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Dedicated to EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS, a master of the adventure novel. 

TO FABIANA,

the "alien" adventure of my life.

To SCOTLAND and the Scots, 

a place and a people that deserve to survive the decline of the human race anyway.
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Chapter I 

They arrive
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Edinburgh, at the time, was still a typical Scottish city, neither too big to suffocate in the swirling traffic and wild overbuilding, nor too small to languish in the boring repetition of meager daily activities. The rich hills of Corstorphine and Calton, Arthur's Seat, encircled it from above, leaving it as the only escape route to the sea, with the estuary of the river called Firth of Forth. The sumptuous Castle, superb vestige of an era never forgotten, observed everything from the top of its monumental majesty. In August, the Festival raged in every district of the capital. Street bands and bagpipes delighted the Scots' ears and excited the crowds of tourists, who thronged in the streets or in the city park. In pubs the beer flowed freely but, after all, it was what usually happened during all other periods of the year.

Despite being a young capital of only 450,000 souls, it was loved by all Scots. Immense was the pride, and the love of the people, for the symbol of the nation ironically called "no man's land" ... the no man's land. Cruise spouses, Peter and Brooke, were no exceptions to the rule. They worked in Edinburgh and lived there, went shopping and spent evenings and weekends in the company of their two sons, Harry and James. Monday, August 13, seemed like a day like many others. Dad Peter ended the work afternoon facing the modest, if delicately annoying, city traffic. A dozen blocks separated him from his family evening, so similar to many others, nevertheless exciting, even if in the name of tradition.

Mum Brooke, as she did every night, closed the shutters of the supermarket of the Tesco chain, for which she served as a sales manager and headed for the way home. Punctual, both spouses returned home before sunset. The overcast sky anticipated the arrival of the darkness of the night. Peter's metallic green three-door Kensington SE Rover entered the box sector of the condominium, moments before Brooke's 2,000 cc, PT Cruiser, five-door, cobalt blue, Chrysler arrived. A smile, a knowing look and the husband helped his wife in the parking maneuver.

A chaste kiss on the lips and the couple walked towards the first of the flame-breaking doors with the sturdy anti-panic handles. The corridor leading to the second was barely finished with only concrete castings. After passing through a new door, the two took the elevator and went to the third of the four floors of which the building was composed. Harry and James waited at the door for their arrival. The first was a 10-year-old boy, outgoing and lively, with a fluent tongue. The second was a twelve-year-old seraphic, intelligent and a bit of a nerd. The family gathered on the landing returned to the house for dinner.

That evening he had ordered a Happy Meal dinner from Mac Donalds by telephone and was taking advantage of the courier's waiting time to choose which evening feature to watch all together. After an imaginative but respectful discussion, the choice fell on Serendipity, an old romantic comedy starring John Cusack and Kate Beckinsale. The film narrated the vicissitudes of a young American and an English girl struggling with... destiny. In each sequence the two protagonists clashed with Fate, which seemed to divide them and move them away from each other and then rejoin them in the most classic Hollywood ending.

The Cruise accommodation was strongly characterized by Scottish culture. The wooden paintings depicted themes that referred to whiskey, bagpipes, golf, football. The floor was completely covered with thick carpet. The impression he got was of a family attentive to traditions and national pride. A pair of nineteenth-century dueling pistols stood out on one wall of the living room. Peter was not a fanatic of military weapons. Nobody in the family was.

It was only about collecting antiques belonging to the history of the city of Edinburgh. It happened that those guns had been used in a famous duel between nobles and precisely between Sir Horace O'Donnell, of clear Irish origins, and Sir Perceval Drummond, Scottish from Glasgow. For the love and honor of a woman, Lady Gertrude Macpherson, the two challenged each other in singular combat and, as often happened in these cases, both perished. The noblewoman could not marry either of the two suitors and, after a few years, she met a wealthy fabric merchant, who was returning home after a long trip to Italy. His name was John Winston Cruise. The two fell in love and got married. With the marriage five children were born: Leopold, Gustav, George, Mary Anne and Henry. Thus began the story of the Cruise house of Edinburgh. Peter was descended from the branch of his third son, George, who, in his offspring, boasted two Ministers of the Faith, six lawyers, a member of Parliament and three senior Army officers. As well as several wives of famous people.

When the Fast Food guy rang the doorbell, Mom Brooke immediately headed to the balcony and Dad Peter to the landing and then into the elevator. Harry and James, thrusting at each other, quivering and noisy, awaited the arrival of the steaming objects of their desires, mocking Uncle Lanford, who had the hobby of raising sea monkeys. They found this very ridiculous. These little animals were none other than crustaceans called Artemie Saline. Their peculiarities were given by the fact that their eggs could remain in a state of hibernation for years, to have only one eye at birth but to develop two more in adulthood. This did not arouse admiration in anyone. However, Lanford devoted himself to it with almost maniacal care and attention. Uncle was a bit strange.

Or, at least, this was the opinion of the two young offspring.

The roar that followed, less than ten seconds later, did not have the same effect of upsetting the boys as did the image they had before their eyes. Half of the entire living room was completely blown away by a ray of light. Shreds of flesh, of what was Brooke's body, were violently thrown against the walls and ceiling still remaining whole. A large crack began to form under the startled gaze of the boys. James, screaming in pain, walked to the opening that had formed and, paying attention to where he put his feet, looked petrified what was happening along the way.

Groups of bluish humanoids were chasing and tracking down all the men, women and children of the neighborhood. They moved slowly as if they were having difficulty moving. James thought he was seeing the images in slow motion. Much faster and more deadly their weapons appeared. At the ends of his arms, James noticed black cylinders as long as a sawn-off shotgun. At that sight, the young man grabbed the iron pipe of the gutter, which was dangling in front of him, and threw himself towards the floor below. His younger brother, Harry, crouched in a corner, paralyzed with terror.

Peter, still in the elevator, heard the loud roar, and the consequent backlash, with apprehension. His run stopped on the first floor. Thinking of a breakdown, he began to swear at the manufacturer and try to move the doors. He managed to open them for a few inches. When his eyes looked through the crack that had formed, he froze. A few meters away he saw a loathsome creature climbing the stairs and his nostrils were filled with a sickening stench, like that of a decaying corpse. In a split second, he saw it point a black construct at him, glittering at the tip like a kind of bluish neon. Instinctively he drew back in fear, trying to hide from his sight.

Confused and uncertain, with the absurd fear of being completely insane, Peter flattened himself against a side wall of the cabin. A few moments passed, which seemed an eternity to him. He tried to hold his breath as far as he could to avoid panting. At the same time, he focused his hearing on what was happening outside. The unnatural silence was broken only by his heartbeat. When he decided to move, to better understand what was happening, he heard a noise chill his blood. The creature stuck what must have been a head in the crack. In reality, it was a large ovoid ball of blue color, enclosed in the hood of a sort of dark blue friar's habit. two globes, apparently smooth and dark, about a foot in diameter, they must have been the eyes and they had no lids. Peter saw no crack in the center of that frightening face while there was a very small and circular one below. Of course, that thing didn't breathe or eat like a man. Peter knew he was lost. Even before asking questions about who or what was the being that was tracking him, as a hunter does with his prey, the primal instinct led him to understand that his end was near.

His head began to turn towards him and the instant he was certain that Peter was in the cabin, a very loud noise caught the attention of both of them. It came from above. The cables supporting the elevator had given way. They tore apart with a deafening crash. The creature just had time to raise what appeared to be its head that the cabin began a short, but mad, downward run, severing it cleanly. The impact against the ground was violent and destroyed part of the cabin. Peter hit his head and passed out.

His dreams were populated with familiar images, his sleep studded with delightful memories and frightening nightmares. He imagined spending a quiet picnic in the Park and following the bands playing the bagpipes with his two children. He even thought of playing a solo on a turret of the Castle, wearing the kilt as befits any good Scotsman. Then came a dark creature who tried to take away his children and his wife but he reacted. He grabbed him by the arm and when he turned he started screaming in fright.

When he came to, he found his forehead beaded with sweat, in the dark and half submerged in water and debris. His muscles ached from the impact and the curled position in which he had forcibly slept. He tried to pry his feet on the top panel of the cabin, now half-smashed, and lift it. The effort was enormous. It seemed to have gotten stuck. After several unsuccessful attempts, when the self-confidence, the hope of getting out of that situation, had faded, it reached its goal. Thus he had obtained an escape route from that uncomfortable prison. Luckily for him, he found material to use on the way up the elevator. Thinking how worried his family must have been, he busied himself trying to get back to the ground floor. The enterprise was not the easiest.

When Peter stepped out of the half-destroyed elevator car, his heart nearly collapsed. The entire building was gone and in its place there were only beams, rubble and dust. In the dark he had not noticed anything, until he had managed to get out of the pit in which he had found himself locked up against his will. He stood above the debris, looking around in anguish.

He was trying to make sense of it all with his own eyes. A sense that wasn't there. Alone, and still, Peter couldn't understand how an entire three-story building could have crumbled like that. A gas leak? A structural failure? And his family? Where was he now? Were his wife and children still alive? Were they saved? Had they escaped the tragedy? And where had they all gone? Wherever he looked, Peter saw nothing but household goods and small fires. Everywhere there were clear signs of destruction. At that moment, he realized that whatever fate had befallen the building had done the same with his entire neighborhood. Not a soul could be seen. Taken by despair, he threw himself on the ground on the rubble and began to dig with his hands and with small fragments of metal that he found abundantly among the remains of the destruction. He burst into tears as he screamed the names of his family members.

Peter began to dig with his hands, heedless of the wounds that all this was causing him, collected the debris, moved them, tried to keep his mind clear enough to hear any noise or human voices coming from the ground. He tried, struggled, for several hours before falling victim to despair.

-Why? - He said turning towards the sky. -Why are you doing this to me? -He went on, struggling more and more but there was no trace of survivors. As he moved piles of debris, he pleaded with his God to return his family to him. Brooke, James, Harry, remained his only thought. As the hours passed, the hope of finding someone still alive faded.

Peter, however, was not a person to accept events supinely. He almost never gave up and stubbornly sought out his loved ones who he thought were buried under piles of rubble. Clinging to hope, he no longer asked himself what could have been the causes of the collapse of the building and, therefore, of the possible end of his family.

-You won't find anyone.

A human voice pierced the air and reached Peter's ears. Instinctively, he took a metal wand and pointed it forward as if it were a sword. He strained his eyes, tried to scrutinize who or what had uttered those words. -Those beings killed them or took them away.

About ten yards from him, perhaps in a hollow in the ground, half hidden behind mounds of dirt and debris, Peter managed to make out a short, stocky man with a thick beard, crouched on the ground like an animal. -Who are you? - Peter exclaimed decisively.

-I am Sean and if you want I can take you to the others .- Replied the stranger.

-Others who? - Peter retorted more and more perplexed.

At that point, it was the stocky man's turn to be dismayed.

-But where have you been in the last 26 hours? - Asked the stranger.

-26 hours? - That was supposed to be the time Peter was unconscious in the elevator.

Peter got up and put down his wand. His interlocutor stepped out of the shadows. The only lights in the neighborhood were those of the fires. They were enough to better outline the figure of the person Peter faced. The two cautiously approached each other.

-Are you not one of them? - Sean said.

-Who them? - Peter replied.

-The aliens .- Sean retorted in a firm voice.

"My children ..." Peter remembered that he hadn't heard from his family yet. "If they were lucky they perished immediately in the collapse." Sean said caustically. Peter took the stranger, grabbed him by the neck, lifted him off the ground, clenching his hands more and more.

-Stopped. Please .- Sean said with breathlessness. -If they have been taken prisoner they are condemned to a life in Hell .- He added with difficulty. Peter slowly let go. Sean dropped to the ground and coughed vigorously several times. -You have to come to the others .- He exclaimed as soon as he managed to recover sufficiently.

Peter thought for a moment. He agreed that it would be wiser to try to understand what had happened before proceeding with the search for members of his family.

-Take me to them .- He said in a peremptory tone, albeit respectful.

Sean invited Peter to follow him and together they proceeded swiftly, passing heaps and fires. Everywhere, the situation was tragic. Every house, every building, seemed to have been razed to the ground, reduced to smoking rubble. The city appeared to have been bombed but there were no large holes in the ground. Hard to believe in an air strike. The bombs, in addition to destroying the buildings, would certainly have created endorsements and not just heaps. The ruins suggested that it was a bottom-up attack but it would take too many people and unconventional weapons to do so. But if it had been a cowardly aggression, carried out by whom then? Who were the beings Sean was talking about?

-No, not there. -Sean said abruptly, bringing Peter back to reality momentarily.

Peter looked at him confused. His traveling companion hastened to explain.

-They are attracted to water. Come on. -Sean cut it short.

Sean pointed Peter in the right direction to go.

-Let's continue this way .- The guide resumed.

Peter realized only at that moment that, in a few dozen yards away, the waters of a stream were flowing. Sean walked in front of Peter with a brisk pace, although the darkness had become more and more dense and impenetrable. His knowledge of the neighborhood's new geography must have been perfect. He never went wrong. He never retraced his steps. He did not stumble. The journey lasted at least for an hour. The two had moved towards the hill. Peter noted, with horror, that they had never stepped on the paved surface. It seemed almost impossible to walk that long without ever crossing a road or cars. Sean walked confidently though he often stopped to crouch and hide for fear they might be seen. They arrived in a wood and the unusual guide stopped. He was silent for several minutes, then spoke aloud. -It's here. We have arrived.- Sean exclaimed with decision.

Peter looked at him puzzled. In spite of the darkness, the place was sufficiently illuminated by the light of the moon and the presence of human beings could not be seen, nor felt in any way.

-Meet the others. -The guide persisted.

Sean insisted that their journey was over. Peter was beginning to think that he had followed a madman here. A few moments later he changed his mind. A dozen people began to rise from the ground, hitherto hidden by carpets, covered with earth, leaves and branches. Peter was startled. He began to wonder where it had happened. The group consisted of 9 men, between 20 and 55 years old, and three women, between 20 and 40. One of them, apparently the most determined, wore a thick beard and little hair on his head. Those on the temples and the nape of the neck were held long and gathered back in a ponytail. The stranger walked over to get a better look at Peter. The companions gathered around him. Sean alone deliberately stayed out of the forming circle.

-I am Alan and this is my Clan .- The man exclaimed, smiling.

Peter listened without emphasis to the man's words.

-We are already about fifteen but we plan, by the end of the week, to increase our number and to exceed 100.- He added.

Peter wanted to ask something about his family but couldn't do it. Alan had the magnetic ability to harangue crowds. -What is your name? - Alan asked.

-Peter- He replied, trying to shake off some numbness.

-How did you manage to survive the Wisps? - Alan asked.

Sean realized from the mimic on Peter's face that Peter understood nothing of what Alan was saying.

-It's the name we gave to the aliens ... - Sean said. Peter frowned and rolled his eyes. He was beginning to remember the strange encounter, prior to his fainting.

-Do you want to say that those strange creatures come from another planet? -Peter asked more and more surprised.

-We don't have the faintest idea where they come from .- Shooting Alan. -They certainly aren't native to this Earth. -Alan paused briefly and studied Peter's reaction.

- Meet the Clan: there is Harry Robertson, Kurt Buchanan, Luke Hamilton, Howard Gordon, Scott Shaw, Mortimer Sutherland, Lesley Horobin, Mandy Bannermann, Vicky Balmoral, Hugh Hay, Hutchinson Hume and Sean...He turned to the guide pretending not to remember his surname.

-... Grant ... - Sean added angrily.

-Then the boys.- Alan resumed.

Three boys, a boy and two girls appeared from behind a bush.

-Will Mackinnon, Sonja Davidson and Eleanor Shaw. Then, of course... there is me. Alan Keith. Clan Chief of Clan Keith.- Alan exclaimed, puffing up his chest with pride.

Peter was speechless. The disappearance of his family and the incomprehensible degradation of his land, the destruction of his home, had proved this. He was not yet ready to accept the new reality. He no longer even remembered that strange encounter in the elevator. What attracted his attention, and concentration, was the fate of his wife Brooke, 32 years old from Saint Andrews. The two met at the university and married before finishing their studies. The children, James and Harry were born after two and four years of marriage. There were never any preferences. The Cruise spouses raised both children, born of their own union, with identical affection and respect. And the two children had grown up lively but healthy. The former excelled in the scientific subjects, the latter in the physical disciplines as well as the humanities.

Peter had no news of them but resolutely rejected the hypothesis that they might have perished in the collapse of the building or, worse, killed by extra-terrestrials. For him, his family members were still alive and he would find his wife and children at any cost. Having heard, from Alan's voice, that the Clan made periodic sortie into the city, he thought to stay. He would volunteer for every mission and sift through any neighborhood. Peter followed Sean once more. He was a very strange person. More than a man, he looked like a hound. He could hear the flow of water several tens of yards away and had a great sense of direction, combined with the ability to identify the best possible route to reach a given destination.

Over the next few days, Peter would learn more about the other members of the Clan who, as Alan had predicted, were swelling its ranks.

Hutchinson Hume was a 28-year-old, blond, fair-skinned, athletic, and muscular boy. Before the invasion he worked in a shooting gallery, as an instructor. He was a martial arts enthusiast and took great care of the tone of his body, jogging every morning in all weather conditions and temperatures.

Hugh Hay was the youngest Rector in the history of the University of Saint Andrews. Tall, grizzled, he was a typical forty-two year old Scottish, Labor and Catholic. He had also competed for the office of Member of Parliament but had no luck and the voters preferred him to be a former television actor. The eyeglasses, with circular lenses "like John Lennon", helped to create the image of a progressive professor ... in the name of tradition ... which was then the typical, contradictory, Scottish sentiment.

Harry Robertson was a 50-year-old bus driver. He had done nothing else since the age of twenty. He had carried entire generations to work, to school, to visit the city, even to dating. Taciturn, he kept faith with the motto that "you do not speak to the driver". Long hair, pulled back in a ponytail, he loved classical music and beer very much. The invasion had forced him to choose new passions.

Kurt Buchanan was a placid middle-aged Scot, short in stature and thick, curly hair. He worked in one of the many distilleries in the area and the aliens had stolen two daughters (Claire and Wendy) and a beautiful wife of French origin (Justine). The two had married when he was still eighteen. She was his age. five years later the twins were born, who should have turned 12 next September 21st.

Luke Hamilton was a 38-year-old, epileptic and narcoleptic. The first pathology caused him sudden fits with convulsions, generally accompanied by loss of consciousness. The second was a disorder that struck him during the waking state, causing sudden and uncontrollable sleep crises, of variable duration. Previously, before the invasion, he was constantly followed by a medical team. Today, his spirit of initiative was touching to say the least.

Howard Gordon was a big man with a stiff beard and a jovial disposition. He sold ice cream in a small shop on Queen's Drive in the capital. He boasted that he had managed to sell his products to Queen Elizabeth's husband, who is known to be a native of these parts.

Scott Shaw was a thirty-five-year-old with an aristocratic manner. The son of an important textile wholesaler, he had always been raised in cotton wool. Tall, long-limbed, he had brown hair and tousled, worn "like Beatles". He was the owner and manager of a "laundrette" and was a real clean freak.

Mortimer Sutherland was a shy, introverted and superstitious 33-year-old. He did not like to appear and slipped behind Alan's wake. He was a modest bank accountant and had no real social life outside of work.

Vicky Balmoral was an extremely talented dancer. To his credit he had several appearances on national television and several times the British tabloids had covered some of his flirts. He was 28 but looked at least six younger. Its beauty was such that it attracted all the eyes of the males of the Clan.

Mandy Bannermann had thick curly blonde hair, a pair of professor's glasses and a more than discreet physique. Before the catastrophic events of that August, she served as a nurse in the trauma ward of St. Joseph Hospital. She was a real workaholic of work. Her superiors, in agreement with her colleagues, often took advantage of this peculiarity to give her impossible shifts on holidays. This attitude had been the main cause of the failure of her marriage to Danny Glove, a contemporary from Inverness.

By far, however, the most charismatic (and fascinating) person in the Clan was Lesley Horobin. Twenty-six, she had a girl-next-door physique, never ostentatious but presented on every occasion with care and sobriety. Brown hair, gathered behind the nape of his neck in a ponytail, he always wore a pair of thin-rimmed glasses, in titanium fiber, and two lenses to cover the entire visual space of the eyes. Surgeon, he worked in the same hospital as Mandy. The two women already knew each other before the invasion. Little was known about Lesley's private life, and this discretion added to her charm. The children Will, Sonja and Eleanor completed the group.

Will was a spirited eight-year-old boy who had lost both parents in a car accident that occurred a few years earlier. His maternal uncles were taking care of him. During the attack he had lost all contact with them and never found them again. Lively and curious, he was able to ask you the most disparate questions and you had to pay close attention to the answers he gave himself because he was very attentive and had a good memory. He often caught the greats out and exposed their lies.

Sonja, who was nine years old, witnessed the death of her family. The aliens had killed mother Brendy, father Richard and little brother Cory, who was only 18 months old. She was saved only by running away a few moments before her house collapsed, thus burying pursued and pursuers. Saddened by this incident, she clung to the rag doll she always carried with her and which she called Miss Suzy.

Eleanor was Scott's daughter and she got her ways from her father. Haughty, despite being only seven years old, she put on a lot of airs and was not inclined to play with her other two young companions. She was absolutely convinced that her father would be right about the invasion and that he would make all things right. She would then return to her home and property, including her two Siamese cats Blackie and Thor.

Peter followed this motley group of survivors as they scrambled up and down the mountain. Thanks to Sean's nose, they proceeded with speed and ease along the steep paths. They walked for about an hour and a half, after which the guide slipped into a kind of ravine in the rock. He lowered himself, to sneak in and to avoid hitting the long roots that protruded laterally. He entered a narrow passage, crawling on all fours. Then, he emerged into an underground cave with a small opening at the top. The moon's rays dimly illuminated its interior. Sean clicked the mechanism of a power generator and artificial lights were activated. Then he lit the fire inside a wood stove and a good warmth spread throughout the shelter.

Peter could not help but notice the orderly arrangement of the objects in the cave, which was divided into two large parts: the living area and that night. In the first it was the necessary for cooking and temporarily placing food, spices and dishes. The side walls were made of bare rock or concrete and lime, the latter certainly the result of the work of the Clan. In the second area there were bunk beds arranged in groups of three. Before entering, Hugh took Peter aside.

-Wait up. I have to introduce you to people. -Hugh said.

At those words, three men came out of the shadows and approached.

The first to introduce himself was Randall Fraser, former Glasgow Rangers footballer, now forty. Slightly balding, sculpted physique, he had a particular fondness for electronics and earned a degree in the subject. This fact proved very useful to the clan. The installations of the refuge were his work.

William "Liam" Brodie was the only one of the group to have been in jail. A 41-year-old model, he had wasted the best years of his life, as well as a promising career, by stuffing himself with alcohol and drugs. He had walked the catwalks all over the world for numerous Italian and French designers. He dated beautiful women and his relationships lasted a little over a week on average. His visit to the state prisons, which lasted three years, was due to the excesses following a "good night". He beat up two bystanders of a pub and tried to do the same with a couple of policemen, who intervened to quell a fight, which he himself had triggered by making heavy appreciation to the wife of one of them.

Mark Macfie was the most seraphic of the group. A man of faith, he was studying to become a Minister of the Church of Scotland. It had been his wish ever since, as a child, he attended the funeral ceremony that accompanied the last farewell to his father John, who passed away at the age of thirty-six. Always calm and measured, he had black, short, manicured hair and a slender physique. The trio of men was stationed at different points on the mountain guarding the shelter. As Peter would later discover, all adult males took turns doing surveillance duties.

In the following days, his inclusion in the Clan could be said to be perfectly successful. The males worked to guard the perimeter of the camp and to provide the group with livelihoods. It was mostly a question of procuring three basic necessities: provisions, raw materials, medicines. The struggle for food involved hunting and finding. Fishing, for obvious reasons, was highly discouraged. The foodstuffs were procured by flushing out the prey and game present in the woods. To kill these animals, mainly sidearms were used: knives, spears and arrows.

Despite having a small arsenal of firearms, the latter were used only and exclusively in cases of emergency and extreme need. Which, in plain English, meant meeting an alien patrol.

Another method used to find food was to hike into the city to rummage through the rubble of what aliens and mice had not yet ruined, and, in other fields, plunder the stocks of rival clans. It involved stealing fruit and vegetables from vegetable gardens or cultivated plantations. The raw materials were gasoline, wood (firewood and construction), DIY materials (nails, wire, etc.), spices, weapons and above all water. As mentioned, this last operation was by far the most dangerous. Firearms, on the other hand, were simply stored awaiting, hopefully, remote use. Much more useful were sidearms. Any object found that could be used to make a spear, a bow and arrow, a dagger, a hatchet, it was a success for the members of the raid. As far as medicines were concerned, the situation was very dramatic. Even a simple cold was a huge problem for the clan.

Typically, the sick voluntarily isolated themselves from the rest of the group and gathered in a smaller cave, a few yards away from the main one. It was a kind of ghetto or leper colony. Of this, the clan was aware. However, it wasn't about being inhumane but much more simply about looking at it with detached realism.

Despite the premises, this situation was the subject of countless discussions within the group, also because the isolation in the same place still allowed the spread of epidemics. To be clear, if in the secondary cave there were both those who had contracted the flu and those who had hepatitis, and Lesley and Mandy continued to follow the sick in their labor and then return to the main cave, it became clear that it became very difficult to safeguard. the health of all members of the Clan, albeit combined with the chronic lack of medicines.

In this regard, Peter witnessed a scene that remained etched in his mind for a long time. One day, at a short distance, he followed the clan doctor with his eyes. He concentrated on hearing what he was saying. Peter was no voyeur and his was mere curiosity, especially since Lesley was certainly a cure-all for sight. The doctor entered the cave and examined the patients, followed like a shadow by Mandy.

When they focused on Luke, who had contracted the flu and had a few lines of fever, Lesley instructed the nurse to bring him some extra medicine and blankets. The woman came out of the cave and went to a sort of shed that the Clan used to store tools. Peter continued to follow her with his eyes and peeked at what was happening inside. The nurse took a clean glass, poured some water into it, clearly took some sugar and dissolved it in it. Having done this, he took the blankets and left the shed. Back in the secondary cave she told Luke that she had dissolved some tachipirina powder in it and the patient drank satisfied.

Peter noticed that this scene was repeated very often and only the contents of the miraculous glass varied. Sometimes mint leaves were used, sometimes a little orange or lemon juice. Lesley wasn't being irresponsible, she was just trying to buy time while waiting for the "real" drugs to arrive. His behavior was commendable, as well as ethically correct and often very effective.



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


Chapter II

The Wisps
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The aliens controlled the whole of Edinburgh. Probably, they had managed to do the same with all the remaining cities of Scotland. And there was no reason to become hopeless optimists. The same thing could have happened throughout the rest of the world. Unfortunately, the lack of information did not allow hope to grow. Extraterrestrials killed and took prisoners. What they could not dominate, they destroyed. The survivors were tied, hand and foot, by other humans and brought close to the coast, in the harbor area. What was the reason was never discovered, in those tragic moments, and many despaired of ever knowing, in the immediate future. The prevailing opinion was that only once they were captured would some important secrets about extraterrestrials be discovered. Resistance was, mostly, formed by scattered cells, very often not in contact with each other, on the contrary, always fighting and competing with each other. Clan, like the one that had welcomed Peter, there were several. Thousands of refugees were hiding in the mountains, far from the waterways.

Despite the obvious and massive war superiority, the Wisps seemed to have great difficulty in seeing and hearing their opponents. This was the only certainty that occurred on extra-terrestrials. Strong of this knowledge, the Clans raided the area controlled by the aliens during the night, with conventional weapons, found by chance in the rubble and still functioning, in order to obtain food, clothing and medicines.

In one of these raids, Peter's group stumbled upon a patrol of Wisps. The clash was bloody but fortunately without serious consequences. Although with difficulty, they all managed to save their skin. Peter wanted to foment the clash with extra-terrestrials, such was the hatred he began to feel towards these creatures. Nevertheless, out of spirit of body, he decided to postpone everything to another date. Alan was very hard on his folks. Getting caught and, worse still, having to drop the loot were things that just didn't go down well.

Later, after the outburst subsided, Peter accidentally witnessed the heated dialogue between Alan, the Clan Chief, and Hugh, the seasoned University professor. -We did everything as usual.- Hugh exclaimed.

Alan listened, looking sternly at Hugh.

- We were very unlucky. When we opened the door of a factory not yet destroyed, we bumped into one of those things, which raised the alarm. They didn't see where we were hiding and that saved our lives. They fired at random. Therefore, we managed to escape .- Hugh continued. -Luck in misfortune ... - Alan retorted.

-And that's when it happened ... -Hugh added.

-Would you like to explain yourself better? - Alan asked.

-I swear. I saw Hutchinson clearly hit one of those things and he continued to shoot at us as if nothing had happened. - Said a disconsolate Hugh.

-It is not possible. What are these bluish puppets made of? Why can't we kill them? - Alan asked turning to the sky and spreading his arms.

- If only we could get our hands on one of their weapons. We could study it and, with a little luck, replicate it. -Hugh went on.

-If you want to be able to get one of their guns you have to kill one. They never part with it. Therefore, we are point and head .- Sentenced Alan.

-If we killed one we would know what they are made of and how to destroy them all .- Concluded Hugh.

At that point, Peter remembered the Wisp attacking him in the elevator. He approached the two and, politely, tried to insert himself into the conversation. Both Hugh and Alan greeted him coldly. As Peter was the newest member of the group, their fear was that they might have said something that might alarm their people. -I ... I think I know where to find a dead will of the wisp with weapons in hand. He lied, however, deliberately flaunting a certain amount of confidence. The goal he intended to achieve was not to prove useful to the leadership of the clan. Going back to where his home once was might allow him to better search for any survivors, including he hoped were his children and his wife, or, much more realistically, traces of their whereabouts.
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