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Introduction

 


Alien spaceship crash lands in the back Forty and is
found by a drifter who witnesses the crash. The drifter Wallace
Bennington approaches the spacecraft only to fall ill and pass out.
When he regains consciousness, he discovers he is inside the
spacecraft where he meets Zorda, the last of an ancient alien race
escaping an even more ancient enemy of the Universe. Together they
have an adventure to save the universe, well just a small part of
it where a blue marble called Earth innocently orbits its sun along
with 9 other planets. Zorda brings purpose to the Wallace life, and
together they conceive of a plan that will prepare Earth for the
invasion that will eventually come to this part of the universe.
The plan takes Wallace through several centuries of planning,
plotting and preparing a trap for the ancient enemy that destroyed
the planet Zorda and his race lived on. Zorda comes from a very
high technological society of people living in peace with nature
and its environment, where they have created Biomechanical
manipulated matter and engineered nanotechnology capable of matter
transference, replication and gives long life. Zorda’s planet was
an ancient civilization, having forgone the brutality of a warring
race many of thousands of years ago in there planets history. That
is until an older race of beings shows up and in a single day,
destroys his world and several other neighboring planets. Zorda
escapes the enemy and races ahead heading toward Earth the enemies
next target. The enemy is a long-lived race of beings who
methodically search out other planets and systems who are rich in
metals and ores to strip the planet bare regardless of any current
claims to ownership. Such claims are settled with a surgical
process that is swift and clean, leaving the planets ripe for
blunder of its natural resources. Any survivors are hunted
ruthlessly to prevent any knowledge of the piracy or forewarning
others of their slow progress through the universe.

 


 



Chapter 1

The year of Zorda

 


 


As I set at my desk, I am amazed at the many decades
that gone by since that remarkable night when I first saw the
flying saucer crash land just a hillside over from where I was
camped out. It started out just like any other night in the last
few weeks since I learned that I had inherited a rather large
parcel of land from my grandfather. It was over 2000 acres of
scrub, hills and gully’s, once prime sheep country, now gone wild
since the last sheep herder used the land. A few wild goats still
managed to survive among the many gully’s and stunted tree’s. The
highest elevation was barely considered a foothill, like those
found at the base of a range of mountains. The soil was scarce in
many places, long since eroded after many years of sheep cropping
the grass short. When a drought finally hit the area, the short
grass burned off and left a good share of the land barren for just
as many years. If not for its overhaul location, the land would
have certainly become a desert. The climate was kind, and given the
annual rain fall, despite the occasional periods of drought, the
land was coming back to life once again now that it didn’t have to
fight the sheep for survival. Now, it was all mine an unexpected
gift from a man I barely knew. My Grandfather Wallace Bennington
was not an easy man to get along with, and my father was just as
stubborn when it came to taking the first step to mend the decades
of feuding between them.

Dad and Mother died Four years ago
in a car crash, and my Grandfather was appointed my guardian until
I reached my 18th
birthday. I met the old man only once at the
probate court when he was appointed my guardian. For Four years
after that I continued my private schooling until graduation and
when I turned 18 I became a drifter crossing the U.S. continent,
spending the money my parents left me in a wild and careless way.
It wasn’t a lot of money, but I managed to squeeze a living out of
it trying to forget that as soon as I had broken one of my dad’s
many rules of social behavior, Dad had me sent off to private
school; or should I be honest and say military school for the
juvenile delinquent. Even now I can’t remember what rule it was I
broke. Dad had so many social behavior rules that it was impossible
not to break a rule. Mother was weak, with the constitution of a
wet noodle, and never once in her life spoke out of turn, even when
at age 12, I screamed and cried to let me stay home as I was carted
off to military school by a team of academy thugs from the Gateway
School for boys.

After they died, Grandfather was just as
unfamiliar and stubborn as my Father was and made it clear that I
was to stay at Gateway until I graduated. After that I was on my
own as I would come into my own money, what was left after Gateway
took its final bill for its room and board. I stuffed my pocket
with traveler checks and loose change and headed for nowhere fast.
The first thing to go was my Gateway uniform, and I let my hair
grow long and unkept. In the two years since I left Gateway I have
been a dishwasher, car washer, ditch digger, and beggar. Living at
shelters and getting my meals at the many God’s kitchens throughout
the United States. Sometimes I would have a car, some Junker that
would get me from one place to the next. Then I would give it away
to someone more needy then me, and I would find myself poking a
thumb upward and outward to hitch across the next state. I always
kept an active email account, and horde my one treasure, a laptop
and a Wi Fi wand so I could always use Wi Fi, at the next beanery
in that long line of next stops ahead on my road.

I was shocked one day over a hot chocolate
while in Dallas, to discover I had an email from my Grandfather’s
Attorney. I had occasionally requested funds from my ever-shrinking
trust and let him know I was still alive and kicking and I still
needed money from the trust left me from my parents. Grandfather
had died in his sleep, and I inherited a large chunk of land my
Grandfather had inherited from his father. Everything else went to
charity, as if the land weren’t wanted or worthless. The attorney
flew out to Dallas, had me sign papers, and handed over the deed to
the property. He made it clear that his services were no longer
retained or paid for by my Grandfathers estate and handed over the
bulk of my trust in a certified check That was the last I saw of
him. I deposited the check in a local bank I was currently doing
business at, got me a debit card and bought me a Jeep Ranger and
headed north to the good old state of Colorado. The Deed and
abstract that came with it was clear to follow and led me to the
2000 acres just north of Crawford. I stopped at the nearest land
office to verify ownership and contacted a realtor. I told the
realtor I would be interested in selling the land, or possibly
giving the land to a local land conversation trust. He suggested
before I decide, I should visit the land and go over it, take some
pictures and give a detail of the lands assets, both natural and
wildlife so he could value the property. Well three nights later, I
found myself resting after a long day of walking the land taking
pictures and taking notes of what I thought would interest any
buyer or conversation trust. Overhaul as I have said, the land is
mostly scrub, gravel, hills and gully’s. The wildlife is present, a
few creeks and streams winding through the land supporting the
wildlife. I found no sign of any deer, or larger animal then the
wild goats that roamed the gully’s. Of course, that doesn’t mean
there isn’t any deer or larger animals, I just didn’t see any
except goats, jackrabbits, and fowl such as grouse and
pheasants.

I was resting on my sleeping bag, tending to
a small fire cooking a hot dog, and warming up my coffee from that
morning. My camp was just at the base of a hill larger than most
that where around me. So far my climbs up and down these hills and
valleys were limited to a few minutes of huffing and puffing until
I reached the top, only to see more gully’s and hills before me. I
parked my jeep at the base of this hill and decided I would conquer
it tomorrow morning when I was rested. I didn’t expect to see
anything different then what I have already seen. I wasn’t eager to
go find another disappointing view. The night was clear, and the
night sky was blessed with no moon and the stars took advantage of
it. I laid on my back following a sudden burst of shooting stars
across the sky. When one of those stars made a sudden sharp turn
and headed back toward the way it had come. Then it stopped again,
and before my eyes I swear, it started crossing the skyline heading
straight for me. Gradually, it grew in size until I began to
realize it was an aircraft, maybe a helicopter since it certainly
wasn’t a plane stopping and making sharp turns in the atmosphere.
As it got closer, I noticed it was getting rather wobbly and
unsteady in the air. I was uncertain about its ability to stay a
flight and sure enough it began zig zagging across the night sky.
The light that illuminated it was blinking off and on, making it
hard for me to see any details about the shape and size of the
craft. It disappeared over the horizon behind a series of hills
directly in front of my vision. I expected to hear a crash and see
a ball of fire crown the hilltops. Instead, it re-appeared over the
hills and began a low altitude flight barely skimming the hilltops.
By now I was standing trying to track its erratic flight toward me.
It kept blinking off and on like a yellow warning light. One moment
it was lit the next it was dark. It was during one of these dark
times when I lost the craft and then it was on top of me, blinking
on yellow again, it barely hit the top of the hill I was camped at
the base of. I turned around to see it vanish over the hill, and
then a loud percussion was heard and felt through the ground.
Knocking me down of my feet. I barely managed to avoid the
campfire. I was up on my feet in moments, watching a cloud of dirt
and dust crown the hilltop.

I grabbed my Coleman lantern, lit the wick,
and started up the hill in a run. By the time I reached the crown
of the next hill I was out of breath. A hot blast of air buffeted
me as I stood there staring down into the gully at the bottom of
the hill where a very strange craft was embedded in the hillside
opposite the hill I stood on. The heat was to raw for me to start
climbing down the hill into the gully. I sat on the hilltop
catching my breath and waiting for the heat to abate. Hour by hour
I moved closer to the gully as the heat cooled around me. Six hours
later, I stood within a few yards of the crash site. The heat
around the crater the craft made at impact was intense, causing my
eyes to water and blur. It was still hard to get any definition of
the shape and size of the craft. I figured it out it was not a
helicopter, nor was it a small Cessna or other smaller aircraft. It
was another hour before the haze cleared around the crash site, and
there and behold was a genuine flying saucer. I fell to my knee’s
astonished at the sight of a real to honest God, flyer saucer. It
was round like a dinner plate, one plate inverted over the other.
Half of it was embedded in the hill, where rock and soil was still
sliding down on top of it. I don’t know how long I sat on my knees
staring at the flying saucer. It could have been a minute, or an
hour. I just sat there, frozen to the ground as the details of the
spacecraft became clearer and clearer. It no longer blinked yellow
off and on. Instead, a reddish glow was emitting from underneath
the craft that wasn’t buried in the hillside. The heat that
initially kept me at bay was vanishing fast. I don’t know what drew
me closer to the craft, but I found myself standing again and
slowing taking one step at a time toward the craft. At first it was
easy to step one foot ahead of the other, then suddenly it was a
labor to lift one foot and put it down and lift the other.

My breathing was labored, and a cold sweat was
pouring off my temples. I was shivering with,

cold and the next moment with hot flashes. My eyes
where blurring up again, and my head was,

throbbing as if squeezed in a vice. I lost my
footing and found myself on my knees, this time my

stomach was boiling and threatening to up heave my
evening meal. I reach out to touch the

spacecraft fell forward and passed out. The last
thoughts I had was “You fool, your

dying, from radiation poisoning. I find a flyer
saucer and I’m dying from radiation poisoning.”

I awoke to find myself laying on a raised
platform, a table that I was strapped to and soon discovered
several tubes and wires attached to my body. I could barely move my
head around to see the room I was in. My first thought was that I
was in a hospital, I was alive, well for now I was alive. Was this
only a last-ditch effort to save my life, only to die later a
painful death like in the many sci-fi novels I always read. I
always carried a paperback with me on the road, often the only
contact I had with anyone on those long hikes across the nation. I
passed my lonely nights reading the paperback by firelight, or in
the shelter I was currently staying at. Panic was rising in me as I
continued to think the worse of my situation. Then it dawned on me
that I wasn’t in any pain, in fact I was feeling great, like I had
a good night’s rest and ready to climb another mountain. Well maybe
a small hill. Hey, I never said I was that adventurous. Maybe that
was my problem, I always seem to set my goals a bit mediocre,
satisfied with just reaching the next town for my next meal.

You can realize my amazement to discover
that I was feeling quite well instead of dying from radiation
poison. As I understood such things, even Sci-fi writers stuck as
close as possible to the facts to give their stories some
believability. Therefore, I shouldn’t be feeling this great unless
I was free of the radiation poison. I took a long look at the tubes
and wires I was attached to and noticed that they were not typical
to any modern medical devices or treatment equipment. Of course, as
my mind continued to race toward some logical solution, I figured
that maybe I was in some special treatment center for those exposed
to extreme radiation poisoning. Was it possible that my body has
been purged of the radiation, my blood cleaned, and all harmful
radiation removed? Had I been unconscious for several days, maybe
weeks in a coma as I healed? I had plenty of questions, but no-one
around to ask or answer them. The restraining straps were to
binding to allow me much motion except to be able to turn my head
right and left.

The left wall was blank, very sterile and
bland. On the right, what appeared to be a seam in the wall, maybe
a door hermetically sealed, revealed very little. I tried to lift
my head up but could barely see over the top of my feet. I could
see the tubes running out of both of my arms at the hand, IV’s of
some sort. I could feel wires attached to my chest, and if I tried
hard enough I could tuck my chin in and see them attached all over
my upper body. A small cloth covered my nether regions, while the
rest of my body was naked. I did realize that not a single hair on
my body remained. I suspected that I was also bald. It would fit
radiation poisoning. Despite my hairless condition and naked body,
I was comfortable, no cold drafts, or breezes gently caressing my
body. The room was neither cold nor to warm. The light in the room
wasn’t just one source, but the wall’s themselves glowed a gentle
blue-white light, not to harsh or to dim. Where ever I was, it was
certainly not your normal hospital room. But why the restrains I
asked myself, and realized I spoke this comment out loud?

“They are there to keep you very still and
prevent you from thrashing out during your treatment.” A small
voice spoke up, a voice that had no direction to it, and felt like
it was coming from inside my own head.

“Yes, I am speaking to you mentally, I
believe you call it telepathic speaking. I am in another room
monitoring your progress and waiting for your decontamination to be
complete. Which is only a few more minutes of your time. When it is
safe for you, we will meet face to face, and I will answer your
questions. You are a lucky Earth person, if not a bit foolish to
approach a breached star drive without protection. If I had not
brought you inside, you would have perished before any other help
could have gotten to you.” The soft voice spoke to me. Then a bell
tinkled off to the right of me, and the seam in the wall split to
reveal another door behind the wall. One by one the restrains
released while at the same time the wires attached to my chest
retracted, and the tubes in my hands pulled free leaving a small
stinging sensation not unlike an IV needle being pulled out. I
raised each of my arms to look at my hands, but there was no
evidence of a needle ever having been inserted. Nor was there any
evidence that wires had been attached to my chest. No adhesive film
or paste to show were the electrodes had been attached. I tried to
sit up but become woozy and laid back down.

“You must rest awhile longer, before you
should get up. It would be best for you. I will bring you something
to drink in a moment. It will restore your electrolytes and bring a
balance to your body humors. You have been restrained for several
turns of your Earth, days I believe you call them.” The voice was
speaking rather funny, and I didn’t catch on at first. I just laid
there trying to relax and absorb the events that were happening to
me. When I found my nerve I spoke up, hoping this bodyless voice
was still listening.
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