, the Church of Science and Goodwill, for a number 
of years. Know that you still have followers and are not alone. I will contact you 
again in a few days.”

Goodwill’s eyes widened slightly, but his face remained the neutral. There 
was no external sign of excitement. I thought my church was dead. I still have 
followers. An opportunity. Contacts and a power base! he thought joyously. 

 The Treasure Hunter’s transport landed with no mishaps. Planck, Janet, 
Alex, and Tonya stepped out, and President Ballal approached. He was 
accompanied by two large, frowning guards.

Both guards looked oddly bull-like, with wide shoulders, barrel chests, and 
flared nostrils. They might have been brothers. The dark-skinned, slightly roly 
poly President stepped ahead of the guards. 

Captain Planck extended his hand and said, “President Ballal?” 
“How quaint. Yes, I’m President Ballal. Handshakes may still be 

commonplace on Earth, but we find physical contact uncomfortable, and have 
stopped the tradition.”

Jon withdrew the offered handshake. Everyone on the explor-team was 
surprised by the President’s statement. In their culture, physical contact was 
promoted to help Asps develop and maintain social skills.

“You are Captain Planck?”
“Yes, I am. I’m astonished at how quickly you’ve built up your technology. 

It just doesn’t seem possible. You’ve achieved phase four industrialization in two 
generations.” 

“Thank you, and please call me Raj. Yes, we’re quite proud of what we’ve 
accomplished so far. When our ancestors left Earth, they had very definite plans. 
Plans that included developing a technological culture free from superstition and 
self-delusion. Part of this colony’s mission is to live in reality, not the illusion of 
false beliefs.

In an expansive gesture, he swept his arms outward, saying, “And this is 
what we have achieved so far.”

“It’s very impressive,” Janet said. “And you’ve accomplished it in a very 
short time. How large is your population?” 

“There are thirty-nine leaders and six hundred and twelve citizen workers.” 
This struck the captain, and everyone on the explor-team, as an unusual way 

to answer the question. Jon wondered if an aristocracy, or possibly a caste system, 
had developed. First things, first. 



“Are there any colonists with the last name Planck?” Jon asked. “I’m related 
to a First Gen with the same name.” 

Oddly, Raj continued to smile. “Jeffrey Planck and his family are among 
the honored dead. During our second year, there was an accident that killed many 
of the First Gens, Captain. One of the neutron power cells blew up, killing over 
half the original colonists.”

One of the guards left and returned with a limousine, to the surprise of 
everyone on the explor-team. There hadn’t been any functioning limousines on 
Terra in over seventy-five years. Everything was by train or bicycle. Ambulances 
were the closest thing to a limo in Torch Bearer cities 

“Are there ‘any’ First Gens alive?” Jon asked, realizing there should be one 
or two involved in a meeting with Terrans. 

“Aruna Ballal died twelve years ago. She was the last surviving First Gen, 
and a great leader. She is missed. I’m sure she would have been as thrilled as I am 
that a ship from Earth has arrived.” Raj made this statement with the same frozen 
smile, but there was an edge of anger in his voice.

The anger in Raj’s voice set off an alarm in Jon’s mind, and he reviewed 
what had just been said. “...she would have been as thrilled I am...” It has a 
double-meaning. She wouldn’t be thrilled and neither is he. They’re not happy. 
Why not? 

“To be honest, Grandma Aruna was sure the religious fanatics had taken 
control of Earth, and we would never hear from it again. She told us to “believe 
we were on our own and the only civilized human beings left. If a ship from 
Earth does arrive, well and good, but we should not expect it. She thought anyone 
still living on Earth had would be little more than superstitious primitives.

She taught them they were sole survivors. Superior human beings, Planck 
thought. Ego food!

The old-style electric limo purred quietly as it carried the five into the city. 
The two guards rode in front. Tonya noted there were no people on the sidewalks. 
As they traveled, they passed two humanoid robots walking side by side. 

“A loss of over half your colonists at the beginning would have reduced 
your breeding population to less than a fifty,” Janet commented. “How did you 
deal with that?”

Raj’s face became emotionless and he looked to the left as he answered, 
“The thirty-seven surviving First Gens used stored DNA they had brought with 
them, as well as genes left by the dead colonists,” Raj stated. “They understood 
the need to develop a large population quickly, while avoiding the problems of 
inbreeding. They created the Gene Selection Program and now we reproduce by 
choosing the genetic traits that support our society’s needs.”

The car came to a stop, and a door was opened by a blank-faced, short 



young man with dark, curly hair and very large eyes. Janet noted he had narrow 
shoulders and short, stubby fingers with thick black fingernails.

Raj tossed the man a coin and said “Good boy!”
“You use currency?” Jon asked.
“Yes. We find it gives the general population a sense of control over their 

lives.”
Janet said, “You mentioned a gene selection program. Do the mothers 

choose from a selection of healthy candidates? How does the system work?”
Raj turned and blushed. Smiling at Janet broadly, in spite of his blush, he 

said, “There are no mothers. All children are created in gene weavers and grown 
in maternity tanks.”

“What about sex?” Janet asked, her eyebrows raising as she connected Raj’s 
comment about physical contact with gene weavers and maternity tanks.

Raj turned and looked at Janet as though she had the measles and he had 
never been immunized. His face went from red to a pale tan.

Jon smiled internally. Janet’s intellectual curiosity regarding sexual 
practices was coming in handy. Her sense of timing might seem unusual, but he, 
too, was curious and the question might provide useful information. 

Raj recovered and said, with poorly hidden contempt and disdain, “We 
consider sex to be a crude and unreliable method of reproduction. Granted, it is 
sometimes used as a reward for the lower castes, but we, as the leaders of this 
colony, would never do anything so disgusting. The whole process is very 
unsanitary and completely unpredictable. We have evolved past the need for 
random genetics and animal pleasures.”

The group entered a tall building.
Everyone, except Alex, was shocked by the president’s comments. In his 

former life, Alex had met the occasional person, and in one instance, a group, 
who found sex repulsive. He had also heard of sex being used as a reward by 
illegal organizations, and even a few legal ones. He, himself, had once been 
offered sex as payment for tutoring before a test. 

A culture that uses a caste system, and is repulsed by sex. Sex gets used as a 
reward system for the lower castes. What would this culture’s upper castes think 
about farting contests? Alex wondered. 

He had entered a recent farting contest, coming in seventh out of twenty 
contestants. Alex was normally inhibited enough not to share farting and belching 
with the the general population, but privately, he enjoyed most bodily functions, 
breaking wind included. Apparently, as he discovered, he was able to enjoy 
farting publicly, as well.

He concluded the leaders of this colony did not enjoy bodily functions, and 
were out of touch with their bodies. 



Alex believed this had been a major problem for many of the world’s 
leaders in his former life. Lobbyists telling them what to do, combined with a 
chronic lack of sleep, and and a diet of sweet and salty nonnutritional food, had 
led to irrational decisions and adolescent behavior. He wondered, How long will 
this colony last? Four generations? Five? How long before they self-destruct? Will 
they adapt somehow? 

“I’m taking you to my office,” Raj remarked, smiling and friendly again. 
As they walked toward the elevators, he said, “It has an excellent view of the city 
and there are some people who would like to meet you.”

Continuing to smile, President Raj Ballal said, “It just occurred to me you 
may still reproduce through penetration and ejaculation, with women growing the 
embryo’s in their wombs. You may even raise your children in small family 
units.” 

“Yes,” Janet said as she studied Raj, “we do.”
“Curious. We consider such behavior socially primitive. We find such 

barbaric and clumsy methods of reproduction and education to be crude. We 
thought the people of Earth had returned to their primitive roots. It never 
occurred to us Earthers would advance technically, but remain evolutionarily 
retarded when it came to reproduction,” Raj said in an expression of superiority.

Everyone in the explor-team felt a sting at the insult.
Strong need to feed the ego, Jon and Janet both observed
“Actually, we call it Terra now,” Tonya said. “What have you named this 

planet?”
 Raj paused, then continued, “Ballal’s Planet. I’ve never given it much 

thought.” 
The elevator doors opened and the group was quickly transported upward. 

As the elevator rose, Planck frowned slightly, realizing all the technology he had 
seen was outdated. Even the president’s clothing was something from fashions 
popular over a hundred years ago.

 There may be an effort to preserve certain traditions. Like a presidential 
limo. That would make sense. A kind of counterbalance to the... strange behavior. 
Genetically preplanned children? Sex as a reward for the lower castes? Jon 
wondered. 

The concept of family seems to have disappeared completely. And who 
decides when to reward people? They would have to have some cultural structure. 
What has happened here? 

Captain Planck had reviewed the cryo-ship’s passenger list with Janet and 
Tonya. It was meant to be an agricultural, science-based colony, made up of a 
combination of farmers, technicians, and geneticists. Many of the colonists were 
from India, and had been described as farmer-geneticists. Survival needs at the 



very beginning have shaped this culture, and geneticists had a heavy influence, he 
thought. Any, or all, of these people could be my cousins, genetically. Or none.

The elevator doors opened to a suite which did have an amazing view. The 
office had two walls of glass, with the city and mountains providing a panoramic 
background. Two men and two women awaited them.

The family resemblance shared by the four waiting colonists and President 
Raj was very obvious. They all had the same nose and thick dark hair. 

During introductions Planck noted everyone was being introduced by title 
and first name. “What is your last name, your family name?” he asked one of the 
women. 

She smiled. “All administrators have the same last name. Ballal.”
Shortly after arriving, people of both groups tried asking questions 

simultaneously, and then fell silent, smiling at one another.
“I’m sure we all have a lot of questions. Perhaps our guests should be 

allowed to start?” Raj suggested.
“Very well,” a woman introduced as Professor Tarara said, while the others 

nodded.
“How were you able to build a such a high tech city with over half your 

original population gone? And in such a short amount of time?” Jon asked.
Professor Tarara looked at Jon and answered smoothly, “Our originators 

planned well. They supplied the ship with a team of robots. When they arrived, 
the first thing built was a manufacturing plant for more robots. The robots were 
built for construction work and farm work. Although the robots aren’t especially 
smart, they can be programmed to do basic construction and manual labor. 

“Then our robots developed the surrounding farmlands and built the city. 
With the exception of the lower castes, we rarely perform physical labor. Our 
time is spent exploring the sciences, arts, and mathematics. The robots provide for 
our material needs and construct new equipment and buildings as we need them,” 
Raj added. 

“An ideal society,” Alex said, knowingly. 
Janet looked at Alex curiously, and realized he was being sarcastic. Looking 

around, she noticed she was the only one who had picked up on it.
In his former life, Alex had developed a sensitivity to exaggerated 

statements. It was a defensive behavior which had evolved to protect him from 
salesmen and advertisements. His ‘bullshit alert system’ was sending out warnings. 

“Exactly,” Raj continued. “The originators knew what they wanted, a 
perfect society for mankind’s evolution. A society free from religious hindrances 
and superstitious fears. We are the end product,” he added, once again expansively 
sweeping his arms outward and towards the city on the other side of the windows.

“I’m sorry,” Alex said. Changing the subject, he asked, “I know an EM 



pulse will destroy electrical circuits, but what happens when a neutron power cell 
explodes.

Janet said, “It releases neutron radiation.” 
Alex knew something about neutron radiation. He had once watched an old 

vid showing a gorilla as it was exposed. The gorilla had been walking in a giant 
hamster wheel. The exposure destroyed it from the inside, with its skeleton and 
tissues breaking down at the cellular level. The gorilla essentially became a sack 
of body fluids tumbling around inside the hamster wheel. “Neutron radiation 
destroys life at the cellular level, while leaving electronics and technology 
undamaged. That would explain a lot.”

“We saw farms with livestock as we were landing. How many farm animals 
survived the neutron radiation?” Janet asked.

Judge Kumar answered, “We had a very large inventory of animal DNA 
samples and fertilized eggs. Much easier than transporting live animals. 
Fortunately they were far from the explosion and protected from the radiation. 
Building our livestock population presented very few problems.” . 

“Our turn,” Raj said, cutting Kumar off and smiling too broadly. “How and 
when did the Science-Religion War end?”

Planck answered, “A few years after the Promise left, a sterilization virus 
was released in China, and from there, spread around the world. We found a 
preventative treatment for it in North America, but not before ninety-five percent 
of the world population had been infected. 

“Europe and Asia were wiped out in a single generation. The Middle East 
still has a small population, but they’re nontechnological and very hostile to 
outsiders. We think South America and Africa has some survivors, but there’s 
been no direct contact. We recently discovered a large group of people in 
Australia who survived and are rebuilding. They, too, developed immunization 
shots for the sterilization virus. 

“In North America, we ended the war by using the immunizations as a 
negotiating tool. Religious extremists were forced to settle in a Quarantine Zone, 
in what used to be the southern United States, or risk extinction. From what I 
understand, some chose extinction.” 

Tonya added, “The Amish resettled in the center of what used to be the 
northern United States and lower Canada. We have a good relationship with the 
Amish. They provide food and a number of handmade products. We provide them 
with medical care and support during emergencies.”

Planck continued, “We have three large, science-based communities, or 
cities. One is on the east coast, far north of the Religious Reservation. One is in 
what used to be Wisconsin. And the remaining city is on the west coast, in what 
use to be south-western Canada.” 



Tonya said, “The people in the Religious Reservation are hostile. Every 
time we’ve accepted one as an immigrant, they’ve either decided to commit 
suicide, or blow something up. Inside the Religious Reservation, they’re 
overpopulated and tend to fight over resources. Religious groups are constantly 
feuding with one another, and are always blowing up some rival’s church or 
temple.”

“Containment!” Kumar commented. “Except for the Amish. You coexist 
and trade with the Amish. Curious. A peace of sorts.” 

“My turn,” Janet said, interrupting. “You mentioned the lower castes. You 
have developed a caste system?”

“Yes,” Raj answered. “We find people are more comfortable knowing what 
they’re capable of, and what’s expected of them. A caste system provides 
structure. People in the lower castes are designed for certain careers. They are 
assigned work which will keep them happy and healthy.”

“Was the doorman we met designed to be a doorman?” Jon asked.
“Sadly, some genetic designs don’t work out,” a young man named Akhil 

said. “We assign them jobs they’re capable of.”
The explor-team fell silent as they absorbed this information. Life here 

seemed very limited.
 “...designed for certain careers... assigned work which will keep them 

happy and healthy...” I don’t think you could maximize your potential in this 
culture, Janet observed.

Professor Tarara was a wirey, middle-aged woman. She asked, “Do you 
still have sexual intercourse in the way animals do?” There was an odd gleam in 
her eye.

Jon decided to answer this question before Janet did. “Yes, but we are aware 
random gene selection has its problems, and sex is an unpredictable way to 
reproduce. We would appreciate an opportunity to review your work.”

“Certainly. We’ll make it available. I’m sure we’ll be equally fascinated by 
Earth’s, or Terra’s, new technologies,” Akhil said. “I’m especially interested in 
your ship’s ability to travel faster-than-light.”

“Some of the changes may be surprising.” Captain Planck responded, 
cutting off Janet. “We should be able to access each other’s computer systems 
without too much trouble.”

The planet’s administrators tensed, looking to one another before 
answering. 

President Raj said, “Akhil spoke prematurely. Access to our research and 
libraries is heavily restricted. We’ll have to send you information specific to your 
needs. 

“Information isn’t available to the public?” Alex asked.



“No, of course not. Information and research are restricted to those with a 
need to know.”

It’s bloody well like one of those third world dictatorships, Alex thought.
Janet was beginning to feel real hostility, so she literally bit down on her 

tongue in an effort to control her emotions. Curiosity wouldn’t survive for long in 
this culture. How many people are having their potential minimized instead of 
maximized? 

Not to be put off, Professor Tarara pressed her questions, asking Janet, “Do 
you enjoy forming the beast with two backs?”

Shakespeare, Janet thought. She and Jon exchanged glances, giving Janet 
permission to answer. Shifting to objective, anthropological mode, she said, “Yes, 
we still enjoy sex. We use it both as a bonding mechanism and as a form of stress 
release.” That, and we simply enjoy screwing our brains out, and turning this 
‘animal’ behavior into an art form.

Extending her hand and caressing the woman’s hair, Janet teasingly asked, 
“You have never had sex?” 

The woman blushed and, backing away, answered, “Oh, no! Only the lower 
castes are interested in such things. They’re so vulgar.” 

Professor Tarara still had the gleam in her eye.

Chapter 9

After the explor-team boarded the transport, Tonya broke the silence. “My 
God! What the fuck just happened?”

“No kidding!” Janet exclaimed. “Those people are crazy. The First Gens 
must have had some serious sexual repression issues.”

Jon noticed Alex was silent, but wore an odd, confused smile on his face.
“They have developed a different culture,” Planck said quietly. “But, they 

are still human.”
“Just barely,” Tonya said, expressing her outrage. “They’re being raised in 

institutions, without affection or parental love. Children are institutionalized from 
birth, if you can even call coming out of a ‘maternity tank’, birth. They’re going 
to have short tempers, underdeveloped ethics, and obsessive behaviors.” 

“Maybe,” Captain Planck said. “We’ve never seen the results of a culture 
where everyone was raised in an institution. As a culture, they may have adapted 
somehow.”

“In a single generation? Not likely,” Janet replied sarcastically. “And it’s 



very unlikely they got any useful DNA from the dead colonists. Not after neutron 
radiation poisoning. 

“Alex stated it quite clearly,” she continued, “neutron radiation destroys life 
at the cellular level. 

“And, I don’t believe they were carrying human DNA on the ship. It’s 
common for animal DNA to be transported instead of living animals, but carrying 
human DNA is pretty rare.”

“What are you suggesting?’ Planck asked
“I am suggesting,” Janet said solemnly, “that they lied to us about where 

they’re getting their extra genetic material. My big fear is they have mixed the 
genes of animals with the genes of humans.”

“That’s quite an accusation,” Captain Planck said, his eyes widening as he 
realized Janet’s theory was entirely possible. “We’ll need to get DNA samples.” 

“I have these,” Janet said, holding up a long, thick, dark brown hair and a 
short, black, curly one for all to see.

“It’s a bizarre idea,” Tonya said. “If they’ve mixed animal DNA with 
humans, what are the chances they’ve mixed human DNA with animals. I’d like 
to get a look at some of their livestock.”

“That’s a good thought,” Planck said. “Fly low over some of the farmland 
and take readings on the animals. They may not be as useful as blood samples, but 
could give us some answers.”

The transport swooped low and passed over a small herd of cattle.
“They look normal enough from here,” Tonya said.
Alex leaned forward to look at the vidscreen. “That’s odd. They don’t seem 

to have any fur. Can you magnify the picture on the vidscreen? 
“Yes. Look, they’re furless,” he continued. “ And the forelegs are wrong, 

too. They have an exoskeleton.” 
“They’re mixing genes,” Tonya stated. “That’s just wrong. And it’s really 

wrong if their mixing human genes with animal genes.”
Jon responded, “We don’t know that, yet. It might be true, but those cows 

could be mutations.”
I’ll run tests on the hairs when we get back.” Janet said. 
“I don’t know why you’re all so surprised,” Alex interjected. “I don’t agree 

with the decisions they’ve made, but human history is full of cultures that don’t 
share your values. These colonists faced entirely different survival situations. 
During your rebuild of civilization, you had a much larger gene pool to work with 
than they did. Here, they had some pretty severe limitations to deal with.” 

Tonya was surprised by Alex’s comment. She still thought of him as Homo 
sapien, and less then sentient. “When did you become the voice of wisdom?” she 
asked.



“Hardly that. But there were a wide range of cultures on Terra during my 
time, and you guys have experienced only one or two, yours and the Amish.”

Planck nodded in agreement. “I agree with Alex. They had to make survival 
decisions, and we have no right to pass judgement without understanding the 
circumstances.”

Survival decisions, echoed in Jon’s mind as a horrific idea passed through it.

Planck had called Arthur into his office for a final report on the cryo-pod 
release.

“I believe Tonya cut power to the cryopods,” Arthur stated. 
Captain Planck held his breath, and then released it. Arthur had used the 

word ‘believe’ twice now. Earlier, Arthur had thought Ensign Shelton was the 
culprit, but the lie detection tests had cleared him. Now, he ‘believed’ Tonya was 
the one. Patience, he thought. The troublemakers and the colonists below are 
stressing me out. “Where’s your supporting evidence?”

“She’s one of a handful of people who could cover her own tracks so 
thoroughly, and she left a message for Reverend Goodwill.

“This is a copy of it.”
Planck accepted the memo pad and read. It said, “I have been a follower of 

the Church of Goodwill, formerly, the Church of Science and Goodwill, for a 
number of years. Know that you still have followers and are not alone. I will 
contact you again in a few days.”

 “It’s not exactly signed. How do you know she left it?”
“She’s left fingerprints and DNA on it.”
“Is this the original?” Planck asked.
“Yes. Goodwill has a copy I left in its place. He doesn’t know anything 

about Tonya yet. I’m planning to set a trap,” Cooper continued.
“What kind of a trap?”
Arthur described a fictional scenario designed to stall for the time he 

needed. There were humans on the planet below. A safe haven from the 
Torchbearers, and fertile soil for a new religion.

Cooper had met with Goodwill, privately. Goodwill and his flock wanted 
off the ship. They were afraid of both the aliens and the crew. The planet below 
seemed a reasonable option. Technologically, the people below were not much 
more advanced then the ones they had left in their former lives.

From the reports Cooper had read, they used currency, meaning they were 
capitalists, and they needed fresh human DNA to combat inbreeding defects. At 
present they had no religion, and it seemed an ideal situation for the Reverend 
Goodwill to set up shop. Goodwill had stated he would adjust his religious 
principles, just as the Catholic church had adjusted theirs in converting heathens 



from other cultures. 
 
Captain Planck asked President Raj to have a seat. They were in Planck’s 

office. Raj had just finished a tour of the ship with David, and had met the two 
alien ambassadors. Planck hoped the man would be in a mild state of awe and 
open to discussing sensitive issues.

“President Raj, I would like to ask about your robots. Have you ever used 
them for offworld missions?”

Raj frowned and looked puzzled. “Yes. About seventy years ago we sent 
ships to a planet about six light years away. We were desperate for copper and 
rare earth metals for our electronics. This entire star system has an astonishing 
shortage of useful metals. Why?”

This made some sense. Rare earth metals, such a neodymium, were used in 
a variety of communications devices. Bringing up a star map on the office 
vidscreen and pointing, Planck asked, “Was this the solar system?”

After a few minutes of study, Raj said, “Yes. Yes, I believe that’s the right 
one. Why? What’s going on? How did you know about the exploration mission?”

“You’ve met our Ambassador Hammel from Greggor?”
“Yes,” Raj said cautiously.
Pointing to the stellar map, Planck said, “This is Greggor. My question is, 

why did you send an invasion fleet of thirty-six ships, filled with robots, to 
Greggor?”

President Raj’s eyes looked like they might pop out of their sockets. Then 
his face became angry.

“Their atmosphere showed they had minerals we needed- copper, 
neodymium, samarium. All in short supply on this planet. And, bluntly speaking, 
they had genetic material we wanted to investigate. None of the life on Ballal was 
genetically compatible. We didn’t know there was ‘intelligent’ life on the planet!”

For Captain Planck, the pieces of the puzzle fell into place. Air pollution 
from Greggorian factories must have put the metals into the atmosphere. That had 
been the original attraction, resulting in a war and Greggorian DNA being brought 
back to Ballal. The traces of animal DNA in the attendant’s hair sample had been 
bad enough, but the Greggorian DNA found in Tarara Ballal’s hair was nearly 
unbelievable. Who knew how far these people had gone in altering the human 
genome?

“You lost twenty-four of your thirty-six ships to them. How could you not 
know they were intelligent?”

“Look! They were six light years away with no communications. The ships 
were programmed to land in different locations. Then the robots began mining 
and taking genetic samples of the planet’s lifeforms. They were also programmed 



to defend against attacks. The First Gens suspected there was life, but had no idea 
what kind of life until it returned  years later. And even upon return, there was 
nothing to indicate the robots had met with intelligent life. All the vidcams had 
been destroyed and we only had genetic samples of the planet’s lifeforms, not 
actual bodies. 

“We simply didn’t know there was intelligent life on the planet. Until the 
remaining ships returned with genetic samples, we weren’t completely certain 
there was any life on the planet.

“The First Gens had only planned on six of the thirty-six ships returning. 
The ten ships that did make it back were badly damaged, but supplied us with 
enough rare metals to last for a hundred years. We were very pleased ten ships 
made it back.” 

“Alright,” Jon said. “Lets talk about what you’ve ‘done’ with alien and 
animal DNA.”

Raj’s face took on a puzzled look which slowly transformed into sullenness.
Planck said, “We’ve discovered animal and alien genes in members of your 

population. I can certainly understand how your situation required drastic 
measures, but I did want to let you know this may raise some eyebrows on Terra.”

Jon waited for a response and received silence. “There were six animal 
genes, and two Greggorian genes in the door attendant’s DNA. The sample we 
took from Administrator Tarara showed she had a single Greggorian gene. I’m 
assuming you tested it on the citizen workers before inserting it into the genome 
of a future leader. It must be something useful.”

“It triples the strength of the human bone structure.” 
“Is your caste system based on genetic purity?” Planck asked. 
Raj smiled. “I and my colleagues discussed these concerns last night. We 

have no reason to be ashamed or embarrassed by who we are. Unlike some of the 
First Gens, we feel no loyalty to Earth, and no need for your approval. We’ve 
decided we have no allegiance to you. We are declaring ourselves separate from 
the human race and not bound by your laws and ethics.”

This was not a response Jon had anticipated. “You’re still mixing human 
and nonhuman gene combinations, aren’t you?”

“We have nothing to hide. Yes, we are still improving ‘our’ race. We are 
taking evolution into our own hands. We will create a superior race with 
genetically engineered individuals. In the meantime, you and your people are free 
to go on living like the primitive animals you are.”

Planck stared at the man intently.
“I believe our business is finished. May I leave now?” President Raj asked, 

suddenly nervous. The captain’s eyes had changed. They seemed to have gotten 
darker and colder. Raj did not want those eyes focused on him. 



“Yes. You’ve made your position quite clear. David will escort you back to 
the transport.” Jon Planck maintained a poker-face, but inside a storm of emotions 
rose and swirled.

After Raj left, Jon decided to pay Ambassador Dayah a visit. It was not a 
conscious decision. Jon’s conscious mind was focused on calming the emotions 
raging within himself. He was only vaguely aware of walking through the ship, 
and found himself at her door, distantly aware of pressing the guest button.

Then she was there, standing in the doorway.
She really is quite beautiful, he thought, admiring the shape and structure of 

her face.
“Hello, Captain Planck.”
“Hello, Ambassador Dayah, do you have time for some conversation?”
“I would like that. Please, come in. Make yourself comfortable,” she said.

Chapter 10

Reverend Goodwill and Doctor Trefant listened to Arthur Cooper intently. 
The Security Chief had just described their need for speed, telling them the 
Treasure Hunter would be leaving orbit soon. He explained they had no future on 
Terra, and would be put back in cryo soon. This would be their only chance for 
escape.

Trefant was in favor of it. He had no hopes of a future on Earth. The Torch 
Bearers, as they called themselves, supported neither capitalism, nor religion. A 
life with the Amish was not even an option worth considering. 

They would never survive the Quarantine Zone. According to this man, 
Cooper, the religious reservation was too dangerous. There was a Goodwill 
Church, but terrorism was a constant, and Cooper believed they would be 
assassinated within the first few months. He wouldn’t be able to protect them 
there. 

A new planet with a fresh colony, on the other hand, had great potential.
Reverend Goodwill was more hesitant. He liked the idea of spreading the 

word of Goodwill to alien cultures. But, he could see the dangers of staying on the 
ship, and the dangers of returning to Earth. He could never accept the Amish, 
even if they let him join. The Torch Bearers sounded like a bunch of extremists, 
hell bent on blocking the formation of any organized religion. And he could see 
how a group of different religions, forced to exist next door to one another in a 
confined space, would turn to violence. It had happened before.



Perhaps converting aliens can come later, after I’ve established a home 
base, he thought. Humans have faster-than-light travel, now. Perhaps I could 
develop a core group of missionaries, something I would not be able to do on 
Earth.

Goodwill missions on other planets, he thought joyously.
Goodwill extended his hand and placed it on Cooper’s forearm. He 

visualized his own aura moving into the man’s body, giving the Security Chief his 
blessing.

“We will follow your advice. You must lead us to safety. What must we do 
to prepare?” 

“How has your day been?” Jon asked, after entering Su’s quarters. 
There were no days or nights on this ship. Janet, who had offered Su her 

friendship and taken on the role of mentor and dream confidante, had explained 
this was a ritual greeting process.

“Quite well, thank you. I played racquet ball with Janet, earlier. More 
recently, I met with President Raj and played my role as ambassador. I did not 
like President Raj. How has your day been?”

A brief smile crossed Jon’s face.
“Grueling!” he said, taking on a look of irritability. “This planet’s colonists, 

with President Raj as their representative, have decided to separate themselves 
from the human race. They want the freedom to experiment with animal-human 
genetic combinations. And on top of that, they’re responsible for the Robot 
invasion of Greggor. And, President Raj has insulted us, insulted the human race, 
calling us animals and barbarians.” 

His face had shifted to a slightly wild-eyed look, combined with a subtle 
smile.

Su wasn’t sure how she should respond. This wasn’t part of the ritual 
response. Captain Planck was sharing information he found emotionally upsetting. 
In her own culture, a person might express this kind of intimate information with 
a relative or a very close friend. 

Is he courting me, expressing friendship, or something else entirely? she 
wondered.

“Hmmm.” she said. This was an all purpose noise she had heard Janet make, 
a  variation on zmmm, which served the same purpose. 

“They’re arrogant,” Jon said. “They think they’re taking control of their 
own evolution by playing around with human genetics. They never learned it is 
wrong to use humans as experimental guinea pigs. To be perfectly honest, I’m not 
sure they have a system of ethics or a moral code. 

“As children” Jon explained, looking at her face, “they’re raised differently. 



They’re raised in institutions, without parents. The end result is their code of 
ethics is entirely different from ours. So are their priorities.”

Su thought about what he had just said. “I believe you are using your 
Maslow philosophy of human development as a reference. Love is one of the 
lower tiers of development, and according to your philosophy they cannot mature 
to their maximized form if their love needs have never been satisfied. Is that 
correct?”

Su did not tell Jon her own mother had concluded parents on her 
homeworld didn’t spend enough time with their children, and were producing the 
same results.

Jon paused as her interpretation of what he had just said sank in. “Yes. It 
never occurred to me a colony might take this direction. It’s like Alex said, we 
assumed the science-based colonies would evolve along the same lines as ours. 
The idea they might take entirely different directions never occurred to us.”

“Did they lie to you or manipulate you with false information?”
“Yes. They withheld the truth and then insulted us after we found out.”
“You take those insults very seriously, don’t you?” she asked.
“Well, yes. It’s a serious situation. What they are doing is wrong. They’re 

screwing around with human genetics by adding animal and alien genes, and 
invading the planets of other sentient beings.”

“It sounds like your theory is correct. They do have a different ethical code. 
Are the colonists planning to attack us?” 

“What? No!” Jon exclaimed, his eyes widening suddenly as he wondered if 
there was an unknown threat.

Su smiled and said teasingly, “I’m glad it is only an issue of ethics and you 
won’t have to destroy the colony. Of course, as master of the ship you could 
destroy them simply for making you angry.”

A short-circuited look of confusion flashed across Jon’s face as he 
envisioned blasting the city. The look let Su know she had made her point.

He released a long, deep-seated belly laugh as all the tension he had been 
carrying slipped away.

Smiling at her, he said, “Maybe it’s not that serious. We’ll leave them alone 
for now, but I am concerned they’ll become a threat to Terra. Or even the 
Greggors. They’re openly hostile. 

“And I have no idea how Hammel is going to react to the news. 
Discovering their new allies are responsible for robots invading their planet isn’t 
going to strengthen our relationship.”

Su looked at him strangely and spoke with a slightly louder voice. “But it 
was not you who did this, nor your people. The people on the planet below are 
not your people. Their culture is entirely different, and from what you’ve said, 



most of the population’s genetic coding is different. They seem to have become an 
entirely different race, and you are not responsible for their actions.”

Su’s perspective was entirely different from his own. And it was a 
perspective he needed to take seriously. He didn’t agree with any of the Ballalians 
major decisions. Their culture and the Torch Bearers’ culture were entirely 
different. 

The Greggors aren’t making this alliance with the religious extremists, or 
with the Amish, Planck thought. And their not making it with the Ballalians. I 
need to think about this. I want to give Hammel an accurate picture of what 
happened, not a guilt-ridden one. 

Shifting his focus to the future, he thought, We’ll gather all the information 
we can about Ballal before we leave. And we will not be sharing faster-than-light 
technology with them. They’re too dangerous, too comfortable making enemies.

“After we’ve left orbit, I’ll talk to Hammel,” Jon announced.
Getting up, he placed his hand on her shoulder and said, “Thanks. My 

thinking was all tangled up. Would you like to have dinner with me tomorrow 
evening?”

Courting, Su decided, her shoulder tingling. “Yes. At six?”
“Great. I’ll see you later,” Jon said with a smile, as he exited.
Sitting, Su continued to think after Jon left. In the days following their 

encounter on Greggor, Jon had made no effort to energize with her again. 
He had been busy and so had she, though they had shared two meals. 
A courting Mylon male would have been much more aggressive after the 

first energizing session, and would have demanded to be energized again at the 
first available opportunity. If she refused, he would move on. If she agreed, the 
courtship would continue to the next level. Su had concluded, with no sadness or 
regrets, her experience with Jon was a one time adventure. A memory to be 
savored in old age and shared among old friends.

Now, it seemed she was wrong. The adventure was not over.
Janet had described the courtship of Alex to Su during one of their walks in 

the park. She had said they had gone out on three dates before making love. 
An odd way to describe energizing one another, she thought. Perhaps they 

only mate with people they feel affection for.
At the time, Su thought the story was both strange and out of context. A 

female courting a male? It seemed Terrans allowed either sex to initiate courting 
rituals. Strangely enough, this story had become useful. This evening would be 
her third date with the foolishly adventurous Captain Jon Planck. She warmed, 
daydreaming of various foreplay techniques she would like to try on him.

Janet and Alex were walking down the corridor. He was dressed normally 



in his tan surgical scrubs. He admired her dancer’s body as she walked next to 
him. She was barefoot and wearing black shorts and a matching tank top 

Returning to the topic of conversation, Alex asked, “Have you given up on 
the concept of photons completely?”

Janet answered. “No. Not completely.The photon model was so riddled with 
problems, we dropped the name and went back to the term quanta.”

“Meaning what?” 
“Well,” Janet said, “Individual quanta, formerly known as photons, don’t 

travel in straight lines. They tend to meander. Unless they’re organized into a 
wave front, they’re kind of useless. There are a few physicists studying individual 
quanta, but only a few. The quantum’s changes in direction seem to be about the 
vibrational energies of individual thermons. Kind of ‘finding the path of least 
resistance’.

“So breaking light waves down into photons never really accomplished very 
much?”

“Sorry, not as far as I can tell. Actually, just the opposite. Choosing to 
ignore the electromagnetic field left a huge hole in physics. Einstein’s impact was 
similar to Isaac Newton’s, and associates. Both succeeded in stunting wave and 
optics research for over a hundred years with the corpuscle/photon models.”

Alex was unaware of Newton’s effect on optics research, but decided some 
questions were more important than others. “I’m assuming faster-than-light travel 
is one result of EM field research. How does that work?”

Janet’s mind shifted from historian to engineer. “It’s about resistance. The 
ship has a number of powerful magnetic fields radiating out its equator. The 
ship’s equator spins at a high speed and cuts through the surrounding EM field 
like a blade. The faster it spins, the less resistance the ship meets.

“It works like a power saw,” Alex observed.
“Yes. A little bit,” Janet said.
“You guys are much more critical of historical scientists than we were,” 

Alex said. “When I was on Terra, nobody criticized Newton or Einstein. Just the 
opposite.”

“Hmmm. It is true, we don’t want anymore demi-gods. Newton and 
Einstein have become symbols of what happens when physics becomes faith-
based. In both cases, the men were brilliant, creative thinkers, and not really the 
source of the problem. The problem was a physics community following their 
teachings without question or doubt, and shunning the people who did question 
them. That kind of faith tends to ignore the truth and stunt creativity. 

Janet paused and decided to share some of her own personal history. “The 
model change started when my grandmother was a young woman, just about 
twenty years after your ship left. My grandma took care of me for a year while 



my parents were exploring the ruins of Moscow and told me about it. We would 
sit drinking coffee in the early morning, while she told me all about her life and 
the stupidities of physics before it got reevaluated.”

“What kinds of things did she say?” Alex asked.
“Oh, things like, “most of the theoretical physics developed between 1950 

and 2030 was a bunch of hocus-pocus and wishful thinking. 
“Oh, and she really hated the concept of neutrinos. She described a few 

very heated arguments with some professors about their existence.”
“What do you mean?” Alex asked cautiously.
Janet grinned. “Neutrinos were originally proven to exist using 

mathematics, circumstantial evidence, and some very convoluted reasoning. When 
a neutron separates into a proton and an electron, the electron is released at 
varying speeds. To explain this mathematically, physicists created a particle called 
a neutrino, which was released at the same time. The neutrino was responsible for 
the variations in speed. 

“Neutrinos, like photons, were massless and chargeless. More hocus-pocus. 
Today we know there are a huge number of factors effecting the electron’s 
separation speed. The model led to all sorts of goofy research where any change in 
measurements was considered proof of the neutrinos existence. 

“Even after it was discovered an electron’s separation speed could be 
controlled using temperature and magnetic field variations, the neutrino continued 
to be taught as hard fact in the text books. Those kinds of inconsistencies drove 
my grandmother crazy.”

“How do you describe ‘neutrons’ now?” Alex asked.
“Neutrons? Now we describe a neutron as a proton with an electron in its 

innermost Van Allen belt. Once the neutron leaves an atom, magnetic pressures 
separate it into an electron and a proton.”

Alex’s mind twisted slightly. If planets and stars have Van Allen belts, why 
not protons?

They were at the park entrance. Janet’s eyes defocused as she checked the 
time. “Want to meet here at six, tonight?” 

“Sure. What have you got going on today?”
“Well, after I go jogging with Jon, we’re filling up on protons and 

positrons while we’re still in orbit. When we arrived, the captain sent a message 
back to Terra, which uses up a lot of energy, and we were already fairly low from 
the trip here. Bill and I are taking a transport to collect them from the planet’s 
Van Allen belts. I’m guessing we’ll have to make four trips.”

The ship stored positrons and electrons in separate magnetic tanks. They 
were then manipulated to create electrical current for the ship’s electronics. After 
this, they were allowed to join in one of the ship’s gravity wells. The accelerated 



contraction of space by millions of them produced artificial gravity and energy for 
heating the ship. 

Protons were stored in more conventional gas tanks as an ionized form of 
hydrogen. They were sprayed into the ship’s thrusters, where they were split, 
releasing huge amounts of energy.

“Okay,” Alex said with a resolute smile, “I’ll see you later.” 
Janet entered the park and saw Jon stretching.
“What are your intentions regarding Su?” Janet asked Jon bluntly as she 

approached. 
Jon had processed his frustrations about President Raj by talking to Su. 

Now he was planning to burn off the physical tension. Her question surprised him, 
and he suddenly felt as though he were a teenager speaking with a young date’s 
mother. 

“I don’t have any intentions,” he said, scowling at her as the two stretched. 
It occurred to him he ‘had’ once said this to a young date’s mother.

Janet ignored the scowl and gave him her best smile. “Well, you better 
develop some, real soon. The two of you have had sex and you’re dating.”

“We’re not dat...” The captain’s face went blank with realization. We are 
dating. You made a date for this evening. And admit it, you were hoping to 
‘energize’ her tonight. 

“I’ll talk to her about it this evening,” he said. I don’t have time for a 
romantic relationship. I need one right now like I need a hole in my head. What 
was I thinking?

Janet hit him in the shoulder. “Don’t make me kick your bloody ass,” she 
threatened.

“My bloody ass?” Jon asked. 
The two of them turned their heads to stare into each others eyes and started 

laughing. 
“How bloody will my ass be?” Jon asked as he chuckled.
“Alright!” Janet said, regaining control, but still smiling. “I blew the 

phrasing on that, but you know what I mean!”
“No, I don’t!” Jon said teasingly, with a mystified smile. “What do you 

mean?” 

Chapter 11



“You know, I am definitely infatuated with you,” Jon whispered as Su lay 
on top of him.

“What do you mean?” she whispered back.
“I mean, I have a heart yearning for you and want to spend all my time 

with you,” he answered, rubbing her butt.
“What is a heart yearning?”
Taking on the air of a professor answering a student’s question, he said with 

authority, “A heart yearning is an intense sense of caring, a sensation of reaching 
out from the heart to embrace another person, often a child or loved one. The 
sensation is sometimes felt for pets.

“I like that. It is certainly a human concept. But spending all your time with 
me is unrealistic. I do enjoy energizing with you, but we both have other things to 
do.

“My former captain was older, and very old fashioned in his thinking. He 
believed in the concept of love, It was nice. I knew he was someone I could trust,” 
Su said, comfortable in her current lover’s embrace. 

“It’s good to have someone you can trust,”she said as she lifted her head to 
look him in the eyes. A meaning passed between them and Jon felt awed by her 
strength of will. 

A few moments later, Jon asked his alien lover, “Do mating Mylons 
normally love one another?”

“That kind of behavior has not been observed for at least two generations. 
My great-grandmother claimed she loved my great-grandfather when he was alive, 
but it is not currently ‘normal’ behavior. Love has a very low priority in my 
culture. It is something for children and a few close friends. 

Jon frowned. “Mylons do love their children?”
Su frowned back at him. “Children? It varies from family to family. but 

generally, yes. My mother loved me very much. But, as children become adults 
those feelings fade away.” 

“We have similar behaviors, but find loving our mates to be very useful, 
very synergistic. The support of someone who cares about you, who wants you to 
succeed, is very useful, and considered ‘normal’ behavior. Most humans require 
love for long-term mating relationships. Romantic relationships.”

“Are you suggesting I must love you if we are to continue energizing with 
one another?”

“No,” Jon answered with a semi-shrug “But don’t be surprised by loving 
behavior from me.”

“We will see what happens,” Su said. Loving someone, she thought, is a 
much deeper commitment than mating, or even marriage. Most modern Mylons 



would consider the offer of being loved an insult. It would suggest a need for 
emotional support, a weakness. If a Mylon offered such a relationship, I would 
question it as some sort of trap or manipulation. 

With Jon, it is different. I trust him to not deliberately hurt me. And Terrans 
are helpful, by nature, especially this one. How could it hurt? I will allow him to 
love me. It may provide me with a better understanding of their culture.

“There are some humans who also see love and sex as separate,” Jon added. 
“But I think, when the two are combined, it makes for very intense feelings and a 
very strong bonding process.”

“Terrans normally love their mates?” Su asked.
“Yes. Not always. Mistakes are made, but in general, yes.” 
“It is an interesting concept.” Su thought the idea was quaint, reminding her 

of things her great grandmother had talked of. Over time on Mylon, population 
pressures and great wealth had combined to isolate individuals from one another 
emotionally. “I shall experiment with these feelings. It may prove interesting. I 
will try to see you as both a sex object and as someone I care for.”

What have I gotten myself into? Jon wondered. “Thank you,” he said, 
smiling. 

“I will try this, but in return, I would ask you to grow your fingernails 
longer and use them more during our energizing sessions,” Su added.

This statement caused Jon to pause. My fingernails? Grow them longer and 
use them more? My technique is being criticized?

Then again, I can adjust, he thought, the idea of more lovemaking sessions 
cutting off energy to his ego. “Agreed! Now, I need to get up and go to the 
command center.”

The aristocrats followed Chief Cooper without speaking, attempting to 
create the illusion of nothing unusual as they moved through the Treasure 
Hunter’s corridors. Gem became wide-eyed when they entered the docking bay. 
He admired the various small ships in the same way a child admired shiny toys. 
He continued to stand there after the others had entered the transport they were 
stealing. Cooper grabbed Gem by the shirt collar and dragged him in.

Cooper realized he felt fully alive for the first time since leaving the 
Religious Reservation. His adrenaline was pumping and his senses sharpened by 
fear. He was completely in spy mode, surrounded by the enemy and riding a wave 
of nostalgia. His sense of self-confidence rose. 

Stepping outside the transport, Cooper said, “Computer, contact Chief 
Wagner and ask her to meet Tonya in Docking Bay 3. There is a question about 
one of the transports.”

He moved his hand, the one holding a zapgun, behind his back and waited.



Chief Cooper considered what he had read a few hours ago in the reports 
sent to him. The first report notified him of they would be leaving orbit in two 
hours. It provided with him notice time was short.

In a second report, Rhonda notified him she had found a particle of 
dandruff, with readable DNA, near the cut wires. She predicted the results would 
be ready in a few hours. While reading the second report, Chief Cooper had 
become furious. His mind zoomed back to a memory of scratching his head 
during the crime. The report had rattled him. At the time, his jaw muscles had 
clamped down so hard, and for so long, they were still sore. It had taken him 
nearly half an hour to clear his mind and begin thinking intelligently again.

For whatever reason, she had become involved with the cryo-pod 
investigation. Cooper couldn’t help but wonder why, and concluded he was no 
longer trusted. He could only hope they wouldn’t discover the missing salvage 
passengers within the next half hour. 

 Her involvement rattled him. What right does she have, starting her own 
investigation, crowding my territory, he fumed. The captain must have put her up 
to it. Him or Janet.

It doesn’t matter, they’ll know I released the cryo-pods, and they’ll put me 
in the brig or store me in cryo. There’s no telling what measures the captain might 
take. At the very least, I’ll be discredited and embarrassed. Eventually, I’ll be 
returned to Terra as a criminal, or even worse, simply as an embarrassment. I 
have to escape. My reputation here is ruined.

With the need to escape becoming immediate, he considered the planet 
below a very reasonable solution. He had no doubt he would be valuable to the 
colonists. By bringing new technologies with him, he hoped to gain the trust of 
the planet’s leaders. 

A report written by Planck and stored for transmission described the colony 
below as a cultural nightmare. A culture of institutionalized children grown to 
adulthood. Cooper believed the situation sounded perfect for a new religion. 

He thought, Their twisted little minds will be ours for the manipulation. It 
also sounds like fresh human DNA would be appreciated. 

He had transferred the Treasure Hunter’s schematics to the transport’s 
memory. Cooper was certain they would find it useful. He was also certain hey 
would find Janet useful. The colonists would be able to update their technology 
and achieve faster than-light-speeds in no time with her as a consultant. With 
Arthur Cooper as their lead general, and Reverend Goodwill as their spiritual 
leader, they would become a force to be reckoned with.

The captain’s report had described the ‘Ballalians’ demand the Treasure 
Hunter leave its orbit. Apparently, the colonists had decided philosophical 
differences were too extreme and the ship orbiting their planet was unwelcome. A 



potential enemy. Since the colony did not seem to need or want any help, the 
captain had agreed to leave. This was useful. The enemy of my enemy is my 
friend, and President Raj might appreciate a new friend.

Convincing the Reverend Goodwill and his followers of the need for 
urgency had taken no time at all. The promise of a religion-free colony, with no 
laws against organized religion, had made the decision easy for them. Even 
Trefant had been pleased, after being told the colonists were also capitalists.

The doors slid open and Janet entered the docking bay. With furrowed 
brows, she looked around and asked, “Where’s Ton....

Cooper cut her off by shooting her. 

In the command center, Tonya said, “Captain, one of our transports is 
leaving Docking Bay 3.”

“What!?” Jon said, his eyebrows rising. 
“Transport 9 is leaving Docking Bay 3!” Tonya answered, turning to look 

at the captain with concern.
“Whose aboard?” Planck asked.
She shifted around and looked at security console. Six people. The transport 

isn’t answering hails..... It looks like Chief Cooper provided the authorization.
Six people? he wondered. “Computer, list any crewmen missing from the 

Treasure Hunter.
“Security Chief Arthur Cooper and Science Officer Janet Wagner are absent 

from the ship.”
He’s kidnapped Janet, Jon thought, but why? Planck was aware of the 

tension between Arthur and Janet. Jon had commented on it once and she told him 
they'd had a brief fling near the beginning of training. He had never probed, but 
at one point he had spoken to Arthur, emphasizing that Janet knew nothing of 
their conversation, and further emphasizing Arthur needed to to maintain a 
friendlier attitude in the command center. 

The others must be the salvage passengers. Arthur’s taking them down to the 
planet. He escaping. He’s the one who released them from cryo! Jon thought, as 
his mind reeled with patterns and information falling into place. Rhonda’s 
discovery of  DNA must have spooked him

“Janet, can you hear me?” he asked, using the direct link. Nothing. 
Tonya’s scan wouldn’t pick up a corpse. She must be alive, but unconscious.

Aboard the small ship, Cooper adjusted the controls and began descending 
into the atmosphere. 

“Tonya, have security prep a transport for immediate take off,” Planck said 
calmly. “I want you to take five techs with you and retrieve what is ours. The 
Ballalians can’t be allowed to get our technology. Destroy the transport if you’re 



forced to leave it.
As she was giving orders to have a transport made ready, Jon hesitated, then 

said, “Tonya, if necessary, use deadly force. We can’t let Chief Cooper join the 
population. He knows too much, and I repeat, the Ballalians cannot be allowed to 
get our technology.”

Tonya looked at the captain, her face unusually pale. “Captain Planck, all 
the docking bay door controls have been blocked, and they can’t override the 
blocks to get them open.”

“Jam any radio signals from the transport... Wait! ”Captain Planck put up 
his hand, signaling quiet.

“Jon?”
“Janet, are you okay?” 
“My head hurts and my hands are strapped together. Right now, I have my 

eyes closed and I’m faking still being unconscious. I think that self-stroking 
bastard, Arthur, shot me.”

“He seems to have flipped out, Janet. He’s heading for the planet and 
taking the four salvage passengers, and you, with him.” 

“What’s he thinking?”
I think he’s the one who released the salvage passengers and has some kind 

of plan for delivering them to the Ballalians.
She immediately understood the situation and the need to stop Arthur. With 

a robot military and faster-than-light speeds, they could easily invade Greggor a 
second time. Or any other planet they wanted to. They would become interstellar 
criminals. Pirates. Taking what they wanted, when they wanted. Behaving like 
Homo sapiens and using their ‘needs’ to justify their actions.

Janet thought,“We can’t let the Ballalians get a hold of our technologies. 
Just Arthur’s cultural understanding of how physics works could be enough to 
jump start them in the direction of faster-then-light travel. We have to stop him. 
They can’t be allowed to get a hold of our technologies.”

“Do what you can to slow Arthur down without risking yourself. We’ll 
follow you as soon as we can get the docking bay doors working. Be careful. 
Arthur has twice the mass you do.”

Janet considered the situation. Jon was being protective. “I think I may have 
to stop him, Jon. I agree, we can’t let the Ballalians get our technology.”

“He’s bigger and meaner than you are, Janet,” Jon thought with complete 
honesty.

“I’ll have to be sneakier,” Janet responded, with a self-confidence she 
didn’t feel.

Jon thought about this. He had never criticized or teased Arthur for his loss 
in their one hand-to-hand combat match. Nor had he provided unasked for 



feedback. But he knew the man’s weaknesses. If Janet couldn’t stop Arthur, she’d 
be trapped on the planet below. He would lose her. The ship would lose her.

“You can take him, Janet! Hell, you almost took me the other day. He 
doesn’t understand the concept of muga, and you do. That gives you an incredible 
advantage. Arthur choreographs his moves in advance. If you throw him a few 
zingers, he won’t be able to respond quickly enough!”

For two weeks, during their fighting matches, she and Jon had focused only 
on developing muga. At the end of that two weeks, she had improved 
significantly. She ‘could’ almost beat Jon in a hand-to-hand match. 

Briefly, Janet’s thoughts drifted. She had always had difficulty with 
improvisational dance. How odd that a martial arts technique had opened the door 
for spontaneous movement.

Refocusing, she thought, “Alright. I feel more confident. Good pep talk! 
Now be quiet for a while!”

“Got it.”
Jon sat back in the captain’s chair and exhaled, relaxing his muscles in the 

process.
I need other options. I don’t want to lose Janet. He gave Tonya and the 

command center staff an update on Janet’s intentions and asked for thoughts.
“Captain, Chief Cooper is hailing the Ballalian landing port. They haven’t 

responded,” Tonya said nervously.
“Janet, you’re on your own for a while. We’re about to jam Arthur’s 

communications”.
“Understood. I’ll give you a signal after things have settled down.”
“He’s hailing them again, and now he’s asking for asylum and permission 

to land.”
“Charles, jam their signals. Status report on the docking bay hatches.”
Tonya responded, “Their programs were wiped and then locked. The 

engineers think they can open the one in bay four manually.”
“Tonya, get down there with your crew and be ready to launch as soon as 

they get that hatch open.”
Sitting is the worst. If only I could do something, Jon thought.
Through mostly closed eyes, Janet noted she was on the floor at the rear of 

the transport, behind the passenger seats. No one was watching her.
Her head was near an access panel opening onto power flow regulators. She 

could make the ship nearly unsteerable by moving some small control arms to 
maximum and others to minimum. There was also a switch that could shut down 
front directional thrusters on the port side of the transport.

She wasn’t worried about crashing. Emergency landing thrusters would 
prevent that. She hoped.



Janet’s hands were bound behind her back, but with her flexibility, she was 
easily, and quietly, able to bring her wrists down and around her feet. Though her 
wrists were bound by a plastic zip strap, she could still use her hands and fingers. 

There was a slight click as the latch opened on the panel. Gem heard the 
noise and turned to look. Their eyes made contact. Gem smiled at her and turned 
to face the front.

Janet blinked twice at his silence, shrugged slightly, and turned her attention 
back to the controls, making the adjustments and flicking the switch off. 

The transport began spiralling down toward the planet’s surface. Cooper 
was cursing and the passengers were screaming. Tuning out the noises, Janet 
rolled onto her back and began relaxing her muscles, just in case the landing 
turned out to be a little rough. A relaxed body would suffer less damage than a 
tensed one. 

The cursing and screaming outside of Janet’s bubble of calm continued for 
several minutes. Then the emergency thrusters kicked in and they were all pressed 
downward as the transport abruptly slowed its descent.

“What the fuck just happened?” Cooper asked. No one answered. 
Janet noted the access panel wall had a sharp edge. She began sawing at the 

plastic strapping securing her wrists. There was a small jerk as the transport 
landed.

Turning around, Cooper saw Janet and the open access panel. His eyes 
widened and then glared at her. In two large strides he was upon her, grabbing her 
from under the arms and lifting her like a child. Staring into her eyes, his 
maddened face showed froth at the corners of his mouth.

“What have you done?” he bellowed into her face, his own face reddening 
with rage. 

“Slowed you down?” she asked, feigning wide-eyed curiosity.
As he dropped her, he gave her a push that slammed her into the transport’s 

rear wall.
Grabbing Janet by the collar of her uniform, he turned to his passengers and 

said, “The city is about sixteen kilometers away. The Ballalians may send out a 
transport, but we have no way of being sure. And we can’t hang around here. 
Planck will be sending security techs to capture us. Dragging Janet with him by 
one hand, they exited the transport and he said, “We’ll start walking. Come on!”

Outside, Janet noted they had landed in an unlevel clearing. During the 
muga practice sessions, Jon chose rough unlevel sections of the park for their 
matches. He had said a rough, nonsymmetrical, natural environment would help 
open her mind and get logical thought out of the way. 

This will work to my advantage, she thought. And better now, than later.
The plastic strap had been nearly cut through when Cooper grabbed her. 



Feeling the strap cut into her flesh, Janet increased her adrenaline and snapped the 
plastic binding. As he dragged her behind him, she brought her arm up, around, 
and over Cooper’s grip to lever his arm downward. His grip came loose with the 
downward pressure of her arm.

The former security chief had been looking ahead as he dragged Janet. He 
swung around to see what had just happened and was puzzled by what seemed to 
be a metamorphosis taking place. Janet seemed to be becoming larger, more 
fierce. Her blue-gray eyes had hardened and gained an intensity he had never seen 
before.

From the very beginning, before Jon had even instructed her on how to 
stand while fighting, he told her to find a god or goddess, or mystical figure, that 
she would choose as an ally. This entity would fill her and she would become 
what he called an aspect of that entity. This energy would not possess her, he 
explained, she would possess it.

At first it had seemed silly, and more than a little clumsy as a constant 
distraction. Gradually, it had become an habitual part of what she called, “shifting 
to fighting mode.” As time had gone on, she understood what Jon had meant. 
Energy filled her and she became a different person. She became Athena, goddess 
of war, a creature who enjoyed fighting.

Janet lifted her eyes and looked into Cooper’s. He remembered, as a child 
he had been with a group of fellow boy scouts. From a short distance they saw a 
mother bear and her two cubs moving through the forest. Suddenly, she turned 
and looked Cooper straight in the eyes. The look had been so overpowering, so 
frightening, that he had wet his pants on the spot. This was the look coming from 
Janet’s eyes. 

Fear paralyzed him for a moment, and then his conscious mind regained 
control.

“You’re actually going to fight me?” he sneered, avoiding her eyes.
“If that’s what it takes. I’m not letting you join the colony.”
He had never seen Janet like this. Confusion flooded Cooper’s mind before 

he clamped down on it. “Fine,” he said, “I’m going to enjoy taking you down a 
few pegs.”

Goodwill and the Trefants watched as though they were about to witness a 
train wreck. The woman challenging him was only as tall as Cooper’s chest, and 
roughly half his mass. None of them could imagine Cooper being beaten by this 
comparatively small woman.

Abruptly, Cooper glided towards her, moving with great speed. Janet stood 
like a statue, waiting for his first move. It came in the form of a kick to her head. 
She made no effort to block it. Instead, she rolled with it before it arrived, 
cartwheeling to land on her feet and resume her fighting position.



Not striking the target he had aimed for, not striking anything of substance, 
Cooper overswung his kick and did a clumsy full turn in order to face her when 
his momentum settled down.

That was an odd move, he thought. 
He glided towards her and tried kicking her in the head with his other foot. 

This time he received a cartwheeled kick to his own head, as Janet twisted during 
the movement in a way which seemed completely unreasonable. Spots appeared in 
front of his eyes and he feared losing consciousness. Shaking his head, he looked 
for his opponent and blocked a fist to his solar plexus. Janet backed off.

That kick was impossible. How did she do that? he wondered with shock. 
I’ll move carefully. If I can get hold of her wrist, I can overpower her.

In a slight crouch, Cooper moved forward using a spread leg shuffle. This 
was a defensive posture which Cooper believed prepared him for all forms of 
attack. When close enough, he began throwing punches, but instead of blocking 
him, she backed away, moving out of reach. This infuriated him, as did the 
knowledge that he hadn’t hit her once so far. To continue the fight, he had to 
chase her. For Cooper, this was a maddening way to fight. And he couldn’t just 
walk away. He knew she would attack him from behind. He had to finish this here 
and now. 

“If you’re not going to fight, maybe you should just let us go,” Cooper 
said, trying to anger her with ridicule. When she remained silent, he added, 
“Look, I’m going to have to wrap this up. We really need to get going.”

A look of fear crossed Janet’s face and she backed away with a limp. 
Cooper smiled and moved forward quickly, his confidence returning. Walking 
crablike in his crouched position, he neared her again. 

Suddenly, Janet dove at the ground in front of Cooper, performing a head 
over heels tumble which drove the balls of her two feet squarely into his stomach. 
With a whoosh of expelled air, Cooper’s feet left the ground, she straightened her 
knees and extended her feet to give him added momentum. It was completely 
unexpected and perfectly timed. 

Gem and the others watched as Cooper came up from the ground. They 
heard his astonished grunt of expelled air, and watched him fly with his arms and 
legs flailing. A look of surprise, followed by fear, flashed across his face as he 
saw he was hurtling toward a a sharp edged boulder, but could do nothing to 
change his course or block it. The fear he felt was replaced by an intense anger. 
His skull made a sickly, squashy sounding thud as the rock crushed the brain tissue 
stored within. Anger was his last memory.

Janet looked at body smashed against the rock. Chief Cooper had been a 
shipmate, a former lover, and ultimately, a traitor. She turned her head, seeking 
the salvage passengers. They had disappeared, running off into the woods.



Walking numbly into the transport she knelt and adjusted the power flow 
regulators. Leaning back, Janet sighed and let herself have a good cry. After 
several minutes she wiped her nose on one sleeve and her eyes on the other. 

Standing up, she moved to the pilot seat. Enough of that you weepy bitch, 
she thought, time to get this transport home. Hmmm. Home. 

Epilogue

Janet and Jon were walking in the park, enjoying the scheduled 
thunderstorm.The thunder was fake, but there was heavy rain and flashes of light 
designed to imitate lightning. Both were barefoot and wearing black shorts and 
tank tops.

With rain running down her face, Janet looked at Jon and said, “Looks like 
we’re single again.”

“Looks like.”
The water splashed as their bare feet walked through a large puddle. 
“It was nice while it lasted,” Jon reminisced. “Su definitely provided some 

unique memories. Did you know she collects interesting memories? She told me I 
was unique, and that I would live forever in the stories she told her 
grandchildren.”

Janet looked at Jon while water streamed down his dark face, his white hair 
matted to his head.

“Well, that’s quite a compliment. I should have used that line on Alex,” 
Janet said, yelling a little to be heard over the raindrops.

“I know. I’m going to use it myself, sometime in the future. How was Alex 
about saying goodbye?” 

“Clumsy and cute. I think he’ll do alright.”
Jon let out a guffaw. Janet looked at him curiously. A guffaw meant he had 

some kind of ironic connection.
“What did you just realize?”
“Su was very curious about Alex just before they left.”
“That’s not a realization. That’s an observation.”
“She was wondering if he could imitate the way I walk.” 
“Again!” she said loudly, spreading her arms out dramatically and spraying 

rainwater horizontally in the process. She was smiling like a child. “Why would 
anyone want to do that? You walk like a goof!”

“I don’t really know why. And I do not walk like a goof.”
“Hmmm. Yes you do!”
“Was the hmmm related to curiosity about Alex imitating my walk, or was 



it a prelude to your arguing that I walk like a goof?”
“Both! And answer the question. What did you just realize?”
“First, a question of my own. Did you say anything.... complimentary about 

Alex as a lover?” Jon said, watching her reaction closely. 
“Bloody hell!” Janet exclaimed. 
Janet turned her head to look at him, astonishment on her face. “You 

headgamer!” she exclaimed. “You knew her plans and you set me up!”
She began flinging rainwater into his face. There was a flash of imitation 

lightning from the overhead dome, followed by the sound of imitation thunder.

“Those two make a very odd couple,” Betsy said to her older lover, 
Rhonda. The two were sitting in the shelter of a gazebo, an arm around each 
others shoulders as they sat cuddling. 

“Our captain, an older man, and the second-in-command, a younger 
woman, cavorting around like children. They must be lovers. It’s just very 
strange.” 

Rhonda had doubts about her young lover. There were times when her 
inexperience and shallowness seemed overwhelming. The young woman was 
mature enough to understand that adults, in addition to sex, could have other 
interests. Sadly, she did not yet understand this could be extended to adults 
choosing nonsexual friendships. Rhonda wondered if Betsy would ever understand 
the concept. Still, one had to help mature the next generation as much as possible.  

“No, Betsy,” Rhonda answered. “There’s nothing pathetic there. Believe it 
or not, the two are simply friends, and as far as I can tell, they have a very healthy 
relationship. It makes them stronger, and it makes us stronger.  

“They just know how to have fun. It’s a gift many of us lose, or don’t 
practice enough,” Rhonda said thoughtfully. 
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