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Millions of hands raised millions of steins of mead all across Earth-763. For centuries their planet was enthralled with terrible wars. Millions died in their conflicts and many more had their lives destroyed, homes ruined, families crushed and they lost their livelihoods.
Now that was all about to change. Peace would finally rule over their planet.
The All-Thing was telecast from New Asgard, a fortified city in what would be the Swedish fjords on many other Earths. The leaders of the great armies of the world stared into the cameras.
Their eyes beamed.
War Chief Tyrrel sipped his honey wine. The others feasted on the remnants of their world’s livestock, mostly scavenging birds of prey. This was not a world that dedicated much of itself to agriculture.
Tyrrel slammed his fist onto the massive table.
“Warriors!” he growled, “It is time to begin. “Every life on our world has been fraught with misery since before the time of your father’s father’s fathers, but now we have a chance to change everything. For centuries we have waited for the signs and portents that would eventually unleash dread Loki from his prison at the center of Midgard and we can wait no longer.”
War Chief Tyrrel held up a small metal box.
“With this machine we will unleash Fenrir the Wolf. With that the gods will descend upon our world and the battle at the end of time shall begin.” He raised his stein to the heavens with his other hand and bellowed, “To Ragnarok! To our glorious end!”
Billions of voices across the planet joined him. They begged for any escape.
He pressed the button and the Fenrir device began the long and complicated job of destroying the planet’s moon.
* * *
The Science Ship Hugin impatiently orbited Earth-763. Nobody foresaw the vast energies slowly building inside the moon. This was well outside Colonel Grimbaq’s, and the rest of his staff’s, experience. They were only there to study this strange planet populated by Viking warriors. If this planet could quit all the wars for a few decades they would be on the cusp of discovering galactic society.
Once the scanners revealed the problem they only had one solution, call somebody who dealt with the strangeness of the universe of a weekly basis.
The Starship Victory glided out of hyperspace and jumped into orbit just behind the Hugin.
The message klaxon sounded across the bridge of the Victory. Colonel Dart nodded and Ensign Brahma brought up the message.
The bridge of the Hugin appeared on the holographic generator on the Victory’s bridge. The image of Colonel Grimbaq stepped forward and said, “Colonel Dart.”
“We came as fast as we could,” Colonel Dart said, “You say this planet’s moon is destroying itself?”
“It’s a long story,” the commander of the Science Ship said, “We’ve been studying their culture for eight months. They’re obsessed with violence, war and death. They’ve had thirteen major wars in the last decade. On a standard Earth of their development level you would expect a population of five billion. They’ve got half that.”
All Gamar looked serious, but Colonel Grimbaq looked positively terrifying. He was a Gamar Warrior of great size, nearly seven feet tall. He wore a Galactic Union uniform modified for his Reptilian species and shell. It fit precisely to Galactic Union specifications. And Grimbaq kept his talons sharpened in the classical Gamar style that had been so common on their hive-world.
He had the weary look of someone who had seen a dozen Earths squander their natural resources and doom themselves. Such ecological disasters weren’t unknown among the duplicate Earths. More than twenty percent of the worlds sat uninhabited. A few had apparently never been filled with humans, but most had been destroyed by their residents.
Colonel Dart wore a uniform at least as correctly fitted as the Gamar commander. He wore standard beard style #4 as per the Officer’s Manual. Dart’s hair sat at the far side of salt-and-pepper. He’d had a long career and seen many things that other officers couldn’t deal with, so his face was creased with wrinkles.
Colonel Dart said, “But what about their moon?”
“The dominant religion of this world believes that the moon will be destroyed as a prelude to the end of the world,” Colonel Grimbaq said.
“But surely they don’t have the technological sophistication to destroy their own moon,” Security Chief Hayes chimed in.
She too was a human. Where the colonels might fit the officer’s manual to a millimeter, Chief Hayes kept her uniform precise down to the Planck length. Her long hair was tightly knotted behind her skull, female officer style #7.
“They shouldn’t,” Colonel Grimbaq said, “We believe that they uncovered something built by an ancient civilization.”
“Very well,” Colonel Dart said, “How do you think we should proceed?”
Colonel Grimbaq said, “First we must stabilize the moon, but for a long term solution we have to get our hands on their so-called ‘Fenrir Device’. It’s held at a secure location under constant guard.”
“You need somebody trained in stealth,” Colonel Dart said.
Ensign Brahma said, “Look, I know what you’re thinking.”
He was an energy being. Technically, he didn’t have a physical body. His intelligence was built into a lattice of light extruded into special dimensions that didn’t exist. The physical body he did show, and could choose not to, was simply an illusion.
“The last time you sent me on a stealth mission I freaked out and got captured by Spartan pirates.”
Chief Hayes said, “He’s right. He’ll freak out at the first sign of danger. It’d be perfect if there was some way I could control him by remote, but that’s not possible right?”
“Maybe?” Brahma said, “But I’ve never tried it. And it would be dangerous.”
Chief Hayes said, “Then I volunteer. I got five stars in the Stealth Track at the academy. I spent two semesters as a T.A. there too.”
Colonel Grimbaq stared at her. The hologram that appeared on his bridge certainly appeared baseline human. Perhaps a little too Mediterranean for this decidedly Nordic culture, but he supposed she’d do.
“Excellent,” Grimbaq said, “I’ll have my security team brief you immediately.”
* * *
The core of Earth-763’s moon churned and boiled. Days earlier it was solid rock, frozen in place by millions of years, but the Fenrir device was doing it’s work. The atoms excited more and the temperature increased with every passing second.
Lieutenant Parish of the Science Ship Hugin watched as a swirl of light twinkled into her engineering deck. Chief Golem appeared, teleporting over from the Victory.
Her eyes widened for a moment. Golem’s appearance surprised her. It was common knowledge that the Engineering Chief of the Victory was an android, but all the stock photos available of him showed an android covered in an analog of Caucasian skin. Now he wore transparent skin. She couldn’t help but stare at his servo-motors for a few brief moments.
“Engineering Chief Golem, at your service,” the android said.
“I’m Lieutenant Parish,” the engineering chief of the science ship said. “I’ve already got a plan for stabilizing the core of the moon. It’ll keep it stable for about seventy-two hours.”
“Okay,” Golem said, “So why haven’t you already done this?”
“I need a more powerful gravity pulse than the Hugin alone can generate.”
“Ah, I’ll forward control of our scanner array over to you then,” Golem said, tapping his finger on his computer tablet.
The Hugin and Victory fired bursts of salted gravitons into micro-seams in the moon. A burst of energy issued from the moon’s core, greatly decreasing it’s internal pressures, and hurling that power off in a direction that would eventually collide with the system’s planet Ceres in the asteroid belt. Nothing of value would be lost.
* * *
Chief Hayes smelled the simulated furs she was dressed in. The fur was matted and white, splashed with blood along it’s edges. It was intended to resemble the fur of polar bears. The crew of the Hugin had grown it in a matter generator, constructed molecule by molecule from cubes of elemental atoms kept in the ship’s core.
She examined the dagger she’d been equipped with.
“It’ll give you the aspect of a great warrior,” the security chief from the Hugin, Dexon, said, “This is a planet that’s big on honor and all that crap.”
Chief Dexon raised a med-trigger to Chief Hayes’ neck. Her spine tingled, with the effect rising up slowly until it filled her brain.
“This’ll replace your natural language with theirs for about eighteen hours,” he said. “I’ll give you an extra too, just in case.” He slid another med-trigger into a fold in the fur cloak.
Unfamiliar words issued from Chief Hayes mouth, but somehow she understood them. “Where am I teleporting down?” she said in the Viking language. To Dexon her lips seemed to operate wrong, but she said words he understood thanks to the ship’s automatic translator.
“Just outside what they call the Ragnarok Complex. Unfortunately these people are kinda nuts. You’ll see what I mean. But at least it’ll give you a cover of chaos to jump in by.”
Chief Hayes stepped up to the teleport pad. She said, “Let’s get this over with.”
Security Chief Kylie Hayes appeared on the surface in a swirl of light. She was in a forest. Night. A raucous party was happening somewhere nearby. Smoke from a bonfire wafted into the air beyond the trees. It shimmered in the distance.
She inhaled deeply and walked off in it’s direction.
A small group of children charged by. They all had bottles of small beer in their hands. They argued about who was stronger, War Chief Tyrrel or War Chief Bone Stump.
The party grew louder the closer she approached. She heard the clink of metal on metal. Explosions illuminated the forest briefly. She saw two men in chain-mail, battling with broadswords. She walked past them.
Finally she reached the party. An assortment of people, mostly adults, and mostly wearing bits and pieces of armor and heavy furs stood in a circle surrounding a bon fire. Vast casks filled with mead and ale sat on tables near the edges, surrounded by platters of rare cooked meat and bottles of small beer for the children.
A man with a gnarled face pock marked with scars said, “You don’t look so tough, gimme your polar bear coat.”
Chief Hayes shot him an angry look.
He raised his long sword and charged her. She deflected the attack with her dagger and jammed her knee into his groin.
His cod piece absorbed the force.
He tried to swing his long sword again but this time she dug her fingers into a pressure point on the inside of his elbow. His hand shot open in pain and he dropped his sword.
By now others had decided to join the fracas. A man swung at her from behind with an ax. She rolled over the first man who attacked her and let the ax slam into his breastplate. Another attacked from her side with a halberd. She dodged and in one swift motion knocked the halberd free with her shoulder, then forced it backward across her newest attacker’s face.
She stood over the three beaten combatants.
The other people standing around the bonfire cheered.
Chief Hayes did not even think to restrain her smile.
* * *
Parish changed the salt-frequency in the graviton matrix. The energy wave erupting from the back of the moon changed modulation.
Golem squinted with the servos around his visual sensors.
“The spectrometer readings make no sense,” he said.
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