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J.D., Sir Richard, and the Giant
Ezekiel Carter never really believed in extra-terrestrials. During the Star Wars and Star Trek eras, Carter was one of the few people on his block that boycotted them both. Carter considered aliens a fact of fiction, and, being a man of reason, he had no use for them.
After gaining his Ph.D. in astrological physics, Carter diligently spearheaded an effort to discredit UFO sightings and all possibilities that “we are not alone.” His hostile lectures toward commoners who spoke of government conspiracies helped land him a job at one of the most powerful land-based space telescopes in the world.
Ezekiel worked overtime hours almost daily, and today was no exception. He spent much of today analyzing a strange signal emitted from the Horse-Head nebula of the Orion constellation, and was too fascinated to go home. The rest of his co-workers told him good night and wished him luck as they scurried to their lodgings.
“Carter,” said his boss, Mrs. Smith, to him on her way out. “You really should go home and get some rest; the stars will be there for you tomorrow.”
Carter pressed his glasses up against his square face. “I’m okay, ma’am. I want to get to the bottom of these unusual waves tonight.”
Mrs. Smith sighed. “Alright, but don’t forget to lock up.” She opened the door out of the room, turned to Carter, and added, “Don’t overdo it, okay?” Ezekiel nodded, and having purged herself of a guilty conscience—should anything happen to Mr. Carter—Mrs. Smith disappeared into the hallway.
Carter immediately went back to his studies. The minutes turned into hours, and Carter hadn’t the slightest clue of what he was doing. A few times the guard on the graveyard shift came into the room to check on him, but Ezekiel hadn’t seen him in two hours. Ezekiel decided that the guard had fallen asleep and that he shouldn’t worry, but remain focus on the task at hand.
Large sweat beads formed on Carter’s huge forehead as he frantically tried to decode the uncanny signal resembling grumbles and moans. The simplest explanation was that aliens were trying to make contact with Earth—a possibility that Ezekiel Carter religiously attempted to eliminate.
Suddenly a sly and slithering voice entered Carter’s mind, saying, Do not fight us, Ezekiel. The voice repeated its warning: Do not fight us!
Carter quickly turned around to find no one else in the room. Carter disregarded the voice, believing that his mind was playing tricks on him.
Do not fight us, Ezekiel, the strange voice echoed.
Upon hearing the voice again, Carter began to panic, asked the seemingly empty room: “Who is there? Show yourself!”
The enigmatic voice returned, answering the inquiry in an annoyed tone: Ezekiel, watch your tone of voice with us! Do not trifle with us; we are neither children nor playthings!
Ezekiel began to sweat more, and as he spoke, his voice trembled, “Leave me alone! I-I don’t want any trouble.”
A shiver of coldness, as if some foreign being touched him, slid down his back, and Ezekiel jumped out of his seat. Beads of sweat, as drops of blood, dripped off his face, forming a puddle on his dress shirt. He stood up and searched around the room, his eyes red and panic-stricken. To his surprise, he once again found himself alone.
Calm down, Ezekiel; we don’t want you to have a heart attack, now do we?
“This…this is crazy,” exclaimed the scientist. He ran out of the room, to where the night guard should be, and saw him slumped over at his desk, a puddle of blood staining the wood of the desk. Horrified, Ezekiel didn’t stop, but ran out of the building to the parking lot, where his car should be.
He frantically dug into his pocket and pulled out his car keys. With a trembling hand, he opened the door and hopped into his red compact. As he started the ignition, the engine began to growl, and then it exploded, blowing up the hood of the car and sending flames high into the night sky.
Carter dived out of his car, just as the entire vehicle exploded, and began running towards the exit gate. He was too petrified to scream—but was sane enough to begin mumbling a prayer or two. As he arrived at the gate, a solitary figure emerged from the guard house. The man had a large red stain on his uniform, and Carter recognized him as Bud, the graveyard shift security guard that was apparently dead at his post.
Bud approached Carter, seemingly unaffected by his wound, and said, “Hey, Mr. Carter, are you alright?”
Ezekiel, rendered speechless and immobile by fear, can only tremble where he stood. Bud, in an attempt to calm to older man down, placed his hands on Carter’s shoulders. “Mr. Carter, calm down. Are you okay?”
Unexpectedly, Ezekiel erupted into a laugh that was uncharacteristic, inappropriate, and indicated that he had become temporary insane. “Yes, Bud, I’m just great. What of you? It looks like you have suffered a nasty wound.”
“Oh this little thing?” said Bud disingenuously as he looked down at the red stain on his uniform. “It’s nothing for you to be concerned with, Mr. Carter. But, I do have a present for you…”
Suddenly Bud’s body began to bubble and twitch, causing him to fall onto the road with violent convulsions. Captured by awe and fear, Ezekiel could only slowly take a few steps backwards, giving Bud enough space to continue with his erratic behavior.
The security guard’s convulsions grow worse and more violent, and then, as if it was a peanut shell being hit with a cherry bomb, Bud’s body exploded, splattering blood, guts, and gore everywhere—including all over Ezekiel.
In the place where Bud’s body once stood was a nude creature of some sort—definitely not human—that had three arms and two legs. Its skin was transparent, but it had no bones or organs to view on the inside—you could literally see right through it. The creature had a small pebble-sized head—in comparison to its normal human adult-sized body—that had six antennas sticking out of it. Its eyes were sunk deep in its head, and glowed with a bright red that frightened Carter half to death.
Not knowing what else to do to prolong his life, Ezekiel dropped down to his knees and began to beg the obvious alien for mercy. Carter’s unceasing cries of, “Please, don’t kill me,” caused the creature to form what appeared to be a wicked smile on its thin, gray lines that Ezekiel guessed were its lips.
I won’t kill you, said the alien—or rather, Ezekiel figured that the extra-terrestrial conveyed this thought to his brain using those strange antennas, seeing as the being’s lips or mouth did not move, and that he “heard” the words in his brain, not through his ears.
Those same antennas on top of the creature’s head started to radiate a bright yellow light. Without warning, a green light suddenly engulfed Carter and the alien, and in an instant they are both transported to what appeared to be the bridge of some sort of space-travel vessel. There was a huge viewing screen at the front of the bridge, and Carter could make out the innumerable rings of Saturn, and the huge gaseous planet they encircled.
My name, in English, is Captain Budapest, the alien informed Ezekiel. Welcome to my spaceship: the Ami.
Around thirty nude humanoids, similar to Budapest but varying in hue and size, emerged from corridors, elevators, transporters, and from behind chairs. The tallest alien was about five feet, and the hue of their translucent skin ranged from light green to dark blue. They all turned to face their captain, saluted him, and a few of them—Ezekiel guessed these to be senior officers—approached him to shake his…hand.
As the aliens dispersed to their individual tasks and chores, they revealed a human standing at the far end of the bridge. He was dressed in an expensive suit and tie, and Ezekiel recognized him instantly. The man approached both Budapest and Ezekiel, and the former ceremoniously genuflected with lowered head.
“Mr. President!” Carter gasped. “What are you doing here?”
The president said nothing, only stared back at Ezekiel with empty and dead eyes. Budapest returned to an upright position and said, Yes, your precious President is our inside man. Without him—or you, for that matter—our plans could not have gone through so perfectly. Once again, Budapest’s “lips” formed a wicked smile.
“Plans?” exclaimed Ezekiel. “What plans are you talking about? I was unaware of any such plans, so how could I have helped you vile-looking creatures?”
Budapest was going to respond to the outburst, but the president raised his hand and silenced him. “Let me handle this one, Budapest,” he said in his human voice—one that Ezekiel could hear with his ears. He faced Carter, and glared at him with those soulless eyes. “What other plans would us…‘vile-looking creatures’ have than to take over the world and crush any human resistance that got in our way?”
Carter stared at the president in disbelief. “Well, aren’t you human too?”
The president laughed. “I thought you were an intelligent man, Mr. Carter, but you disappoint me with such a stupid question. Isn’t obvious that I’m not human, but one of them?” He then ripped off his own head and revealed the head of an alien, one similar to Budapest’s. The head laughed, and said, I am not a human! I’m a carmagin, just like all the other Presidents of the United States of America for the past two hundred-odd years! The reason why we keep beating out the other “human” candidates is because we have special attraction glands that expel…pheromone-type substances that make us irresistible to those we come in contact with. You have to realize that the presidential elections have little to do with politics, but are nothing more than national and expensive popularity contests!
Ezekiel shook his head in disgust. “That’s just sick and downright evil.” Budapest and the president began laughing. In response, Ezekiel grimaced, and said, “You still didn’t answer my question: how am I to help your plan?”
Well, began Budapest, you helped a lot by convincing millions of people that we don’t exist, giving us more leeway to continue with our plans. Since you have unwittingly served us so well, we decided to give you a chance for survival. But we still need to test your loyalty to us, so if you perform a certain act, you will be rewarded richly. Will you accept our proposition?
All traces of fear and disgust were wiped off of Carter’s face and were replaced by a sinister smile. “What is the reward if I accept your offer?”
To rule any planet in the known universe you wish, besides our home planet or Earth, of course, answered the president.
“And if I should refuse…?”
The president placed his fake head back on his head and said: “You die! So, what will your choice be?”
Ezekiel shrugged and said, “I don’t really have a choice do I? I might as well accept.”
Budapest and the president began laughing triumphantly, knowing that they had already won.
“All the coordinates have been set,” Carter yelled to Budapest and the president.
“Good,” said the president with a diabolical smile.
“The tractor beam is up and running smoothly,” Ezekiel declared with glee.
Lock on target, Budapest ordered.
Carter pushed a few buttons on the control panel in front of him. Surprisingly enough, the keypad for the ship resembled his keyboard at work and was incredibly simple to operate. “Target locked,” he reported after tapping the last button. “Shall I send it on the designated path?”
Wait, said Budapest, who then looked at the president for approval. The president nodded his head, causing Budapest to say, Okay, Ezekiel; let her fly!
Carter pushed another series of buttons, and an invisible energy beam shot out of the Ami.
The president began to laugh, and said triumphantly, “In thirty minutes, the Earth should be dragged closer to the asteroid belt, pelting that planet with enough asteroids to destroy that contemptible race called humans.”
Budapest turned to face Carter and asked, Mr. Carter, how do you feel now knowing that you’re committing genocide against your own kind?
Ezekiel just smiled a sinister grin in return.
Five minutes later, the red alert alarm began to sound. One of the aliens at the control center exclaimed, Sir, there’s a series of asteroids heading straight for the Ami!
Infuriated, Budapest snapped, Ensign, onscreen!
The large viewing screen at the front of the bridge turns on, showing a series of large rocks from the asteroid belt flying towards them.
Begin invasive maneuvers, Budapest ordered.
The ensign at the control center began pushing a series of buttons, gave up, and turned looked at the captain with a confounded face. We are unable to move while the tractor beam is in operation, sir.
“Then turn the blasted thing off,” the president snapped.
The ensign pushed some more buttons. The controls are jammed, sir; I can’t regain control of the tractor beam.
With anger and hate in his eyes, Budapest turned to Ezekiel. What have you done to my ship?
The president laughed, and answered the inquiry for Carter. “Don’t you see, Budapest, but Mr. Carter has tricked us. Somehow, while we weren’t paying attention to what he was doing, he had re-routed the tractor beam to pull those asteroids towards us. After that he probably changed the access codes so we can’t turn the blasted thing off. I bet he secretly released all of the escape pods, too—am I right, Mr. Carter?” Ezekiel nodded. The president turned to Budapest, “Didn’t I tell you these humans were devious, crafty, and vindictive creatures?”
“Yes we are,” said Ezekiel, standing up from his seat. He turned to the ensign, who had, while the president was talking, begun pushing more buttons in an attempt to regain control of the ship. “I wouldn’t do that if I was you, ensign. Tampering with the controls could cause this ship to explode.”
Darn bastard has us at every turn, cursed Budapest. Suddenly, one of his three hands reached under his seat and lifted up a laser pistol directed at Ezekiel’s chest. You idiot, you’re going to kill us all! But I won’t die before you do!
Carter stared down at the gun and smiled, causing Budapest to grow even angrier. Darn you, human, will you stop smiling! That’s it; I’m going to wipe that smirk off your monkey face!
Prior to the president’s words of protest, Budapest pulled the trigger to the laser gun, sending an orange stream of high energy at Ezekiel. The beam tore through Carter’s body, searing his insides and propelling him to the floor. While he lay on the floor dying, the smile on his face grew wider and brighter. He knew that the aliens could do nothing but watch as the asteroids drew closer to them. Of course, the shields would protect them for the first half a dozen chunks of rock and metal, but eventually the shields would fail, and the Ami would be torn asunder piece by piece.
As the asteroids drew closer to the spaceship, they increased speed and velocity. The president rose from his seat, stared at the viewing screen, and then declared, “We’re finished,” to Budapest and the rest of the crew.
ALIEN IN AN ALIEN WORLD
Hogmastin piloted his flaming spacecraft with all his skill. He cursed at Reawukon’s control panel; it responded in a slur of digitalized obscenities. Reawukon’s right wing had been damaged by an ion bullet shot from an Imperial Guard Galaxyship. Hogmastin was forced to activate Reawukon’s hyperspace speed function, a very risky attempt to flee from the much more powerful Galaxyship. He had flown half-way across the galaxy, into the forbidden quadrant of space.
Hogmastin need to find a suitable planet to land on, and fast. The Imperial Guard Galaxyship would only require a few hours to catch up with the Reawukon. Hogmastin expelled a planet probe from his spacecraft. The probe scrutinized and analyzed every planet in the solar system, searching for one that could sustain Hogmastin’s vital needs. Only one planet fit the probe’s requirement.
Earth. Hogmastin spat the planet’s name out with contempt. As a young Looblur, he heard horror stories of a planet ruled by two-leg-poled creatures. Young Hogmastin had chuckled at this notion, two-leg-poled creatures was a ridiculous idea. Every Looblur had one leg-pole with hundreds of little feet underneath it. Even so, when he had reached adolescence, his biological physics teacher told him that the despicable two-leg-poled monsters were called Humans and held dominion of the planet Earth.
Reluctantly, Hogmastin steered Reawukon towards the blue planet. He struggled with maintaining control over the rumbling steering wheel as Reawukon pierced Earth’s atmosphere. As Hogmastin’s spacecraft bulleted through the thick clouds, Looblur gave out a scream of terror. On the video screen, in front of the captain’s chair, was a horrible sight: tall mountains as far as his saucer eyes could see.
While saying a silent prayer to his grandfather, Hogmastin pulled up on the steering wheel. Slowly, but surely, Reawukon elevated over the dangerous mountain tops. He glided over the snow capped mountains, over a deep crater, and violently crashed on soft golden sand.
Hogmastin climbed out of his smoking spacecraft into the cold night. Upon feeling the freezing wind, Hogmastin’s two arms buttoned up his raw hid spacejacket. With his single nostril, he breathed in the brisk air. He exhaled a small puffy cloud of smoke. His multiple tiny feet sped him across the sands fluidly; when he was a safe distance away, he activated the cloak and force-field mechanisms on the Reawukon by remote control. The invisibility cloak and protective force-field should last for three Earth hours; he planned to return from locating repair materials and fuel in about two and a half such hours.
Hogmastin glanced over his new surroundings suspiciously; he kept his eyes open for those vile humans. With his plutonium-locator, he found a deposit of the element a few hundred yards away. The rapid movement of his multiple feet caused him to float across the sand almost effortlessly. A few yards from him was a sand dune, and a band of those evil humans was coming over it.
The humans stared at Hogmastin with their beady eyes. He felt uneasy, but he ignored them the way a human would a noisy fly. The gang of humans began to pull out metal weapons. One of them, whom Hogmastin guessed to be the leader, said something to him in one of the numerous Earth dialects.
Hogmastin knew very little of any Earth dialect. He did know how to say “I’m hungry,” “I come in peace,” and “where’s the bathroom,” in a language called English. In a desperate attempt to communicate, he blurted out, “I come in peace.”
What appeared to be shock resonated on the faces of the Earthlings; they hadn’t expected the Looblur to know English. Even though he said that he “came in peace,” the humans still hit Hogmastin with a chunk of metal that flew out a metal weapon. The projectile struck him in his leg-pole. With a violent scream, Hogmastin collapsed on the floor and passed out. The last thing he saw was the group of humans gawking down at him with those ugly faces.
For the next few Earth hours—or Earth days, for Hogmastin had no way of telling how long he was unconscious—the Looblur was in a dream-like state. He saw nothing and everything, he heard everyone and no one; he had lost all sense of time and direction. When he was freed from that uncomfortable state, he realized that he lay in a puddle of water and a rugged and unclean looking human was shaking him. As the Looblur was being shaken, wires that were glued to his body fell off him.
The human smiled when he saw Hogmastin’s saucer eyes turn from black to red. The Looblur jumped up on his leg-pole and backed away from the human with fear. In doing so, he fell into a tank behind him, breaking the glass cover over it, a shard of which cut Hogmastin on his arm. The human helped the Looblur to his feet, and then tore his shirt sleeve to wrap around the Looblur’s wound, stopping the green blood from flowing.
Hogmastin thanked the human in Looblur; the human just nodded in return. He then said something in an Earth dialect, something the Looblur could not make out. But the human did point to a door, and Hogmastin understood that he was telling him how to escape…or so he hoped.
Nonetheless, Hogmastin bolted through the door. His tiny feet kept him gliding down the hallway that lay beyond the door. He traveled down the white hallway till its end, when he found a white door. He passed through the door and there was Reawukon.
Hogmastin rushed to his beloved spacecraft. He caressed it and kissed it. Suddenly, a green clothed human, holding a metal implement of war, approached him. The human said something, and when Hogmastin did not respond, his visage grew red and contorted with anger. The human was close enough to hit the Looblur in the head with the weapon, obviously for not following non-understandable instructions. Hogmastin fell to the floor and expected another projectile missile to strike his leg-pole.
But the green clothed human was struck down instead. The benevolent human that had helped Hogmastin before came running towards the ship. He carried a metal weapon in his hand. Once again he helped the Looblur to his feet. Hogmastin liked this human so much that he offered him a ride on the Reawukon. There was no response from the human.
Hogmastin climbed into his spacecraft and checked the fuel tank and structural integrity of the ship. Apparently, the humans had repaired the ship’s wing successfully and re-fueled it with the plutonium that his locator had discovered. Then it dawned on the Looblur: the humans were planning on flying the Reawukon!
Anger filled the Looblur’s mind, and he blasted himself a hole through the ceiling to use as his grand exit. He saw the friendly human don the green uniform that the evil humans had worn. Hogmastin gave him a Rakeenian farewell gesture. In a few Earth minutes, Hogmastin and Reawukon were out of Earth’s atmosphere. He activated the hyperspace speed function and blasted off.
When he departed from hyperspace, an Imperial Guard Galaxyship waited for him and captured him. Hogmastin was dragged back to Rakeen, his home planet, and put on trial in front of his Emperor. There, Hogmastin defended himself by retelling his story of space explorations in forbidden sectors, and that because of such invaluable information he gained, he should be absolved from his earlier charges and declared a national hero.
The Emperor didn’t believe his story, and Hogmastin’s earlier crimes were compounded with delirium and treachery. Hogmastin was thrown in prison for his crimes, where he died fifteen Earth years later. All during that time he held firmly to his story of his experience on Earth, and that some humans were actually friendly—which was contrary to popular belief on Rakeen.
Very few people believed Hogmastin’s story, and thirty Earth years after Hogmastin’s demise, the Looblurs conquered Earth in a bloody conflict that lasted three years. The Looblur’s justification for conquering Earth: the vile humans were all evil and the galaxy needed to be rid of such creatures before they gained enough technology and weapons to become a threat to the order of the universe.
CALEB: SPY OF CATMA
Chat did not seem remorseful about running away. She grew up in the same house, spent the entire fourteen years of her life behind its soiled gates. Nonetheless, the Rock Slide Orphanage was not her home. Chat had no home, nor did she have any friends.
Her stay at Rock Slide had been filled with many discomforts and sparse pleasures. Chat’s lengthy, boyish body and freckle marked face was the target of uncivil jeers. She was tortured by the other orphans until she cried, and then they became even more unruly. However, when Chat finally walked out the doors, her visage was not indifferent—it contained a sly smirk. Her thoughts traveled to that night when she realized that she needed to get out of that orphanage, which happened to be the night before.
“She is too old to be here any longer,” said the Orphanage’s Matron.
“What do we do with her?” Lady Bonavare replied in a shaky voice. She owned Rock Slide and was apprehensive against any drastic measures to remove an orphan, even when the Orphanage was at full capacity.
“We will have to kill her.” Matron’s voice had been cold as ice.
After hearing Lady Bonavare gasp in horror, Chat pulled away her ear from her “listening wall.” Lady Bonavare and Matron frequently conversed at night in the kitchen. Chat’s room was adjacent to the kitchen – because during the day her chore was to slave in there from dawn to dusk – so at night time she placed her ear to the thin wall.
What she had heard frightened her. Chat knew that she must flee from Rock Slide.
Therefore, this morning, before dawn, she packed some cheese, bread, diluted wine, and a few gold coins in a small pouch. Chat wrapped her lean body in a red cotton cloak. She said farewell to the Orphanage and headed out the door.
When Chat made it to Rock Slide’s gate, Lady Bonavare’s carriage pulled up to the gate. She had not expected Lady Bonavare to a visit so early in the morning.
When Lady Bonavare stepped out her carriage, she analyzed the young lady for a minute. Then, with a huge smile, she rushed Chat with open arms. Her hug came unexpected to Chat; the runaway almost screamed in terror.
“I am so glad to see you,” Lady Bonavare let Chat out of her grapple. “I am even happier to see you alive.”
Chat looked quizzically at the noble. She did not count on Lady Bonavare to be so friendly to a runaway. Chat took a step back, uncertain if she was a crony or enemy.
Lady Bonavare’s smile vanished. “I think I understand,” she laughed. “Here are a few gold coins. Go on, take it,” she handed Chat a leather pouch.
“Now,” continued Lady Bonavare, “my carriage will take you into town. What you do there is your business. Take care; your secret is safe with me.”
From there, Lady Bonavare and Chat went their separate ways. Chat climbed into the carriage, as Bonavare strolled towards the Orphanage. Chat wanted to thank her, but she could not find the right words. Chat instead smiled, and the noble had gotten the message.
The sun shined on the tiny carriage as it made its way down the dirt roads. The Orphanage laid two miles west of town, and the horses made excellent time. Chat gazed outside the carriage window into the fields on the sides of the road. She had never been out of the Orphanage; she pondered what the young men in tattered clothes were doing with mounds of hay and patches of vegetables alongside the road.
The ride was brief, and when the carriage had made it to the town’s cobblestone streets, Chat was let loose. Again Chat wanted to thank the driver, but the words lurched from her tongue. Nonetheless, she did give him a gold coin for his troubles. The driver tipped his hat and rode off with a smile.
It was not yet midday and the sun gently warmed the streets’ cobblestones. Still, the town was over populated with consumers and vendors. Chat struggled to walk against the flow of traffic; more than once she was pushed to the ground.
Chat had no idea as to where she was to go. She frantically searched the buildings for some sign of hope, only to find signs for butchers, bakers, candlestick makers, and the like. Next, she tried asking the town’s pedestrians if they knew of a place to stay. She was completely ignored. Most likely no one could hear her tiny voice in the muffling city noise.
When noontime arrived, Chat probed the streets for a place to rest. She was exhausted in her vain attempt to find work or lodging. She noticed an alley between the buildings for the candlestick maker and baker and decided that was the best place to rest. She emptied the contents of her food pouch she had stolen from the Orphanage and began nibbling on her block of cheese.
Suddenly, a tan-colored tabby cat appeared, as if by magic in front of her. He seemed to desire food, so Chat offered him some.
“I do not want any food,” said Caleb in Cat.
For some reason unknown to Caleb, the human girl persisted in giving him a piece of bread.
“Felines do not eat bread,” pleaded Caleb. “Oh, all right,” he said when the human refused to withdraw the stale bread from his mouth. “I eat bread, now.”
Caleb took a little nibble of the bread. Yuck! When the bread touched his taste buds, he spit it out of his mouth. The half eaten morsel hit the wall the human girl was propped up against. The human girl laughed. A sign of delight, thought Caleb, a very good omen.
As the human girl finished her meal, Caleb bathed himself. Occasionally he glanced up at the human girl, who always smiled back. A smile, thought the feline, another good omen.
When the human girl ate what she allotted herself to eat, Caleb finished up his bath. The human girl took to her feet, and would have walked away if Caleb hadn’t rubbed up against her legs. He twisted and turned about those two skinny poles, all the while saying, “Do not go,” in Cat.
This time the human girl heeded his plea. The first part of Caleb’s mission was completed. The second stage will be difficult to execute. Caleb had to work quickly, before he lost her attention.
“Human girl,” said Caleb in Cat, “will you please follow me? We must go somewhere.”
The human girl simply laughed. Caleb repeated his cry, with the same result. He said it once more, only to receive a giggle. Caleb was becoming impatient and annoyed. He searched the alley for any human in earshot. No one. He cleared his throat.
“Will...you better...leave with...me?” Caleb said in Human.
The human girl stared at Caleb with a blank expression. Had he said a word wrong? He hadn’t spoken Human in a long time; he might be a little rusty.
“You can talk?” exclaimed Chat.
“Yes, I can,” replied the cat, “I’ve been talking to you since I met you, though not always in Human.”
Chat sat down again. “I don’t know where you come from, but on Earth cats do not talk in our language.”
The cat stretched his forepaws. “Felines; we prefer to be called felines.”
Chat laughed. “Your Common is pretty bad. What you said earlier was improper.”
The cat blinked his eyes. “Well, you know what I mean! I haven’t spoken Human—or common as you call it—in years. So, will you come with me or not?”
Chat crossed her arms against her chest. “Just who are you, Mr. Feline?”
The cat did the best bow his body allowed him. “The name is Caleb. Who might you be?”
Chat stretched forth her hand, and Caleb placed his little paw in it. “My name is Chat. It is a pleasure to meet you.” She smiled at the tabby, hoping that he will be her first friend.
Caleb licked her hand. “The pleasure is all mine.”
Chat rose to her feet. She looked down at Caleb, who was yawning. “Where do you want me to go? And why?”
Caleb flicked his tail and turned away. He began trotting down the alley, his tail jumping joyously. Happily Chat followed him to wherever he was leading her to.
“This is the place,” said Caleb pointing to a lidless trash bucket that lay on its side.
The human girl looked at him funny. “Why are we here?”
Always asking questions, thought Caleb. Who can understand humans?
Being the tacit feline he was, Caleb sauntered into the trash bucket. He did not turn to see if the human girl followed him; he was sure she would.
Reluctantly Chat crawled after the cat. She barely squeezed into the trash bucket. When at last she slid into the bucket, her eyes grew wide.
Endless waves of intense colors flooded her eyes. She felt as if she was crawling through a neon sign. Nonetheless, she kept her gaze on Caleb’s bouncing tail. The trash bucket disappeared and she could stand, though she could not distinguish any ground. She walked after the cat through circular bands of illuminated colors. The whole spectrum was represented, and she walked through each hue at least twice. She blindly followed the tan tail through the bizarre portal.
When the portal’s end was reached, Chat found herself in a field of rich plant life. Beautiful flowers—tulips, violets, and sunflowers, just to name a few—enveloped the meadow with their stunning colors. Giant redwood, oak, and cedar trees were spread across the field. A bright, warm star heated the vale comfortably.
Caleb turned to face Chat. She smiled at the cat and he purred in return. Side by side they strolled across the field towards an oak tree. As they walked, Chat breathed in the fresh air.
“Where are we?” she said.
“We are in Catma, my home dimension.”
When they reached the oak tree, Caleb stopped them. The tree had an opening carved into its bark, and the cat walked into it.
“Stay right here,” he said as he ventured into the hole.
Chat stood by the hole in the tree for a few minutes awaiting Caleb’s return. When the tan cat did return, a mean looking black tomcat accompanied him. Chat sat on her knees to be at their level.
“Meet my brother, and tribal leader, Joshua,” said Caleb pointing to the mean looking cat with his chin. “He does not speak Human, he only knows Cat. I will have to translate for you.”
“Why am I here?”
Caleb translated what she said into Cat for Joshua. Joshua nodded his head. He gave out a few indistinguishable meows and nodded his head again.
Caleb told Chat what Joshua said. “He said that you are here to help us. You will be a vital factor in our plans.”
Joshua meowed some more and Caleb translated. “You are invited as our guest of honor to tonight’s ancient dance banquet. Until then, you are to rest.”
Joshua gave a loud growl and an army of cats emerged from their hiding places. Some jumped down from trees, while most came from inside the trees’ hollow trunks. They all came over to Chat; each of them laid down a sweet smelling flower next to her. As the pile of flowers before her grew, Chat became the more sleepy. Finally, she collapsed onto the soft grass, lost in a dream world.
“Call the human girl,” commanded Joshua of his brother.
Caleb quickly navigated his way through the labyrinth that was Joshua’s home. When he emerged from out the tree, he saw Chat still sleeping on the grass. A few kittens darted back and forth from the human girl, trying to see if she’ll wake up.
“Get away from her,” Caleb shouted at the kittens.
As the kittens scurried away, Caleb cautiously approached the unconscious human girl. He cursed in Cat—one of those kittens had scratched her nose. He licked the wound until it stopped bleeding. He then nudged his head into the human girl’s midsection. He jumped back when Chat quickly awoke.
“It is time for the ancient dance banquet,” said the feline to the human girl.
Catma’s five moons reflected dim light onto the surface. Caleb could tell Chat’s human eyes needed to adjust to the semi-darkness, because she blinked uncontrollably. The human girl sat cross-legged in the grass, the breeze softly blowing her brown hair. Caleb felt a strange attraction for her. It wasn’t love, and definitely not lust; it was something else. Something he could not put his paw on.
“What happened to me?” The human girl’s question interrupted Caleb’s thoughts.
“Just some Mannip,” said the feline. “It affects humans by sending them to sleep. We use it to sedate particularly violent humans.”
The human girl rose to her feet. She stretched her arms in the air and yawned. Caleb stared in wonder at the human girl.
“What?” Chat said, noticing Caleb staring at her.
The feline ignored her question, “Come, we must hurry. Everybody is waiting for you at the Village Green.”
When Chat and her cat guide reached the Village Green, hundreds of cats danced in a circle. Joshua, the mean looking cat, was in the background with his head in a bowel of milk. The rest of the tribe seemed to be in the circular dance.
“What’s going on?” Chat asked her cat friend, but he was gone.
Chat spotted Caleb joining the circle and starting to dance like the others. Chat thought he was a very good dancer, for a cat. Now, the dancers began to meow out loud. Caleb’s meow was the loudest one. Chat wondered what they were saying.
A mysterious feeling to join the dancing overwhelmed Chat. The next thing she knew, she was in between Caleb and another cat shaking her tail. She moved fluidly to the beat of the cats’ meows.
Unexpectedly, Joshua gave out an earsplitting growl. The circle of dancing cats, featuring Chat, stopped moving. All eyes were on Joshua. He began to make his speech. As his meows filled the night air, he paced back and forth. Chat thought that this cat was very fidgety and impatient.
When Joshua’s speech had been delivered, the tribe of cats purred their agreement. Chat questioned Caleb on what the tribal leader had said.
“He said,” started the tomcat, “that you are to be our ambassador to Earth. If you refuse, all the feline tribes of Catma will attack and, undoubtedly, conquer the planet. Earth has been promised to us by our prophets. Are you up for the job?”
Chat smiled. She never dreamed of becoming an ambassador for a dimension of cats. But she wondered, what will happen to her if she refused? She asked Caleb that question.
He answered very somberly. “You will die. Please say yes and become our ambassador. If you don’t, I would have to be the one to kill you, and I don’t want to do that. I have grown kind of fond of you.”
Chat smiled and petted the cat. She thought back to those horrible days at Rock Slide Orphanage. She wanted those kids, and Matron, dead. How could she do that without dying herself?
Chat came up with a perfect plan. When she told it to Caleb, he asked Joshua if it was acceptable.
“He said that it was a beautiful plan. He agrees with it 100 purrrr-cent.” Caleb purred his approval.
The conquering of Earth was brief and very few felines had died. Caleb had no problem working under the human girl. Chat was a very peaceful, benevolent Overlord of the Eastern Hemisphere. Except for those two dozen human children she had executed along with that old human woman. Chat’s partner, Lady Bonavare, was also a pleasant human. Caleb ate birds and drank milk all through the day. He was a very happy, and spoiled, feline.
Before the Conquest of Earth, Caleb was a spy for Catma. He ventured into Earth’s realm to search for the Chosen One to lead them into battle. Chat was the Chosen One, was what the Prophets had told him. He had grown attached to the human girl.
When Caleb died, he died in Chat’s lap. He died at the ripe age of thirty-three in human years, which is very old for a feline.
CAT-PEOPLE
Once upon a time, my former job, the National Society of Uncivilized Tribes, sponsored a small expedition to the Amazon Rain Forest in search of a lost primitive tribe called the Huzandos. My job invited me to go as the Society’s representative. My duty was to take pictures for our archives, write a report, and learn more about the natives.
The other three people in the group and I reached Brazil while it was nearing nightfall. Instead of finding a place to lodge at, our guide, Mr. Jones, decided that we sleep under the stars inside the jungle. We trekked from the small community where we docked the boat into the uncertainty of the rain forest. We could hear animal noises from miles away, most of them the calls of predators. I was personally afraid of being eaten by some wild animal. Mr. Jones, who had been in the Amazon numerous times, pacified my fears by volunteering to take the first watch.
We all slept peacefully, but when we woke up, all was chaos. Mr. Jones was missing, and a trail of animal paw prints suggested that he was dead. Some ferocious beast most likely had dragged him off to his lair.
“What are we going to do?” cried Sarah, the primitive language translator. “Our guide is dead!”
“Shut up, Sarah,” snapped Tom, our expert on area tribes. “We’ll just use the radio to call for help.”
I searched for the radio and when I had found it, I held it to Tom’s face. “Here’s your radio.”
Tom snatched it from my grasp. “There’s a spear through it,” he said grimly. He threw it to the ground, “It’s utterly useless!”
“What do we do now?” I asked Tom.
Tom picked up my camera and shoved it in my face. “We find that blasted tribe!”
I took my camera. “You’re the leader,” I said with a sigh. I turned to Sarah. “Hey, go grab your stuff.”
Sarah stood where she was and gave me an empty stare, “I’m staying right here!”
Tom sighed and slapped his palm against his forehead. “We don’t have time for this nonsense. If you’re coming with me, I’m leaving right now.” Tom walked off alone into the jungle.
“Why didn’t you go with him?” asked Sarah as she put her hand on my shoulder.
I thought about it for a while. “He’ll get eaten by the first animal that greets him,” I said sarcastically.
Sarah laughed. “My mother told me that whenever I get lost that I should stay where I am and wait for help.”
“Fine,” I said, “we’ll just wait for help to arrive.”
We waited till nightfall, but no one came to our rescue. Strange and exotic animal noises surrounded our tiny encampment. Luckily, none came into our camp; though I did spot several snakes and primates hanging in the tree tops.
“I’m scared,” cried Sarah. “Maybe we should’ve gone with Tom?”
“Tom’s probably in the belly of some tiger by now,” I said as I was drifting off to sleep.
“No, I’m not,” spoke a familiar voice from out of the jungle.
I rushed out of my tent while Sarah ran out of her tent, and there, emerging from behind some trees, was a battered Tom. Torn were his clothes and he was bleeding badly. He leaned on a heavy spear as he slowly walked towards us.
“You’re hurt,” I cried as I helped him to a fallen log to sit.
“You’re… very perceptive,” moaned Tom with a slight smirk.
“I’ll get the first aid kit,” said Sarah as she hurried back into her tent.
“What happened to you?” I asked Tom while Sarah returned with the kit and began patching him.
“Beasts,” mumbled Tom, “cats the size of people, walking on two legs, talking in their own language. They captured me with stone spears, took me to their village, and tried to eat me!”
“What are you mumbling about?” I said calmly, fearing Tom had acquired a fever that is making him hallucinate.
“I might have led them here,” Tom continued, uncharacteristically with a hint of regret. “We must run!”
As Tom said that, a spear thrown from the jungle pierced his neck. Blood was everywhere, and he fell down dead. Sarah screamed at the top of her lungs. I sat on the log paralyzed. I’d never seen a dead body before. Sure, in the movies, but never in real life. Suddenly a band of thirty or so cats came through the trees. No, they weren’t cats; they stood on their hind legs and wore leather girdles, they carried stone spears and leather shields, they spoke in a language consisting of different pitched “meows.” They were almost human.
Timidly they stepped towards Sarah and me. It was obvious that they never had seen human females before. They looked more afraid of us than we did of them. They approached us with their spears pointed forward. Sarah and I were too petrified to run away. When they finally reached us, they began to bow.
“What are they doing?” whispered Sarah into my ear. Suddenly, the cat-men began to chant.
“I believe,” I said to my comrade, “that they think of us as some sort of goddesses.”
The cat-men rose to their feet and began poking us with their spear tips, telling us to move. They wished to take us to their village. Their village was a circle of huts made of sticks and mud, with a large campfire in the middle. Little kittens ran up towards us as we entered the village. Female cats (they had leather straps covering their breast and seemed to be tending to the kittens and preparing food) clapped and made “meow” noises as our kidnappers led us to the center fire.
An elderly cat-woman (she walked with a cane with weird engravings) sat on an ivory throne by the edge of the fire. Upon seeing Sarah and I, the old cat-woman (most likely the village elder) spoke some “meows” and began to bow. All the other cat-people began to do the same. Not long after they started to chant as they did in the jungle.
Several cat-women wrapped a robe of animal fur around Sarah and pulled her into a large house. Sarah screamed my name in horror, but I could do nothing save look. Their chanting seemed to mesmerize me. When Sarah was out of sight, the cat-people returned to standing on their hind paws.
The cat-elder followed Sarah and the other cat-women into the hut. A dozen cat-men cast me into a wooden cage. Their actions surprised me; why did they treat Sarah like some queen and I like a pauper? The cat-men saw my shiny camera dangling from my neck. They pointed and smiled at the item. Suddenly, one of them snatched it from my neck.
“Give me back my camera!” I yelled at him. I clawed at him with my fingers, but could not reach him.
The cat-men laughed and pointed at me. They began talking in their native tongue, which really pissed me off. I knew that they were talking about me. If you’re going to make fun of someone right in their face, do it in a language they can understand. But it wasn’t like the cat-men knew how to speak English.
I don’t know why I was thrown into the prison, but while I was there I took excellent pictures of the cat-people (a good photographer always carries a tiny spare camera in her pocket). Even though I used a cheap disposable camera, I was able to capture religious rituals of sacrificing kittens to a deity – possibly some crude form of population control – and everyday life on film.
They lived very much like a clan of hunters/gatherers. The younger cat-women would pick berries, tend crops, and make bowls while the cat-men hunted wild game with their stone spears. It appeared that cat-women were not equal to the cat-men, but were treated with such respect that it was borderline worship. The older cat-women were venerated above all.
I hadn’t seen Sarah since the cat-people carried her away to the mud hut. I wondered what fate had befallen the young woman. She seemed terrified of the cat-people.
For some reason the cat-people wanted me to stay alive. They fed me dead squirrels. At first I refused to eat them, then hunger grew stronger and won the battle. The squirrels were tasty. But more importantly, cleaned and cooked was the food. The cat-people cooked their food? Could they be a somewhat civilized tribe? How did the cat-people come into existence?
A week later (I began to count the moons and numbered seven of them) Sarah reappeared. Something about her was different, though. For some reason, she looked more like a cat to me. I could only tell that it was Sarah because she said “hi” to me. In the cat-language she told half a dozen of cat-men to release me from the prison.
“I’m going to let you go home,” she said to me sadly.
“You’re not coming?” I questioned.
“No. In two more days the transformation should be complete.”
“What transformation?”
Sarah lowered her head. “I’m turning into a cat-woman, to take the place of the elder.” Suddenly she began to purr. I was too stunned for words. “You must leave your camera and film here, for obvious reasons.”
I handed over what she demanded and said farewell. An escort of ten cat-men led me to a town. No one saw them because they remained in the bushes and we arrived during night. In the town, I called the Society to send a mode of transportation to take me home.
When I returned to the States, I informed the Society on what had happen in the jungle. The Board didn’t believe a word that I said. Eventually I was fired. They told me that I wasn’t performing at satisfactory levels and that I was somewhat demented and couldn’t handle the pressures required of my profession. To add insult to injury, they told me, with their most adamant faces on, that my story was completely bogus – even with the evidence that I was the only expedition member to return. I wasn’t officially with any wrong doing, because all sorts of unfortunate things can happen in the Amazon.
The Board was right about the story. I had no proof to give my fairy tale any merit. If someone had come to me with the same account, I wouldn’t believe them either. A village of cat-people does sound farfetched.
J.D., SIR RICHARD, AND THE GIANT
J.D. was the cat’s name. He was a black and white tomcat with a nose for adventure. He journeyed around his entire home, chasing mice from the attic down to the wine cellar. He trespassed into his neighbors’ houses, sneaking through back doors when someone opened them. He had explored the full length of his neighborhood: from the bright red fire hydrant at one end of the street to the large oak tree standing solitarily in a circle of grass on the other end of the street.
It was a cool, brisk day when J.D. decided to venture outside his neighborhood and into the “real world.” He bopped up and down as he strolled down the street; walking as if he owned the neighborhood. So long, he thought as he traveled towards the fire hydrant.
When he reached the red piece of metal protruding from the ground, he hopped on top of it to get a better view of the area. He took a long look at his home street and thought: I need to survey my domain for the final time. Having satisfied his desire to glare at his home—for what could be the last time—he jumped down from the fire hydrant and nonchalantly trotted, with his usual bop, out of his familiar surroundings and into the “real world.”
The “real world” he encountered appeared just like his domain: same concrete surface, similar looking houses and trees were along the street. Regardless, J.D. observed the new terrain as if it was something totally foreign to his eyes. As his keen cat eyes scrutinized the “real world,” he caught sight of a squirrel that was gathering nuts the ground around a tree, apparently preparing for his winter hibernation.
With the speed and quickness of a feline, J.D. pounced on the squirrel and pinned him to the ground by his tail. “Let go,” begged the squirrel, screaming his plea.
J.D. didn’t listen to the other’s cry, and continued to hold the forest creature in his paws. “I need to ask you a favor,” he said.
“Then you’ll let me go?”
J.D. hesitated, and then nodded. “It’s a deal: tell me what I want to know and I’ll let you go.”
The squirrel grunted and then snapped, “Go on and speak!”
The feline, despite the squirrel’s rudeness, chuckled. “Where can I find some adventure in this new world?”
The squirrel paused for a moment, thinking for what to say. “Adventure … eh?” Suddenly he jumped in the paws of the cat—though not high enough to free himself—which startled J.D. “Eureka,” yelled the squirrel. “I got your adventure; you’ll find tons of that stuff if you go to the Giant’s house.”
“Giant’s house…?” said J.D., perplexed. “What’s a giant?”
Now, this particular squirrel was a vindictive creature, and he was vexed at J.D. for stopping him while nut accumulating and capturing him. True to his character, the squirrel came up with a plan to get even with the tomcat. He smiled maliciously and said, “A ‘giant’ is a small squirrel.”
“A small squirrel, you say?”
The squirrel nodded. “Did I stutter? I said a small squirrel.”
J.D. ignored the comment and said, “Smaller than you?”
The squirrel nodded once again and said quickly, “Yes, yes, yes; smaller than me! Now, here’s how you get to the giant’s house: turn right at the next corner, and continue for two blocks and you’ll see a big yellow house. That’s the giant’s house.”
Even though J.D. was credulous and usually calm, he was no dummy; he didn’t exactly trust the squirrel and aimed to beat him at his own game. True to the deal, he let the squirrel go and went on his way. The squirrel immediately scurried away, high into the nearest tree to gather more nuts.
“Wait!” yelled J.D., turning to face the squirrel from down the road. “May I ask what your name is?”
The squirrel felt so glad that he had tricked the mean cat that he let down his guard. “My name is Sir Richard,” said the squirrel in a very proud voice.
J.D. bowed his head and said thank you to Sir Richard. He then continued along the way to the giant’s house, bopping as usual. At about four in the afternoon he reached the large yellow house. A mailbox on the front lawn had the words “Mr. Giant” written on it, but since J.D. couldn’t read he didn’t know what the markings meant.
The tomcat assumed that this house was the giant’s house (he had followed Sir Richard’s directions verbatim) and stood outside examining it. He thought: Why would a tiny squirrel live in such a big house?
After a minute or two of staring, J.D. shrugged and trotted up to the porch and rung the doorbell—he had to use a stool to reach it as it was so high up. Seconds following his ringing the doorbell, the huge door opened revealing a colossal human on the other side.
There was no mistaking that the huge creature frightened J.D.; the cat began to tremble where he stood on the porch. He eyed the enormous person, scrutinizing every massive aspects of the being, from his massive head to the fat sausage-like toes that stuck out from his sandals.
“Who is there?” said the creature to the empty air.
“Down here,” J.D. squeaked from below.
The gargantuan human looked down, noticed the cat, and said, “What do you want, Mr. Kitty?”
J.D. swallowed before answering: “I’m looking for the Giant. I heard he had some adventure to find in his house.”
The colossus chuckled; the guffaw shook the ground beneath J.D. that he thought it was an earthquake. “I’m the Giant,” said the creature after he had enough laughing.
“That’s strange,” admitted the cat, “a friend of mine said the Giant was a small squirrel.”
Upon hearing this, the Giant growled and said, “A small squirrel? Who’s this friend of yours that pokes fun at the Giant, calling me a puny squirrel?”
J.D. smiled sinisterly. “Why, my friend’s name is Sir Richard. He’s a little squirrel that lives in a tree about two blocks down that a-way.” He pointed to the direction he had just traveled.
The Giant’s visage grew red with anger, and he began stomping his feet; which caused for J.D. to fall from his perch on the stool. The Giant was furious; while on the ground J.D. did his best to get away from his large feet.
“I’ll kill that squirrel!” shouted the Giant, enraged.
From his supposedly safe position, J.D. encouraged him by saying, “Go get him!”
The Giant calmed down enough to turn and regard the tomcat with flaming eyes. Uh, oh, thought J.D. when he saw how the Giant looked at him. Swiftly the colossus moved towards J.D.; too quick for the feline to escape. With one substantial hand the Giant snatched J.D. off of the porch and carried him into his house. The Giant found a metal cage, threw the cat in it, and then locked it.
“You and that squirrel,” roared the Giant, “will make good stew for dinner.” Then the Giant disappeared out his house.
J.D. found himself in a pickle; for what seemed like hours he sat in the cage waiting for the Giant to return and to die. He usually wasn’t as sad as this when faced with adversity, but the size of the Giant caused terror to form, which in turn transmuted into despair. Just as he began to ponder how it would feel to be turned into stew, he heard the front door to the house open.
A gleefully smiling Giant emerged into the room carrying a helpless and pathetic looking Sir Richard. The Giant violently tossed the squirrel into the cage with J.D.; the cat welcomed him with a hiss and a frown.
“I’m tired from chasing you,” the Giant confessed, wheezing, to the squirrel. “I rest now.” Slowly the Giant lumbered with his cumbersome body out the room and up a staircase to the upper level of the house.
“What a fine mess you got us in,” complained Sir Richard after the Giant was gone.
The feline hissed, causing the squirrel to shutter. “I got us in?” snapped J.D. “No, no, no, pal,” he added, while shaking a paw at the other, “this is all your doing!”
The squirrel sighed. “Whatever. Well, whose fault it is doesn’t matter now; we’re both doomed!”
Now, J.D. was a cat whose human equal would be Prince Odysseus of Ithaca. Seeing that another creature relied on him for survival, he started to ponder deeply for a way to get out. While he was thinking, Sir Richard kept badgering and griping about his inevitable outcome. When the squirrel noticed the cat was silent, he finally stopped complaining.
“What are you contemplating?” said the squirrel.
J.D. didn’t answer his cellmate for a moment, as he was finishing a thought. “I’m brooding on a way for us to escape.”
Sir Richard smiled, and said: “Did you come up with one?”
“Yup.”
“Well, what is it, ole chum?”
The cat cleared his throat. “When the Giant opens the cage, you bite his hand and then we make a break for that open window!” As he spoke, he indicated with a paw the window on the other side of the room.
The smile vanished off of the squirrel’s lips. “That’s it?”
“Yeah,” snapped the cat. “You got something better?” J.D. was becoming irritated with the little rodent’s constant nagging.
“No,” replied Sir Richard meekly.
“Then shut up!”
There was a pause, and then the sound of the Giant’s heavy footsteps reverberated through the room. “Oh no,” gasped the squirrel, “here he comes!”
The Giant slowly walked down from the stairs and into the room, scratching his rear end. Sir Richard cringed at the sight, while J.D. began to act casually by licking himself. Deliberately and gradually the Giant walked over to the cage.
“You two woke me up,” said the Giant. “Now I eat you.”
The Giant then opened the cage and the plan J.D. devised worked perfectly. After his flight from the Giant’s house, the cat ran all the way home and never ventured outside his neighborhood again. The “real world” held too much adventure for one tomcat to handle. As for Sir Richard, J.D. ate him as soon as they had escaped from the Giant.
THE PIED PIPER
Once upon a time, there was a City. The City was a wealthy powerhouse of industrial ingenuity. Its gigantic skyscrapers pierced the heaves with their glory; factories producing any type of machinery from cars to computers; the banks held billions of dollars in their safes. None of these attributes brought fame to the City like its cheese factories.
The world renown cheeses manufactured in the City was its chief export and source of revenue. Tourists from all over the globe flocked to the City to witness the birth of the masterpiece cheese. That is until the Rats came.
When the first Rats ventured into the City, they touched not the cheeses. They only would hide in dumpsters and behind restaurants searching for left over victuals. That was okay with the City’s citizens. The Rats could have the entire City minus the cheese. Then, and then, the unchecked Rats swelled into numbers unimaginable. Their increased numbers made them bold and they set their sights on the cheese. With their mighty hoards, the Rats pillaged the cheese factories the City highly revered.
As the deterioration of the cheese threatened the wealth and livelihood of the City, the Mayor called for a City Council.
“Kill the Rats!” shouted the crowd that protested around the Mayor’s house. “Kill the Rats!”
The City was in utter chaos. The Rats wreaked havoc upon whatever they encountered. Those devilish Rats had evolved from just cheese snatching to stealing jewelry, money, cars, electronics, and computers. Everything the City had to offer was fair game for the Rats. They looted the streets, the stores, the banks, the factories, the schools, the houses, and yes, they even took candy from a baby.
Not only did the Rats eat the cheese and steal the merchandise, they also killed people. At first, only a few incidents occurred where a person was “jumped” by the Rats and bitten to death. The death rate rose due to the Rats’ rabid behavior. The deadly rodents began to kill just for fun. They were known as “run-by-biting,” because the Rats would run up to you, devour your flesh, and then run away as quickly as they had come. The Rats could not be stopped. They virtually ruled the City.
“We must hire an exterminator,” cried the Mayor to City officials.
A vote was taken and an exterminator was called.
Lucas, the exterminator, came into the City with a large gun. The gun had a tube that connected to a huge tubular pack on Lucas’ back. He said the pack was filled with poison, a special Rat-killing formula.
The City greeted Lucas as the savior he boasted himself to be. He handed videotapes of satisfied customers’ testimonials to the Mayor’s office. A highly decorated exterminator was Lucas, and with no demerits. He was going to rid the City of its Rat problem.
Lucas’ shoot-first-and-ask-questions-later method of extermination was a favorite, at first, form of termination of the Rats. The City quickly fell in love with him. Then, and then, the repercussions of the special “Rat-killing” poison began to rear their ugly heads.
The cheese, the cheese the City fought so hard to protect from the Rats, became spoiled on contact with the pesticide. And the Rats, those omniscient creatures of darkness, always formed a throng around the cheese, as if they knew that the killing agent would also destroy the cheese. The Rats had an if-I-can’t-have-it-you-can’t-have-it-either kind of attitude that terrified the townspeople.
Lucas was removed from the extermination job.
Another exterminator, Locke, was called. With him was a little toy makeshift prison that he said was part of his extermination process. He was going to “exterminate” the idea of pillaging and killing, not the Rats themselves.
It never worked. The Rats he did capture and rehabilitated just simply returned to their old activities after being released. This infuriated the Mayor; he had spent millions of dollars building penitentiaries to hold the Rats and rat-whispers to counsel them. Locke, as with Lucas, was fired from the extermination program.
The City’s last resort was a rover, a renegade exterminator. His name was the Pied Piper. And what he did initially angered the City’s folks.
Under the contract with the City, the Pied Piper was to “remove and/or exterminate all the Rats from the City, by any means necessary.” To complete the task, the Pied Piper carried with him a magical reed.
The reed had the ability, when played correctly, to place any object the user desires under a spell. The object will then follow the user everywhere they went, as long as they continued playing the reed. The City’s Mayor thought the Pied Piper would use the magic reed to lure the Rats out the City’s walls.
But he didn’t.
On a cold winter night, the Pied Piper’s magic music could be heard within the entire City. The Pied Piper pranced about the streets in his colorful clothing, playing his tune, as if he was the goat-god Pan. It was a beautiful lullaby to the townspeople, because they knew that when they woke-up the next morning, the City would be vindicated of the Rats.
The fresh dawn was a new start for the City. When the citizens rose from their slumber, they knew the Rats were gone. They jumped up and down, danced in the streets wearing their pajamas, sung happy tunes, and had a parade for breakfast.
Then, and then, they went into the cheese factories. The Rats were gone and they could sell cheese again, correct? Not so. The whole entire City was void of cheese.
The City panicked, riots and protests plagued the City as the Rats once had. The citizens petitioned the Mayor to call back the Pied Piper and demand the return of their cheese. He was summoned and questioned about the missing—no, vanishing cheese.
“You asked me,” said the Pied Piper in self-defense, “to remove the Rats by any means. Have I not done that? The Rats are gone, are they not? Why do you cry to me with your cheese problem? The cheese, your precious cheese, was the problem! That curse lured the Rats into the City in the first place.
“You could not kill the Rats; you could not change the Rats. I did the only logical solution: I removed the true bane, the cheese.”
With this said, the Pied Piper left the City never to return. As for the City, they ceased to produce cheese. Instead of cheese, their main exports were machine parts and other manufactured goods.
The City, the Pied Piper, and even the Rats, lived happily ever after.
Detective Leon Robertson’s entire life had been shaped by crime. When Leon was yet a child, Ulga Robertson, his mother, was on the toilet at home when she became the victim of a stray bullet. Patrick Robertson, Leon’s father, was once a promising basketball player until a crazed drug addict shot him in the leg in order to steal his money to buy more drugs. Yes, Detective Leon Robertson loathed crime with such a passion that it controlled his life, and ultimately led him to become a police officer.
The streets of Valman were the filthiest of any city in the entire world. Criminals, unafraid of witnesses or the police, fired random shots into crowds of innocents every day; more bystanders were killed than the intended targets. As with any other city, the criminals outnumbered and out gunned the police. But, in Valman, the police were also out classed by the lawbreaking society.
Members of organized crime families needed not to waste money on bribing or buying police officers. They instead used less expensive intimidation methods to control the petrified police force by brute force. But, the crime families weren’t the biggest problem in Valman; it was the small, two-bit crooks that held the city hostage.
The city had used every imaginable way in the endeavor to cease the random spurs of crime: from racial profiling to after-school programs for at risk teens, from implementing probable cause to hiring no-nonsense judges. Even after these attempts to bring crime levels down, violent and property crimes continued to rise. Eventually the mayor, Julian Holdtimer, and the Valman police department had given up on stopping crime. The only one that still fought for a crime-free city was Leon Robertson.
Being a member of the VPD, Leon had his hands tied. He couldn’t battle crime the way he wanted; he wanted to perform numerous random shakedowns of area hotspots and hoods and increase the police budget so the force could provide officers with better training and equipment.
Leon walked down 3rd Avenue, one of the tourist areas in the city. The detective rubbed the beard on his chin, pondering what he could do to stifle crime within the means of the law. He was off duty, at the moment, and wished to have something in his stomach. His hazel eyes scanned the restaurants along the side of the road. He passed by a Chinese carryout, three fast food joints, two fancy French-style cafés, and one American diner; none of which were appetizing to him.
As he strolled down the cracked sidewalk, his eye caught a suspicious looking man leaning against a wall. He was a lengthy and skinny, with short hair and two glazed eyes. He wore a leather jacket with spikes on the shoulders and a pair of torn jeans. His shifty eyes scanned the area rapidly; he’s looking for an easy mark.
The character caught sight of an elderly lady waiting to cross the busy streets. Leon noticed this and began to rush towards the situation. The young thug saw him approaching and didn’t register Robertson as a threat. Leon recognized the young thug as soon as he had seen him.
The street tough’s name was Eldren Peters. Over a span of fifteen years he had been arrested multiple times, and his rap sheet was longer than the Amazon River: he had been officially charged with one drug possession charge, two accounts of armed robbery, three accounts of first-degree assault, and four accounts of illegal possession of a handgun. For each arrest, Leon was the officer that placed the cuffs on the teen. During each court case, the judge was too soft and let Eldren off with a slap on the wrist in the form of requiring him to merely perform forty-eight hours of community services. Not once was the boy placed on probation or in prison.
Peters approached the unsuspecting woman from the rear. He brandished a pocketknife and rammed it into the spinal cord of the elderly lady. She fell to the ground dead as Eldren relieved the lady of her purse and bolted from the crime.
Upset at himself for not acting sooner, Leon gave chase after the young man. In high school Robertson was a record-breaking track star; he knew he could out run Eldren. “Eldren! Stop in the name of the police!” shouted Leon to the youth as he ran after him.
Peters turned to see who was calling his name. When he saw that it was the Leon, he instantly recognized him as the officer that arrested him so many times in the past. With newly obtained strength, Eldren turned on the speed in an attempt to flee from the pursuing cop.
Peters led Robertson into an alley. Like a fool Leon followed him in hot pursuit. The alley was a dead end with a brick wall blocking the path. Tin garbage cans littered the walls of two buildings; graffiti and gang symbols were paint sprayed on any available brick; and loose papers and plastic bags blew around in circles in the early March wind.
Eldren knew that Leon had followed him into the alley. He ran to the dead end wall. He turned to face Robertson, who was slowly stalking his prey.
“I got you now,” said Leon as he gasped for air. “You’re going to be put away for a long time, buddy. Killing an old woman? How low can you go? There isn’t a jury in the world that wouldn’t give you the death penalty.”
“Shut up, old timer,” snapped Eldren. “You must be gettin’ old, Leon. Your detective skills have gone to hell. I’ve led you right into a trap. You’re goin’ to get fucked up for arresting me all of those fuckin’ times!” The young man put two of his fingers in his mouth and began to whistle.
From over the brick wall to Eldren’s rear jumped five youths. The thugs carried metal baseball bats, chains, and switchblades. In fear, Leon backed down towards the exit. His butt hit something and turned to see what it was. It was a human blockade created by four heavyset youths. They, too, had weapons in their hands. They scowled down at the detective and shook their overly pierced heads.
“You little punk,” said Leon as he turned towards Eldren. “You set me up!”
The thug said nothing to the detective. He motioned one of his buddies to hand him his bat. Eldren received it and made his advance towards Leon. As he casually strolled, he banged the top of the bat in his hand.
Peters stood in front of Leon smirking like a Cheshire cat. In utter defiance, Leon spat a huge ball of spittle into Eldren’s face. The spit seemed to evaporate off Peters’ angry visage.
“You’ll pay for that, old man,” said Eldren.
He swung his bat at Leon’s head. Robertson ducked the attack, and the blunt weapon made contact with one of the thugs to the rear. Leon crouched down and jabbed the youth in front of him in the gut. That was all he could do, because the overwhelming number of thugs quickly grabbed hold of him.
As his gang restrained Leon, Eldren had the luxury of swinging his bat into the midsection of the detective five times in the same spot. Under the pain, Leon began to slump down in the hands of the youths until his knees were on the ground. The thugs lifted him back to his feet, allowing Eldren to flail him a few more times. Then detective Leon Robertson dropped motionlessly to the ground.
The street punks began to kick and punch Leon while he lay helpless on the ground. Those that had chains used them as whips against his back. Metal bats became dented due to the force and consistency of their attacks on the detective’s body. One of the thugs even stabbed him in the left shoulder.
In the background came the shrieks of sirens—which sounded like the voices of angels to Leon—approaching the situation. The punks each got one more hit in before they scrambled over the brick wall and away from the dying cop. Leon rolled over on his back, coughing up blood onto his new blue turtleneck.
Paramedics hurried over to the fallen detective. They checked his eyes and vital signs and attempted to talk to him. Then they brought the stretcher and lifted him onto it. They secured him there and wheeled him to the back of the ambulance and then sped down the road towards the nearest hospital.
The thugs had badly beaten Detective Leon Robertson, but not so much that he would die. The doctors treated him correctly and effectively. His fellow detectives and members of the police force came to visit him to drop off flowers, cards, and well wishes. They notified him that they had caught Eldren Peters and a handful of his gang. They said that once the doctors released Leon from the hospital he would have to prepare himself to testify in court. Robertson grimaced at the thought. He hated going to the courthouse as much as the person on trial.
A few days later Leon returned home. Due to injuries, he was excused from his day job. His bruises had fully healed yet and his left arm was lying in a sling. He was in considerable pain, but he felt like he could manage it.
As he checked his mailbox at his apartment, to see the bills sent to him, he noticed a strange letter. On the envelope was the unique seal that the detective recognized as the mayor’s seal. Leon rushed up to his apartment to see what the letter would say.
The letter was from Mayor Julian Holdtimer, and she wished for him to meet her at City Hall at that very moment for a special conference. The letter notified him not to tell anyone about the meeting.
Quickly, Leon got into his car and off he sped down the road. He would be at City Hall in a few minutes.
City Hall looked like a smaller version of the Capitol Building in Washington, D.C. Leon parked in the parking lot and ran into the construction. He glanced at the letter from the mayor and located which room held the meeting. He asked a security guard where the room was, and she gave him some pretty accurate directions.
When Leon finally made it to the room, a sunglasses, suit and tie, and wireless radio wearing sentry greeted him.
“Excuse me, sir,” said the man in a deep baritone. The man was over six feet tall and appeared to be very muscular, even in a suit. “Where do you think you’re going?”
Leon stared at the man. “I’m Detective Leon Robertson. I have a meeting with the mayor in this room. If you can kindly move out of my way…” he said as he started to advance towards the door.
The sentry placed his huge palm against Leon’s chest, preventing him to walk any further. “Not so fast, pal,” remarked the sentinel. “I have to see some I.D.” Leon flashed his police I.D. card at the man. The man studied it and handed it back to Leon. “You may enter,” he said as he opened the door.
Cautiously and timidly Leon entered the room. The walls of the room were carpeted, along with the floor and ceiling. It was nearly empty, save for a rectangular table in the middle with chairs around it. Occupying three of the chairs were the mayor and two other individuals. For some reason Leon could hear a faint musical sound in the background. He didn’t know where it came from, but he did know that it came from the room. The music was calming and soothing.
“Detective Leon Robertson, I presume,” said the mayor as she stood. Leon strolled over to shake her hand, as he did with the other two persons in the room. “Let me introduce you to my two associates. To your right is Dr. Sally McGinnis and to your left is Mr. Quadry Xavier. Please, have a seat, detective.” Leon followed the request, plopping down next to the doctor. “Dr. McGinnis is a symphonicneuropsychiatrist. It’s a rapidly growing new scientific field in which sounds, music, and noises are used to…well, I should let Sally explain it to you.”
McGinnis cleared her throat. “It’s rather quite simple. Various frequencies and pitches can manipulate neurological patterns of brain waves. This is because sound travels in waves. If sound waves and brain waves collide together, they can be absorbed and assimilated into one another, thus forming a new wave. We scientists have named this wave the symphonicneuro wave.
“The brain can either retain the symphonicneuro wave—such as with emotions, memories, and desires—or they can also be expelled outwards in the form of symphonic noises that attack the subconscious of various life forms around the object; thus manipulating that life form by creating a new symphonicneuro wave that affects the brain as the original symphonicneuro wave, but with different results. My colleagues and I have actually pin-pointed which sounds could be used to manipulate certain neurological patterns in the brain.”
Leon blinked his eyes twice. He stared at Dr. McGinnis with a blank expression. “What the heck did you just say?”
“What she said,” snapped Mr. Quadry Xavier irritably, “is that using different sounds we can manipulate people individually or a mass number.”
“Sort of like mind control?” asked Robertson.
Quadry grunted. “Yes, but that term is derogatory. We cannot say that to explain what it is we’re doing.”
“What are you doing?”
“I’ll take this one,” said Mayor Julian. “As Dr. McGinnis said earlier, she figured out what sounds cause what desires in the brain. One of the sounds she tested reduced the desire to commit crimes in humans. Using that knowledge, we’re going to flood the Valman streets with that sound, thus removing crime as a whole!”
“We like to call it Chalkboard Crime Reduction, or C.C.R. for short,” remarked Xavier proudly. “I came up with the idea.”
“Mr. Xavier has successfully marketed C.C.R. to other crime ravaged cities in America and the world: New York, L.A., Chicago, Detroit, Richmond, Philadelphia, Kansas City, Houston, Washington, D.C., and Baltimore in the U.S.; Tokyo, Moscow, Paris, and London from around the world have been turned upside down by utilizing C.C.R.” Mayor Julian was ecstatic and beaming with a large smile as she spoke. “I’m so happy that Mr. Xavier here has accepted my application to be enrolled in this remarkable program!”
Robertson smiled. “This does sound pretty good, no pun intended. But, what does this have to do with me?”
Holdtimer’s smile quickly turned into a frown. “I’m sorry to say this, but the punks that beat you and left you for dead will not be put on trial. Instead, the courts will be closed and the judges disassembled. C.C.R. will commence as soon as this meeting is over. That’s why I summoned you over here, to tell you that. You’re the best detective on the force, and deserved an explanation; please do not be angry.”
“Will I lose my job, also?” said Leon as he frowned. “Since you will have defeated crime, I guess I’ll have nothing to detect, correct?” Holdtimer did not verbally respond, but she did lower her head. Leon’s eyebrows arched, as he was becoming angry. “I get it,” sighed Leon, “now that C.C.R. is here you don’t need us cops anymore. After twenty years on the force, risking my life for this sorry city, this is how it ends? I’m being replaced by a sound? Chalkboard Crime Reduction, why the heck is it called that for?” Suddenly, the music he heard when he first walked into the room grew louder. Leon felt his anger rapidly drain from his body.
A slight smile was on Quardy’s face. “That’s because the sound that removes thoughts of criminal activity from the brain is the sound of fingernail tips being dragged on a chalkboard. You know, that irritating screeching noise that the bad kid in elementary school always made when he went up to the board to do a math problem? The sound is raised in frequency to where it is detected subconsciously by the human brain; we accompany it with an infectious techno beat, so it performs the symphonicneuro wave function while at the same time entertaining the brain.”
“And it’s going to be played twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three hundred sixty-five days in a year,” added the mayor with much enthusiasm.
“Sounds good to me,” said Leon with a sheepish grin.
“It’s settled then,” remarked the mayor. “Detective, you may leave now. Thank you for understanding our desperate situation.”
Robertson rose from his seat. He shook the hands of the other three people in the room one last time and disappeared out the door.
It had been a little over six months since C.C.R. had been utilized in Valman and crime was virtually extinct in the city. The news could not stay on for an hour or even thirty minutes anymore. The news consisted only of the weather and sports report, national and world events, and upcoming local activities. The evening news lasted about fifteen minutes—and that’s including commercials.
Valman no longer needed police officers, judges, criminal lawyers, and other professionals that dealt with crime. A new factory, run by Quadry Xavier and Dr. Sally McGinnis, opened in the middle of the city. All the former cops, judges, and criminal lawyers that stayed in Valman landed jobs at this particular factory.
The employees in the factory assembled different parts for a mass project. They didn’t know what they were building, and they didn’t dare ask Mr. Xavier or Dr. McGinnis on the matter. They didn’t even know that they were there, let alone what they were doing. As if they were drones with specific programs, they worked on an assembly line mindlessly putting pieces together with other pieces. Quadry neglected to give them instructions on what to do; he simply directed them to an empty spot in the line and told them to work and the worker worked. Leon Robertson was one such employee at the factory.
While Leon and his coworkers labored in the assembly line there was no speaking. In fact, it was as if no one knew that anybody, other than Quadry and Sally, were there. The workers’ eyes stared straight forward and did not blink. They didn’t even look at what they were doing, but not one of them made a mistake.
When the final work horn sounded, the assembly line workers quietly ceased what they were doing. In unison, they turned to their right and head towards the coat hangers. They each grabbed their jacket, one by one, and then make their way back to their dwelling places.
One day, as Leon Robertson returned home from work, he walked into his kitchen for a glass of water. Sitting at his kitchen table was an aged man wearing a pair of red earmuffs and holding a wooden cane. Leon stared at the intruder with his blank eyes for a moment, and then robotically strolled to his refrigerator, effectively ignoring the old man as if he wasn’t even there.
The stranger’s eyes were brown and intense. He stroked his long gray beard in thought. “I see that they’ve got you too, son,” he said. “You don’t even recognize your own father anymore.” A tear fell from his eye. “Darn aliens,” he mumbled to himself, “first they shoot me in my leg, now they’ve brainwashed my boy.” He reached into his pocket and removed a pair of earmuffs similar to the ones on his gray head. “Catch, Leon,” he said as he tossed them to his son.
Leon turned to catch the item. He examined them with his blank eyes, not knowing what to make of them.
“Well,” snapped the older Robertson, “put on the stupid things!” Leon followed the order.
“Dad!” shouted Leon as if he was just waking up for the first time. He gave his father a hug; and then he wondered which one of his neighbors was playing the loud techno music. “What are you doing here? Why did you give me these earmuffs? And who’s playing that irritating music? It’s loud as hell.”
“Son, these earmuffs are specially made for this type of situation. There’s a filter in them, only allowing sounds in the frequency range of human ears to pass through. Every noise at a frequency higher or lower gets thrown back into the air.” He paused briefly, and then added: “You gotta admit the beat is catchy.” He began to dance in his chair.
“That’s pretty sophisticated, Dad,” said Leon. “Man, I feel weird, and my head hurts. I feel like I’ve been trapped in a dream for months.”
“It’s those darn aliens. They use sounds to control people. Those darn aliens, they’re using sound to make people become living robots. The C.C.R. program uses the chalkboard screeching noise to control people’s minds, having us do their evil bidding! Remember when I got shot in my leg? The guy that did it was listening to his headphones. It was a recording of a cat meowing—that’s the sound that induces criminal behavior—at a lower frequency than human ears could detect but the human brain could be influenced by; an irritating techno song also accompanied it. Those darn aliens gave the tape to the guy so that he could shoot me.
“I found out about them darn aliens afterwards from a guy that had been hunting them for decades. He was killed in a final showdown with the darn aliens; but I still kicked those darn alien’s butts back to their planet.” Patrick made a short kick in the air with his good leg, emphasizing how proud he felt for thwarting the aliens’ plans the first time.
“Now, decades later,” continued the elder Robertson, “those darn aliens have returned. I’m telling you, son, these darn aliens are bent on destroying this world. Their mind control music is their chief weapon. They use sounds to control people; it’s rather pathetic if you ask me; you would think they would have some crazy advanced technology that could just zap us to pieces.”
Leon began to think to the past. “Quadry Xavier…Sally McGinnis…they’re the aliens!”
“Don’t forget Mayor Julian Holdtimer,” added Patrick, “she’s one of those darn aliens also.” He paused for a moment. “Son, they’re called darn aliens; not just aliens, but darn aliens.”
“Why is that?”
“Because they’re darn aliens!” Patrick used his cane to help lift himself to his feet. “Come on, son, we have to stop those darn aliens.”
“I remember now,” exclaimed Leon. “When I met the darn aliens some strange music was playing. When I got angry, the music grew louder, dissipating my anger.”
“Shut up, son; we have no time to discuss your past failings as a cop. We have to hurry, because I fear that we might already be too late.”
Together, father and son rushed to the factory owned by the darn aliens.
When the two Robertsons reached the factory, they noticed that the workers had deserted the place. The two men made their way through the factory, going up staircases and running down corridors. At the center of the factory—in a control room of some sort—stood the three darn aliens. Some sort of computer was to their rear.
“We’ve been expecting you, Patrick Robertson,” remarked Julian Holdtimer. “Nice earmuffs you got there, though it’s the wrong season for your fashion. Anyway, how’s your leg doing? And what about your friend, Yancey Popo? Is he still dead?”
“Darn you darn aliens!” shouted Patrick. “We’re here to put a stop to you three, once and for all!”
“You’re too late!” yelled Quadry in a sinister voice. “You’re too late! We used the C.C.R. program to control your pathetic human minds! Thanks to your human labor, our ultimate weapon has been created! You’ve brought about your own destruction!”
“Gwhahahaha,” laughed Sally with wicked delight.
Xavier strolled over to a control panel behind the darn aliens. He pressed some buttons, and then rejoined his fellow darn aliens.
“As I now speak,” smiled Quadry, “the Lunar Laser is being activated now. In five minutes it would shoot forth a laser beam that would connect with other beams from around the world. Then, at the focal point of Washington, D.C., they would all join and shoot straight to the moon. The moon and Washington, D.C. will be utterly destroyed.”
“Gwhahahaha,” laughed Sally again. “You’ll all die!”
“There is nothing you can do to stop it,” shouted Holdtimer, pointing to the Robertsons. “You are all doomed!”
“Why are you doing this?” Leon shouted at them, making sure his voice sailed over the techno music.
“Well,” answered Julian, “we don’t have a good reason to turn you into our mindless slaves and destroy your planet. We were just bored and needed something to destroy. Don’t take it personally; the three of us had gotten laid off of work and we just had to get out of the house for a bit. You know how that goes.”
“My husband and children have been driving me up the wall!” complained Sally. “All day it’s Mommy do this and honey do that. I needed a vacation.”
Leon was too speechless to respond, but Patrick was able to scream: “Ya darn aliens!”
“I would love to stay and chat with you two about my domestic issues,” remarked Quadry sarcastically, “but we must be heading off. We’ll be able to view the lovely explosion of the moon from outer space. Ta-ta for now!” The male darn alien removed a small capsule from his pocket. He tossed it onto the floor where the capsule exploded into a little three-man flying saucer. The three darn aliens leaped inside it before the Robertsons had time to react, and seconds later blasted off through the roof.
Speechless, Patrick and Leon watched the darn aliens escape. When they had regained their wits, they hurried over to the computer that Quadry used to activate the Lunar Laser. In a panic they began pushing buttons in hopes that one of them would deactivate the Lunar Laser.
“Lunar Laser will launch in ten seconds,” said the feminine computer voice. “Ten…nine…eight…” began the countdown.
“We’re dead,” cried Leon.
“Shut up, boy,” snapped Patrick. “Stop your belly aching and just start hitting buttons!”
“Seven…six…five…” The countdown continued.
“Nothing’s working!” screamed Leon, as panic started to set in.
“Four…three…two…” The countdown concluded. Surprisingly the countdown stopped at two. The computer said nothing else. Patrick had used his cane to bash the machine into a heap of broken garbage. Utterly destroyed was the computer, therefore the Lunar Laser failed to launch.
“You’ve saved the day, Dad,” shouted Leon with glee.
“I did, didn’t I?” the old man said as he smiled proudly. He wrapped his arm around his son’s back. They began walking out of the control room. “Come on, son; let’s go get a victory dinner—you’re paying.”
They had taken two steps towards the door when they felt the ground shake. They looked up to the hole in the ceiling and saw a bright light flash in the distant sky. They were mesmerized by the sight, and stood transfixed as the moon was blown to pieces and large chunks of broken moon rocks began falling towards Earth.
DECONTAMINATION
I remember well when the virus was first detected in human blood. At first, there were tons of speculation as to how the virus came into existence: most of our world’s leading scientists said it was the result of the HIV virus evolving, as a defensive mechanism against our cure for it; the Roman Catholic Pope, at that time, said it was God’s wrath sent upon us for our many sins—especially the sins of pride, homosexuality and other forms of “sexual immorality.” At the time, I didn’t buy any of it: this virus is something new, something no one has ever seen before. It’s not the next stage in the HIV chain of evolution or God’s punishment against a planet full of sinful people. All of this speculative crap is a red herring to the real problem: finding a cure. Of course I became much more involved in the lobbying politicians to allot more funds for research for a cure after I contracted the virus simply referred to—quite unscientifically—as Unknown X.
This Unknown X is a pretty contemptible virus: it morphs its receptor’s shape like the HIV virus, making it very difficult to create a cure for, because the white blood cells or medicine can’t latch onto them to defeat it. It is transmitted through the air, water, food, human excretions, and bodily fluids. Yeah, I know you’re like, “What the hell? How come the world isn’t destroyed?!” Well, I’m going to tell you why not: not everyone contracts the same strand of this virus; it’s very selective. That’s a scientific fact, too; not like the “assumptions” back in the 1980s, when HIV was first discovered, when everyone thought only homosexual men could get the virus. So who is susceptible to contract this virus, I bet you’re wondering. I have the answer—but you’ll have to read further for it.
Ok, so now I’ve explained how prevention and curing are impossible for this virus and disease, let me tell you a little about X —that’s the name of the disease one acquires from the Unknown X virus. X kills, but very slowly. It’s as annoying as Chinese water torture, but is much more prolonged. X destroys you from the inside out. The virus likes to feed and eat on human tissue—but it’s smart, too! It’s not some mindless glutton, feasting on anything and everything without planning or care. In fact, the virus has a blue print plan in its DNA. The blue print calls for it to eat up the tissue of the non-vital organs first. The tonsils are usually the first to go; that is if you haven’t had them removed already. A finger, toe, and your hair are usually devoured soon afterwards; and so-on-and-so-on until the brain and spinal cord are chewed up and you die. Well, sometimes patients die before X gets to the brain and spinal cord, but X will still eat up a contracted body that’s dead, until there’s nothing left. And then X moves on to a next victim. Even though it destroys the host, Unknown X is programmed to keep the host alive as long as it can; which can be anywhere from one month to forty years, depending on the strand.
Let me explain a little bit about what I mean by the virus eating. It doesn’t eat in our way of thinking; but as it multiplies in the cell, utilizing the cell’s ability to reproduce (which most viruses lack), the virus takes over the host cell. Yet, the offspring viruses have an outside coating that is corrosive to the delicate membranes of the cell. Eventually, the cell’s membranes are eaten through and devoured. True, this is certainly strange, and something that most viruses don’t perform, but Unknown X fits the other criteria of a virus, so it’s categorized by our scientists as a virus.
Treatment for this disease went as followed: during the first five years since the disease appeared those infected were studied and tested upon by scientists and doctors like a guinea pig—most of them contracted the disease themselves, regardless of their protective gear. Experimental medicines came next, but they just killed the patients a lot quicker; X seemed to eat faster when being attacked by antibodies and such. The Age of Medicine lasted about another fifteen years, but since nothing was being improved and more people were being infected every day, the World Forum on Incurable Illnesses—which was formed in response to the worldwide X epidemic—came to the grand and benevolent conclusion to quarantine all those known to be infected with the disease in small decontamination camps worldwide; for us to rot away and die at a distance from our loved ones. That’s a pretty cruddy way to treat those already suffering from a deadly and untreatable disease, if you ask me. I’d rather have been taken before a firing squad and shot in the head; that would’ve been more humane.
Yeah, there are about 2.5 billion out of 10 billion worldwide people infected with X, all crammed in about half million decontamination camps worldwide. How many people are to a camp, I don’t have a clue; you do the math. All I care about is that my wife and I are in this damn camp; our two little children, Bob and Jessie, were here too, but they died last year.
It was on the day my only children died from X complications that I decided to get some answers. I wanted to know why I had to outlive my children—my only heirs to the rest of the world. I needed to hear a reason or an excuse why my wife cries herself to sleep every night, why she refuses to eat, and why she’s most likely going to be the next person to die. Damnit, I needed to know!
That was when I walked into the director’s office and asked the conference computer module what the heck was being done to prevent more deaths. I spoke loudly into the microphone that was connected to a monitor showing the director’s sweat-covered, beaming face.
“Mr. Hunt,” I said, “what measures are being taken to prevent more deaths in this camp?”
Mr. Hunt looked at me quizzically and said, “Well, to be frankly honest with you, none.”
“What the hell do you mean by that? You mean to tell me that we’re all sent here just to die?”
The streaming video image of Mr. Hunt shrugged. “You said it, not me.”
I was flabbergasted and couldn’t speak for a moment. I stood there, jaw-dropped and shaking, trying to comprehend such a heinous act it was to send sick people to camps to simply die without medical treatment.
“Don’t look at me like that,” pled Mr. Hunt. “What do you want me to do? Send you guys all free so you can infect the rest of humanity? Give me a break; I don’t want that, and, deep down, you don’t want that, either. Just think about it: once all of you guys die, then the world would be rid of Unknown X; you guys are heroes.”
“Heroes?” I nearly laughed at the ridiculous thought.
“Yes, heroes. You’re sacrificing your freedom and your lives so that others may live. If that isn’t a hero, I don’t know what one is.”
Mr. Hunt had a point, but I was so grief-stricken I didn’t want to accept it. There isn’t anything heroic about wasting away in a bleak, lifeless building, with no sun, and where at least one person perishes every day. My idea of heroism is getting a gold medal in the Olympics, being a firefighter and saving someone from a burning building, going to war and perform acts that’ll get you a Purple Heart or some other type of medal. But simply lying down to die makes you a hero? That’s a ludicrous thought.
“Well,” I said, “can you at least riddle me this: where did Unknown X come from?”
Mr. Hunt’s face went pale and he swallowed hard. “I don’t have the authority to disclose that information.”
“Who the hell has that authority?”
“No one. But ask Daniel Graves; he should know.”
“Ok…who the hell is Daniel Graves?”
“I’m not supposed to be doing this, but I understand your grief from the loss of your two kids today. Ten years ago my eldest boy died from X, so I know your pain.” That was a shock to my system, I had no clue his boy had died from X.
“Daniel Graves is in an African decontamination camp located seventy miles north of the Cape of Good Hope,” continued Mr. Hunt. “You have my permission to visit him.”
That was that; Mr. Hunt’s face vanished from the monitor and a robot orderly escorted me back to my cell. My wife was on the bed crying her heart out, and I wrapped my arm around her, to give her the best comfort I could.
“Why?” she said to me with sad, imploring hazel eyes. “Why couldn’t they have been spared and one of us had died?”
“That’s how it is in this crazy world,” I answered. I stroked her long auburn hair gently—X had yet to devour that gorgeous head of hair, but she had already lost her ovaries and five random digits on her hands and feet.
That night we cried ourselves to sleep. We held together in a tight embrace that only a robot orderly bursting into our room the next morning could interrupt.
That trashcan-on-wheels contraption didn’t even knock on the door before entering, but barged in at around six o’clock in the morning. Without a word, it snatched me up in its cold, metal clamps, dragging me away from my wife, who followed after me, but was then restrained by another robot. The damn machine towed me through the resident’s rooms area, down to the lounge, where a congregation of the patients on this floor were—what else—lounging around. You can only imagine my embarrassment watching people with three to no limbs gawking and pointing at me, laughing away. I gave them the only middle finger I had left as I passed them, and with my free hand I grabbed my crouch. That showed them.
Without a word, the robot orderly hauled me to the garage containing extra-luminous-speed vehicles. The robot threw me in one, pushed a few buttons on the dashboard, closed the door and stepped away. Off I went…where to, I didn’t know at the time.
In about a few hours, I was in the landing station of a decontamination camp that looked foreign to my own. A bunch of robot orderlies opened the cockpit and yanked me out forcefully. They began talking to me in some sort of foreign accent, but they spoke English very well. They set me on my feet, and I was ordered to follow one of them. Still in somewhat of amazement, I just went with the flow and didn’t say a word.
The robot I was following informed me that this was the African decontamination camp that Mr. Hunt had talked to me about the day before. The robot had been given strict orders to take me to one named Daniel Graves, and then to escort me back to return to my own decontamination camp an hour afterwards.
Daniel Graves’ resident room was in a separate wing from the other patients. He was quarantined from the other patients—a double-sentence, seeing how he was also distanced from the rest of humanity. Daniel’s room was not dissimilar from my own; just a metal box-in-a-wall with a bed, desk, and a closet, all composed of metal.
A black-as-midnight man sat in a wheelchair at the other end of the entrance. He nodded his head, and the robot orderly that had escorted me left the chamber, the door sliding closed after it. The man pressed a button on a console on the right armrest, utilizing a long stick held in his mouth, since he was without arms or legs. Regardless of him being limbless, his torso was thick and muscular—how he stays built like that beats me.
“Who the hell are you?” he said after a minute of silence, his words muffled by the stick in his mouth.
“I’m an X patient like you.”
“Where you from?”
“I’m sentenced to die in the decontamination camp in Baltimore, Maryland, U.S. of A.”
That statement got a laugh out of Daniel; his bald head bobbed up and down as he chuckled.
“I like you,” he said. “The name’s Daniel Graves.”
I nodded and said, “I figured that much. I was sent here by Mr. Hunt to talk to you.”
Graves smiled gravely. “Mr. Hunt…. I remember that sneaky little cunt. What did he send you here to talk to me about?”
“My kids just died from X complications yesterday, and I want to know why my children died. I want to know where this accursed disease came from!”
He seemed moved by my words, and offered me to sit on his bed. I did so, and he said, “First of all, I need to know what you did before you became infected with Unknown X.”
“I was a chemistry professor.” (Surprise, surprise! I bet you guys thought I was just some uneducated loser, now didn’t you?)
Daniel nodded his approval and began explaining things to me. “I’d like to apologize about the death of your kids; especially since I’m somewhat responsible for their deaths, as well as the deaths of billions of others.
“About twenty-five years ago, after modern man found a cure for HIV and AIDS, the population flourished at unseen numbers. The world still didn’t want to believe that HIV was created by man as a form of population control device, but those with like minds as the politicians of the late 20th century couldn’t stand the thought of an overpopulated Earth. Therefore, a worldwide forum was held, hosted by your beloved United States, Canada, Australia, and Great Brittan. South Africa, France, Germany, Italy, Spain, China, and Japan also attended that conference. It was decided upon for man to improve upon the HIV program and create Unknown X. I was one of the scientists commissioned to devise such a deadly virus.
“All the aforementioned countries wanted to get rid of certain groups: South Africa wanted to kill all the white Africans, Australia wished to eradicate the aboriginals, and the U.S. had tried for centuries to commit genocide against every other race besides the White one, and the other countries had their various ethnic groups to dispose of. So we scientists created multiple strands of Unknown X to kill off these peoples. But somehow the strands got mixed into one heterogeneous mixture, stolen, and then spread across the world. That’s why it appears that you never know who’s going to be infected, because you don’t know which strand you’ve come into contact with. But, eventually, the entire world will be eaten by this deadly creation.
“This virus, this Unknown X, is undefeatable. I guess I should be proud.” He chuckled a little; a sad, disheartening chuckle. “But I’m not. Unknown X changes shape, as you well know, given your background. Also, it does something even worse: treatment makes it eat faster because it becomes frightened—for lack of a better word—and calls upon the cell to multiply more of its genetic makeup at a quicker pace. The more one tries to prevent it, the quicker it kills, and it gains the ability to infect other people than it was originally designed for. Also, the different strands can cross-breed when infecting the same host, even if one strand isn’t designed to kill that particular person. This happens when the DNA codes of the separate strands mix and intermingle in the host cell, thus creating something totally different.”
“That’s some sick shit you and those other scientists did to the entire world,” I interjected, the anger in me boiling over.
“Look at me!” he shouted. “Don’t you think I realize that now? I got infected by my own damn virus! This is my punishment; karma sure is a bitch.”
“So what the hell are we supposed to do?”
“I’m going to rot and die, away from the same humanity I cursed. But you, you’re going to tell the world about the wickedness I committed against my fellow man.” He began to shift in his wheelchair, until his back was facing me.
“Quickly,” he commanded, “pull down my pants, reach up my rectum and retrieve the disk containing all the vile information that you need. I’ve stuck it up there years ago, and now it’s time for the world to know.”
I was understandably repulsed and disgusted by the idea of sticking my hand up someone else’s ass. “Umm, why don’t I call one of the robot orderlies to do all that…?”
“Their metal clamps are too big, man! You need to do it.”
I thought about the proposition once more, twice more, and then came to my decision. I immediately walked out the door and asked the robot orderly, which stood guard, to escort me back to my extra-luminous-speed vehicle so I could return to my wife.
As soon as I returned to my home decontamination camp, I went straight to my room and saw my wife there on the bed, head down, still grieving our dead children. Seeing that sad face and knowing that I had blown my chance to bring those responsible to justice because of my own pride just made me snapped. I wasn’t even thinking properly anymore—my mind was flooded with thoughts of guilt, anger, mourning, and hatred. I did the only thing a man could do: I went berserk on the closest being to me.
No, I didn’t go berserk on my wife; I’d never hit a woman. I just grabbed the metal chair at our desk, stormed out the room, and beat one of those bastard robot orderlies to a mass of broken machinery. Somehow this action excited the other patients, and they grabbed chairs and began busting up those damn robots. Before I knew it, a full-fledge riot broke out. I mean, there were tables and chairs flying, monitors on fire, piles of broken robots littered in the common rooms.
And that was when the huge, laser rifle toting patient control bots came about. Those things were just huge metal blocks with legs and arms, stomping like they own the place, blasting anyone holding or sitting upon a chair.
I guess my rage blinded me for a moment, because I had no fear for the patient control bots. I ran up behind one, chair overhead, and bashed its central processing unit in. Then I grabbed its rifle and began shooting down the other bots.
The rioting patients that survived grabbed up the fallen bots’ rifles and joined me in the hunt. About fifteen of us insurrecting humans beat back like thirty of the bots. We then sealed off our ward and planned our escape or whatever the hell we were trying to do. I was named the leader, and I didn’t know what the heck I was leading us into.
I got up on one of the tables, gazed over my followers and delivered this amazing speech:
“Brethren and friends, listen to me! We’ve all been poisoned by our beloved governments! This Unknown X virus was created by our governments as population control! But they made this virus too strong, and those infected must now be placed in decontamination camps to protect the general public. They would like to call us heroes, but I don’t see shit heroic about dying like animals!
“What we need to do is bust down these walls and re-enter society! Men aren’t supposed to live like this: cooped up inside these metal walls until we die. Men are supposed to live free in the great outdoors. We’re not criminals! What did we do to deserve this? Our only crime is being born at a time when our world leaders have the audacity to choose who should live and who should die! I say fuck them! You heard me, fuck them! This is our life, this is our world, let’s fight for it!”
That was a great speech, if I do say so myself. The crowd erupted in cheers of defiance and insurrection, we pumped our rifles over our heads, we yelled our rage against the political machine, we huffed and puffed until we became purple in the face, and then my wife grabbed me by the arm and pulled me off the table. She looked deep into my eyes and shook her head.
“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she chastised me. “Why are you loading these poor, desolate people’s heads with all this revolution nonsense? True, it’s fucked up if you’re right about the government creating this virus and all, but what good does it do us to break out of this camp and run free around uninfected society? All we’re going to do is infect everyone else in the world. We just lost our children; do you want to take away another parent’s child?”
My rage began to quell, but I still had enough of it left to offer a retort. “If we all die like dogs in here and the Unknown X virus becomes extinct, the only thing the cruddy world leaders have to do is decide that the world’s population is too great again and just invent another virus as population control! It’s a circle that must be stopped—”
“And infecting everyone else in the world is the way to stop it, right?” she interjected. “Because that’s the only conclusion this little rebellion is going to bring about. If the world leaders feel like making another Unknown X virus, let them. Let the blood of billions be on their hands, on their souls. But don’t you go out there and taint your conscious with the blood of innocents just because you don’t like being cooped up here.
“Hell, I don’t think any of us likes it here—the food sucks, the rooms suck, the clothes suck, there’s no music and our cable sucks, we can’t go outside to see the sun; it just sucks—but we know it must be done for the better good. There’s about two and a half billion of us in these camps, and roughly ten billion people in the world: which is the greater number? How many people will be saved if we just die?
“But we’re not dying like dogs; we’re dying as men and women, because we’re giving up our own lives, our own hopes, our own dreams, our own goals so that a new generation can achieve theirs. We have a chance to do something good and benevolent and wonderful with our lives with our deaths; let’s die peacefully, bury all grudges and hatreds and spend the rest of our lives in love, fellowship and harmony. Let’s show the world that love still exists, and that there are people who can love just to love, not for some sort of reward.”
I have to admit that my wife’s speech blew my earlier one out the water. My little posse of rebels grew content and tranquil after hearing those words; the sound of rifles clanking against the floor filled the air. We unlocked our ward and allowed robots to pick up the dead and the destroyed to be thrown in the incinerator.
My band of rebels didn’t face any repercussions from our short-lived revolution; Mr. Hunt thought it best to stay punishment, seeing that our illness was tough enough on us. We went on with our mundane and drab existence in peace from then on; trying to live a virtuous life while we still had life in our bones. I even made peace with the other patients I made vulgar gestures at when I was being dragged to Africa.
I guess the moral of this story is—and yes, there is a moral—that life’s too short and too precious to be self-centered, proud, vicious, and just plain old mean. The world is bigger than your puny little body, your raggedy-ass house and car, your stupid dead-end job, and your ungrateful circle of family and friends. There are a lot of people out there! And the world isn’t going to stop turning if you don’t get your way—you are not that important! We’re all just a drop of piss in the toilet bowl of life…if that makes any sense. Sometimes we have to sacrifice our wants and greed and desires and selfishness so that others can have a better life—or life at all.
And on that note, I say, fare thee well, reader, fare thee well! Thank you for taking the time to read my memoirs. Remember, Love, Peace, and Sacrifice, baby…Love, Peace, and Sacrifice.
TRAIL OF UNDEAFTED TEARS
The blood sucking mosquitoes hovered over the red painted face. The Seminole boy truly desired to become a man; but to become a man means that the boy must kill another man.
War chief Osceola had set up an ambush at Fort King, which was located on the Seminole reservation. Only one boy was with the war party, and he sat high in the sultry air perched on a durable tree branch. He knocked his bow with an arrow, mimicking the motions of the other six brave-hearted warriors accompanying him.
Tension and anxiety all flooded the boy’s body at once, creating a sensation that was both foreign and exhilarating in the boy. He had trained most of his life for this day—the day of his first kill.
United States General Wiley Thompson and four other white men casually strolled through the jungles of Florida’s everglades, oblivious of the cruel hand that fate was preparing to deal them. They talked to one another about the ways of the world, laughing at racist jokes about niggers and savages.
Osceola, while listening to such demeaning babble, sat patiently on the tree adjacent to the sole boy of his band. The seasoned veteran gave the impression of utter calmness to the young green warrior. The boy sat in his tree uneasily; even though he should have confidence in coming home alive, since he clubbed the war post for victory numerous times before departing the village.
“Those darned Seminoles,” said one of the white men below with a sigh, “why can’t they git a move on and stay on the reservations? Nope, they gotta kill our men and settlers; fool savages, can’t they see a grand deal when it’s right in front of their faces?”
“Don’t you know,” answered General Thompson, “that this war isn’t about them, but the escaped Negro slaves that were welcomed into their tribes? The southern slave-holders want their properties back; since the Seminoles won’t kindly hand them over, it’s up to the military to take them by force. Why would the United States government start a war with a strong and powerful people for a piece of swampland? It’s all about the slaves, my friend.”
While the men talked, Osceola gave the signal to attack. The warrior boy and the other warriors let fly their arrows. Many of the shafts missed their mark, but two of the five men fell to their deaths. After the first volley, the Seminoles leaped out of the trees and confronted the remaining white men face-to-face. There was a brief pause, and the warrior boy could see the terror marring Thompson’s visage.
The blood-thirsty boy fired another arrow that went through a white man’s neck. Thompson was next to go; killed by one of Osceola’s shafts. In a few short minutes the war party hopped back into the trees carrying their victims’ spoils. Hopefully, Osceola reasoned, the attack would convince the white man to leave Seminole land and halt their attempts to conquer and subdue the native peoples of America.
In the Seminole village the trigger-happy boy received his initiation into manhood; which was accompanied by a name befitting his actions in battle. The Great Osceola recommended that his name be Jumping Turtle, due to the fact that he was one of the first to fire. The name was accepted unanimously and the village was exceedingly jubilant that the boy had gotten his wish and became a man.
A few weeks after the successful attack by the Seminoles was the annual celebration of corn, called the Busk Ceremony. The celebration began with a village smoke session; the Seminoles inhaled the hallucinogens everywhere, from high in their stilt raised log houses to down low in the swamps. This smoking binge was in order to seek purification and prophetic visions to aid them in their everyday life and in the war to preserve their culture and land against the white man.
During the same time the Seminoles quaffed the sacred beverage known as Black Drink. Black Drink was a potent concoction of fermented cider, wine, tobacco, and sprinkled with a natural drug called peyote. The imbibing of the Black Drink, just like the smoking session, was used as a means of purification. The smoking and drinking session lasted for three days.
After the days of vision seeking, there came another three days of fasting—Jumping Turtle’s least favorite event of the Busk Ceremony. No one in the village ate a single morsel of food; but all remained strong in spirit and body, strengthened by the Black Drink and smoking the days before. The fasting period was to provide them with additional purification, and the Seminoles knew that it wasn’t going to last forever.
On the seventh, and final, day of the Busk Ceremony was the day of the huge feast—Jumping Turtle’s favorite day of the celebration. The purified tribe ate the food that was saved from the three day fast with much enthusiasm. The tribe was happily eating and downing bowels of Black Drink; the troubles of the world seemed to vanish from their thoughts and their reality. Osceola, being filled with Black Drink, stood up before the tribe and began singing and dancing.
After the Busk Ceremony, Jumping Turtle traveled with the army of Osceola and another Seminole chief named Alligator to the Withlacoochee River. There the fighting force surprised the eight hundred soldiers of United States General Clinch; causing the U.S. army to fight in the open turf. Though the white man’s army was much larger than the band of Seminoles, the native’s intensity, resilience, and superior strategy drove the white man’s army away in a full retreat. Jumping Turtle returned to the village triumphant and carrying plenty scalps.
The white man, growing fearful of the strength of the Seminoles, devised the Treaty of Payne’s Landing, stating that all Indians must evacuate Florida in three years. Osceola and Jumping Turtle were present at the meeting to sign the treaty; when it was Osceola’s turn to add his mark to the document, he defiantly stuck a knife in it. His action that day was a sign of courage and motivation to all the Seminole clans. The three years allotted to the natives to abandon Florida, according to the treaty, had come and gone; Osceola and the other Seminole warriors continued to fight the white man guerrilla style to protect the lands they called home.
If the white man wanted to unjustly remove the Seminole tribes from the land their ancestors lived on long before the white man ever stepped foot on the continent, they would have to pay for it with their blood. The cruelty, deceit, arrogance, and gall of the white man would not go unpunished; eventually the American government will reap the consequences they had sown in the slave fields and in the slaughter of the natives—even if it happens hundreds of years later.
Years later, while chiefs Micanopy, Alligator, Jumper, and Osceola sat smoking around a fire, Jumping Turtle approached them, accompanied by a strange white man.
“This is a white man war chief, Thomas Jesup,” said Jumping Turtle, as he pointed to the white man. “He wishes to speak to Osceola in private.”
Jumping Turtle and the three chiefs departed the house to allow Osceola and Jesup to converse alone. The warrior had no idea what was said between the two men; o how he wished to have heard the words! He stared at the two men from a distance outside the hut trying to read their lips. It was of no use; their words remained hidden.
When the meeting with the white man had concluded, Osceola stepped out of the house and addressed the village in their language. “The white man’s war chief,” he said, “wishes me to come with him for peace talks on behalf of the human beings. I was hesitant to go at first, but he promised me that no harm would fall upon my head. I am willing to go—but alone! No one must accompany me to place called Saint Augustine, where the peace council shall take place. Tomorrow morning I leave.”
The next day’s morning, children clung onto Osceola’s clothes as he left the village. Women flanked the sides of his path, bowing to their knees, crying and begging for their freedom fighter and hero not to trust the lies of the white man, pleading for him not to go. Osceola comforted them the best he could, but all could tell that he knew what was in store for him and that he had accepted his destiny.
Even chief Alligator and Jumping Turtle attempted to reason with him, but the proud Seminole chief listened to no one. Osceola had already lost his wife and kids to the ruthless and cowardice war tactics of the white man—what is the purpose of killing women and children in war? How can the white man sleep at night, knowing that the blood of innocents and non-combatants stained their hands, their souls? The white man had taken so much from him that he didn’t know what he lived for any longer—save for his fellow human beings.
This meeting at Saint Augustine could be a step towards an agreement with the white man; Osceola, though brave and proud, was tired of the war and bloodshed. However, if things didn’t go well at the peace meeting, he was not afraid to continue to fight the white man.
For months Osceola failed to return to his home. No Seminole had placed his gaze upon the war chief since he left them months ago. During the time of his departure to have non-hostile “peace meetings” with the white man, one of the white man’s war chiefs, named Zachary Taylor, had caught Alligator’s warriors off guard at Lake Okeechobee. The white man’s army had won the battle and gained valuable ground, but they suffered higher casualties than Alligator’s braves. Jumping Turtle was numbered in Alligator’s men when they were ambushed by the white men, but he was not a member of the dead.
The defeat at Lake Okeechobee and the disappearance of Osceola caused many of the Seminoles to consider going along with the Removal Act issued by the white man’s main chief Andrew “Sharp Knife” Jackson years prior. The Removal Act dictated that all human beings east of the Mississippi River are to relocate to the Indian Territory on the western side of the river.
The supposed betrayal and death of the Great Osceola brought about much despair into the hearts of the Seminole clans. Their legendary hero had been snatched away from them by the deceit of the white man; the resistance wasn’t the same without Osceola’s pride and tenacity leading them. Osceola’s leaving them was as if the heart of the Seminole nation was ripped out of their chest; void of hope, many of the human beings decided to move to the reservation outlined by the Removal Act. One such Seminole was Jumping Turtle.
Even though the white man issued the Removal Act, they refused to assist the human beings in their relocation. They provided no transportation, supplies, or escort for the natives that undertook the journey; the white man, as usual, couldn’t care less about the welfare of the natives. As the white man’s chiefs were famous for saying, “the only good Indian is a dead Indian.”
As Jumping Turtle, his wife and kids, and thousands of other Seminoles made the strenuous trek from Florida to Oklahoma; disease and overexposure to the elements killed the vast majority of them. The number of the dead included Jumping Turtle’s wife and kids.
Undaunted by his tragic loss, Jumping Turtle still traveled the rough, untamed terrain by foot. As he reached his new home on the Indian Territory in Oklahoma, an elderly male human being from his clan approached him.
“Lift your head, Jumping Turtle,” said the old, choric man; “we are still undefeated. Even with Osceola dead and our removal, we are still a Civilized Tribe of human beings; be not lost in despair. Let us put the Trail of Tears behind us now and work towards a better future for all of our people. The white man is a savage and untamed beast; but we shall not let that burden our spirit. We must…soar like the hawk above his injustices! The way to beat the white man is not with weapons, but to rise above him, though he besets us with adversity. We do not need to assimilate ourselves into the white man’s culture, but remain true to our own way of life and never forget our ancestors. Our culture is stronger than the white man’s; his way of life is bent on pain, lies, selfishness, and greed—ours is built on love for fellow human beings and the planet. When the white man destroys himself with his own greed, we shall continue to live in the whispers of the wind, in the soil of the earth. Remember Osceola’s knife in the treaty; remember that we are an undefeated people!”
LOST IN DARKNESS
He awakes suddenly. After he regains his orientation, he examines his body. Everything seems to be in place. But my clothes: they’re soaking wet! He brings a sample of the liquid up to his nose and sniffs it: Smells like blood. I wonder if it’s mines or somebody else’s.
He tries to stand, but quickly discovers that the ground around him is slick with liquid. Whoever or whatever bled here, it sure bled a lot. I really hope this isn’t a puddle of my own blood. But if it is, I doubt I’d have the strength to stand after losing so much blood. The worst case scenario is that some of this blood is mine; most, if not all, of it has come from another source.
He feels his body being lifted up by strong hands. A warm, friendly voice answers the man’s inner thoughts: “The source of the blood is the thousands you have killed with your power.”
“I’ve killed…with my powers?” echoes the man. He is facing the direction of the voice and cannot mask his displeasure at hearing the news.
The same hands straighten the man’s clothing. “Yes, you killed them with your power.” The voice sighs. “The side effects of your power are your perpetual blindness and the loss of memory. Do you remember your name?”
“No I do not,” replies the man. “Who am I? Who are you?”
“Take my hand and let us walk together.” The man grabs the stranger’s hand, and the speaker with the kind voice leads him through the location. “Beware of the ground: it is slick with blood and covered with broken bodies.”
The man swallows hard. “I’ll…keep that in mind. Now, tell me who I am and who you are.”
“You are Sir Daniel Smith, a human,” answers the voice. “I am an angel, and my name is Kraken. Take a giant step with your right foot.”
The man, Daniel Smith by name, follows the angel’s direction. “You’re a real angel?”
“I suppose so; I’m here, aren’t I?”
“Yes, I suppose so, but I don’t remember meeting any angels.”
“You don’t remember anything, remember?” The angel begins to chuckle. “We’re almost out of this cave. There should be a car waiting for us outside. You’ll be home in no time.”
“How long will this amnesia of mine last?”
“Umm, until you die, I suppose.”
Kraken leads Daniel to the car, opens the door for the human, and makes sure that he is fastened securely in the car. Daniel is still considering the predicament he finds himself in: blind with no memory being led by an eccentric man who claims to be an angel. I wonder what I was drinking the night I got wrapped up in this sordid affair. There is no way I would agree to this sober and in my right mind.
“Oh, you were sober, alright,” says Kraken. “You haven’t touched a drink in six years—you’re an alcoholic, remember?”
“No, I don’t remember anything,” Daniel snaps. “How did I get the power to kill all those people? Why did I kill them? What is your role in the affair?”
“You have so many questions, Sir Daniel, and I have so little time to answer them.” Kraken starts the car, and they begin riding down a road nameless and unknown to Daniel.
“What do you mean by ‘so little time’?”
The speed of the car increases; Daniel can feel the wind in his hair. I’m in a convertible…or at least a topless car. I wonder what color it is: is it red or blue?
“The color of the car is yellow,” snaps Kraken. “It is a convertible now — it was an SUV once upon a time. We had some trouble when a pack of demons got a little carried away when they came after us.”
“Demons?” Just speaking the name makes Daniel shudder.
“Yes, Daniel, I said demons; those evil little minions of hell. They were upset with what you did the last time you used your power, so they set a trap for us.” The angel sighs. “You see, last time you killed one of their priests. The demon lord didn’t like that too much, so he sent his demons to attack us. We got into this car and drove off like the wind — one of those demons in pursuit pried off the roof to the car; it was trying to claw at us! We were lured into the cave, where a thousand of their human followers awaited us there. However, thanks to you and your power, they were destroyed and the demons were vanquished.”
“And that’s when I woke up?”
“Yes. You weren’t out for long — maybe ten or so minutes. You must’ve passed out from using your power.”
Daniel faces the angel to add emphasis to his inquiry: “What is my power? How did I acquire it?”
“You have the power to emit waves of cosmic energy from your body,” Kraken answers. “You gained this power by making a pact with … one of the gods.”
I can emit cosmic waves from my body? This sounds like something out of a comic book! I have no clue why a god would give me such powers; I’m not the most religious person out there in the world.
“The strength of your faith is not worth much,” sorely remarks Kraken, “it’s all how you can be used to further his plans.”
“What are his plans?”
Kraken suddenly slams on the breaks. The car comes to a halt, but Daniel never knew how close he came to getting in a car accident. “Damn idiot,” he curses. He blows the car’s horn three times and shouts, “The light is green, moron! Green means go!”
Unexpectedly, Daniel’s car door opens and somebody is trying to pull him through the seatbelt. Daniel screams for help and fights off the hands as best he can.
“Oh, no you don’t,” shouts Kraken. The angel reaches over and slams the passenger side door shut. Daniel can feel something on his body.
Daniel touches it, and quickly throws it down onto the floor: It’s…it’s a human hand!
“They’re more servants of the demon lord,” says Kraken. “Don’t worry, you’re almost home. They can’t get to you once you get home.” Kraken then maneuvers the SUV swiftly to the left, and then swerving to the right to continue along a straight path.
“Is there anything else you want to ask me?” says the angel.
Daniel rubs the side of his head and moans, “My head hurts too much from your previous answers. I’m going to take a nap.” Daniel leans his head against the car’s door, closes his eyes, and falls asleep.
Daniel Smith is awaken by a hand shaking him and the voice of Kraken demanding, “Wake up, damn you! The demons and their followers are here! We can use some of your powers, Sir Daniel.”
“We aren’t demons,” answers an unfamiliar voice. “We’re the servants of light. The creature with you is the demon!”
Daniel groggily shakes the sleep from his head. “What is going on, Kraken?”
“I told you demons have beset us once again,” snaps the angel irritably. “Quickly, use your power!”
“But I don’t know how to,” Daniel whimpers.
“Don’t listen to him,” shouts another voice. “He’s a lying demon!”
Kraken shouts to the voice: “Shut up!” He then says to Daniel, “You shouldn’t keep letting these hell-spawns speak to you. The more they talk, the more they will confuse you with their guile snake tongues. Destroy them now!”
“I … I don’t know how to,” replies Daniel timidly.
“You don’t need to think about how to do it,” Kraken snaps. “Just do it! Do what’s in your heart!”
“Quickly, everybody,” says the first unfamiliar voice, “hold hands and sing.” The feminine voice pauses for a moment—the sound of bodies shuffling is heard — and then the voice sings, “Kumbaya, my Lord; Kumbaya …” and scores of other voices soon join hers in the familiar song.
“Argh,” shouts Kraken, “make it stop. I can’t take their singing! Kill them, Daniel … kill them all!”
“Someone’s crying, my Lord; Kumbaya,” sings the throng.
I’m the person crying. What am I to do? Where am I to go? I need help!
Daniel throws his arms up in rage and screams a fierce war cry; he knows not what happened next because he becomes consumed in darkness. Not the darkness of his blindness, but the darkness of unconsciousness.
He awakes suddenly. Where am I? How did I get here? Who am I?
“Oh, finally you’re awake,” says a warm, friendly voice to the man’s right. The voice chuckles, and then says, “You had me worried back there; I thought you were going to turn against me. But, you did well. You defeated our enemies and followed your true heart – listening to no one but yourself. I mean, you’re a grown ass man, you don’t need anybody else telling you --”
“Where am I? Who am I? Who are you?” the man asks the voice, cutting the voice off.
“Here we go again,” the voice mumbles sarcastically. “We are at your house. You are Sir Daniel Smith. I am Kraken, an angel.”
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