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chapter 1 quotes

This is a collection of quotes and stories from the days I posted a story a day, online in the rogue-bone BBS’ing. (40 years ago. Donovan’s shorts. Or maybe that was the zine. ’80s.) A couple deserve prizes.

RE: Canada, where I live. Ever seen a rainbow? Now try sunshine and crystal-snow. We have rainbows, sun-dogs, snow-bows, hail-bows and glittering blue ice-bows here. Onna stick.

Hidden, encrypted, lost and leaked info, too. Enough screwups and you can’t win, play or quit the game. Fink-world autodestruct, where nothing going down means nothing gets fixed. That’s life.

There is an over-use of negative knowledge here… Paternalistic and smothering. Big Momma S’mothering, in fact. Twisted Sister reporting. (Warning! Never breed a media whore.) BB enforcers, bugging you. Little Brother Mafia for the dirty work.

Noble justice is what the strong cram down your throat; usually whist man-hunting Robin Hood. That IS their job, after all. They thrive till there’s nothing left to steal.
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chapter 2 first contact

“But boss, how were we to know aliens did that?”

My assistant’s wailing didn’t stop the stats my box was snapping out; her noise didn’t do anything but distract me from Vancouver’s latest disaster. The numbers told the whole grisly story and it was horrid beyond my worst nightmare, even the one about walking Granville mall naked. Worse yet, unless I thought of something real quick, it was gonna be ALL my fault.

“It’s not our fault.” Assistant kept snivelling. I ignored her and called my boss. Time to tell him that this was his problem.

That’s the way the papers would play it, anyway. Blame the messenger, shoot the innocent, bury the problem, pay the rich off.

My boss would make sure of that; sometimes it even works. Old family names have a way of being teflon when it came to trouble and crazy-glue when bonus-time came around, that being a popular survival trait these long grey days of the late twenty-first century. Conventional custom would make sure I was the sacrificial lamb-goat here, especially since I wasn’t married into one of the more important clans and no one would complain much if I got wolfed down alive by the media.

Extraordinary times used to produce the extraordinary people; these days all they produced was the extraordinarily connected. I already knew that. My job came around after forced a favorite son thru a couple math courses at university. Two tutoring the tooter toot-sweet.

Snivelling about current social-existence wasn’t gonna help at all, mostly since that was most of the problem today. Numbers continued burning off my machine while I whimpered and moaned into the phone, wondering how to cover this up.

This looked like it was gonna be the worst Eco-disaster since rabbits and sparrows infested Australia, or the white-man rediscovered North America and let the horses loose on some innocent grasslands; and it was all my problem.

“We never shoulda landed on that blasted rock in the first place.” I groaned. “Those damn star-drives haven’t made anything but trouble for us!”

My assistant, having gotten her panic under control, was watching the projections roll off her machine with something very close to awe in her stare, one delicate hand on a dramatically heaving chest. Snorting a superior snort, that being my job, I shut my eyes and moaned again. Wide-eyed awe was an emotion Ling normally reserved for the very rich or exceptionally well-built; she did it extremely well. Whimpering, I buried my face in my hands. We needed brilliance right now, NOT beautiful supporting cuteness.

“Right.” Hiding my face in my hands didn’t help any, but closing my eyes to the sad facts leaping off the screen at least helped me think a little better. “We shouldn’t’ve done it. Right. Ling, go write something positive to say about this anyway. Find something. Make it up if you have to. I’ve got troubles to bury and have to figure out how, fast.”

My assistant took her orders well, nodding and starting to page thru the data for something nice to say about this current mess. I sighed to myself and got frantic about finding someone else to blame, err… Finding the real parties responsible for this disaster. A still-twitching body that we could foist off to the media when they started getting nosy.

Blaming someone else wasn’t gonna work very long, I already knew that. The aliens we’d discovered on that particular blasted rock way out in space had gotten welcomed with open arms by a very willing populace here on earth, and the discoverer was still a global hero, happily making a fortune by retelling his story of a mundane explorer’s stop-over that turned cosmic on the live-talkie circuit. With all that media support he was untouchable and that meant my department would get all the heat from this.

That was real bad news. Fixing things was gonna take up most of my time, we didn’t need heat too.

You see, earth’s first contact with aliens hadn’t been with explorers. It hadn’t been anything useful or dangerous like merchant smugglers, an invading army, colonizing settlers or even the extremely lost. We had discovered, then landed on a very noisy rock in the middle of nowhere and found what eventually turned out to be a religious colony; worst yet, a very special type of settlement.

Our found “religious community”, this collection of lost souls, was sitting in the far rear-end of the universe for a very good reason. They were the deviants from several races, the so bent-and-twisted they couldn’t function in their own societies anymore. In an enlightened but unfortunate move, the alien authorities had exiled them all to outer Nowhere rather than kill them, stuffing them deep in space to live out their lives somewhere they couldn’t possibly make any more trouble for anyone but themselves.

Or so they thought.

Got it? Our first contact with aliens was with a prison colony full of pervs. Fetish types with a mission. Extreme dirty-old-men, porno-freaks and the cranky types of several species and cultures we knew nothing about. Their neurotic, maladjusted and psychos. The interested, obsessed, compulsive and fixated. We got them all, all eighty-seven of them, about fifteen different species, races and quirks.

All religious types. Pervs onna mission.

Most of them, being smarter than they looked, had promptly disappeared once they got here on earth. Successful deviants were apparently also masters at hiding out; these idiots were some of the best deviants several races could produce. Old survival habits had taken over the second the foundlings got back to town and most had disappeared into the first willing urbanization they could find before the troubles started again.

Well, disappeared into welcoming urbanization, anyway. I had my doubts about our downtown being really being civilized at night, but that’s another story. Not everyone welcomed them, and that’s another story too.

So we had, naturally enough, brought them down via Vancouver’s mountain-side orbit-gun, then turned them all loose on earth’s entertainment centers with their various cultural messages, partly as a gesture of enlightened good-fellowship. They were, for a while, very entertaining.

Today the fetid gloop had hit the AC.

My boss surprised me. He didn’t condemn me to slow death by media-investigation when he found out just what had gone wrong, or order me to suicide for the good of the frantically working on it. Things were about to get worse before they got any better to him, so I got to stay.

The upshot was, this little snafu was officially my problem, in toto. On a budget, of course. That suited me fine. I was already frustrated with dealing with spacey loons and starting to get a little draconian about things, in an underhanded way. Actively enjoying the process, too. Boss just showed an air of polite bewilderment when I updated him on the current mess.

“So that why the little green guy got such a charge out of shaking hands.”

“Yeah. He was getting a charge out of shaking hands.” I shook my head sadly and shoved a finger in one ear, digging for an itch I couldn’t get at in miserable frustration. “The rotten little maggot has gone to seed, right? Gone metastatic now, sorta. Being at least part vegetable, when he germinated that seeded the whole damn reservoir with his clones when he died. His children.”

“Or something very much like that.” Ling, my assistant muttered something darkly to herself, something about molding society from slime. One of her better ones but I didn’t listen and continued explaining. “Technically, he’s dead and we’re now stuck with several billion of his virus-sized descendants, none much bigger than a cell or two at present.”

“We can filter them out of water supply. It’s expensive, but we can try it. Most of the rest of the aliens are harmless, boss.”
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