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  Description




  




  Pirates invading the archeological dig of an ancient crashed spaceship is bad enough. The lightening storm activating the data suncatchers is even worse. Tiver finds himself changed in ways he doesn't understand. Together with his friends, he seeks to understand what happened to him. Before the mysterious images invading his mind overwhelm him completely. A science fiction novelette.
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  "I know the rest of the ship is around here somewhere!" Tiver Holiway heard Dr. Akuma say from somewhere outside.




  No mistaking the voice or the tone of frustration. Tiver continued his work, determined to get it right. He didn't want to cause problems or more work for anyone else in the room, or for Dr. Akuma later.




  Most of the catalogers laughed at the frustrated pronouncement, with one of them saying, "You would think he could think of something else to say once in a while."




  "Scientist's vision is narrow and exact. It's what makes them scientists," another said.




  "More soil samples," Elvy Akuma announced as she walked through the door of the cataloging building.




  Tiver looked up from the labels he was carefully attaching to small sealed boxes of the tiniest fragments found from the crashed ship. Elvy's flushed skin told him she'd been out in the sun for a while, sun that had disappeared in favor of blue-gray rain clouds.




  "Set them there. I'll start on them after lunch," one of the catalogers said, pointing towards a long bench near the door.




  "Lunch, Tiver. Want to sit with me?" Elvy asked as she set the tray down.




  Tiver glanced down at the boxes on the table in front of him. He had five more to go, each in order, and he didn't want to mess it up. The head cataloger had been nervous about someone as young as him helping. Tiver wasn't about to fail.




  He shook his head. "I'll join you in a minute. Need to label this first."




  Elvy's face turned sad at his words even as another of the catalogers stood up and stretched. "Lunch sounds great to me."




  Elvy gave him another sad look before disappearing out the door. The others in the cataloging building put away their last items and headed out the door. While the food smelled great, Tiver tended to get trampled in the mad rush for food and he wasn't in the mood for it.




  A headache was building behind the scar on his forehead thanks to the changing weather, making him wish it would hurry up and rain already. Food didn't sound all that appetizing, except a slice of toast or a simple soup. There would be plenty of those left over once the archeological dig crews were done going through the buffet line.




  A long hard day of work, his back ached from sitting in the chair for so long, but he still felt pleased about being there. Not many got a chance to be a part of the dig, as her father, Dr. Akuma, kept the dig location as secure as possible. It got Tiver out of the house while his foster mother was busy with the new baby.




  He finished printing out the last label as the last person headed out. Tiver glanced out the door towards the cafeteria tent and watched as the last big group ducked inside.




  Good time to go in. He could stand at the end of the line without being in anyone's way. Tiver grabbed his light jacket. Zipping up the coat, he realized he didn't hear any sound from the tent. Usually the loud conversation level made it hard to hold a conversation. Why the silence?




  A high-pitched scream rooted Tiver to the floor. As he watched, a streak of light shot through the cafeteria tent top, causing an ever-widening hole burning outwards. A corner of the tent collapsed inwards to a chorus of more screams.




  The screams sent goose-bumps all over his skin. He reminded himself to breath and think, but his mind felt frozen.




  Out of the entrance burst running yelling people. They headed past his building and towards the dig itself and the other storage buildings.




  It was what followed the running people that struck real fear into his heart, so much that he could hardly breath. A man in a gray spacesuit with a helmet on, and a weapon in his hand.




  He dove against the back of a desk, hunkering down, hoping the stranger hadn't seen him. He started shaking as the image formed of the Chion Warriors invading his house, weapons drawn…




  "Everyone inside! Elvy!" Dr. Akuma shouted.




  How Tiver longed to be in whatever safety Dr. Akuma might have found, but he dared not move. And where was Elvy? He hadn't seen her flee with the other people. Why hadn't she been in the tent?




  He jumped at the sound of weapon fire. It was hard to tell where it was coming from, but it sounded like from the other side of the site, in the direction everyone ran. But, there were no more screams. He didn't know what that meant, but his over-active imagination loved filling in the blanks.




  Maybe he could get away in the opposite direction. Hide in the forest somewhere until it all ended. Staying inside the building, just waiting for the invaders to start searching, was foolish. With all the desks and shelves inside, there was really no place to hide.




  He took a deep breath before he stuck his head around the corner of the desk. He allowed himself only enough time to see that the coast was clear before scrambling to his feet and running to the door.




  "A forcefield?" He heard someone say in a computer-modulated voice. Tiver stopped to dive behind a different desk. "How do we get to the data crystals now?"




  "Calm yourself. We will find them. If necessary we will take down the forcefield and the entire camp," another computer-modulated voice said.




  Tiver gulped. His eyes flew to the shelf at the very back of the office.




  Another data crystal had been found only a few hours before. The special padded box for storing them had been brought out of one of the locked storage units so the new one could be added once cleaned, labeled, and properly packaged.




  After a quick glance towards the door to ensure he was still alone, he popped up from behind the desk and ran back towards the cleaning bins. Grabbing one of the cloth packing strips, he carefully picked up the newly discovered data crystal, wrapped it, and carried it to the back shelf.




  The moment he had the new crystal in the box he headed back to the door. The two spacesuits were still near the far storage unit, firing regularly against the forcefield enveloping the structure. He couldn't spot any one else around him.




  Time to do something while he had the chance.




  With the box clutched tightly under his arm, he slipped out of the door and headed in the opposite direction. The moment his feet hit the dirt he started running.




  A flash of lightening startled him, almost making him lose his grip on the precious box. With it, the rain that had been threatening all day let loose in one sudden surge.




  He heard a shout from behind him, but it only made him run harder. He needed to reach the trees. His legs felt as if they were filled with lead, but somehow he found the strength to keep running. The trees meant safety for both him and the crystals.




  They were so close, and yet so far away.




  Another shout behind him, and then two. He kept running.
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