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  Lexicon




  Arnie Halstron’s moist hands hovered over the control rods attached to the panel in front of him praying he'd be able to gain control of the flyer. Once the autopilot disengaged allowing him hands-on control he was the guy in charge no one else. Landing would be his sole responsibility. It was what he trained for.




  Planet fall was his favorite part of any mission; he knew he could fly better than any computer ever built. He was more than the scientist delivery boy, any pizza driver could do that, he was a pilot and a damn good one.




  The planet below was a beauty. As was the usual practice with uninhabited planets this one was given the name of an Earth city, in this case Lexicon. Arnie hadn’t seen one like this one before even though he’d visited hundreds of worlds, both with and without resident populations. This one’s equatorial belt contained three large, green continents across which, if the reports were to be believed, was a wide range of life forms, ranging from snakes with wings to lizards the size of Labrador retrievers. Of course none of the indigenous life forms even remotely resembled a human being.




  This was why his cargo was so anxious to come here in the first place. Scientific study had consumed most of these people’s lives. They weren’t going to endure the rigors associated with space travel if they didn’t have a good reason.




  Vince Bast, sitting in the co-pilot seat next to him, was speaking in a measured tone, signaled that command access was now his. He gently grasped the rods and began to adjust the orbital position of the flyer for entry into the planets atmosphere just as he’d done hundreds of times, both in simulators and for real. The computer could do it without him, but he preferred the hands on approach.




  According to the computer navigation system they were twenty six thousand kilometers from touch down and he wasn’t about to have a rough landing. Their passengers, many of whom were the elite scientific minds of their generation, could make loud noises to the admiralty about the fleets inept pilots when they weren’t happy, and he didn’t need black marks on his service record.
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