
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A TASTE OF THE MADNESS VOL. 3

    

    
      First edition. January 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J Alan Erwine.

    

    
    
      Written by J Alan Erwine.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


A Taste of the Madness

Volume 3

By J Alan Erwine



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



​The Indoctrination of the Tolari
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“This is what you brought me here for?”  Dr. Emmitt Fredericks asked, thrusting his fist towards the monitor screen.  “You brought me away from an important mission to show me a bunch of balloons?”

“They’re not balloons, Emmitt,” Walter Davidson replied, shaking his head.  “They’re the Tolari.

“The what?”  Emmitt asked, scratching at the day old stubble on his worn and weathered face.

“Jesus, Emmitt, where in the hell have you been for the past two years?”

Emmitt Fredericks looked at the younger man and frowned.  What he saw was the youthful exuberance that he’d once had for his profession.  Walter didn’t quite reach six feet, but his stocky build made him look like the larger of the two men.  Emmitt was also impressed with the determined expression the younger man wore.  He was, however, dismayed to see the underlying passion in Walter’s eyes.  A passion Emmitt had once known, but now found impossible to bring back after many decades of fruitless work.

“I’ve been wandering the damn solar systems trying to find intelligent life,” he finally answered with more venom than he’d intended.

Walter Davidson smiled at the veteran scientist.  It was a smile that Emmitt thought held contempt for him.  He understood the smile.  It was the same smile he saw every morning when he looked in the mirror.  He’d gotten old, and he wasn’t sure when it had happened.

“The Tolari are an intelligent life form.  You haven’t heard of them?”

“Hell, of course I’ve heard of them.  It’s all that’s been on the damn hyperwaves for the last two years.  How could I have not heard of them?  I just never worried about them.  They aren’t any smarter than dolphins.”

Walter smiled again.  “That’s what we thought, originally.  But they have a fairly well developed civilization, in a manner of speaking.”

Emmitt stared at the image on the screen.  What he saw did basically look like a hot air balloon without a basket.  “How does something like that develop a civilization?”

“It’s not a technological civilization, but we have seen signs of definite family units...”

“That’s true of many animals,” Emmitt interjected, slamming a fist onto the table.  He could feel the pride welling up within him as he prepared to destroy the delusions of the younger man.

“You’re right, but we’ve also seen signs that they have a primitive religion of sorts, or at last they did.”

Emmitt looked at him with surprise.  “What do you mean, they did?”

Walter sat down at the conference table.  “That’s why we’ve brought you here.  Have a seat.”

Emmitt sat, reluctantly.
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Walter spent the next half-hour explaining that the Tolari had lived in small groups, or schools, that were actually an extended family.  These groups seemed to consist of the Tolari equivalent of parents, grandparents, children, and even cousins, aunts, and uncles, all maternally related.  These close knit family units also centralized around a highly structured religion of nature worship.

“They seemed to have a god for just about everything,” Walter said.  “The most powerful of the gods was logically, Zuphon, God of the Wind.  The Tolari seemed to believe that it was this god that enabled them to stay aloft and kept them from being crushed by the pressures of the lower atmosphere.”

Emmitt let out a short, harsh laugh.  “You expect me to believe that these... balloons worshipped gods?  How’d you figure this out, or is this anthropomorphizing on an intergalactic level?”

Walter looked surprised.  Emmitt made a silent vow to start paying more attention to the hyperwave programs.  There was obviously more going on here than he could imagine.  “We’ve figured out there language,” Walter said.  “It was quite an accomplishment.  It seems that the Tolari take in large quantities of the gasses from the gas giant’s atmosphere and then expel them in various amounts, mixing the gasses for different tones.  This causes a reverberation through their bodies.  Once we figured out the how of the language, the content was easy.  We were then able to understand and communicate with them.”

Emmitt choked on the water he was drinking.  “You’ve communicated with them?”

“Unfortunately, yes.  When we realized the ramifications our communications were having, we made it a general order that no one was to do it.  And no one had, until Dr. Stanley took it upon himself to speak to them.”

Emmitt stroked the stubble on his chin for a moment.  Suddenly his face grew deathly pale.  “Wait a minute.  Isn’t Dr. Stanley the founder of the Christ on Mars Church?  The one who tried to convince the colonists that the artifacts from Olympus Mons prove that Jesus was a Martian?”

“That’s the one.  And rather than trying to tell the Tolari about us, or about something useful, he began preaching his brand of Christianity to them.”

Emmitt seemed to sink deeper into his chair as he sighed.

“It gets worse, Emmitt.  Do you know who he told them Christ was?”

“I don’t think I want to know,” Emmitt said quietly.

“He said he was the embodiment of Christ, and he was coming to save them from Satan.”  Emmitt sank deeper into his chair.  “It gets worse,” Walter continued.  “He told them we’re Satan!”

“How did this guy end up out here on such an important mission?”

“Sometimes people get through the cracks.”

“But this guy?”

Walter shrugged.  “No one knew this was going to be an important mission.”

“Where is this mad man?”  Emmitt managed to ask after he’d taken several minutes to absorb the news.

“He’s in one of the pods, down among his faithful,” Walter said with a smirk.

Emmitt frowned at him.  “What’s so damn funny about that?  This nut’s down in the clouds of a gas giant preaching the Holy Gospel to a bunch of balloons.  Do you find something amusing about that?”

Walter stared at him for several seconds.  “If it weren’t such a serious problem, I’d think it was hysterical.  But you’re right, this is serious,” he said, trying to hold back a laugh.  “What do you think we should do?”

“I’m going down to talk to him,” Emmitt said, standing up and taking a step towards the door.

“What?  If you go down there, he’s going to call you the Anti-Christ.  There’s no telling what the Tolari would do.”

“I have to try.”

“Emmitt, do you realize that those balloons, as you call them, are the size of blue whales?”

Emmitt looked at the image with surprise.  “No, I didn’t know they were that big, but I guess it makes sense.”

“And what if the Krinlo have heard all of this?”

“The what?”

“The Krinlo.  They look kind of like rocket ships on those ancient Earth movies.  They have three fins extending along the back half of their bodies, and a bulbous “head.”  They’re what we think of as sharks, except they’re slightly more intelligent than a dolphin.  They prey on the Tolari and the Bombers.”

“Bombers?  Do I even want to know?”

“We called them tat because we couldn’t think of a better name.  They seem to live their entire lives gently dropping through the clouds.  They’re born high up in the atmosphere, among the giant storms.  They lay eggs as soon as they’re born, and then begin to slowly drop through the atmosphere.  We guess they’re crushed by the pressures deep in the planet.”

Emmitt looked thoughtfully at the image of the Tolari again.  “Amazing.  I’d hoped for something like this, but I was beginning to doubt I’d ever find it.  Any other life forms I should know about?”

“Those are the only three we’ve found so far.  There are a number of microorganisms, but nothing else of consequence yet.”

“I’m still going down,” Emmitt said with the determined resolve he’d had in his youth.  “I want you to assemble your vest people for this.”

Emmitt stood and walked around the table to the wall-length computer screen and the image of the Tolari.  He turned and looked at Walter again.  “I want to go down in the morning.  For now, I’ll be in my room.”  As he said it, Emmitt left the room, leaving Walter shaking his head.
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