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Apocalypsc Dawn

By Dennis Chamberland

The Plaguc was no’cjus’c uncontained — it was uncontainable. ]’c had originated from a Dcfzense

Advanced Rcscarch Frojects Agencg laboratorg as a genctica“g modified organism and was

euplﬂemistica”g taggéd as a virus that was ‘inimical to ]'n'gher life forms’. T he Defense

Department’s own underuspeai( was Partia“g resPonsiblc for the lack O)Cjuclgment when it came time
to keeP the insidious little strand of RNA saFclg locked inside its g!ass tubes and dishes. but

g moves in what the investigation described as “a serial failure of containment?,

the little bastard ended up on the bottom of Staxqz Sergeant Fo“g Markus’ high l’rcel, and
cvcntua”g in a downtown Manhat’can bar on Lac{ics’ Night Out. ln amere 72 hours, more than

after three very wron

25,000 Peoplc were dead in the Naked Citg. Bg the seventh c}ag — and a fierce debate over
whether or not to nuke the ci’cg (as theg should have done no-ater-than the 96th hour) — it was far
too late for the Planet The ncrvous~Ne”3 Po]iticians and all the hand wringing in the world could

no ]ongcr reverse what had become historg’s ultimate fast accomp//ﬁ




Aaron Seven stood in the study

of his mentor, Dr. Raylond
Desmond, deep in the Tennessee
BOEESE . « o . NOUIES 19EEOIES, « SV
had been plucked out of an
l@igrzal iwatel @i Al ENellaugligEl Biaditicil@
iy raremeiE e Sl copit et I SEESwalS
a total mystery to Seven how they
had found him at all. Even he
had not had a good idea of where
he was when the long wire sling
was lowered to him from the
hovering chopper. Had he not
already been stuck in the endless
cpzalel Llo@hs IO’ neied el JECblE
hours, he would never have
accepted the ride on the end of
the illongs ropel for reasons he
still did not at all appreciate.
The military men were steely
and efficient but altogether
uncommunicative. No matter how
many times Seven asked the ‘why’
question, they did not answer.
They simply flew him fifteen
short minutes northeast of
Chattanooga and left him standing
alone on an uninhabited bluff
overlooking the Sequatchie
Valley. Less than ten minutes
later, a yellow and black
civilian Hummer driven by a
large, enigmatic man in gargoyle
sunglasses, picked him up,
navigated back roads through the
deep woods and delivered him to
Dr. Desmond’s study at his estate
called Stonebrooke. The man
briefly identified himself as
Joseph Blake - aka ‘the

Commander’—- and then abruptly
left the room where Seven was
left alone, once again.

“Ah, Aaron, so good to see
you,” Desmond announced
sincerely, entering into the
large, well apportioned room
whose glass wall overlooked a
frothing, white stream just a few
feet outside the crystal, clean
windows.

Seven nodded with as much
decorum as he could muster but
cotllel noE Shelds, hig  flee,. Cense
gnaklle; " Yamel S7ou ), | PreiEesseE,, 4 lae
responded with a nervousness he
could not hide.

“Sit, please!” Desmond said,
as he settled himself opposite
Seven.

Seven took a seat across from
his mentor, a Nobel Laurite and
one of the most famous physicists
i glad, werlkel, ' Ee Jnael new Seen fOF
spoken to Desmond in nearly three
years but time had been kind to
the older man. His beard was
slightly greyer, but the
professor wore the same confident
and winning smile he always had.

kKRR

Desmond stared back at Seven,
a 30ish man of lean build, well
apportioned and athletic in
appearance. Inquisitive brown
eyes peered intensely at Desmond
from beneath the brown hair
falling lightly across Seven’s
intelligent brow. His



countenance bore a natural smile
and exuded a confidence he could
not hide. Seven was dressed in
what those who knew him
consildeiredShEisENIniEeoRmpc MsEhne
day’ - blue jeans, a long sleeved
cotton T-shirt and a pair of New
Balance sneakers.

HORROR R K KKK
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“Aaron,” Desmond began
earnestly, “please forgive the
drama of the military evacuation,
but time is of the essence.”

Seven nodded his pardon,
aelelilingy, NI ‘Slhaoulel iclaanlk | et
Professor. I was definitely
lLe@lalne] E@E &l WeLY  ©UIE @it ElnElE
EieEnEtal@l o aly « AN lle) FaaliclaiEl | gl
was somewhat more dramatic that I
hadiconsideredy ' BUEt) asvery
effective way out nonetheless.
However, there are two
considerations..”

Desmond had anticipated the
first issue and handed him an
envelope. “Inside are enough
funds in the form of a cashier’s
ek it Pliachage € rgolascEmene
Home youlEe eiflicemelollld -+ 1L &l SeEL;
e el g« g ‘garaons sy
inconvenienced you.”

Seven looked inside the
envelope and whistled. “Wow!

You must not have done a Bluebook
leeklp, ©n g ek

“We wanted to be fair, Aaron,”
Desmeond” repilied "wiith a ismiile “that
strongly hinted he never expected
Seven to actually cash the check.
“And what was your other
consideration?”

Mo clouicinmiesy, 4 ([Seven, stacee
flatly. “The dozen freshly baked
Krispy Kreme glazed doughnuts.”

Desmond shook his head, a
puzzled expression begging the
question.

“That was why I left my
apartment in the first place,”
SEvEn, cemgliatEel, | Y 1L waS @t
after a dozen doughnuts. I had
sllept: in, ‘then woke upl and) was
planning to take Interstate 85 as
a shortcut to the closest Krispy
Kreme. I had no idea I would end
Bie e ceEmulnglll «eprlelleele W i
figure if you knew where I was in
traffic and knew how much my car
was worth that you could at least
take care of the doughnuts,” he
quipped, smiling back at the
professor with his infamously
wicked sense of humor.

“We estimated your car’s value
and located you by cell phone
Erillangulatcien. = We Thad" nel 1tdea
where you were actually heading
or why,” Desmond retorted with
what ‘could have been silight
irritation. He looked behind
Seven and spoke to an unseen
figure, “Serea, can we possibly
locate some doughnuts for our
guest?” Looking back to Seven,
now having lost all sense of
gentleness, Desmond stated
el Mgy WE e ielowmn | te
business?”

Seven nodded sheepishly with a
nervous smile.

“I take it by your comments
that you have no idea of the
mounting crisis?” Desmond asked.

Seven shook his head. “Sorry,
Professor. I returned from a
week on the Appalachian Trail
late last night. I slept in then
woke up and drove out on I85
immEcllatellyr, “ L FoEeget my «SILRILUS=
XM radio and the car’s radio died
yearst @ go kseor L Ehaven o hieand' any,
news in about a week. Does the
crisis have anything to do with
@ CEatiEiE Hemg

Desmond sighed and smiled a
patient smile. “Then you really



have no idea?” he asked Seven.

Seven shook his head again.

“A cover story has been
released by the government -
against my most adamant advice -
EO e GEEECE et Ny, Yorlk Cilcw
has been attacked by a terrorist
biological weapon.

Unfortunately, rumor has spread
faster than the government can
oM@l At ancl et 18 alse new
widely circulating that other
cities have been attacked - such
as Atlanta. That was the reason
ek clhi@  Creuticil e’ SaCuehzilaim
Unfortunatelyl s thell simpile gt ruth
would have prevented much of this
unbridled chaos, which is
probabllyYeonly. 'goings to) get worser.
And now, as I warned them would
happen if they followed this
course,s Ehellgevernment ha's
absolutely no credibility at
gLl

Ny ol kneows hel t ruithe i iSeven
asked inoffensively.

MWEES, Wt Eunec@lly T iele,
Desmond responded. “New York
City was not attacked with a
foreilgni bilological " weapon.: A4S
EEE a9 We Cem tell, the
biological agent was
unintentionally spread to the
city by a DARPA laboratory
Gc chmbitesiains &

Yo e @rigld ig lvilellecheal
and the organism is one of ours?”
Seven pressed.

“Yes,” Desmond admitted.

“And the antidote?” Seven

followed up as a simple, logical,
ME EEEE—Om—rtaEiEd elecailill
“There is none,” Desmond

responded with a full scowl.
“They were working on that.”
Seven smiled and nodded his
hieadi sillowlyy, " more | out ol irony
than humor. “They were working
on that..” he whispered loudly

enough for Desmond to hear.
Seven looked up at Desmond and
leaned toward him. “What is the
Pllainl Sce SiEee ale, Dit g IDEEmemneky

Desmond sighed deeply and
looked down at his desk. He
shook his head slowly and then
retlrned Seven ftsasitares [ Silhere
iy e lnls wulg e e eIt e
Geel IEslliJE, 5 ‘Alin gnE jearlaned, O
Homeland Security - an
‘extinction level event’. It is
far too contagious and moving far
OO LSt tO  EVar: ComEaadin,  «ILY i
afraid we’ve screwed the
proverbialfpeocht thatstt imel,
Aaron.”

Seven looked back to his
mentor, but his eyes were focused
2lgEewnEEe.  Ig dioldnitegeilve’ €t
humans only?”

Desmond nodded.
designed, vyes.”

“And what are the numbers on
natural resistance?”

Desmond looked pale. “There
isn’t any natural resistance. It
1g. Q0% sEeizal fto  LO0% -@E tlhagse
who are infected. It is
specifically targeted to the
genius Homo sapiens. It was
intentionally designed for
absolute lethality.”

Seven nodded slowly, then
looked back to Desmond. “So
exactly why did you pluck me out
of permanent gridlock and bring
me here? I’m a bioengineer of
macro systems, not a bioengineer
of microorganisms. And you are a
phaySiteigt, I clon’c gai sy i
these connections.”

Wouuz | cleuclaatics, DE o Seven,;
interrupted a seductive voice
freomitloc it ncdMhEim s e vens slhirncEite
see a tray of doughnuts held by
the most astonishingly beautiful
woman he had ever seen. He
opened his mouth to speak but a

YAs 1t was



large part of his cerebral cortex
had just been roasted by a
massive surge of testosterone.
The fact that the world was
melting down outside the windows
suddenly lost any consequence.

He just sat there staring at the
tray held by the angelic vision
ginel e wiels alll las cetlel closiEe
keep from actually drooling.

WAm, VAdirem, I woulel Like e
introduce you to my daughter,
Serea. And Serea, this is Dr.
Aaron Seven of whom I have been
eI AL iole} | syoby“

Serea nodded and smiled at
Seven, leokilng Inili chifee@Ely dm
the eye.

Seven’s rational mind refused
to cooperate. He stared back at
this woman of approximately his
own age, with crisp grey eyes and
ILene), s llewmpline ekelzle Jaghlie s« NElE5E
face was perfectly formed, her
nose slightly upturned and her
body and breasts appeared to have
been symphonically arranged by a
supernatural presence just to
force the male organism into
permanent excitation. 't Herl sheer
image demanded fecundity and
demanded it now.

NEAINIES ISIERSeE them ever
here,” she said to him with a
sparkle in her eye, ignoring his
temporary paralysis, obviously
recognizing the intensity and
depth of his anguish.

Desmond stood to his feet and
announced urgently, “Dr. Aaron
Seven, I have called you here to
join me in saving a remnant of
otineimak gy tingall Selnils jelleeile | & uinE
its course. The disease cannot
be contained. But we can
engineer an isolated community of
survivors and: you have the unique
talent to help us build a
bioregenerative life support

system that is completely self-
contained.”

WIE, wem” & WoElk, | Proresser), “
Seven responded flatly, returning
hilsl eyes to: Desmend with much
DIEIEQITE

“And why not?” Desmond
snapped.

“Because you cannot seal any
facility, however well conceived,
against a weaponized airborne
viral attack, no matter where you
attempt to conceal this hideout.
This agent of death is less than
MitCIRES(CORITE Ralin'e iFill fie chasiia e
Erutly e fectivel. S e Andsa il ol
need is for one of those
microscopic bastards to get
inside - just one. The odds will
catch up, and no matter where on
SRz Ela " §7Oll OOEaLEOm [ kB, e FailiEhs
wiNFIEEget Sinsh delii ) LE“s) Ehe
perfect nightmare and certainly
no rational human or government
wouldt ever permitiany work' on
such a doomsday weapon,” Seven
added sarcastically.

Desmond relaxed and sat down.
He smiled and looked back at
Seven for several uncomfortable,
irrational seconds. Then he said
IOl umE iy, AR ¢ L EOECOT | 0. MEEIOm
= OUiE EA@ILILILEY CiLSnY it eom - caeEa Ll

Seven blinked twice, his mind
not fully comprehending this
newest assault on rationality.

Desmond stood and held up his
hand, circumventing Seven’s
inevitable onslaught of questions
and abruptly ended the interview
with the statement, “Aaron, meet
here in the morning at 0600 when
we will depart. Joseph, please
show Dr. Seven to his quarters.”

The Commander was now standing
in the place where Serea had
stood. The angel with the Krispy
Kremes had simply disappeared.

Seven turned around to speak



just as Desmond left the room.

Aok kR

The next morning, Desmond,
Seven, the Commander and Serea
departed Stonebrooke aboard
Desmond’s private executive
helicopter on a northerly route
with no announced destination.
Seven sat beside Serea and
difrectiiva across JLrom ands facing;
Desmond and the Commander. Serea
was reading some papers but
occasionally stole a glance at
Seven, which made him more than
just a little nervous.

WAZLEONL,. JEEE blE | ClLlgEuSE | ElaE
details of your assignment. I am
certain you wish to know the
answer to the ‘where’ question.
After detailed consideration of
the many possibilities, we have
cleelecec! vur eelensy skl o=
located on the surface of the
neem g4 ey Chgics peulaie,, | Dagmenek
stopped speaking to allow his
Worels, €O Salinlk aia

Hihes meon.. 4y Seven' respondee
Mo@klineilly7 o\ WMol i2E (JESt Cenns
Lozkel! Uie) s#oulE « SlElR eimeh Elky ey HEE©
Ehe meen = Just Likg chae?® Wit
no notice and no warning and the
most infectious agent ever
unleashed on planet earth right
on your heels?”

“Yes; that’s partially
colFREe Ciln M Desmeoneyine pilksiied
confidently.

“And what is your crew size?”

W27k, "ClelliniELing; | SyotieS@ LR & slinel
one relative or friend of your
chioesiaig

“What am I missing?” Seven
asked, still stunned. “The
Apolilorllunar lander weighed: in' at
L5 congs: e was el Ehd  Saizohan:y
could handle and only allowed two
men to live on the lunar surface
for three days max before they
had to return to earth or die.

(4

The upgrade unit is the Altair
Lander which is three times the
mass and handles a crew of four
ERICIEONAUES . ke ks Jlulncus
suntace § sigays timel, 1S, st WIS londly,
ue te . 210 cayws = amel thelt”’ s omly
if the site is pre-loaded with
supplies.

Yo it sElag Secuien WA g A
museum piece and the Altair
Lander is the penultimate
technology, then how are you
planning to transport 127 humans
to the lunar surface and keep
them alive indefinitely?”

“I always appreciated your
frankness, Aaron,” Desmond
responded, settling back in his
cushionedt chair: andt smilng ke
a man ensconced permanently in
the catbird seat. “But you have
set up a scenario of suggested
CretiEl elige g ! dm o merll ke, et el
all the whole case.”

e @my % SEvan  Se el now
settling himself back for what
was turning out to be the most
eliE Zal ey Eatele @it lnils LalEe .

YFlest, Altale i MOSt
certainlyinot ‘thelipenulltamate
echneleenz: dn Lunar SV cems 57

“You have something better?”
Seven quipped sarcastically.

“Yes, as a matter of fact, we
Ao, - BurzEtneE,, e SecuEn V.. i3 "Rot
a museum piece. And the idea of
stacking a landing site with
consumable supplies for a long
term mission is primitive and
stupid, as you should be
lecturing me by now.”

Seven simply stared back at
his old professor with a blank
look on his face.

“Aaron, my group has preserved
the old Saturn V plans and has
rebuilt them by the dozens. We
launch two of them each year from
secret platforms in the South



Pacific and we have been for over
a decade now. We have also
integrated them with newer
technologies to greatly enhance
their power. And we have
designed lunar landing systems
that form a large human colony
upon arrival on the lunar
surface. In fact, Aaron, we have
pre-staged our site with enough
equipment and supplies to provide
ter all:of We Eoi At leasiE wEoluE
years - but our stay will
certainly be considerably longer
clagin ' Elieie 4

“Wait...wailt..” Seven said
shaking his head. “You’re way
ahead of me. I don’t know which
cuEStLon  Eo ABIK ELBSHE 7

“Pick one,” Desmond responded
in a near chuckle.

Wila@ S, YR LINgE . GrEeUDR 4

“It is called the League of
the New Worlds. I formed it
mySeILiE. merE, eaizin eu 'CihleRic&n
century ago. We have designed a
failsafe system to protect the
human race from the seeds of its
own insanity. Our group has
prepared’ for: thi'sh eventi Ehat fis
now upon us. We never knew
exactly when something like this
would happen, but we did know it
was only a matter of time.”

YAREH  iEoE ©veE InEllig 4l
generation ‘ands Ehrough' mulleipile
government administrations, who
had the foresight to pay out all
these billions and then manage to
keep everything secret?”

“Let’s save that for later.
What is your next question,
Aaron?’

“I may believe your story on
rockets and hardware - regardless
@it alicg  apirolorlsallalicy <. lgwc LY m
s wanlt1ings Fon| Ehe "Tanswen e
your question on life support.

No one has ever developed a

7

workable advanced life support
system with anything resembling
aeclell, @ttectilve rteeyelilned ¥ I
other words, since this is my
expertise, what’s going to keep
your system from crashing in a
year or two, or even six years
down the road..or when the first
consumables run out, as they
waL L LR 4

Desmond' smiil'ed’ contidently,
nodded his head just once and
then responded, “You are.”

Seven leaned forward and
blinked several times trying to
understand the logic of Desmond’s
two word response which was
received more like a kick
alongside his head by a 500 pound
mule.

“Me?” he stuttered. “Me?”

Wag, ARren g oul s JTasE ; ig
precisely why you are sitting
here in this aircraft right now”

Seven smiled and laughed
llouelly),  SilEcilngtlogieks alm 16als SEELE -
“You know, Professor, you really
hialcdmeleeincit neEel SaTNE kol
for a minute that this whole
story was real.” As he said
this, Seven glanced at Serea who
smiled sweetly in return. He
then leeokedi backs toibDesmond: whio
was no longer smiling. It was
the perfect response. His
powerful, expressive face said it
gLl

“You mean.. you mean.. this
1sn?t_a' Jolke?”

Desmond shook his head slowly.
“I wish to God it were..”

WRITOILEGSOL ) HL koW ! you % zer &
Nobel Laureate Physicist, but let
me jexplaint ay few: elements! of
bioengineering of macro
systems...”

“Aaron...” Desmond interrupted,
laying his hand on Seven’s knee,
NI ey, | I Ul SEainct, 4 YMou

44



don’t have a system designed that
will take care of these issues.

I already know that. No one ever
has.”

Nlihent. L Ehent whatk “sSepven als'ked
il FrusStraclion fyich Tiectlence!
palms.

“You are going to design and
chLiEecE \Elng. congteb@Eilemn @it s EnilE
system for us.”

sSevan laugheel louelly onee
again. “Is the ventilation
system in this chopper
circulating Thorazine or
something? Professor, this would
require a national effort
linvelwvilme) Jodililieng @f ceollaEs
over many decades with teams of
engineers and scientists working
together nonstop 24/7, night and
day. When do you plan to launch
your mission, for heaven’s sake?”

WAL SlnellE Eenstinalejaic 8 ¢ Ikdl clavs
hence, and not a day later.”

Y PronresSEmr, evan AE I el a
genie in a bottle - which I do
et — I coulen” pull cthig @ik i
14" glays, - el i coullcn” @ foudlil
clailE . @it s 4 yearg ]

“Aaron,” Desmond calmly said
leaning toward him, “you have 14
days to develop a list of
requireds suppilies and ‘€quipment:
I never expected you to build
this here! You are going to
build it when we get there!”

Seven leaned his head back,
perspiring heavily and out of
DEEAEn,, . SNl A8 JuUSE. Getting
better and better. Why didn’t
you call me last year - four
years ago? Why now? Isn’t this
just a little late?”

WL n2el plannEel t@ call eu aln
At the enel-BIiE EaE | WEehr s« INonE @1t
us had seen this coming so
quickly andl new we are out of
EAmE s 1 TAE JFEEE S/ Adlicein,  We ine
longer have a choice. We have to

launch with what we have. We
cannot wait a day longer than the
14 days which our statistical
models predict is when the virus
will breach the defenses of our
compound. We launch with what we
have. Humanity’s only ace in the
hole''riight new " 1sfyourrparticular
genills, . LE 700 camiE mealks it
work, then we will all die on the
moon and humanity’s last chance
wakdl ALy lagwAsy mlin euls 5+ LE48 all ey
simple: we launch with what we
EWE s e Ane OulE ©f Elns. « Anel
when we land there, you become
euE SiEar @F cdlll: @i laumeimnilieyy | vwaldl il
be lost forever.”

Seven sighed deeply as the
first trickle of sweat ran down
between his eyes. In frustration
he looked to Serea who whispered,
SNol pressure, acek

kR kKR ok

Seven sat in his seat in
silence. Although it was early
in the morning, he was exhausted.
He looked out the window and
watched the tiny automobiles jam
the roads below. Like ants whose
hill was disturbed, they swarmed
about in anger, fear and
uncertainty, apparently without
direction or reason.

As if to awaken him out of a
deepr sllumber; thet telltt Serea“s
fingers slip slowly around his
left hand and grip his fingers.
She did not look at him or even
remove her stare from the papers
she held in her other hand.

Seven did not miss his
opportunity and clung to her hand
for the remainder of the flight,
which mereciful lyigave '"him more: €o
think about than his new
assignment as humanity’s most
unlikely messiah.

Seven watched out his window
as the chopper sat down in a



grassy field high upon the vast
Cumberland Plateau. His eyes
strained to make out any details,
but it appeared as though they
had landed in a brown prairie so
waleld ! lae @ellel e, 86 deg "lilmilcs
or any man-made structure.

AS  iche ldleceg Ui Eing clagpoar
wound down, suddenly the entire
@ceut o JuEehicely | Te kg
astonishment, Seven realized that
the grassy land on which the
chopper sat was lowering. Within
just half a minute, he could see
that the aircraft was descending
into a massive underground
structure of enormous size.
Almost immediately, the sky above
them disappeared as the opening
was covered over by another door
and the aircraft platform settled
some two stories down.

“Welcome to Nirvana!” Desmond
announced, unlatching his lap
bellE fand* sitandatngy.

Seven smiled, recognizing that
the name fit the actual mission
@i tlhilg plece PetiteeElys -~ BlE «ae
was not prepared for what he
woullel ,seefa’st thel blackibilades of
the chopper wound to a stop and
he stepped out from the aircraft.
The metal platform was suspended
near the top of an enormous
underground city that stretched
for what appeared to be miles in
every direction and descended
below him hundreds of feet. He
could not see the full range of
its length because it extended so
far that its span was hidden in
the natural fog of distance.

The huge, cavernous space was
brailtifan el S Tiillumina teds st rom
powerful ceiling mounted backlit
sources and down the length of
ehg long grructurel Celiunmng) cinsic
rose to Nirvana’s upper limit.

It was filled with countless

10

structures arranged in perfectly
symmetrical rows and radiated
circles in at least seven levels
Ealgating. eaiie e WEleoE (@i ElnE
immense cavern.

But the most astonishing sight
was the line upon line of massive
rocketstaligned” 1nt rows at both
peripheries. They were obviously
resurrected Saturn V missiles
with cylinders strapped on each
side that Seven immediately
recognized as solid rocket
boosters. It was such a powerful
image that Seven looked back at
Desmeondswi Ehe wi'des eyvelsi. i 1Hils
mentor was staring at him,
smiling like a new father holding
ig "Eilest  eaitlel.

Then Seven looked at Serea who
was gently smiling at him with an
unmistakable look that had
nothing whatsoever to do with
rocket ships and huge, high tech
buriedcities deepi in' the
Cumberland plateau.

A well dressed man in a black
suit accompanied by a boy of
around 8 or 9 years of age
approached Desmond and shook his
hand with a beaming smile.

WG, SENETOE. Heusrcidnereom § i o I
would like to introduce you to
the scientist I was telling you
about - Dr. Aaron Seven,” Desmond
offered, as the Senator turned
toward Seven and extended his
hand to him.

Seven accepted the hand of the
smiling, perfectly groomed
Senator with little enthusiasm.
NPlleasedi ot meet ol ¥ hel 'sia el
guardedly and with a stern
expression.

YAREl Elnls als sz Semn, Denzilel,
the Senator replied, placing his
hand on the child’s head.

Seven glanced down momentarily
to the boy and nodded curtly.



NPTOLESES0E,, You -Saakel -t 41127
people were going to accompany
Veul L@ claet LineiE IoegE s | You
dilcn@El s alifanyashi ngRrals ol
polittici ansyand i then risfamitlilels’, 4
he added tensely.

“"I see he is not just a
scilenit 1 faler gentlu sy Mou el i'siailiso
a quick study of human affairs,
as well,” Harrington said to
Desmond with raised eyebrows.

WD ¢ 7o GV eS| &) - Pl €AY
hideout at Mount Weather, paid
for by all those people who are
geifneiEe RdifeRlnpreorecte ditouitiikin
the open?” Seven retorted with
unchecked anger rising in his
voice. “I thought we were about
the business of saving the best
gligEl tlaE oElElceSE s | Se WhEE e
hell are you doing here?”

Seven turned to Desmond with a
red face. “Let me guess. No one
is actually at Mount Weather;
theyfret alil Therett F Ams T8 1 ghte?
Because i1f I am, I'm out of here
right now. I’d rather take my
chances with a weaponized virus
than the likes of him and his
elitist buddies!” Seven spat
gl vz, eelmniciine - lnilg - Eilne@iE it
the Senator. Y“YHow dare he and
his i1lk take the place of the
finest minds and humans on this
planet just because they can pull
pelitical wicEilnegsl. I we Ilosit
close colleagues - truly worthy,
lonzaL LIl aLAmE SR ILES Sel@igal it @Ak
researchers willing to give up
everything for the betterment of
mankind - when politicians
decided to conveniently ignore
their existence and left them in
the unmerciful hands of some
temporary terrorist government in
a hellish third world country
because their coup was determined
to be ‘advantageous for national
purposes’ at the time!”
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Desmond barked angrily. “Just
who I invite is my business and
mine alone. I have long held
that exclusive authority, granted
to me by Executive Order signed
by the President of the United
States. No one decides but me.
It 19 net sour «wall «amel skl
never be! How dare you repay me
WL tla Elails angulle Of Jny 5 telemenie | “

Seven turned to open the door
of the helicopter and get back
in, but it was locked. He banged
his fist on the fuselage in
anger. “Where’s the stairwell?”
he demanded, turning back to them
with a red face and a full scowl.
YEew @o. I gt OUIE . ©1F EhEiE Mot
expensive boondoggle in all of
history?” Looking at Desmond, he
Ehen' ‘peineedf hisy finger iaththe
Senator. “Professor, you said
that saving all of humanity was
rneows up ttefmer FSloftherelt sEhow it
all comes down. Either he goes -
@ I el

At that moment, Serea stepped
up to Seven, gripped the front of
QiLs Ergailse Ly dacE lealllleel MELSES,
pushing him back against the
helicopter, and pulled his face
torhensl, ki ssingshimisa smiive on
the lips. It was astonishing and
unexpected. She pulled her lips
away from his and whispered so
that only he could hear, “How
about we go back to my room, slip
into something more comfortable
and have a drink?”

Seven looked down at her and
blinked. Her unexpected actions
were far more effective than had
she bludgeoned him on the back of
his head with a five pound maul.
He was breathing hard but he
couldinetftake his eyes lofifi her
beautiful face. Serea was
Desmond’s strong-arm and he knew



it. And she was vastly more
effective than a 350 pound, angry
Samoan bouncer. Her eyes had
already arrested and cuffed him
and now she was about to haul him
away to confinement. The only
problem was, he desperately
wanted!'togo with her' regardiess
OHf ElE (GUEETE@nE o el (Just
clearly laid out along with his
bitter ultimatum.

ARk K

Seven walked out of his steamy
shower in Serea’s apartment. He
was dressed in a soft, white
terry rebe L Withsbare ‘feet he
crossed the carpeted floor of her
bedroom, ignoring his clothing
which lay on the bed, and walked
into the outer room.

Serea was waiting for him in a
chair that sat overlooking a
large glass wall facing the
panorama of the huge underground
city. The view was breathtaking.
She patted the chair beside hers
and Seven sat down. Agailn, he
was wholly arrested by her
devastating smile and beautiful
face. He knew he was supposed to
remember his anger, but sitting
o+ elege to ez » e coulcl me ;

She handed him a small glass
of what was obviously a dark
1L alEBIeIE &

Milacie kg lp R Jag felEliieek:

“My favorite,” she replied.
“Drambuie.”

“Hmmm, ” he responded
sincerely. “I approve of your
Calstes. 1| Seven downed the
contents of the glass in one
cualdlk SlaQE,, ScualmElmne A8 e
burned its way down his throat.
“Nice,” he rasped.

“So, Dr. Seven,” Serea began,
nursing her own glass, “where
NSO NG @ R

Seven thought a moment and

I

Sikelacelss « PR iclen’ & weelllly; Tknewy, - I
dem‘E! nawe amy memuls, IS JUuSE
mE ¢ amel el ¥ AEYst just e,
actually. I had a dog named
Marbles once.but he died of
StuealelliEesy, “

Nigueem,; e’ g alll -1 eein 6o | EO
keep'!freom ldrepping! tolmyl knees
here before you and begging you
to stay,” Serea suddenly said
almost wistfully. “Father never
even mentioned you before two
days ago, so I don’t know
gimy7ElnIling - cle@ule euls . BuE I «cle
know about people in general.
Your display of anger out there
Wels teteadly out ot Place,;; oult @I
control, ill-mannered and quite
far off the mark. You insulted
my father and the Senator in
front of his very impressionable
young son. And yet, after having
thought about what you said, you
are, as a matter of fact, mostly
correct s flhe Senateortand the
rest of the government officials
gyl L o@UICIat « Ea@iliE  wWEsy @ s Elnil S FEieale
with taxpayer money. They have
bumped the best and the brightest
@il Tloe EllaEie,s el Lhic LS’ ¢ EauliE
atc el “

“Then why do you go along with
1527 Seveniaskedy sincerely,
without anger.

“Because without the people
CIOGIE: My itecher sellecieeel;
including Senator Harrington, we
wolLlidSneiteMlycR hichacls Qi el i ST
fact, Senator Harrington alone
has saved this project half a
dozen times in recent years. If
1t ' were neot 'ter hilg cruly hereile,
behind-the-scenes efforts, this
place would have been abandoned
lomeiclee’  SE ! la &l el SEnse),
he and his family deserve their
ride s humanity: would have no
RS, LlEE, MEW it AT WEEEn € » EOE
him. I can assure you, there was



and is much pressure to include
high, powerful government
otilcilals mEEEs | lgble SEa @ ;neE
allocated every space - all 127
seats — with pure integrity.”

Seven scowled. “Why should
the rich and powerful have any
better ' reasen to' lLive' thian' ‘any
erlnei @lelzan? | Lo wesn’ E En@ailie
money that paid for this great,
secret) city!’ " Those: whol actual Iy
made it happen worked hard and
did without because so much of
their salary went to pay for this
place. So now they die while
theilr money: paid fer isome
Pelil tileilan’ 8- LiEeq?

Serea looked him in the eye
and replied; “Eather ‘hask agenized
over that question for years.

And the answer is not simple. He
will die wondering whether he
made the right decisions -
selected the right people for the
Falglat ERESenSy © L mileas gl clagiE
he agonized over you, as well.
And right now he is grieving over
ElZEc - @nNe1LEE.

NRiEE ey I Gllee peidbiE. ©@UuiE - Elneie
he was entirely correct in his
decision to ask you along and
completely accurate when he says
ez abiE) el ClomfE: ey ey E@
loualllel euz (LilEs  Bugpert, Sy8item,
then we will all die on the moon
anyway. HE  coegn B Wwame! ol te
leave.. and for many different
reasons, Aaron, neither do I.”
Sitting her glass down, Serea
then took his hands in hers and
lowered herself to one knee
loRiteEE Indims, She Jlgs@el nle
fingers tenderly then looked
beseechingly up into his eyes.
8o L. loae Fou, my pritnce,  folease
stay. We need you. We all need
Ve, | L ne@el 7o o 1

Seven gazed back at her,
stunned and mesmerized, just as

IS

her doorbell rang. Serea closed
her eyes for a moment, then
stood, gently squeezing his
fingers before releasing them as
shel Eurneds andswall kedf Lo ithe
door.

Seven sat staring out the wide
windows at what must have been
humanity’s greatest human
achievement. It was more
malgni filcent’ Ehent he *hiad jever
dreamed possible. And,
ironically, it would soon be
abandoned.

In a minute Serea gently laid
her hand on his shoulder and said
SetElyy, MWeu hawe & visSitox,
Aaron.”

Seven looked behind him and
there stood the Senator’s son,
David, with a trembling lip and a
veny frightenedi expresisiont onhils
face.

“Dr. Seven, may I say
something?” he asked in his small
oW’ 8. olEE

Seven nodded, feeling suddenly
aSlhameEcl Ho | EhE cerd o ails lo@ilng

“I want to trade my place here
it@ie iy el S, ‘4 IDetvalel lolltiE el dn " &l
loE@lkem welem, -, YLl leaye S lac
can stay. My father told me
befioretyou arriwved Ehat swyou. were
the most important person on this
mission, so I know that you have
thel power| tor sendfhim faway -+ HIf
You Seyy & 108S, (to  g© @1 you/aL il
go, then they’ll send him away
amel na@” Ll eilg, I Weht e, CelkE
his place. I can go stay with my
aunt in Atlanta. But please,
don’t send him away. He’s very
important. Please, sir, please
send me away instead. My daddy
has to live,” he sobbed.

Seven looked up at Serea as
gh@ lorluslacel & tREE 'ewWey rLrom nge
cheek. He lowered himself to one
knee, facing David as the boy



fought to regain his composure,
gulping back the sobs that racked
Indl g | iEieEmiE o+, Aned @l llel Joll lnlael ftywe
wide blue eyes as he waited for
Seven/'s. sentence “tol be pronounced
@l Il

“Nobody’s leaving here,
N@eE  yeu- eunel Mot souE EelitinESE |
Soucieyy  cunel JL4el 1Lhllka 20 wESlel YoblE
forgiveness,” Seven said feeling
the tears well in his own eyes.

David’s eyes widened in
surprise, then he suddenly leaned
forward and embraced Seven
caglac iz, Slasinlk=yenl, (Salel
Y ou AN Ece B my s daldi s WHeEs, e all iy
a nice guy,” he said in a small
volice in Seven’s ear.

Seven pulled the boy away and
tenderly wiped the child’s tears
from his face with his fingers.

“Do you know what a jackass
is, David?” Seven asked.

David knit his eyebrows as he
pondered the question, then
replied, “I don’t know for sure.”

Seven breathed deeply. Y“well,
lLael, - sou’iee leoolklng EE ©neE silcjc
now — a certified jackass.”

The boy smiled brightly and
blinked away his tears.

“"Really?” he asked.

NReadllly W Seviendis anldin oddang:
“And I want you to know that if
we’re going to pick just 127
peopiliel ol the Shuman® racel s the
very best and the very finest
among us - I am most honest in

David.
1L g0
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saying that I would pick you
first. As far as I’'m concerned,
David, you have just proven to be
the most important person on this
mission — certainly not me.”

The boy smiled innocently.
Miragim =570l ; “

WCEIm. ol EEYRE M Y0 \oulE
father?” Seven asked. “I want to
introduce him to the biggest
Jjackass on the planet in the
company of the most important
person on the mission - and I’'m
gEine O - tell him st That Wasys “

David nodded and turned to
leave. As he did, Serea embraced
Seven and kissed him deeply.

WY e ellael Seul el vte Sy, “
she said passionately, brushing
away her own tears.

Exactllys 14 days" lattern s the
bottom fell out of the Cumberland
Plateau as the fires of hell
roaredfin Ftowering. flames) from
the pit. Twenty four missiles
streaked skyward carrying the
hope of humanity outward on a
nearly impossible mission - to
pregerve el OEOtECE thhE |cliterins
and destiny of humankind. The
odds were clearly against them -
and they all knew it. But on the
slimmest of hopes they had pinned
their future and the expectations
of Nevieryone 'tof fol llow fonl Uncommeon
genius and extraordinary courage.
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The Cheshire Smile - Moonbeams vl spallation off tube ceilings

The last great bombardment of forming rubble piles on tube
the Moon by “planetesimals” and floors.
larger Earth-crossing asteroids What better place for a space
WS 9r@ELy MUl OVEE (SO JEnteE iEuEilng - @iwalllil Zaici om, SOk ©mn. &l
and a half billion years ago, a worldSwitZhS peiEen titalls tte figi vie limalse
billion years after the Earth’s to an intelligent species, to
and the Moon’s formation. The leave a calling card that would
result of this bombardment had last the geological ravages of
created a magma ocean beneath a time?

consolidated crust. Here and
there, especially in the
fractured great impact basins,
upwelling eof runnys fast=fllowing
lava flooded across the basin
ELE@ES 4

Some maria, such as Smythii,
seem to have only a shallow lava
ponding, as pre-existing crater
rims protrude in many locations,
FeompmEingRNghes B cizalEchis N et s
maria, such as Mare Crisium,
there are only a few protruding
older craters such as Yerkes,

ile A eliLiE et lic

%

along the basin rim. In general, In.comparison, '
the flooding of this basin seems to think of an environment on
O ibeh e et T velly fdeept Earth that could remain intact
e e tr ot he k- dnati-af, s We dsce for even a small fraction of such
IO AS NI ety o MO T D T S Y et Fimenipe i Tod sy Slvelte e Hia Mg
formeel @n Hop -Of Priler  Eleoehlne victim to active geological
These facts indicate that processes and erosive weather
there may be lava tubes not just events. . _ . .
i i Lohel s e fae el lEi7ab sheet & ouic f1 Tlre ps Loy, - gt helhsidl idginks " girs
deeper Sheets belOW. anything IOUlE, HEELE CREEIaEGL,
Those lava tubes on the Moon Peter Kokh

that are still intact, have been
so for 3 and a half or more
billion years and are the most
stable and long-lived shelters in
the solar system. Those in layers
below must be even more resistant
to surface impact triggered

16



No Guts; No Glorg

By Robert Wilson

He !ongcc{ for rest, but there was none;

e !ongcc} for Praisc, but was ridiculed;

[He longecl for comPanionshiP, but was abandoned;

Well within the jungle at the
edge of the airfield, Jim sat
motionless as the rainwater ran

entic Clng oneali @it kg Camne MaEs v EE
was tucked into the dense
vegetation and once in a while, a
drop would run down his neck.
Strangely, the warm water made

Ioalin Slaal v lothe 1a@ chiehn e e | aic
break his concentration. He was
one with the world around him,
the rural environment of southern
Mexico and the crude airfield in
BIEOIE WOIE (ntalin s

Not so long ago, Jim had been
a white man in a Mexican
neighborhood, a loner in a world
where everyone else was in a
gang. How the hell did he come to
be in this off-the-wall place,
caught up in impossible
circumstances, and about to bring
somebody a taste of war?

ARk Kk

o n2el | Fearceek gimpillyy & Ee Y @l
just spent four months in the rat
hole they called a jail. The
wigmell el liglnalic e alejmE dnie] 5 | Jalil
had a bad temper and a poor game
@i Peeil, Alcelnoll ‘chicm'E sl . cumel

17

he hated losing, so.. he’d lost
the game, got mad, talked shit
and started a fight. Worse, he'd

won. When the cops got there, he
was the last man standing. They
hauled him away to the county
lockup. When they released him,
it would have started all over
again except for Enrique.

IHnuzaL el ehiehn € LLide Y,
something about Enrique's sister.
Anyway, when he walked out the
front gate, Enrique was waiting
itEE daidm. s NeE & gooe!l | Silem., | Jilin
looked around for a setup but
didn't see one. Enrique said he
wanted to get Jim into a deal
that would be good for both of
Elci, L-loue e elichl ' & einE o | SEamel
i g jgeuekialing Wloc, filn SEEenE, O &
half dozen remembering guards,
and talk about it. Jim decided
that if Enrique was really pissed
at him, he'd have stuck him a
long time ago and not come up
with this cockamamie story.

On the way out of town, the
Mexican explained that he was
recruiting for people without
names. Enrique did his best to
make it sound like a legitimate



L =
LT | oy il

head hunter job, and that he
wasn’t allowed to say more.
Actually, Enrique didn't know
much more and, as he brightly
explained to Jim, "This is what
you gringos call a win-win
situation. I get two grand and
you disappear. Very good for me.
After a while, Maria forgets vyou,
I iteieeiais’ yieu elnel dlalit@d ks ceoel, ¥

kR R koK

The place Enrique took him
was an abandoned cotton gin with
twenty foot ceilings and windows
missing most of their glass. Long
dead vines and a breeze sent
shadows dancing across the floor
@it e ©@lel lopilecllng , It Insel Elns
smell of something about to
happen.

Two men waited inside.
sat Jim on an OD green war
surplus canvas chair and took his
prints. Once the guys with no
names were assured that Jim was
who they were looking for, the
tall one paid Enrique his two
grand and told him to take a
hike. The Mexican grinned and was
gone. Jim felt like a horse
between horse traders. If it
weemlc BeE Jnilg cuEleslity,  neE tE
mention a long walk back to town,
he'd have split. But he was

They
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gl 4 ' )
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almighty broke and his gut said
stay.

The short one tossed a manila
EEllelemE  abn - Jikm’ g - leiel.

T teoold e mobmuic@® Lor (Jaii  2e
realize it was a dossier on him.
A e@rEilitiieel ey Ok lalg. lailgn
school transcript shows he was
bright but undisciplined and had
dropped out before graduation. It
also said Jim came from a broken
home and was the only one who
supported his grandmother who had
cancer. The file even had
pictures of his grandmother’s
funeral almost a year ago. Jim
hadn’t been the same since.

The file also contained a
prison report that said, among
other things, that he spoke
Spanish like a homegrown barrio
hood. The page after page of
employment history showed the
hfitgh St nmoeraneSiowieailtt s ok
jobs he had done over the years,
CalbMdiEitychig ilRava co ok atia nc ey
laborer were among the best.

Jim shakes his head. Lately he
ngen’ & loaem lolle Ee SEilnl
anything. Decent jobs were
increasingly hard to come by for
a man with a bad rep and a
record. Besides, in this neck of
the woods you had to know
somebody, or at least somebody



who knew somebody, and Jim didn't
and didn’t care. Jim was a loner,
a troublemaker that even the
criminal element avoided. He just
never quite fit in, a square peg
liasa Eounel Jnele .

With his family scattered or
dead, Jim had no place to call
home. He was at loose ends and
claalg Lalgelle Erillotica ©© dabm? & - LaliE@
showed just how loose.

Jim handed the file back to
the man.

“So?” he said,
PELkIE

The two men were medium,
medium build, medium hair color,
and medium attitude. Dressed in
Levi’s and short sleeved shirts,
they were typical blue collar
working men. Their faces were
hard"tel remember: event after you
had just looked at them. One was
older than the other but both had
the same 'been there and done
that' look in their eyes of
military men. Even the shabby
NI E MHEusel* pul@l<bg) EEhElk foruElkeck. lin
front of the decrepit building
billended’ 1I'n-wichtSusiE” thel raght
combination of faded paint and
dents.

It was kind of spooky when you
EO@IK ENE. Binme, @ Lok et ilE &ine!
Jim took the time.

The tall one spoke first,
Parker, we are looking for
someone without family
connEEELlens. =, Jugdc. Lillkad oty HE
want someone with nothing to lose
- just like you. We know you’re a
no account hard case but we think
you can mature into what we need,
a man who values loyalty and
honor, a man devoted to his
comrades and the mission. The job
comes with personal danger,
physical exhaustion, and yes,
someone might get killed - maybe
@@ oL, Usibie I erulEhiselinic @@ Aol

studying the

Wiy aling
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will never have another
opportunity to do something that
will give you such a high sense
of accomplishment."

Really. It was inspiring to
Ligtan: to, - lildE ong e Enose . alldl
war movies. But Jim was not one
to be persuaded by just talk.

“What’s the pay?” Jim asked.

“You are guaranteed $500,000
E@E YOUlE Bl ST Sk MmomEns o

A aglse Ll sE@r Salk imeomiEans §
Holy shit! Made a guy want to
Seanclk U cnel ©nSEE | =" Joulc aliE
chieln’ & cimticd aeilcl fEoeiEElnciE 5 «JFiliEs e
off, Jim wasn’t a flag-waver and
nElberh7 - calves $500 . gramnel for il
months honest work. Since no one
had showed him a flag, he must
assume the other.

Jim squinted at the short one,
NS©, whgt el 1l lnewe to CloRW

The man leans down, “Join us
and we will challenge you like
you have never challenged
yourself. You will be asked to
make some hard decisions and
Prople mignt EEc tlEe out (that%s
clhieRgolopsd

Niflagnz el (I e CouERY i
asked.

The tall one replied, “As long
as you never divulge what you do
— ever - you are free to go where
you like and do what you like.
Buit iflyou’ release sclassifaled
company information, rest
assured, you will be treated as a
R LEOIE o 4

The tone and look in his eyes
carrieds farsmorel meaning then
just the words. Both men have
sidearms and Jim sensed they knew
how tol use Ethem.

Jim wasn’t so sure they would
let him just walk out of here at
this point. He decided it was in
his best interests to just go
along. And he kept going along,
and going along, and going along



il ll “inew, * e tilincld Iatms@llE ac
the edge of a Mexican jungle
weultine]. tek lails,. erdsy JLilikg ElhE
predator that he was.

HoRR R R OR KKK

Jim studied the distant
buildings for movement and
debated if he could risk
scratching the bug bite he'd just
gotten. He decided he could,
shifting his weight just enough
to get at it without making a
sound. It worked. He scratched,
felt immense satisfaction and
focused on the air field. Sooner
or later his targets would show
up - then it was just a matter of
which plane they would take.

ARk KRk Kk

The training they put him
through was physically and
mentally harder than anything Jim
had ever experienced. But what
bothered him most was that he
couldn’t figure out their angle.
At first he thought they were US
CEVEERmmEnGE,+ lotc it -clhidnE “aelel B
These men were tough, talented
and "honed tel at hardtedgel) "but
they didn't wave the red, white
and blue. Didn't even talk about
e, SEEANCIE 5

Jim considered himself an
experienced street fighter - then
e Grenreec! nenc-iceo=lnsinel @eimos e
training. He learned in a
classroom the various techniques
of the US Marine Corp and the "50
blocks" found on American prison
yards. He then learned the hard
way how to apply them.

In the beginning, somebody
bedat thet he lll ouE ief dim eveny
day. But he learned fast and it
wasn’t long before the beatings
turnedsiintorhardiicontact: sparing .
Finally, he held his own or gave
better than he got.

Seon, he' was 'spending Eime
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each day on weapons training.

Who knew a paper clip could be so
dangerous? Or that a pencil was
absolutely deadly when used with
precisiontand 'determinatilon'.

Next came conventional
weapons, mostly eastern block or
Furopean, 'semeus S o=t easiily
obtained all over the world. From
the ubiquitous AK-47 to the
exomiiciBarreEt NSO caldssni pen
rifle, Jim excelled with weapons,
but where he really shined was
camouflage. He had been born in
hunting country, raised in the
NRA and liked to play Indian as a
alels' tlag | PRl ilenes . ©F @ loomn
stalker came naturally and with
Rembrandt’s eye for color, Jim
coullel-lglemel m wikelh Praeiildaslllsy
anything given time to prepare.

Somerweeks finte ‘the training,
they teamed Jim with four others.
From that day on, the five did
everything together. Day after
day of arduous physical training
hardened both mind and body. Jim
found himself drawn to those who
went through the ordeal with him.

Astiene & theyiiwonlldirun' sErom
learning station to learning
station, stop, complete a task,
then double time to the next. At
one station they did setups with
a telephone pole in their laps.
A aneother, s theyahad o sfaght
their way past a gang of toughs.
At yet another, each member had
to disassemble and reassemble an
AK-47 blindfolded. Once, they had
e thEn eue dm  cae mcelle ©E T
night to swim in the dark and
sneak ashore before daylight. Fun
for a masochist, but hard on a
POl levear frem TERES o Lnieouig]an
it all, Jim learned to depend on
his teammates and they, him.

Tor . meSc, @ lhlg: aclullc lilEe,
Jim had felt like an outsider, a
leoner. P Buti nowt hel began stos feel



part of something bigger than
himSleilsRe riE e sies s ERim csing s
Lifte:: IE talt gooel!

Then came reading.
Historically, reading was a
Teim OIf, COEUre 4tor Jikm, JEE ke

how, but it was slow work.
Suddenly, he was required to read
two newspapers a day and write a
report on what was going on in
the world. This was graded,
corrected, and shoved back in his
face to fix. At the same time he
was taught a form of speed
reading.

Tol  everyeone! sisurprise, khe
took to it like it was second
nature. Slow reading was still
CULIFELEUILE | oW Calklnl an & . joe[E
At -, EilmnE CemE ezl « “Soemn , « e
was able to read, remember and
cough up, everything: from
newspapers to combat manuals. He
didn't always understand what he
gl EEEEl . doulE e E@oulch TeeeeE aE
back weeks later.

Then the training moved from
th@ | loaglicotinEiry: @ 'tlhe ity
streets. Jim and the others
learned how to blend in by
changing accent, haircut,
clothes, and body postures. He
puit fthemt enrand fteolk Ehem "ot
like a second skin. Jim again
found unknown talent. He could go
from a slouched Mexican to an
uptight New York business man
with the fluidity of a shape
changer. When they were tested,
this ability gained him the right
el pick what they had feor gdinner
Elnzie . milGhnE o - Jilm hese, PlzZe | ainel
ice cream.

The choice seemed to provoke
ElaE  LASEEUEEOES s, ey :SEt! the mEn
O e Zaling Jhlgey @i 2eeek ainel
maltchingl cher liistEe the
appropriate picture of the food.

The next step was to learn to
mix and match the food against
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the region it came from and what
wine, soft drink or water was an
appropriate companion. They
dilei Ve et to, @At it, Just Scueky
Finte,

Jim’s newfound skill at speed
reading and memorization allowed
him to help the other guys with
their lessons. He liked the
feeling it gave, to be part of a
OEePHOENE quailisH

Electronic eavesdropping,
explosives, surveillance and
Rl llalng  Eeime ekt | U  USeel el
five within the team to identify,

o lNllow, Mancd repert. en_the
movements of a "target". They
learned the specialized
Gechniquesi ol svehalcillet v sl sfoot
surveillance, and most
importantly, how to work together

on busy streets. A good exercise
was one where the target never
even suspected they were being
watched.

Just as in the woods, they
learned to use what was around
them to their advantage, taking
advantage of department store
windows and other reflective
SUEERCES A8 MIirEeREs, Steoplng te
tie a shoe in order to look
behind them, handing off items to
each other while walking, moving
ElnEUEld & SEOKE B0 EaECw « @it &l
tail, and a thousand others. In
short, they learned how to spy.

Rk oKk

The day was wearing on. It had
become hot and muggy. The clouds
were almost gone but even
transient shade was welcome when
it came. The Mexican sky was a
brilliant blue untainted with
exhaust gas or smoke stacks.
There had been some movement
around the hanger, but no one
messed with the planes.



The road to the airfield
emerged from the dense jungle
several hundred yards to Jim’s
leite, He coulel ln@sue e I9chi@Ee
seeing the truck, an older model
GM in need of a muffler. Jim
brought the binoculars into focus
and looked long and hard at its
CREUOAMES o * SuzilEiEilecl. a2 et ' o
his cell phone and texted a
simple message. Moments later he
received the order to proceed.

The pickup truck stopped just
short of the Cessna 182. Two
guys 1n sports coats and
sunglasses got out, heaved suit
cases into the back of the plane,
got in and started the engine.
Without bothering with any pre-
Ffillrghttt check, Sthe® pliane Staxied  to
the end of the runway and aligned
with the wind sock. With a roar,
the 11 Etile planel barreiled ‘down
the runway and surged upward.

Jim watched them go. While
the plane was still visible in
the sky, he hit a speed-dial on
the phone. Even at that distance,
he flinched at the flash and
wailted for the sound. It rolled
over him seconds later.

He then looked at the hanger
and the sudden burst of activity
as those outside realized what
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hiad happened;: " Jimy trilggered: a
second speed-dial. The Aero
Commander parked on the hanger
curtain exploded followed closely
by the Cessna 401 sitting right
beside it.

Job done, it was time to get
QUIE 5

He eased back into the brush,
making his way to the horse he
had ridden in the night before.
After - makingsurefne oneyhad
stumbled upon it, Jim striped.
The worn Levis, faded shirt, and
an old hat let him pass for a
farmer. He stashed the discarded
cloths, cinched up the mare, and
started for the hut where he had
cached the rest of his gear. The
nextimorning, WJim: wouldoin tthe
locals on their way to market.
Another change of clothes and he
would become just another tourist
on his way home. He expected to
be back in the States in time for
el ANEE

Jim Parker still wasn't sure
who he worked for.
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Moonbeams invites you to contribute a micro story. See the Submissions page for details.

Dear Diary..

G2 08 Mloda veiiss i bl wthda
and Jim, Susan, Lea, Craig and
Sammy surprised me with a cake.
Not like mom’s but good. They had
TO USSR POEEIE® tidlotis el | SOy imakdllk
Susan says that next year she
waldlll - Pt claoeelace ieilne ©m il
Imagine that! Chocolate on the
moon! She works on the farm and
lorz@tielat | g lagunclitbll ~©ifs ©iR@uline!
cofifeerbeansi to Ehe party ! We aili
sat around after eating the cake
and drank coffee just like back
@l WaEEn, e Bune Wwes nilce
Captain Jacobs showed up and told
us we should be proud, we are
opening a new frontier. I guess
I’'m proud when I have time to
Elnalialc Zleeitlic. Al .

Help wanted:

Secure Email..

2/ BRShittEE REP I tiff
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Space Mining Inc,
Highlands

To: Shift Commander Jensen

ITLese SlEe elegineel @uiE Ene
last of the ilmenite in Section
901. Mission Control has assigned
your team to Adams and wants to
concentrate on Section 245. Adams
has fallen behind by almost 700
tons in the last week and wants
You o lheliy b Caeeln ulgd

We are still having problems
with the ROV links. The geeks
keep saying they don’t know why
but I'm losing tonnage and sooner
or later, someone is going to get
hurt. Keep your team close and
don’t take anything for granted.

DH

Sept 10,

Central

Fiction Authors w/ Imaginative Short Stories
Nonfiction Authors w/ Referenced Articles

Creative Artists, Illustrators,

and Cartoonists

Willing and Able Assistant Editors

If you have something that you think we might be interested

in, drop us an email.
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Aldrin Station

By Charles Lesher

[)ecemberlOZé:/HPhonsus(:mﬂen]_una

“Slow down!” Colonel Nesbit
Sews, Jotlic sle’s e laEd,

The rover loses traction as it
crests the summit, fails to make
ElaE EuuEn s enel Slkilels (Ot - ElnE
loEEIEEm fEiteEle ' LS. syobine chailwesie
does not panic, managing to
regain centrol: ands guide the
vehicle back onto the crude path.

They were lucky. Had they gone
off the other side, they would
still be bouncing their way to
the bottom of a very long steep
slope.

His heart pounding,
Nesbit shakes his head, “Private,
you ever do that again, you’ll be
on the next freighter Earthside!”

Marine Private First Class Leo
Sanders suppresses a nervous
@uealin, Y ag Bae 4 Mag rteowveis
reminds him of his high school
dune buggy but squirrelly, like
L .Can’ € @t A Grle

Calilhling felnalg Bl weeEel il

Colonel

2

generous. It’s two parallel ruts
compacted in the regolith by the
passage of rovers much like
theirs. However, it’s the only
overland route between Aldrin
Station and New London.

Keeping eyes front, the young
man notices a puff of dust rise
JustErof fither lle e frack NEwen ty
meters ahead, then a larger one a
few meters closer, then another.

5E) jeoilmics , T NEed S " that, SiE?”

Colonel Nesbit frowns and
leans forward looking intently
ElNEETIEn  (ElnE “EEomE N7i1Ew HOOiiE s

“Meteors!”

Something strikes the rover
walClal & el Catimg . | Lo Ehe meEskiE
RIS ERIC), | T Fealejae, tremE TilEe g
ripped, offat" thet axel. Mhel rover
careens sideways and slides over
the edge, tumbling violently down
the steep slope before coming to
rest almost a kilometer below.
Lunar dust slowly settles as the
alarm goes out.



ook koK R KoKk KoK

Addanglups thesfatalith eis,
thirty-two people have lost their
lives to meteor impacts in the
decade since humanity returned to
the moon. Dragon defensive lasers
help but they cannot get
SvEEYyEaLnG . Iteusllyy dm Elad Came, ik
became obvious they needed to
limit surface time and live deep
underground. In one incident
alone, nineteen died when a rock
the size of a walnut slammed into
Kyoto’s cafeteria during a party,
plowing through the few meters of
Eee@llalclh eillieel wpem iliE, Eilepiling &
hole the size of a docking port
in its side.

Instant decompression.

On an airless world, space
rocks are a major problem. It is
simply prudent to keep as much
mass overhead as possible.

The rims of craters have
PIrovEm EO loe . lelErll [1EoE CEurving
euit dalvaliae cneh Werlalng SeaeE  JLn
2026, there are four major
complexes under construction.
Kyoto in Copernicus, Shennong in
Tycho, and two in Alphonsus,
Aldrin Station and New London in
the crater’s central peak, are
all taking shape.

Even though Aldrin Station
gains volume every day, after two
V2l WOt el ey, | ElaEre |18 . selll
a long way to go. Eventually it
will consist of three main
levels, the lowest will be
roughly even with the crater’s
Blewr, Elne, miclelle ) wilicla! Elag
highlands outside Alphonsus, and
the upper a few hundred meters
abovel that. 'Ultimately, Aldrin
Station will have tunnels going
all the way through the rim,
connecting the highlands with the
craEeif s oo nd Ndezentsy,
perhaps hundreds, of habitats
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carved from the rock in between.
But that is years away.
Excavating with conventional
explosives takes time..

R KRR R R R R K KK

“Colonel, can you hear me?”
the voice is persistent and
annoying. “Colonel Nesbit?” He
wishes it would go away and leave
him alone. Reluctantly, he opens
his eyes.

YIIEY 8 eloeue tilne/“ hEn Voiled
pounds his temples like a drum.

NDIiE ./ @Y Nl - 5701  meEem’
shout,” Colonel Nesbit says
SO LT

Abby grins, “Already giving
@iREiEEy MlhEic 46 &l Cloork Sateyat, 4

Colonel Nesbit turns his head
ever so slightly to see to whom
she is talking. The movement
sends pain throbbing through his
head. Dr. Phuong Lu moves into
S Wilghen s NMinsiE’ e  elae @mg
Where am I?” he asks.

“Easy Colonel. You are in
Eanc@iln Coumicyi HogohEal ¢ NMoulve
had a nasty accident but will be
JuSiE EalinE ;% IDhe,. bl E@IE IS - Tl
Specifically requested by Dr.
O’Neil to lead the Neurological
Department, Dr. Lu is the only
Vietnamese in Aldrin Station.
Fluent in five languages, the
faety chatl she ispeaksy, ' reads; fiand
writes several Chinese dialects
worries some people. Homeland
Security has told the Colonel to
keep an eye on her.

Deep under Rim Mountain, the
hospital was one of the first
habitats occupied in Aldrin
Station. Since then, it has
served as aid center and the
local version of Ellis Island.
Newly arriving colonists live in
its rooms and eat in its
cafeteria until their residential
habitats are complete. The



moonbase is bursting at the seams
and already contains a population
of almost two thousand. New
excavations cannot keep up.

Returning memory supplants the
pain, the two-day trip to New
London, the long ride back, then..
nothing. “What about Private
Sanders? Where’s Sanders?”
Colonel Nesbit asks.

WPhuong & plealser see ol thakt
the tests we discussed are
scheduled. Ask Bob to assist,”
Abby says.

WAS el a4 IDies Siibl GjleincE S
at the Colonel once more and
leaves.

MCome - -om, Skt it ~ouE, “
Colonel Nesbit looks intently at
Abby until she finally speaks.

“Private Sanders didn’t make
it. He wasn’t buckled in and was
thrown about in the wvehicle,”
Abby says.

Sanders didn’t make it.. wasn’t
buckled in.. The words reverberate
through his aching head. He has
lost people under his command
before but this is especially
hard. Private Sanders had been on
Luna for less than a month and
volunteered to drive him just to
clock some extra hours in the
rover. The lad had depended upon
him for guidance and he had
failed miserably. Nothing anyone
could say or do now will ever
change that.

Seeing his obvious distress,
Abby says, “You cannot control
meteors, Colonel. Sit back and
relax. We need to run a few more
tests but you should be cleared
ter clity am & cleyy: @F «tge a7 Shie
can only imagine what he must be
going through, but her specialty
18 loi@lleery, mot Psyeneloehys | S
can mend his body. Someone else
must deal with his mind.

2

Abby reaches up to adjust the
monitor above the bed causing her
leese~riltEilne SnlEE |0 Zise Ue,
exposing her belly, and giving
Colonel Nesbit a good look at her
PE@EILILE

Even in his state of mind,
Colionel" Nesbit f recognizes' what he
is Seedng s “VDE s O/l yeu’ie
pregnant.”

Abby sucks in her breath and
looks down at him.. and smiles.
“Yes, Colonel, I'm pregnant.”

“McSwain will insist you
immediately return to Earth.”
Colonel Nesbit is dismayed at the
progpeet ot leosilng wuch a: Fine
deEECAE

Abby slowly shakes her head,
Yl e il e Emagieeet, Coloncll,
I'm not going. This is my home
and ‘ehis st wherel TANIE railse my:
iEEhmakdl 7 5 4

Colonel Nesbit frowns, “You
kap@vy. lagle’ S NG Pugshole , Mg ilg
a military base on the moon, for
Christ sake. We can’t have

claal lehe@m: Scvinmaline) Ausetincl st HE%4 S e
dangerous.”
WComie o Ceollomnall ) TRt s &

load of BS and you know it.
Allelzin Sieeicdon Ak OE  EL sl iliecusyy
base . Besides & even mil Eary
bases have had kids running
around and as far as being
dangerous!, " 1e4s’ a Lot 'les's
dangerous here than being
Stereeneel aln e ©€,  LBEl,
Abby’s sure that reason will hold
the day.

Colonel Nesbit however, is
LnEomvilineael, NHew tar cilone BEE
Y/OUL R

SWhve don'ic ' youy resits Werican
talk about this later. You need
to regain your strength,” Abby
says.

NARSHEE ME, DE 107 Naill,
far along are you?” Colonel

how



Nesbit repeats.

Abby hesitates, “Third
trimester,” she responds.

“Humph, ” Colonel Michael
Nesbit lays back and closes his
eyes. He sees trouble on the
horizon and here he is, laid up
It Ehals® dafn gy thie spatEall S reonm;shead
pounding like a big bass drum.

opokRRoR R KR KRR

Word spreads quickly
throughout Aldrin Station that
Abby’s going to have a baby boy.
Personally well known and
universally well liked, Doctor
Abigails ©“Neil st refusal €o leave
after becoming pregnant is
turning up the heat on an already
simmering pot. Most are happy and
cheer on her defiance. Many long
for families and a life beyond
ElNEE. ©if Worl, Afcer all, iE cthis
i1g Eh@ ey BreonclEr . Ehen Eheee
shoulld bel kidst around.:

Nevertheless, some are angry
that she had used her position to
hilderithe ‘pregnancy.- They) fel e she
exploited being Chief Medical
Director to gain something they
werer being denied:inThey didinot
yet understand that someone must
bear the responsibility of being
Eal e SiE

opokoRRok kKRR KRR koK

The Remote Operations Center
is never a big room. As
excavations penetrate deeper
under Rim Mountain, a new one
will eventually take its place,
so there is no need to waste
energy beautifying any of them.
Even the door will be removed and
takenbEol che' nexk ROCTwhen: the
time comes.

Four such doorless rooms are
strung out behind them marking
their progress extending the
EunnclEEnisAF ol shioarsisclciEionMeE
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the tunnel containing the
excavation itself remains in
vacuum. Everything else is sealed
and pressurized into a
shirtsleeve environment.

Workstations crowd the ROC’s
cramped interior. From a few
hundred meters away, Patrick
feels the blast reverberate
chieughfhaisEifc sicfandSpLEEO sy
and waits for the last vibration
to settle out. Per regulations,
he sends the small robominer in
to poke and prod and x-ray the
wallsESSE o ® shiep sillghite St chraleikd
Heavily plated, it could survive
all but the most catastrophic
cave—-in. Besides, robots are
replaceslole. EeYs not.

“Jonas, you man the loader for
awhile. The rest of us will
ShuEtle The [Eaallilnes. QuiE ¥
Patrick rumbles in his deep
voice. In a not-so-rare
combination of European and
African blood, Patrick was born
and raised in Ireland and speaks
wakEla &l CEkSEilnEitilve LSl 9ECEllD

As Director of Mining
Operations, Patrick has his pick
of jobs and personnel, but the
four people in this room are not
onliy., the mosit .accomplitshed off fche
twenty-seven ROV teams, they’re
his very close friends. All five
werelparti off the Milrst permanent
crew almost two and a half years
ago that took possession of what
was then called Farcain Station,
named after the assassinated
American president. At the time,
they were the only Europeans on
the mission. That is no longer
the case.

When no one moves, he looks
around. “Come on lads, let’s muck
EIlg " @UE, " Parrilclk 'Savs .

Seated next to him, Kimberly
pulls her workstation’s power



cord then takes her cell phone
from its holster and removes it’s
tiny power-pack. The others
follow suit as she stands and
Pl gL Elng elltic) Erem Elad | SN TE!
gloevE L tln@ eleer, Llecicdng e
dangle. “Patrick, we need to
talk, privately.” She says
shutting the door and slipping a
screwdriver into a hole in the
Fleook; effedtively loeklng, ki

“Lass, whatever it is can wait
‘till after the shift. Now let’s
get back to work,” Patrick says
gently, determined to keep his
Ceam focused. on yCher Easks at ‘hand.

Kim leans past and pulls the
@il tE iy werkgtaciton, Bl
phone s next.® “No " Patrick, we
need to talk, now. Are we going
to let McSwain deport Abby?” Kim
placesihis  dead! pheonesnext «tol the
dark computer. Kim and her
husband Kipper are British and
refuse to conform to the American
SCCRINE o

Patrick sighs and slides his
@lazl % - Elizeuinel Eo MaEd Hnils ESE,
the metal legs screeching against
cl@ | gtene Eleoir, [UNEY Ineve [loeen
through much together and he
recognizes determination when he
seeisiiit. EYeousknows I dony &« fancy
her leaving but this’s my
el LY fieulcain fde Ingehs It
Chulefi Aldritdges but "4 m" sure
she’1ll agree, tiz past time to
have little ones underfoot.”

“Wou” ra ciresmin’ PatiEliclk,
Inga says.

“You don’t actually believe
Mama Aldridge would risk her nice
cushy job just to let you have
kids?2 "Bleody: chancey 1n ihel it W Kam
SEy7S . WALt - EomMvLEit L ems

Patrick shakes his head,
maly; [bel'se buts i fifwel re" not
careful, we’ll piss off the
Americans and they’ll stop

M EIE
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Ellilglacs mirem HelEEns aim, Adlelsitin
Station needs those supplies.”

“You are being way too
reasonable Patrick. This is Abby
and your baby we’re talkin’
‘bout. Doesn’t that mean anything
to you?” Jonas asks. He is a
Norwegian that stands almost a
head taller than anyone else on
the team.

YOuE, course Lt ceesl” RPatznelx
flares, his voice taking on an
edge seldom heard. “We must be
olleeely cautlious,  1t’g all I%m
Senyatiad &' ILE ke clonl“ g 4 wve dileky @l
9@ EEdigean ‘. ITelsEnSaels o “

YaAEY € Just 4t they eam? it
send us all back. We must force
their hand now before McSwain
gains even more control. He has
network cameras in every
comrildor  Nonk evieryt cdompuites,  sand
is monitoring our every word.”
Kipper holds up his dead phone.
“"They know everything and we know
nothing,” he says angrily.

“He’s right. All information
18- g@iling one ey cnel de’s neE
towards us,” Jonas says.

N Den | you ' see WPt il ki? i ihiis
isn’t about Abby as much as it is
FIOPLE ALl “@IF Sy  NMekSiyal i s
challengings our freedomsiiand swe
Slher Stanel (e OF «JLis cowas 1L,
EQIE - @E, - waLlLlL Joileeely Steumel b L4
Kim says passionately.

Patrick frowns. Has he focused
so much on designing Aldrin
Station that he overlooked the
damage McSwain and his four
henchmen were doing? After all,
they arrived six months ago and
will leave in six more. As
ecialing] @il S=IhunelE |(CoEP@EEIE e
representative, McSwain was at
best, a transient member of the
bases governing body, at worst,
someone focused on grabbing what
he could and leaving the first



chance he got.

“"What’s Abby and the baby to
do with freedom and McSwain’s
cameras?” he asks.

NEverythingl” Tnga answers.

Nileolk, WMoSwaan, lon” & oble
enemy. Cis-Lunar isn’t our enemy.
We wouldn’t even be here if it
weren’t for the Americans,”
Patrick says.

Kilgear meels, MIrEuES, I lLliks
most Americans but McSwain, not
so much. If we stand by and do
nothing, we’re granting him
complete authority. Then it’s
only armattert off ‘timel beforetone
@ U GEES i IniS. el .~

“What would you have me do?”
Patrick asks.

Kipper grins and leans

forward, “Let the information
fleow botht waysi | Eliminate ‘alill the
secrecy! Level out the playing
field!”

Patrick admires his young
friend’s enthusiasm, “Exactly how
do you propose to do that?”

“Put all the recorded data on
public servers and give everyone
access to them,” Inga replies.

“irull ehlgelesuire, “ KilgpaE
adds.

“No secrets!” Kim exclaims.

“We are not alone in this.
Most of the Americans agree, as
ele euir itellow Hticepeeng, @nel Ehne
Japanese, Koreans, Indians, and
Aussies. If we don’t do something
soon, McSwain’ll continue to
consolidate power. At some point,
it’11l not be a bloodless change.
1oie 2L MeecualEe fem eurmeel wevelic ¥
Jonas says.

Pritriclk leolks At  indim
lacrecilleoudgl e Mot (SEE EC
HOEERIE,), - L il ‘Al DilrecEen. amel |9t
oimEhclcdminuisiERalEhieniNG

“You’re different, Patrick.
You’ve never abused your

30

(4

pEEiE len JoneS «SE/S «

“That cannot be said about
McSwain and his cronies. They
routinely collect information
whiolse: sele intent! is to keep Ehem
in power,” Inga says.

“And they are not shy about
BySaloer ALic YA K gjoeis. gelels o 4 e
people here the longest are being
forced Earthside. Those who
refuse seem to have accidents at
a much higher rate.” When Patrick
looks skeptical, Kipper
CONELAES, S You eaun  @laim Eailgis
a statistical anomaly, but
doesn’t it make you wonder?”

N EY 8 loean iy 101ooely
experience that numbers don’t
Lie, PRPateilelk,? Kin Seys ity

Patrick frowns. How had this
escaped his attention? Is it
possible to be so self-absorbed
in ones work as to lose track of
such events whirling around him?
Apparently so.

Someone tries to open the door
but the screwdriver stops them.
The thin sheet metal reverberates
under heavy pounding.

“Open up!” a male voice calls
from the other side.

Patrick looks around at his
team.

“It’s what we’ve been telling

you. McSwain doesn’t like not
knowing what’s going on,” Jonas
says.

Patrick gets up and pulls the
screwdriver from the floor,
stepping back as a baby-faced
marine lieutenant pushes the door
wide open. The young man is
careful to stay out of the line
of fire of those behind him.
Patiite IR iinds® hbmse lifMillo o kit
down the barrels of at least ten
Ffulfllyarau teomatic assault st ais.

27 m Balrecicer  Dugan i MaaEt s
the meaning of this intrusion?”



With less than two thousand
settlers populating Aldrin
Statilon, e’/ 8 peogsildole £ Rt TE
know all of them to some extent,
but marines are' rotated! every six
months and this young officer is
a recent arrival.

YJuEie el Enilnge QECISTS 7 S &
The Administrator wants to see
you immediately. I'm to escort
veu stEolhals: yeif fal gl s Mh ey euna
lieutenant is not impressed with
Patrick or any of his team. His
assessment of the situation is
that he alone could take the lot
of them without breaking a sweat.

“Hew  nilees ©F Jladms Diel Jae tall
you why he wants to see me?”
Patrick asks.

Yo, Sd s Be Just Sailel €e et
Volls S@ i, wou weullel, Sz, eome
wilthime, ¥ thel youngs ofiffilcers
motions for Patrick to exit the
room.

The marines are fresh from
Middle Eastern occupations and
well trained in street fighting.
The only possible advantage
Patrick and the others have is
ClEEE Woulne) mein' cuad aejc
accustomed to Luna’s gravity,
that fact seems woefully
inadequate at the moment.

He picks up his phone before
stepping out. Patrick looks into
Che smal l camera’ mounted abovie
the lieutenant’s helmet and says,
“McSwain, we’ll be discussing
this later. Now, order these men
out of here,” Patrick rumbles in
his best brogue.

Sceonels® Eilalk: oW

“Sir, you’re directed to come
with me,” the lieutenant says.

WIELILL - Speftl. Slaexeit JmE  aliE i
refuse?” Patrick asks the young
mainy e illdainEhnlSEREn e eliass @b amiliain
check.

The lieutenant shrugs and

IOl

7
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says, “You wouldn’t be the
EALTESE o7

e, eelel tone [sEnels &  @niilil
down Patrick’s spine. He briefly
wonders what the lieutenant has
been through that left him this
way.

“Simmer down, lieutenant.
Let’s not get carried away,”
Major Isaac Crenshaw says in his
West Texas drawl. The Major is
moving up the corridor past the
marines, making sure their rifles
cllel neE Emel Uiy Eeilnncilng EiE «oalim ey
mistake. As the marines’ second
in command, he is Nesbit’s eyes
and ears while the Colonel is
recovering from the accident.

The lieutenant turns to face
this new challenge, drawing
himself to attention when he sees

Woe AE dg, NSael4
“Stand down, gentlemen. No
one’s doin’ any shootin’ today.”

Major Crenshaw looks at the
DIl E@CEDE ;S PatELelL,. | waa i
blazes are ya up to now?”

“Seems McSwain thinks it’s his
right to interfere in a private
conversation,” Patrick says.

Mall,' i agslhileg
responsibility to ensure the
safictyt ot everyone amny thaist base.
He can’t do that if he don’t know
Wi 8 goilm’ @, D’ T iUl
agree?” Major Crenshaw asks.

“Since when am I, or my team,
a threat to the safety of this
base?” Patrick’s anger is growing
exponentially as the full
realization of what his team has
glewn, hiim Silnleg dng neE elleeetedl
at them but at himself. He had
been completely oblivious to what
was happening around him, his
mind focused on designing and
lomal lkelitinte)  Adlelhzatnr, SicaCiem  ginel
nothing else, but he was
beginning to understand.



WIARZZY - W o 1Rk te® iEelhr « Ee
let this ass turn me into a bad
Y ¢ " Paitirilcll |SaSq

“Relax. No one said you’re a
bad guy. McSwain don’t know y’all
Lilla' I’ o, 'S© wiien eul. Tilin  ©Fi
all the comm links, he wonders
whagie  youl me g Ee, Y MeyoE
Crenshaw states agreeably.

Anger reaches a boiling point
waLelaalm JPEEEEik, S iadhn (T Cuess I
need to set the Administrator
straight. Let’s go, lieutenant.
Now I want to speak to McSwain as
badly as he wants to speak to
me,

Patrick pushes past the young
man who drops his hand to the
IDEEE. @F lals Pilgtol:

“At ease, lieutenant. There’ll
be no gunplay unless I order it.
Isi EhiaEiellearRit MajoriCirenishaw
locks eyes with the young
officer.

WSS (Salig i

“Good, now go with him, and
take your squad,” Major Crenshaw
orders. “I’11 see that these
other law breakers are properly
scolded.” He shakes his head,
watching the young men shuffle
awkwardly away, wondering just
how this was going to play out.

KRR R RO R KK KK K

WPatrick, ¥ Abby" intereceptsthim
as he emerges from a spiral ramp
close to Administration. He had
lengssince "left ‘ther marines
behind. They had not yet mastered
speed walking in Luna’s weak
gravity.

“What are you doing here?” he
asks.

WAR e El e birdiwhispered: i'n my;
ear that you needed help,” Abby
replies falling into step
alongside him. Her blond ponytail
makes her look much younger than
twenty-eight.

£,

S don@EEn e e cl@h'clliolae bl
McSwain will when I’'m done with
hiifml, 4% Palt witek frumblieist lomiaineu sy,

“Stop!” she reaches out and
grabs Patrick by the arm forcing
laalim | ce il g 2nel fred hEE, meT
an easy task.

WIE! el @@ At clere Jhilke Elnits
yeul walllll mee ©mily ataalll - el Yral kil
PiE@IeEISIy7EEE US looEln: Slaeits:
Administrator McSwain is the
reigning authority in this base
and as such, has complete.. Listen
to me!” Abby shakes his arm until
he looks down at her, “complete
cemEr@l D ol UNeSESEenel?

Patrick stares at her for
several long seconds then
chuckles, & breaking licthel Eension
between them. He takes her in his
arms and says, “Oh, what would I
doliwitheuts, youz Wherel you go, T
go. You’re my rudder.”

Weur  rueleEer?y L Mot
rudder S M tmt ot matel ¥ "Abby: slalyis
with relief. First, she had
worried that she wouldn’t catch
il sn EainE - ElnEn EheE [Jae
wouldn’t listen when she did.

Sl dcceptt yourpropesaill iof
marriage. Set a date and we’ll
get hitched.” Patrick frowns when

@ JAeibiclais s MrEa” & claele WeelE " ol
call it in Kansas, getting
hitched?”

“We don’t need a piece of
paper to say we’re hitched. Our
loioNg oo wak LIl 'elo) - Elnaie Jllgt - Ealine Y
Abby says.

The lieutenant and his men
make a racket in the ramp like a
bunch of drunken sailors as they
catch up. He sees Patrick and
Aolowr ai) B 8 00 CNEECES

YCome ©n, soul JinE
Administrator is waiting,” the
young lieutenant blusters.

“Well love, we mustn’t keep
him waiting,” Patrick says



smiling down at Abby.

She looks dubious but allows
llaligit, €@ jEulich, [N@ey cunel 'St Elnsim
moving again.

WThet giril stayst here, ¥ Ehe
lieutenant says.

Abby laughs and they keep
@)L -

Plainly frustrated, the young
officer glares at his men and
silently" follews|-

opokRRoK kKR KoKk KoK

Typicalfof MlunamtarchitfecEure),
Jullde «Collomrz e/ oriiles A& cevouel
of right angles and straight
LinEs, & reuneckael lotislole ©ir - sl
cut from the rock between the
outer corridor and McSwain’s
inner sanctum. She detests the
label of secretary, preferring to
call herself an Executive
Assistant. McSwain is her third
AchnlinlSerEeicent,

She laglgs cegoicacdecl tiad el
roelk! Wellg vt neE €ilny VErFice
with hand-painted murals done on
her own time, and has wrapped
colorful cotton ribbons around
the electrical wires strung
acroessyithe curvediicelliang A
single florescent light shines
down on her desk. Her chair and
two others in the room are made
eiticelidBmejt 2t

Thet deskl 1 s#al silaby 'silEting en
two vertical stones reminiscent
of Stonehenge. No drawers, no
Flinge cabinet, fno i pencitlst ne
pens, the moonbase is completely
paperless. On the desk facing her
1sh a lflatspanel  computer monittor
with an attached keyboard which
she almost never uses. Julie much
prefers’ the fvoilcel recogniiti on
software to typing. Beside the
computer sits a picture in a
crude metal frame. No other
clutter of any kind mars the
sunfacerorsther de'sk pEverythang
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in the office, except the
computer, was made on Luna.

Abby nods and Patrick winks at
Julie as they pass, earning a
grin Snf returns They entern ithe
short tunnel leading to McSwain’s
office without knocking, letting
the thin metal door clank shut
behind them.

The lieutenant hesitates at
the closed door and Julie says,
“Sit down lieutenant. It may be a
while.” As more of the squad
enter her domain, she adds, “Oh
my, so many handsome men all in
mky JLLEEIE | o o - Eewy ielicl | I g2k | 8@
el 8%

kKRR KRR KR kK

The stone separating the small
outer office and the inner
sanctum is eight feet thick. The
ShEEE CorirlicoE oaens ouE ‘omn  Tne
larger space beyond.

Patrick and Abby emerge side
by side and stop. The room
stretches out before them long
and narrow, its ceiling peaking
far above their heads. Before
them is a long conference table
made fofie bultEingiEogethe rmmul talpile
desks, each larger than Julie’s.
Administrator McSwain sits at the
far end, close to his inner
office. Behind him is his desk,
massive in its own right, covered
with computer monitors.
Florescent lights inundate the
conference table with brilliance,
leaving his personal desk in
shadow.

A rather short man, what’s
left of McSwain’s hair is white
and forms a fringe above his
carsi VAR 3 Erimt Siik Cy=Ewel, s hel bi's
the oldest Administrator ever
S eniEiSEelR ANlidiingeSiFaEntontaincditts
rather touchy about the subject.

McSwain’s inner-circle sits
eleosEst " nain vinillle Aulche



Station’s section leaders are
farther away. The prevailing
theory was, the closer one sat to
the seat of power, the more pull
one had with McSwain.

WDie, @Y=l DiEEEEOE DlleEin
So Claecl weu Sayy Jtile e, join g,
McSwain says in his gravely
voice. The old man squints down
the length of the table and
motions them to take the seats
open at the other end. “Sit and
we’ll get started.”

Abby and Patrick do a quick
head count as they settle in. The
supervisors and directors are all
good employees and have been with
Cig=lluingE CorpoEaclem E@IE - ey
vears. s 'heyiretwel s aware fot sthe
power McSwain holds over them.
Lest they forget, he reminds them
ofEEen'.

Major Crenshaw enters the
office using McSwain’s private
enitranee AT L vet at Eendingl ¥ o
Colonel Nesbit,” he says walking
past the massive desk and down
the length of the conference
table.

McSwain motions impatiently.
He would have preferred the
Colonel. Major Crenshaw has been
on Luna far too long. McSwain
makes a mental note to remedy
that as soon as this baby
nonsense was taken care of.

Major Crenshaw takes a seat
far from McSwain and close to
Paicriclk.

Patrick nods at the Major,
takes his comm unit from its
nelscerE anel chlzilg s 'NEaa e il
that everyone has this conference
number . “rhe says sthentliays the
PN, Omn EhiEe gtene .dm EEemc | ©fF
him with its camera facing
McSwain.

“What are you doing? Put that
away. This is a private meeting,”
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Tom Hoeffler says. Tom’s Jjob was
to make sure Cis-Lunar made a
profit, but he was never shy
about sharing his opinion
regardless of the situation or
his lack of knowledge in it. He
likes throwing his weight around.

Aelow & folionE. SR ts 1B
vibrate. She smiles at Patrick,
Ellalgealiner il e (@Pem cupecl SSETLnG), it
beside Yhisst butl ‘faciungt Ehiems:

M- loEe) €©E) ehlittar . Thals: 1§ a
public meeting and everyone is
cnitiiElcd ool servicis N Ehicy
Wak&lat, 2 INSIoN  SERAS

Me'Swain’ sk fiacel screws] (Cilght
and he slaps his hand down on the
CelelletePy N E ST Ingel T gusE eloetlic
enough, offf thalst nonsensle It Put
those away or I’11 have them
taken from you!”

Patrick shakes his head then
tries to move on, “What is it you
wanted to see me about? Have you
decided to let Abby stay?”

“Davison, confiscate those
phones,” McSwain says waving his
hand at Patrick.

Rick Davison stands and starts
€@ " wellls ey g llEnecla @ " clag
table.

Patrick locks eyes with him as
hellappreaches . s il luldibreaks \youns
bloody hand if you touch either
@it - Bl “ 'PaEielk! § Wwoles g e
dark and ominous promise.

Davison stops a few feet away
and tension compresses the room.

Many of the supervisors look
uncomfortable with the situation.
They don’t like McSwain’s
pelilcileglouz Eeal comoaillecl Ee
back him nonetheless. After all,
he is the Administrator and their
careers depend upon him.

“Why not let them keep their
phones? i What: harmt watlil s e (do 2%
Charles says shocking himself and
those around him. Charles White



ITI has been the Director of
Personnel almost from the
beginning. While he doesn’t
personally care for McSwain,
Charles is a good company man and
would normally remain quiet, but
this is getting serious. His job
is not worth people getting hurt.

“Slawe: o, Whiltas! Thils ceasm’ €
concern you!” Bill Bailey spits
out. He 1s an overweight wvenomous
slug that McSwain brought with
him six months ago. He thinks of
himself as the enforcer, everyone
else thinks he’s a just a big
Jjerk that eats more than his
share.

WZellle @alin Elown o Usilne jplhenes
ain’t against the law, even in
this room,” Major Crenshaw says
in his slow Texas drawl.

Bailey leans forward and looks
down the table sneering at Izzy.
“The law is what the
Administrator says it is and he
ordered them put away. If they
don’t, they will suffer the full
wEilelac! @i (Calg=iiginelE (CoitiooEeitien 5

Major Crenshaw pulls his
miliftary ‘alssuel comm uni t freom 1S
holster and punches a few
louctons, Jlecklne it jance
Patrick’ sl phone .. “No one’ s iword
is law, not even the
Aeiialipil Seeaieoin’ § o

The room sucks in its breath.

Using his own phone, McSwain
orders, “Lieutenant, bring your
marines in here.”

From behind him, Patrick hears
the door open at the far end o
Elae  cEnnelly anel End 'Sinm ik ldne | e
feet. The lieutenant stops next
to McSwain with his men arrayed
anreound@Ehe™ Eabilfe Bl chs neSitts
occupants, rifles at the ready.
Two are breathing down the neck
of Patrick and Abby. The young
lieutenant is surprised to see
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Major Crenshaw at the table.

“Now Patrick, you should
listen, te, Jour mgucker,) IL%m  che
2algpmalinley | EiblEIn©BaliE 7| EE)E - claalks
base.” Administrator McSwain
spreads his hands agreeably and
Le®Is it ASIoNT o YOI - Clem” & e,  16Q
SEe Ehilg ©© cnly tuEEnaE A felo SreouE
he asks.

PRigpl@lc] Sules  meELenll@gs | Ber, &
moment *asking jhimselift 17 the
threat behind the words was real
or imagined, then picks up Abby’s
phone and snaps it shut. “Put
Eloalg evrel -« dlovia’y, Tlhaks kS sy
iEalGniC,

Immediately the room goes
black.

“What’s this!” McSwain roars.
“Get those lights back on!” He
San e SEE Jaulg | I0eiEl kin ISEemE | O
his face. Even the ventilator
fans fall silent. Out of the
darkness, someone whimpers.

Around them, the soldiers
switch over to infrared and
several around the table turn on
the little pocket lamps some
carry. About the size of your
Hinger, f thet hight effaciency
penlights can provide a candela
for several weeks before dimming,
comfort equipment for anyone
living inside a mountain. Because
red LEDs are more efficient than
their ‘cousins, |t Eheilr: palle Taght
gives the assembly a hellish
cast.

McSwain looks down
at Patrick and roars,
you know about this?”

Patrick shakes his
SeVS, “NOE @ toulng . ¢

Alglow eel@8 10@E [9IN@NE@ » LG
Patrick and begins dialing.

McSwain’s eyes look ready to
OUESE  OUE ©F CNElE 'SOCKRLS, &
fiendish image in the
monochromatic light.

the table
“What do

head and



Miraculously, the lights come
back on and the reassuring purr
of the fans returns.

Abby smiles and lays the phone
back down beside Patrick’s.
“Lucky guess,” she says.

“Enough of these games, Dugan.
I jaune Syeu ©n clad. nexe shulecle
out of here. I don’t care where
LE%E ) gealing],) I weae ou amel kg
woman on it. Do I make myself
clear?” Mad as hell, McSwain has
a crazed look on his beet-red
face and sweat glistens across
his baldness.

Patrick laughs at McSwain,
“Aye! That’s a marvelous idea
ALl CEaEoRE » It e nawd e
backwards. You’ll be on that
shuttle when it leaves in less
=heniFa kel mehy San difcdeonife
EeEeRE, your dlaelikews d, Wie weullein ©
want anything to happen to these
fine lads, would we?” He slides
haisitgaze ! firem! Hoefi filer} Eol Nellfson,
on to Bailey, and finally
Davison, who has long since
EREECRIEEE!l JeEIElE B0 lnikd "SeEkE ¢

Only Bailey speaks out, “How
dare you! The Administrator is in
elEuee@ @i Ellils 19888, ROt §ouls HHE
will decide YOUR fate!”

Furious at being laughed at,
McSwain jumps to his feet and
shakes his finger at Patrick, his
face getting even redder if that
were possible. The most powerful
oy atiel AdlelkEln - SiFaicitem - selbllg, | lnalg
lips back in a snarl, “Arrest
him!” he sputters through
clinched teeth, his jaw throbbing
in anger.

The young lieutenant frowns
with trepidation, glances at
Major Crenshaw who shakes his
head ever so slightly, then backs
away from McSwain.

Turning his demoniac gaze on
the young man, “What are you
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doing? I gave you an order,
arrest him!” his hand visibly
shaking as he points at Patrick,
rage and age combining to render
it unsteady.

Major Crenshaw stands and
starts moving towards McSwain.
ALl euzeuimel EInE “Eelolke, SEEtiom
leaders begin pulling their
phones out and locking them to
Patrick’s. The only one without a
phone before them is Charles.
Izzy stops behind him, laying a
hand on his shoulder.

Charles looks up, “My phone’s
being repaired,” he says
nervously.

Major Crenshaw squeezes his
shoulder affectionately, “That'’s
fine, Charley. We know where yur
heart is.” He goes on, stopping
in front of McSwain. The stricken
look on the Administrator’s face
would be comical if this were not
SO serious.

“What’re you doing? This is
U A7 Y ALL Jagigs spol | Slaoe; 4 raE
says weakly, feeling the
situation slipping away. Looking
at Major Crenshaw, McSwain
realizes that all is lost and
deflates like an old balloon.
Only a miracle can change things
at this point and he had long
since given up on those.

Izzy shakes his head,
“Partner, you truly stepped in
e Gt sEansRetighishicdMeNcns
these eggheads, they’ll bite you
in the ass every time.” Drawing
himself up, Major Crenshaw says
in his best Texas drawl,
“Administrator McSwain, I hereby
relieve you of duty and place you
under protective custody awaiting
transportation Earthside.
Lieutenant, take him and these
people to Hanger One. I’11 join
you in a few minutes.”



“Sir, yes sir!” the lieutenant
has no problem taking orders from
the Major.

ook kKoK R KoKk KoK

Patiilelk lleoks gt Ezzy, I Hnae
say you, do we request another
A clmEinkEs ST aalre s 2

Major Crenshaw nods, “Reckon
ehae lealll’s alEcaely el liln’., 7

WCaual, el Weilie itemn JusE el ey
or two?” Abby asks.

Izzy shrugs, “Why sure
darisiné S0 T avel g goed reasen -
Can ya give me one?”

“To make sure this never
happens again,” Abby says.

“How do we do that?” Charles
asks. The other supervisors and
cllEEEEEES Weran lnr@nEly  ellene]
wal ol mege @i . Allehziln SiEeltleim,

Abby is as excited as they
have ever seen her. She begins
nervously pacing the floor around
e Calgld % IS ElESE Elnilne o el
is route all cameras in Aldrin
Station to one server. We need to
design a network that will store
every public utterance and make
it available to any citizen at
any time. Information must flow
freely in a free society. We need
to make it unlawful for any
decision or agreement to be made
privately or in secret.
Bverythingimuscibefoults Trnifiche
eociny, “wttlkl Chil8elleguER ,  lnl, FEEEy,
letf/ s call A thac, chelkayw ©if
Full Disclosure.” Abby says
enthusiastically. She and many
others have been hoping for this
moment for what seems like
forever and now when it’s finally
here, she wants to do everything
2L ONCEE,

“No love, I disagree,” Patrick
says, smiling when Abby turns to
leelk. gic  Jadmt aln, SUEprlise, M IhE
first thing we need to do is make
our maby ilegail s

S

Abby grins from across the
table, “No, I disagree. The first
thing we need to do is make ALL
babies legal.”

“I concede the point,” Patrick
says bowing his head to her. “By
all means, let’s make all babies
legall, " Bl £om@ oW, Heths malie
sure McSwain is on that shuttle,
then you can convene a meeting of
all citizens and discuss your
ideas.” He snaps his phone shut
bringing Luna’s first General
Coumeilll mectdne te a  eleose.

Eipﬂog

Something strange is happening
on the moon. Hundreds of amateur
and professional astronomers have
documented phenomena that are
lumped together under the generic
name of Transient Lunar
Plachomenon ©F TLD . In SheEt,, NTLES
are patchy, short-lived changes
in brightness ont Ehelmoon/is
surface. They can last a few
seconds or go on for hours, they
can  grow ifrom faks few killemetersi'to
a hundred kilometers in size, and
they can change color while they
fluctuate in brightness.

No one knows for sure what
causes a TLP. Speculation has
zeunejeek iirem welkeeineas e jllilTie e
green men. The most likely reason
is the simplest, lunar
outgassing.

ITHEEI, WINEIE SOUEEE Nalg Skl Lt @
mysite ry MbutY Lt 1 st possibiliet {ehat
PrlmeEehlzll * deE Erom  Ead eaurliesc
days of the moons formation is
trapped ‘deep’ underground: anad
periodically releases a bubble of
gas oOr vapor.

What a treasure it would be to
find water ice veined like gold
under the surface of the moon.



Evolution’s Child is Chuck’s debut_nbvel. 1%
is set in 2092 and explores the high tech
society that will develop when separated not
only by great distances, but the harsh
unforgiving vacuum of space. It is avaidable at
all major bookstores through: If

Writers Cramp Publishing v o i

ISBN-10: 097772350X N

I-‘F
The second novel in the series is due out
late first quarter 20009.

Chuck’s email: chuckmiester999@yahoo.com
Website: http://charleslesher.com/
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Moonbeams genre is primarily Speculative Science Fiction as it
relates to colonizing the moon but we will accept other genre
including nonfiction. You do not have to be a Moon Society member to
submit.

Moonbeams is about two things:

e the authors getting their work published
e making the case for space colonization

Successful submissions must stick to accepted physics: no faster
than light warp drives, no worm holes, no time travel, no
transporters a la Star Trek and no alien monsters. No magic, no
FRMEESYe RSt lowt neE Least, ne see@lel, pelieiczily ©F Eelicpeus
diatribes. Send us a plausible story about the colonization of space
and the moon and we will publish it. But don’t stop there. The
Sulgicl el Miglles  sdaem jEne kil ITrenicl@E NalincileRiEes JENAE L SEOT1Es e
be set anywhere in the Solar System. Nonfiction submissions on
science and technology must be thoroughly referenced.

Everyone is welcome to submit pieces up to 6,000 words. We have a
micro-story category, Letters Home, with a limit of 250 words. We
also welcome comments and/or reviews of prior Moonbeams stories.

We currently do not accept advertising in Moonbeams and thus, we
produce no revenue stream. Therefore, authors cannot be compensated
and will retain full rights for republication elsewhere.

Submissions should be in electronic form. MS Word is preferred
but we will accept text files or other common word processor
formats. All submissions that need to be keyed in will not be
considered unless prior arrangements have been made. The preferred
method of submissions is via email with the subject set to Moonbeams
Submission. We will accept mailed cd/dvd at the following address:

Writers Cramp Publishing
1982 N7 Tewa, Stk
Chandler, Arizona 85225
editor@writerscramp.us

Exchanging links is ok if your link is clearly space related.
Moonbeams reserve the right to say no to any submission.

These guidelines are subject to review and will be adjusted as we
go along. Moonbeams is yfj{AQ magazine. Let’s have some fun with it,
shall we?

TaE  TselhliceE
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