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Hi, everyone! It’s me again, Addie.

Well, it’s time to get you caught up on what’s been going on with us at Creekside Meadows. Let me tell you, we had quite the adventure recently. Not only did we get attacked again by Supreme Commander Botta’s soldiers from underground, but we also met a tribe of really good people who call themselves Nananji. Plus, we planted a new wildflower farm! 

But, as usual, I’m getting ahead of myself. Sorry about that! Let’s go back and start at the beginning.

First off, I guess that Supreme Commander Botta (who I’ve mentioned before, like, a lot!) was really mad that the boys and girls from the orphanages in Pierpoint escaped and came up here onto the surface to live a better life. Ha, ha! Too bad for him! The living conditions for those kids in those supposed “Homes” were awful. I should know. I lived in one in Metro Metropolis for ten years, so more power to them for escaping. And, by the way, Botta is a jerk to get mad at them for wanting to get out. A BIG JERK as far as I’m concerned! 

Anyway, when I started writing this, I was more or less speculating on how the BIG JERK felt, but when I ran it by Rex and Orly, they patted me on the back and said, “You are probably right. He definitely would have been super ticked off.” And they should know since they were former soldiers under Botta’s command before they’d had it up to here with him and escaped themselves. (Message to Supreme Commander Botta: NO ONE LIKES YOU!)

So, while Botta was in his underground city, stomping around, freaking out and planning revenge, life was going on just fine up here on Earth’s surface. Especially for our work director, Lulomen. She was doing something even more productive than normal. She decided that since there were so many of us kids at Creekside Meadows, we should use all of our manpower, I mean kid power (ha, ha!), and all of our energy (of which we have a lot of!), and plant a new wildflower field like our main one at Creekside Meadows. “It’s good to stay busy,” she’s often told us. And this was one of those times.

So, we did!

Our new work team was made up of Lulomen, Rani, Orly, and us former Gallantiers, Alex, Len, Cal, Sammy, Kyla, Fae, Abagail, Ruthanne, and me. We got the idea to call ourselves The Surveyors because that’s what we did when we got to the new location. We all journeyed for two days to a place Rani found near the foothills of the Sage Mountains. We called it Stoney Creek because the creek that ran through it from out of the mountains had a lot of stones in it.

We worked for a couple of weeks surveying and laying out the field, hoeing it, and planting wildflower seeds. All was going well until we saw a huge cloud of dust rising in the air a couple of miles to the west of us. Rani went to investigate. He flew! It was so cool! And that’s how he met the Nananji.

The Nananji are so amazing. They are human-looking, like us, and are very peaceful. They have lived in the mountains forever! It turned out they had been watching a cave for suspicious activity. They had also made themselves ready, just in case something weird happened. So, they were ready when some soldiers started coming through it with guns. When that happened, some of the strongest Nananji staged a landslide. Yeah. For real. That’s what the dust was all about.

Rani talked to their leader, Torlander, and together they determined that someone from one of the underground cities must have discovered a long-lost tunnel leading from Pierpoint into the Sage Mountains. They figured it had been used for mining or something. Rani and Torlander are smart. They figured that it must have been Botta soldiers, and that they were going to use the tunnel to bring men into the mountains to attack us. Revenge, remember? Retribution, too. Who knows how many soldiers were involved, but fortunately, they never got the chance to even get started.

Since the Nananji were smart, they planned a way to set off the landslide in case anyone came out of the tunnel to cause trouble. Everyone is glad they did because when they saw men coming out with guns and looking for someone to shoot, the Nananji reacted immediately. They set off the landslide, and it was “Awesomely huge,” as one of our new Nananji friends, Quirt, said. For his part, Torlander doesn’t think the attackers will ever be able to clear the entrance.

“We are safe, for now,” is what he tells everyone.

It sure looks that way.

We all like the Nananji a lot. Dani and Quirt are close to our ages, and we all get along really well. Salone and Ancad are hunters for the tribe and are a little older, and they’re good guys, too. Since we first met them, of the hundred or so Nananji in their tribe, those four are the ones we see most often, especially Dani and Quirt.

Soon after we met them, Lulomen thought it’d be a good idea to take Dani, Quirt, Salone, and Ancad to Creekside Meadows to show them where we live, so we did. It was really fun. Lulomen and Rani think a friendship with the Nananji is a great idea. Tolander thinks being friends with us is a good idea, too. Rani and Torlander even made what they called an alliance together to seal the deal.

Which we all think is very cool

So, life here at Creekside Meadows goes on. We are working both here and at the Stoney Creek farm. We see the Nananji often. For us kids, having friends like Dani and Quirt is super cool because they are fun to be around. They are even teaching us about living in the mountains, which we all think is amazing. They like being with us, too, because there aren’t any kids their age in their tribe, so they appreciate having new friends like us. A lot of new friends!

However, I can tell that adults like Lulomen and Rani and Orly and Rex, and Torlander are worried about Botta and his immense desire for revenge and retribution. Who knows what he’s going to do? But everyone thinks something’s going to happen. Eventually. I’ll keep you posted.

Okay, that’s it for now for the Creekside Chronicles from Creekside Meadows. Take care, and I’ll see you later. Until then, bye-bye for now.
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Winslow Pinchet sometimes wondered what he’d gotten himself into. Sure, he was now what he considered second in command and Supreme Commander Reginald Botta’s right-hand man, but really, was it all worth it?

This latest escapade of the Supreme Commander’s was a good example. After the last fiasco with the tunnel and the landslide, and Pinchet and Elsworth Singleton, captain of the Pierpoint soldiers, almost getting killed, he thought Botta would back off. Take a break from his obsession with the tracliodytes and the defectives (boys and girls), and his revenge against Rex Zenoline and Orly Romane, but no. In a word, a big NO. 

Give me a break, Pinchet often thought to himself. Followed by that pesky requiring thought: Was it all really worth it? Hell's bells. He and Singleton had almost been killed by the landslide. A landslide of all things! And here he was, a career military man. Wouldn’t that have been an inglorious legacy? Buried under a pile of rocks. Die in battle? Yes! Firing his gun at the enemy? Yes! That’d be the way to go. The perfect way. But covered up by a bunch of rocks like a tiny bug in the dirt? No. Not on his watch. That’d not be the way a military man like himself was supposed to go out. No way. So, to that end, something had to be done. And that’s what he and Singleton had tried to do.

Pinchet remembered it very well.

He and Singleton, both of them still healing from the injuries sustained by rocks from the landslide, had been called to Metro Metropolis and Botta’s headquarters and stuck in a room, and told by the Supreme Commander to come up with a plan. 

“Make it a good one,” Botta had said. He’d then lit a cigar, blown a plume of smoke at them, and threatened: “And be advised that you aren’t coming out until you come up with something good.” He’d grinned and puffed on his cigar some more. “I’m counting on you.” Then he’d slammed the door and walked down the hall. They could hear him laughing all the way to the elevator that would take him from the basement, where they were, to the penthouse apartment on the 10th floor that Botta shared with Bertha Waincoge, his personal assistant and longtime confidant. 

After Botta’s laughter faded away, Pinchet looked at Singleton. Singleton had looked at Pinchet.

Singleton spoke first. “Any ideas?”

Pinchet snarled. “No! I didn’t have any ideas when you first asked me on our way here this morning from Pierpoint, and then when you asked me half an hour ago before Botta came in, and, now that he’s left, I still don’t have any ideas.” In spite of being angry, Pinchet tried to strike a conciliatory tone. “Do you?” he asked, moderating his voice. They had to work together to come up with a plan. He wanted out of the room as much as Singleton.

Singleton looked at Pinchet. “No!” he snapped in a uncharacteristic show of emotion. Singleton was mad, too. But, unlike Pinchet, who was mad in general at everyone and everything, Elsworth Singleton was mad at himself. He wanted desperately to come up with a course of action the Supreme Commander would like. The fact of the matter was that he admired the Supreme Commander and didn’t want to do anything to make him angry. This inability to come up with a plan wasn’t helping.

So, the brutal truth was that neither of the two men had any idea what to do. In fact, if they had a choice, they both just wanted to forget about any kind of retribution against the tracliodytes, the defective kids, and Zenoline and Romane and get back to living life underground. 

Pinchet’s primary responsibility was overseeing the training of the troops who were under the command of the five captains (like Singleton) in the five cities (like Singleton was in Pierpoint). For his part, Singleton just wanted to get back to Pierpoint. It was his home. Sure, he was a 100% military man, but he also had a life away from the military. Not much of one, mind you, but at least it was something – he lived by himself and liked to go to the library and read about military history.

Clearly, both Winslow Pinchet and Elsworth Singleton had better things to do, but as far as Botta was concerned, that was too bad. They both reported to the Supreme Commander, and they had both been given a task to do, come up with a revenge plan (as they called it), so that’s what they had to do. To that end, they were locked in the room (which was getting smaller and stuffier by the hour) until they came up with something.

Much later that night (or early the next morning, they’d been at it so long it was hard to tell), after hours of pondering and mulling over ideas, they’d finally come up with an idea. Sure, both of them were a little giddy from their wounds from the landslide, lack of sleep, and no food or water, but still, they had come up with something.

It actually was Singleton’s idea. Pinchet had been dozing.

“Hey!” Singleton yelped suddenly. “I’ve got an idea!”

Singleton’s outburst startled Pinchet awake. He blinked the sleep from his eyes and rubbed his hands across his face, feeling rare hair stubble on his normally clean-shaven skin. Completely unacceptable! He couldn’t wait to get home to his apartment and shave. But then he chastised himself. What was he thinking? It was time to focus. Singleton had an idea. Finally! Momentarily, Pinchet saw a flash of red. He was angry because Singleton had come up with an idea before him, but that thought immediately passed. Hell, any idea was better than what they had come up with so far. Which, frankly, had been nothing. 

Pinchet got to his feet and shook his entire body like a dog shaking water off its fur. In a few moments, he finally came fully awake. Good. He sat back down. “Okay, Singleton, that’s good news,” he said. “What have you got?”

Singleton took a deep breath and let it out. “Okay,” he said. “It’s kind of different.” He put up a hand, anticipating Pinchet immediately shooting the idea down. “Just hear me out, okay?”

Pinchet made a motion with his hand. “Fine, fine, fine! Hurry up, man! What’ve you got?” Colonel Winslow Pinchet had no time for anyone not 100% completely on the ball.

Singleton, however, knew that about the colonel. Over the past few months, they had spent much time together, starting with Pinchet branding the word BOTTA on Singleton’s forehead as punishment for allowing a group of defective boys and girls to escape from their respective orphanages in Pierpoint. In fact, Singleton had chosen the punishment, the branding, which impressed the sadistic Pinchet to no end. It was the beginning of as close a relationship to a friendship that Winslow Pinchet had ever had. 

Singleton was less enamored of Pinchet and his violent, sadistic ways, but he did appreciate the colonel’s military prowess. So, the two had begun forming an unlikely, but nevertheless somewhat friendly friendship.

With Pinchet sitting back down and eager to hear what Singleton had to say, the captain said it. 

“I was thinking of proposing to the Supreme Commander that we develop an army of androids.”

“Androids?”

“Yes, androids. We can have them programmed to follow orders. They’ll be way easier to manipulate than real-life soldiers, if you get my meaning.” 

“Meaning they won’t argue with my commands,” Pinchet said.

“Or mine,” Singleton added.

Pinchet frowned. “The thing is, and I’m just playing devil’s advocate here, we already have a standing human army. The point of having an android army would be...?”

Singleton wiped the beginning of a bead of sweat running down his brow between the two ‘t’s’ in BOTTA. He pushed on. He felt his idea was a good one and had merit. “The point would be that the androids would be impervious to injury by the tracliodytes.” He paused. “Or the humans.” He added, “Heck, they might even have survived the landslide.”

Pinchet grimaced. The landslide was still a bad memory. “Don’t remind me.”

“Sorry,” Singleton said. He paused a moment and then continued. “The other point is that if we convince Botta, he’ll take it as his idea and run with it.” Singleton cracked a smile. “Which would be good for us.”

Pinchet had been listening carefully. His mind was going a mile a minute. An android army. Hm. Not a bad idea. They’d be easy to train, and, more to the point, would give Botta something to do.

“I like your thinking, Singleton,” Pinchet said. “Especially, the point that if Botta runs with it, he’ll want to oversee their development. He could spend hours and hours on the project. Even days and days.”

“That’s right,” Singleton said. He wiped his brow. “I’m glad you agree.”

Pinchet said, almost as if thinking to himself, “He could keep busy with them for a long time.” The implication was clear. The more time Botta spent with the androids, the less time he’d be interacting with Pinchet and Singleton. 

Singleton nodded. “That’s right.”

Pinchet clapped his hands together as if sealing the deal. “Yes. It’s a good plan.” He cracked a rare smile and made an even rarer joke. “I wish I’d come up with it.”

Singleton, “Well, the point is, if Botta likes it, it will get him off our backs.”

“Exactly,” Pinchet said. “I couldn’t have said it better myself.”

Singleton nodded. Good. Pinchet wasn’t mad at him. That could get ugly. Fortunately, they were on the same page. In fact, Singleton felt a rare closeness, a kind of bond with the man who had branded BOTTA on his forehead. Which, in a way, was kind of troubling. The fact of the matter was that Winslow Pinchet was a deranged human being with absolutely no redeemable human qualities. But they were in this together. It was best to forge ahead as a team of two.

The room went silent, both men thinking. Suddenly, Singleton’s stomach rumbled. Moments later, so did Pinchet’s. Both men looked at each other and tried not to laugh. Pinchet spoke up. “Let’s give Botta a call.”

So, they did. Both of them were thinking that if Botta liked the plan of the android army, it’d take years to develop. Years where he’d be so preoccupied that he’d leave the two of them alone. 

Which was a good idea. In fact, it was a grand idea.

In theory. 

Unfortunately, things didn’t exactly go according to plan when they proposed the idea a few hours later. After Botta heard them out, two things happened: The first was one they’d hoped for, and the second was one they hadn’t exactly counted on. 

First of all, Botta loved the idea. Which was what they had been hoping for.

“Great idea!” he said when they told him what they’d come up with. “It’s excellent!”

“Thank you, sir,” they’d both said. Even Pinchet, who never called the Supreme Commander ‘sir,’ said “sir.”

Second, Botta liked the plan so much that he wanted the android army assembled as soon as possible.

“I want revenge, now!” he told them. “NOW  ! NOW! NOW! I’m sick of being made a fool of.” He looked at both men, nodding to himself as the idea took shape. “I’ll push the engineering department,” he said. “You men thought it might take a year, maybe two, but that’s unacceptable. I want that army NOW!” He slammed his fist on the table. “NOW!”

Singleton spoke up, “But, sir...”

Botta raised his eyebrows and gave Singleton a look. Of all the five captains, Elsworth Singleton was the one the Supreme Commander respected the most. In fact, Singleton was the only captain, Botta sort of liked. 

Botta held up a hand. “I know, I know,” he said. “Assembling the android army right now on such short notice is unachievable.”

“Thank you for saying that sir,” Singleton said. “It is.”

“But a month seems reasonable.” Botta stared into the distance, thinking. “Yes,” he said. “A month seems very doable. Very achievable.” He lit a cigar and started puffing. Smoke billowed into the room. As if talking to himself, Botta continued, “A month it is.” He pointed a finger at both Pinchet and Singleton. “You men are in charge, and I’ll oversee it all.” He blew a series of smoke rings at the ceiling. “We’ll attack in five weeks,” he said. “Come hell or high water, we’ll get those androids made and go after those damn tracliodytes and defective kids and those deserters, Zenoline and Romane.” Botta puffed furiously. “I’ll call the army Botta’s Bots,” he said, confusing androids with robots, but who was going to correct him? Not Winslow Pinchet. Nor Elsworth Singleton.

Later on, not even Bertha Waincoge was going to point it out. In fact, she liked the plan. And she liked the name. “Botta’s Bots,” she said seductively when they talked about it later that night. “It’s got a nice right to it,” she told him. “I like it.” She’d rubbed his shoulder. “You’re the best.”

That had all been about a month ago. How time flew, Pinchet thought to himself. Now the invasion was imminent - within the next few days, a week at the most. Damn. Hell’s bells. Life shouldn’t be this complicated!

Pinchet couldn’t help it. He had a massive headache. He was having them all the time, ever since the Botta Bots project had begun. Botta decided early on to have him help in managing the project. So, there was that. Then, on a completely different matter, he was trying to monitor the Supreme Commander's addiction to giving broadcasts on the big screen. It was all too much. 

The last address had been the worst. Botta had told the population that an attack was imminent. “Yes, we will win!” he’d proclaimed. “Mark my words. Victory will be ours!” Then he proceeded to tell everyone listening about Botta’s Bots. What an idiot.

Now, he and Singleton had to deal with the fallout. The citizens knew of the invasion, and he bet somehow the enemy on Earth’s surface knew, too. What a complete fiasco! And the major problem he and Singleton faced was this: They had no idea what they were going to do about it. None at all.
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The space pod bounced once, twice, and then a third time before finally coming to rest. From inside, a voice yelled, “Geez, Jagen, watch it!”

A different voice, apparently Jagen’s, responded testily, “Watch it yourself, Ank! This thing is hard to control!”

“Whatever!” Ank sputtered. “We’ve been in this thing for what, six months? I can’t stand it anymore! I’ve got to get out of here. I’m going crazy!” He started pounding on the side of the steel module. BAM! BAM! BAM!

Jagen cried out. “Ank! What are you doing?”

“Trying to get this stupid thing open!”

BAM! BAM!

“Hold it,” Jagen said. “I’ve got an idea.” His tone of voice was mildly sarcastic as he reached across Ank’s chest and flipped a switch. There was a rush of air and a popping sound. Then all was quiet. “There. That should do it.”

“What’d you do?” Ank asked, his voice full of amazement.

Jagen shook his head. His traveling companion could be a little dense sometimes. Well, A LOT dense when you get right down to it. “I did what we were supposed to do, Ank,” he said, derisively. “What we were trained to do.” He pointed. “I flipped the switch that says For Exit Only, just like we were taught.

“Oh,” Ank said, sounding and looking chagrined. “Oh, yeah, I forgot.”

“Well, I didn’t,” Jagen said, shaking his head again, something he was getting used to as well as tired of. Ank was not only his traveling companion but also his friend. However, sometimes...

With the switch flipped and the space pod depressurized, it was safe to exit, so they did. Jagen lifted the lid, and the two explorers from the planet Rykos stepped out of the metal container onto the firm ground of Earth and looked around.

Oh, my goodness, was the thought that immediately struck them both. 

“WOW!” Ank spoke first. “So, this is Earth.” There was a sense of awe in his hushed voice.

Jagen nodded. His eyes were wide with wonder. “Yeah,” he said, nearly whispering in reverence. “It is.” He looked around some more. “Earth,” he said. “Man, this is incredible.”

“No kidding,” Ank agreed. “It’s definitely not like where we came from.”

They were standing on a lush plain full of bright orange, red, and yellow flowers. Within a short walk from them, a stream babbled serenely as it wound its way from snow-capped mountains in the distance. There were more meadows and more flowers on the plain that stretched toward the mountains. Nearby birds were singing from a grove of tall trees.
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