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The small Grey aliens marched through the dark forest like evil, malformed children. They moved steadily, relentlessly, towards the dome house of Franz Fuller; a giant egg waiting to be crushed. Bright white lights from their ship cut the night and lit the way as they stepped over roots and fallen branches on spider-like legs, their big eyes drinking in the darkness. They kept disappearing from view, then reemerging out of thick banks of fog that rose into the cool air. 

All insects and animals in the area had fallen silent and still. Above, the moonlit sky was streaked with blazing, smoking meteors. It looked like the end of the world. For many it was.

Mary Verdat, frozen with fear on the porch of Franz's dome, blinded by the Grey’s lights, unsure of where to run, squeezed her daughter Jennie’s hand. 

“Oh, no, no, no...not again,” Mary chanted through her tears. 

“Mom?” Jennie whispered. But Mary didn’t answer, just stared into the forest and the figures in the lights.

The front screen door of the dome teetered open, squeaking on its hinges. But there was no one there, it was only the wind. 

For now.

Memories of her previous encounter with the Greys flooded back into Mary's mind, when they had invaded her dreams and also her waking life: they had stolen body parts from her and Jennie.

“It’s them, isn’t it?” Franz asked, coming to the porch. He put his hand over his mouth and peered into the forest. 

They’d all watched the ship land in the forest, a light in the darkness of night. There was hope it might have been a military ship with Leon Verdat aboard, come to rescue them, but that was not the case. The aliens had tracked them down instead, to enact a further retribution for Leon being involved in the war against them, as their first “warning” to Mary and Jennie had been ineffective. It had been preferred by the aliens to keep Leon’s family alive, as a stronger bargaining chip against him; that time was now passed.

“Yes...” Mary said, with a blank look on her face. “I can hear them in my mind.”

“I knew it!” Franz wailed. 

“Come back inside, Mommy! Please!” Jennie yelled, pulling Mary by the hand.

“Yeah, yeah...” Mary said. She was having trouble moving, her thoughts invaded by telepathic commands of the Greys: “Wait for us...Stay!” they told her.

Jennie pulled her Mother back inside the dome, where the power was still out.

“W-what are we gonna do?” Mary cried, coming to her senses and slamming the door. She fumbled for the lock, as if it would do any good.

“I'll show you what!” Janet said, appearing behind them in the gloom. She went for her purse and started digging inside it. “Dammit, where is it?”

“Mommy, come on!” Jennie tugged at Mary, urging her towards the loft, hoping to hide there.

“Just a minute!” Mary said, getting a look at what Janet was up to.

Franz came running with a high-powered flashlight and a shotgun.

“Can you kill them with that?” Mary asked.

“I don't know. Maybe. I hope so. I'm sure gonna try!” Franz said. He looked through the window at the shapes coming from the forest. “How many of them are there?” 

“I'm not sure. A lot. A dozen, at least,” Mary mumbled. 

Jennie tugged at her arm. “Mom, come on!” 

“Yeah, let's go.”

“Why did they come back, what do they want?”

“I don’t know, baby...”

“Where’s Daddy?” Jennie asked, then broke down in heaving sobs.

“I don’t know...I just don’t know. Oh, my God!” Mary started sobbing, too. 

Janet smiled. “Don’t worry. We’re ready for them!” She pulled an Orgonite rod out of her purse and held it in the light coming from the forest. It was like the wand she’d showed them before, but it had several more things stuck on it.

“Is that...” Mary tried to speak, but her voice failed her.

“One of my wands, yah! It'll take care of them!” Janet went to the door with the wand and looked out. Her face moved into an expression of fear, but she pushed the feeling away, trying to look strong.

“It will?” Mary asked.

“You bet!” Janet nodded, smiling too wide.

“You've tested it?”

Janet frowned. “I haven't...but I have it on good authority,” she confessed.

“Oh, great,” Mary said. 

“Mom!” Jennie’s tugs on her Mother’s arm grew more intense. 

Mary let Jennie pull her further into the dome. 

“Where are you going?” Franz asked her.

“Someplace to hide,” Mary said.

“Hide? We'd be better off trying to get to the cars and out of here. If we hurry we can still make it!” Franz said, standing at the door, watching the Greys approach. He could see them clearly through the window now, only 100 or so feet away. He started to unlock the door.

“No, don’t go out there!” Mary pleaded.

“We can make it!” Franz said. He opened the door, then turned his head away. “Ugh, I can smell them from here! The wind is coming this way. Hurry! Let's go!”

“No, we can't! They'll get us!” Mary sobbed.

“I'll stop them!” Janet said. She pushed past Franz and went through the open door to the porch. The white light made her a black silhouette.

“Janet, no!” screamed Mary.

“Relax, we’ll have them out of here in no time,” Janet called back. She raised the wand at the advancing Greys, pointing it right at them.

The aliens stopped in their tracks, like they were frozen. They flinched slightly, noticing the energy the wand was putting out. They looked around for the source.

“It’s...it’s working!” Mary gasped.

“Of course it is!” Janet boasted, waving the wand around in circles, straight at the Greys. “They feel it!” Janet grinned.

“Maybe, but not enough.” Franz swallowed hard. “Look!”

The Greys resumed moving towards the dome, closing the distance.

90 feet away.

“Come on, come on!” Janet said, shaking the wand.

“They're not stopping!” Franz said, looking over her shoulder. He had the shotgun aimed with one hand, flashlight in the other. The Greys were not yet within range. 

But almost. 

He held his finger on both triggers of the double-barreled gun, waiting, waiting...

85 feet.

The Greys kept steadily advancing.

“Janet...” Franz called out.

“I know! I'm working on it!” Janet waved the wand around more and concentrated with her eyes closed, trying to put her psychic energy into it and project it.

“Work harder! And fast! Or I'm going to have to try something else!” Franz knew he might not get a chance to reload; he had to let the Greys get as close as possible. He told himself to wait.

70 feet.

“Janet...”

Janet started humming a sound and moving the wand around in tighter circles, faster and faster.

60 feet.

“It’s no good. Get back!” Franz yelled.

“No, it’s going to work. It has to!”

“It’s not!”

50 feet.

“Janet, get back! I’m going to shoot!”

40 feet.

The Greys stepped forward. They were like black shadows, lit up from behind. 

35 feet.

Janet yelped and moved behind Franz. 

On the loft bed inside, Mary covered Jennie's ears. They both were peering down through the open door, gripped with fear.

Franz shoved the big flashlight at Janet. “Aim this at them!”

30 feet.

Janet took the light and held it up with rubbery arms, the strong beam illuminating the monsters coming for them. 

“Oh, God!” she whimpered. 

She shuffled backwards, feeling for the open door.

Franz looked into the Grey’s black eyes and saw a grim intelligence there.

25 feet. 

He knew he couldn't wait any longer, they would be upon them in seconds. 

He squeezed both triggers at once. 

BOOM! BOOM!

Janet jumped at the tremendous explosions.

Three of the Greys in front went down, pieces of their bodies and black blood flying into the air, as well as splinters from trees. Franz jolted at the violence of the shots, and at getting speckled with Grey blood.

The Greys behind the fallen ones stopped and looked at the carnage for a moment, as if they were studying it, gathering facts.

Then, all at once, as if being given a signal by remote control, the rest of the Greys looked up and kept walking, climbing over and around the mess.

“Keep shooting! They’re still coming!” Janet shrilled from the doorway behind Franz.

“I-I have to reload,” Franz answered. He yanked the used shells out of the gun, then searched in his pocket with a shaking hand for new shells. He backed up, watching the Greys.

“Why didn’t you get a machine gun?”

“Uh, I...I...” 

He managed to get two more shells in place, primed the gun, took aim. 

He pulled the triggers again. 

BOOM! BOOM!

A few more Greys fell down, shredded and dead. Franz was further covered in their blood.

Like before, the Greys who remained stepped over the bodies and kept coming.

Janet yelled, “They’re not stopping!” 

“There’s too many!” Franz said.

20 feet.

Again, Franz ejected the spent shells and grabbed for new ones. The new shells fell through his shaking fingers. “Son of a bitch!” 

“Why aren’t you shooting?” Janet screamed. 

“Get inside!” Franz stepped backwards, watching them. 

Janet ran inside and held onto the door, wanting to lock it, but waiting for Franz as long as she could. 

Franz put his back against the doorframe, still desperately trying to reload with his shaking hands. “Dammit! Dammit!” 

But it was no good. The Greys were almost upon them now. 

Janet pulled at him. “Come on!” she yelled, finally running into the dome.

Franz threw the gun at the Greys. It hit a couple of them but didn't do much damage. 

They stopped, about a half-dozen Greys, and looked down at the weapon for a moment. 

Then they resumed walking forward. 

5 feet.

Franz could really smell them now, that unmistakable rotting stink. 

“Oh, my God,” he grunted.

He got behind the door and slammed it, threw the lock into place.

The Greys reached the door and started scratching on it. 

He felt them trying to invade his thoughts. “Let us in!” they called to him, telepathically.

He screamed.

They blinked their large eyes and watched the human shouting behind the glass. They had the technology to walk through walls and doors if they wanted to, and if it was ordered of them, but something made them pause and just look. Their minds, however, were still active, continuing to send out telepathic messages.

Janet was crying and moving back, feeling like she was in slow motion, feeling the Greys trying to reach into her mind, too.

“What’s happening?” she yelled.

“I dunno...they just...stopped,” Franz said.

“What?”

“Yeah, look!”

“No thanks!” Janet moved deeper into the dome, well away from any windows or doors.

Franz noticed the wand on the floor, pointing towards the door, and kicked it. He grabbed a long-handled axe, thinking he might be able to chop the Greys up if they came in. He’d heard they might be biological robots, and it looked liked they’d just blown their circuits. 

The Greys didn’t move, just kept staring at him.

Franz figured if he was going to be killed he might as well make the best stand he could. If all else failed he wanted to know he had tried everything. 

He raised the axe high, ready to strike should they break through the door.

“Look, Mommy!” Jennie said. She was pointing at the sky, from one of the big windows in the dome. Many meteors were raining down and moving their way.

“A meteor?” called out Janet. 

Mary looked up from where she'd been hiding. There was something different moving below the meteors, going horizontal in the sky. She commented, “I don't think so...since when does a meteor have two tails?” 

“What?” Janet said.

“Is it more aliens?” Jennie asked.

“I don't know, honey,” Mary told her. “I hope not.”

The object moved towards them. It did indeed have two tails, of fire. And it would be upon them in moments.

“It's getting closer!” Franz yelled. “Think it's another one of the Grey's ships?”

“Not like any Grey ship I've ever heard about,” Janet admitted.

The object stopped and hovered in the air above the dome, but was still too high to see any details. 

“It's just sitting there. What the hell!” Franz said. He hunkered down near the window and craned his neck so he could look up.

Two pulsed green laser beams shot out from the object and connected with the Greys in front of the dome, blowing them to pieces. Bits of the Greys rained down over the dome, the windows, and the door, covering them with alien flesh and black blood. 

Janet screamed and moved away from the window.

“It...it shot them,” Franz blubbered as he stood there blinking, not believing what he was seeing.

“It got them all?” Janet asked, coming to the window.

“I think so, yeah,” Franz said, nodding.

“Mary! Come and see this!” Janet called.

Mary and Jennie cautiously crept to one of the windows and looked at the pile of carnage outside.

“My God,” Mary whispered.

“Are they all dead?” Jennie asked.

“It looks like it,” Mary said, watching a piece of gooey alien flesh sliding down the window. “But who did it, and why?”

“Who cares! They're our friends, for sure,” Franz said. He started opening the front door.

“Wait! Don't! There might be more Greys,” Mary said. “And how do we know that whoever is up there is friendly?” She pointed at the hovering object.

“Well, we're going to find out pretty soon, because here they come,” Janet said, watching as the object started to descend slowly in front of them.

Up above, Leon held fast to the robot he was riding on as it slowed its movement, cutting down the flames coming out of the pack on its back. He could see a silvery, metallic shape sitting on the forest floor; though it looked like a Grey saucer, he was having trouble believing it, thinking it was stress, and lack of sleep and food that was making him hallucinate.

“Robots, do you see that down there? Is it a Grey craft?” Leon asked.

“Yes, it is one of the Grey's ships, with several more Greys onboard, our scanners have determined. We detect no humans onboard,” the robot Leon was on answered.

“Ok,” Leon said, falling quiet.

“Do you want us to continue? They may detect us, but as you have just seen, our firepower is more than enough to destroy them, should more come out.”

Leon nodded. “Keep monitoring them, and the ship, should it lift off. Can you destroy their ship, if needed?”

“Affirmative.” 

“Good. Where is my family? Still in that dome?” Leon pointed at the largest one.

“That's correct, still in that structure below. Shall we keep descending to them?”

“Yes, yes, keep going! Are they in any danger from the Greys?”

“No. All of the Greys near the dome have been neutralized. Falling meteors are a concern in this area, however.”

“Alright. Keep scanning the ship and for meteors, and if...” 

“Excuse me, sir,” the robot broke in, “the Grey's ship has turned on its engine and is beginning to liftoff. It may soon be out of range. Shall we shoot it down?”

Leon thought it over but knew they had only moments to act. “Yes, but make sure the ship is as far away as possible, while still in range, before you shoot. If there's any danger to those below, don't shoot.”

“Affirmative,” the robot said and slowed even more. It hovered above the dome, with the other robot at its side, watching.

Once the Grey's ship had launched above the trees, the robot that was not carrying Leon began to fire laser blasts at it. But the blasts just bounced away from the saucer. 

Leon watched as it streaked out of sight and was lost in the stars and falling meteors in a couple of seconds. 

Wow...so fast...!

“The craft must have a shield, my lasers were hitting the mark, but were deflected,” the robot said.

“Yes, I saw that,” Leon answered.

“Sir, the craft is now out of range.”

“Alright, we tried. Take us down.” 

“Affirmative.”

The robots descended to a spot a short distance away from the main dome.

Leon felt his emotions welling up.

I'm going to see my family again! Finally! It seems like a dream...a long, long dream...or a nightmare that I never thought would end. I wasn’t sure I was going to make it back to them this time...but I did! Thank you, God! Thank you!

As the ground came up Leon could clearly make out Mary and Jennie, along with two others, standing outside the dome. They looked shocked. He didn't blame them, after what they had just seen with the saucer, and him, and the robots coming from the sky! He fought to keep back tears of relief and joy.

Franz used his bright flashlight to illuminate the landing party as they slowly lowered down, but they were still not clearly seen. “Who the hell is that?” Franz said.

The robots flicked on their lights that shone onto the ground, and also revealed themselves and their passenger.

“It's Daddy! And some robots!” Jennie called out, pointing and jumping up and down at the descending robots, one of which was carrying Leon. Leon waved, laughing.

“No, it can't be! Can it?” Mary said, squinting against the flames from the robots.

“Are you sure?” Franz asked, hoping they weren't going to be attacked again.

Janet held up her wand with the crystal on top, catching it in the light. “So much for this,” she sighed. “If they’re going to come get us there’s nothing I can do.” She stuffed it in into her pocket, visibly upset.

“Hey there!” Leon shouted, over the roar of the robot's engines and the spray of dust in their wake. Those watching them descending kept their distance, shielding their faces.

“Look at those!” Franz said, staring at the robots.

The robots softly touched down and shut off their engines, causing the turbulence to subside. 

“Daddy! Daddy!” Jennie chanted, cautiously coming closer. 

Leon waved more and smiled, seeing her and Janet. His heart felt like it skipped a beat! He got down from the robot and stepped onto solid ground again. “My God, we made it!” He thumped the robots on their shoulders. The robots turned their heads and looked at him, but said nothing.

Jennie, though she was a bit wary of the robots, was not able to contain herself any longer and ran to her Father's open arms. “Oh, Daddy! I missed you so much!” 

Leon bent down and scooped her up in his arms. “I-I missed you, too,” he mumbled, again trying to keep the tears back. He saw Mary coming towards him and gave Jennie another squeeze before putting her down, so he could hug her Mother fully. “Mary...” He hugged and kissed his wife. Then they just stood, arms entwined, together, heads touching, eyes closed, lost in warmth and silence. Jennie wrapped her small arms around both of their legs. 

“I'm so happy you're back, I can't even say...” Mary buried her face in his chest and cried. 

He started to cry then, too. “That goes double for me.” 

“I didn't think I was ever going to see you again,” she admitted.

“I wasn't sure I was going to make it back from this one,” he said, amazed. “Things got a bit...stranger than last time, if you can believe it.” He ruffled Jennie’s hair.

Mary looked up. “Stranger? That must have been something, then. We've had a time of it here, too.”

Leon looked at the dead Greys on the ground, then at Franz and Janet watching him. “I bet,” he said softly. “You'll have to tell me all about it.” He pulled her towards the dome. “Who are your friends?”

Jennie cautiously walked up to the robots, wanting to touch them, but afraid to. The robots stood at ease, watching her, their heads following her movements. 

She came running back to Leon, grabbed his legs. “They're alive!” she gasped.

Leon laughed. “In a way, I guess, but they’re just machines,” he told her.

“Are they dangerous?” she asked, breathlessly.

“They can be, to our enemies. But they seem to take care of us pretty good. You can talk to them if you like.”

“Talk to them?” Jennie got really excited, with eyes wide.

“Yes,” Leon chuckled.

Jennie went over to the robots and said, “Hello.”

“Hello,” both of the robots said together.

“Thank you for bringing my Dad back.”

“You are welcome,” said the lead robot.

“Do you have names?” she asked them.

“We can, if you like, but we usually just use numbers,” the robot replied.

Leon and Mary watched the exchange Jennie was having with the robots for a while, amused, then turned to the others.

“So, we've really seen aliens, now,” Franz said.

“I guess so,” Janet replied, looking at the sky.

“Not the fuzzy ones we were led to believe in, were they?” Leon said.

“No, not at all,” Janet admitted.

“This is my husband Leon, I'm sure you've gathered,” Mary said to Franz and Janet. 

“Hi, I’m Janet,” she said to Leon, giving a small wave.

“Hello,” Leon said, smiling.

“Pleased to meet you, I'm Franz. This is my place.” He shook Leon's hand with a firm grip that Leon returned.

“It’s quite interesting here. I got a good look from the air. There’s a lot of domes,” Leon said.

“Yes, I suppose there are,” Franz laughed. “I like them, what can I say? They are amazing structures.”

“Yes, I can appreciate that, being in construction myself. We'll have to compare notes sometime.”

“I'd like that. Please, come inside. I still have some propane. I’ll make us tea, or maybe hot chocolate?” Franz said, looking at Jennie. 

Jennie managed to pull herself away from the robots to shout, “Hot chocolate!”

“Yes,” Franz nodded, smiling.

“Can they come in too? I'm scared the aliens will come back,” Jennie said, pointing at the robots.

“I'll leave them on guard outside the door,” Leon said. He gave orders to the robots and they positioned themselves outside the main door, scanning for any threats.

All the humans went inside the dome, and Franz made them hot chocolate. 

Mary sipped from a mug and looked out the window at the darkness of the forest, only broken by the occasional meteors flaming down in the distance. “Are they really gone?” 

“Yes,” Leon replied, “the robots would pick them up on their scanners if they were nearby.” He put his arm around her.

“I thought we were done for, that they were going to walk right in here and do who knows what? Kidnapped us, kill us this time, maybe,” Mary shuddered.

“They would have, if not for Franz. I failed us. My wand didn't work,” Janet cried, tears going down her cheeks.

“You did your best,” Mary said, trying to comfort her. But that only made Janet cry more.

One of the robots stepped inside the door and looked at Leon, saying, “Sir, the meteor shower is becoming more intense and heading our way. We'll need to evacuate soon.”

Leon led the robot out onto the porch and spoke softly to it, so as not to alarm the others. “How soon?” Leon asked, a look of concern on his face.

“To be safe, within an hour,” the robot replied.

“Where can we go?” Leon looked up at the flaming meteors that were becoming more numerous.

“We've received a message: General Simpson believes some of the Arctic bases are still secure. He suggests you head there,” the robot said.

"The General! He's ok?"

"Yes, sir. Last we heard, he was making for the Arctic."

“I see.” Leon looked to the other robot that was flashing signals with its eyes at the stars, in the communication method the robots sometimes used. “Your radios still out?”

“Affirmative, sir,” the robot near him said.

“Alright. Plan an escape route to the General's location, and...”

Jennie came out and watched her Father with the robots. “Daddy?”

“Just a moment, honey. We're making some plans, now,” Leon told her.

“What sort of plans?” she asked, undaunted.

“Well, we're going to have to go soon, due to the meteors. They’re getting closer and will soon be coming down here,” Leon said, looking from his daughter to the sky.

“They look pretty, Daddy,” she said, as a meteor trailed down. It was a fairly close one, say twenty miles away, and they watched as it fell, flaming, from the black sky. When it struck the ground a big fireball went up.

“They do look pretty when they’re in the air. But when they touch down they can do a lot of damage.” Leon watched as flames flicked up from the forest miles away, pushing their way into the night. 

“Sir, they are going to continue to get closer over the next hour and will impact our position then,” the robot nearest him said. 

“Keep scanning, and I'll get everyone ready to depart,” Leon ordered. He left the robots to watch the meteors, and to keep trying to contact the General and the rest of their group. “Come on, time to get packed,” Leon told Jennie, putting his hand on her shoulder and guiding her inside. 

I wonder what I'm going to tell her, and all of them, about the Lizards! 

Leon shivered, remembering how creepy they looked at first. 

But he shrugged it off, knowing that he had to get his family and the others to safety; he could deal with the rest later.
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Dawn was breaking over the frozen landscape as the General and the others emerged once more from the tunnels. Meteors skipped across the upper atmosphere, flaming as they dropped. The mountain peaks in the distance were snow and ice covered, and so was the ground on the vast open space that spread before them at this high elevation. 

They needed shelter quickly, as they were ill prepared for winter survival conditions. The General gazed at the majestic peaks, knowing there were bases under some of them. If they could get into a base, however, was going to be another matter, as the bases would be locked up tight by now. But they had a better chance of finding one here than farther north. “Will you look at that?” he whispered, his breath visible. “We must be in the Rockies.” 

They had turned south, away from their Arctic approach, and so far, so good; here were more bases to be found, and hopefully with friendly faces in them, not taken over by other forces. They could resume their journey to the Arctic once they had more supplies, help, and vehicles, as there was no way they could face off with the Annunaki and their Grey hordes in the Arctic alone.

Now that there were no enemies in sight, the Lizard Zeezac and his family ran and played in the snow, frolicking like puppies. The General stared at them, grinning. “Look at them go!” he laughed. The robots watched the Lizards at play, too.

“General, we should get moving and not stay out in the open like this,” one of the robots cautioned him. 

“Yes. This is no time for games!” the General gently scolded. There was likely no one around for hundreds of miles, so no harm was done, yet. 

But maybe the robots sensed something he didn't, it was possible; even moreso since he was tired after marching underground all night with no sleep. 

They had made good progress, but he knew they still had a long way to go. The tunnels had suddenly ended in liquid lava pools, so they had no choice but to head back to the surface, as even the robots could not dig through that. 

He asked a robot, “Are you picking up anything?” 

“Negative, sir, but it would be easy for us to be taken by surprise out here,” the robot replied.

“I agree. Let's move it out,” the General said. The Lizards brought their play to a halt and came to stand near the General. 

“What's the plan?” Zeezac asked.

The General's eyes scanned the white landscape. “We march until it gets dark, then get some shelter. Then, we keep going until we reach a base.”

Zeezac followed his gaze over the vast expanse of ice and snow. “Why walk? Why don't we fly like Leon did?” 

The General shook his head. “We don't even know where we're going, yet. And we'd freeze before we got there with the added wind chill. Even the heating vents on the robots wouldn't be enough, isn't that right?” He turned to a robot near him. 

“That's correct, sir,” the robot said. “The temperatures are too low here for us to fly you without damaging you, even the Lizards.”

“How do you know?” Zeezac accused the robot. “We can take a lot more than humans can.”

“No, we're not going to risk it. I don't want your tails snapping off frozen, or worse,” the General said. 

Zeezac sneered, but knew the General was wise in his caution. Zeezac looked over his family. “But how far is this base? How will we make it without flying?” he asked.

The General said, “Robot, have you got a fix yet on our position and the nearest base? Any idea how far it still is? I might have to send some of you 'bots flying around to get a better look if we can't get any intel another way. I'd hate to take the chance to lose some of you, but I'll do what I have to for our survival.” He looked at the Lizards, then shivered and rubbed his hands together, watching his exhalation rise in a plume in front of him.

“Checking,” the robot said, as all the robots started moving their heads around, scanning. 

The General looked to the sky also, glad he didn't see any flying ships of the Greys or the Annunaki. 

But if he saw one of his own military transports he would be greatly relieved and would try to flag them down for a landing, he figured.

He was about to get his wish.

A black helicopter came chopping across the frozen plain. 

“That’s a ‘copter!” the General called out, looking for the distant black dot in the sky making the sound. He pointed at it when he found it. “There it is!” He was not afraid at first, but hopeful. 

Those on the helicopter had spotted the General and his party far in advance of this, of course, with radar and thermal imaging. The chopper had the ability to fly nearly silently, and almost invisibly, but those functions had been turned off. It was more psychologically advantageous to put some fear into a largely unknown group of people one was encountering, went the military approach. Those onboard knew General Simpson was among the group, but didn't yet know if any of the robots with him had been compromised or hacked. Then there were the Lizards, who were considered enemies even in the best of times. So, it was assumed the General was being held hostage, and the crew of the approaching chopper behaved accordingly.

“General, the helicopter is one of ours,” said a robot. Still, the robots aimed their lasers on the chopper, just in case.

“It's ours? Thank God! Then why are you aiming at it?” the General asked. He waved at the chopper. “Over here!” he called.

The robot next to him said, “We've not established communication with the pilot, just the onboard computers. While we are confident it's one of our craft, we don't know who is piloting it, yet.”

“But don't the pilots all have biochips they need to fly them? I thought no one could fly one but the real pilots?”

The robot nodded. “That's affirmative, sir. But these are war times we are in, and there's no telling if the systems have been hacked. We need to be extra careful.”

“Yes, of course.” The General sighed, feeling that his tiredness of mind, body, and soul was making him careless. He desperately hoped for a rescue, but he stopped waving his arms at the approaching craft and took cover behind some rocks, along with Zeezac and his family. The Lizards watched him, and also watched the chopper.

“We have communication with the pilot now, sir. All clear. They are coming in for a landing to pick us up,” a robot said.

“Very good,” the General answered. “Thank God,” he whispered. “Come on,” he said to the Lizards, getting up from behind the rocks. “They are friendlies. We're saved!”

“Is that right?” asked Zeezac, his reptilian eyes searching the scene, his red forked tongue tasting the air.

“Know where we are, yet?” the General asked a robot.

“Not exactly, as the GPS is still out. But we have cross-referenced the mountains with images in our databases, and we are in the Rocky Mountain range, as you suspected. The nearest base is...”

“X2,” said the General. 

“That is correct.”

The General smiled. “We can get shelter there, if it's still unsealed. They won't be opening it up for us if they’ve locked it down, not until the current situation passes, that I guarantee.”

“They consider you expendable, General?” Zeezac asked, as the noise of the chopper increased, getting closer, throwing up snow in its wake.

“Something like that. In the end, we all are to them,” the General said, with a sinking feeling in his stomach. “But I'll show them.” 

It was a hard fact that those left outside the D.U.M.B.s when a disaster happened would be on their own, even those who staffed the bases. Only certain active military outpost bases were likely to still be opening their doors. 

Then, the wind and noise of the helicopter made conversation impossible, and only the loudest shouts and screams would be able to be heard. 

The General watched as the large chopper touched down near them; it was much bigger than most of the choppers he had seen. The blades of the machine slowed and the side door opened to reveal military men in uniforms, much like his own uniform, to his relief. They seemed pleased to see him and the robots, but kept their guns trained on the Lizards, who cowered back.

“General! It's good to see you!” the pilot called out as he stepped down from the chopper and approached the General, smiling. He was saluting with one hand, but had a gun in his other.

The General saluted back, a bit puzzled, “Thank you, you don't know how good it is to see you all! But do I know you?” He peered at the pilot.

The pilot raised the dark visor over his helmet, revealing the rest of his face. “No, sir, but we've heard a lot about you, and were told you might be in the area.”

“Told by whom?” the General asked, looking around at the other soldiers as they stepped from the helicopter. “And who are you?”

“I'm sorry, General. I'm Lieutenant Adams. I knew it was you by your biochip. We've not met, sir.”

“Ah, yes, of course,” the General said, putting his arm out to steady himself on the side of the craft. “Do you have anything to eat and drink? We've not had food for days, and water for about a day.”

“Right away, sir,” Adams nodded. He signaled to his crew to bring out some supplies. 

As the rotor came to a stop, the General pointed at the Lizards. “These are friendlies. They saved my life. So, lower your guns,” the General commanded.

“Yes, sir,” Adams said. He holstered his handgun, then gestured to his crew, who slowly pointed their guns at the ground, but still watched the Lizards with suspicion. “I was told there were more in your group?” Adams looked around.

The General chewed on an energy bar and gulped down some water. “There were, but some didn't make it, and some had to leave us. Are the coms up and running yet around the country?” He handed water and bars to the Lizards, as the crew were afraid to approach them; the Lizards regarded the food curiously, before making short work of it.
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