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Chapter One.


Space.


Silhouetted against a backdrop of stars, an immense tear-drop-shaped space vessel turned slowly on its axis until its bow pointed to a distant galaxy.


The vessel raced at mega light-speed towards the galaxy and halted in the midst of a maelstrom of stars.


Deep inside the vessel, ten sleepers, some alone in their beds, snoring loudly, sleeping peacefully, or turning restlessly, and some lying locked in peaceful embrace, or busy making love, were disturbed, or awakened by the ship’s alarm; a gentle beeping sound that rose slowly in pitch until it left the scale audible to humans.


In the semi-darkness of a dome-shaped room, dozens of screens came to life. A giant view screen flashed, fluttered and finally displayed a picture of a distant white star system. The picture grew and grew as the vessel approached, still guided by its computer, and cleared, showing numerous satellites surrounding the bright one.


The room slowly filled as the crew entered, singly or in pairs, voicing greetings as they moved to their workplaces.


Fingers moved deftly over keyboards and a planet similar to Earth in appearance grew in size. A land mass surrounded by azure oceans assumed details in its landscape as the computer’s detectors zeroed in guiding the vessel through the atmosphere.


On the planet’s surface an object on the ground, half covered with lush green grass, came into view. The object was a small, bullet-shaped space vehicle, with burn marks visible along its fuselage.


The giant space vessel hovered over the planet’s surface, caressed by the rippling metre-high grass. Through an opening in the vessel’s hull, a smaller copy of the space vessel emerged, and settled down close to the wreck. Two human figures dressed in heavy-gravity, mechanically-aided, pressure suits and armed with hologram cameras mounted on their helmets, left the protection of its interior and approached the damaged craft.


A doorway in the side of the space craft hissed open at the touch of a metal encased hand on a pressure pad. The camera’s searchlight revealed rows of seats void of occupants. At the front of the craft, a hatchway opened slowly and revealed the huddled figure of the pilot, a humanoid form with a smooth, elongated grass-green, hairless skull.


 


Alaska.


Nine sleepers lay beneath a blanket of snow. The larger mound stirred, disturbing the light crystal covering. At the sound of an opening zipper a figure swaddled in a parka sat up, shedding the rest of the snow covering from the sleeping bag. As the parka hood came off, black hair cascaded down, drawn back as the figure, a woman, slipped her snow goggles over her forehead.


She rose to her feet, pulling up the hood, calling out to the dogs in Inuit. They woke as one, shaking the snow off their thick fur as she pulled on her boots, kept warm inside her sleeping bag, and tightened the hood of her parka. She shook and rolled up her sleeping bag and stowed it away on the dog sled. After removing a large sack from the sled, she fed the whining huskies.


Back at the sled she took a small pan, a gas stove and an ‘insta-soup’ packet out of her backpack. After mixing the contents with handfuls of snow, she prepared the mixture on the stove, emptied the steaming liquid into a mug and swallowed the contents in a series of gulps. After clearing up she walked away from the camp to the forest edge, pulling her goggles in place against the rising wind. After a few paces she stopped, unfastened her trousers, pulled them down, squatted next to a tree and urinated.


Having finished, she stood up, re-adjusting her clothing and sniffed the air. The dogs barked as a pack of timber wolves appeared at the edge from the forest. The woman moved quickly between her dog team and the wolves, bared her teeth and snarled. The approaching wolves halted in panic and turned away yelping and disappeared in a flurry of snow.


She turned to a male voice, “Very impressive, does that work every time?”


In the gusting wind she saw an Inuit standing there, dressed in animal skins and furs. “Every time,” she told him. “And who are you?”


The man, aged around thirty, pushed up his goggles and came closer, carrying a canvas backpack and snow shoes on his shoulder, he set his load down. “My name is Chicago Jones. You can call me Jonesy.”


She turned from him and busied herself tying the dogs’ harnesses to the sled. The man watched her and she spoke without looking at him.


“We had a cat in our family named Jonesy. Where does the name Chicago come from?”


He grinned and said, “One of my ancestors sold whiskey to the white people in Chicago a long, long time ago, it was his nickname and he was proud of it, now it runs in the family.” He came nearer to her. “What are you doing traveling through my land scaring the wolves?”


“I’m just ending my days in peace and quiet away from what is jokingly known as civilization.”


He watched as she carried on with her work, leading one dog after another to the sled’s traces. “I’m on my way to the Canadian border, if you’re heading that way I would like to join you, I could use the ride.”


The woman paused in her work and looked at him for a short while before speaking, “Stow your gear on the


sled, you’ll find a blanket or two there to cover you.”


“Thanks, we can take turns driving if you want.”


 “No need. Load your gear.”


Jonesy stowed his tackle on the sled, and helped harness the rest of the team. “What’s your name by the way?


The woman opened her parka hood, pushed up her goggles, showing the fine features of a half-caste Inuit female in her mid-twenties. “Eleanor, but you can call me Ripley.”


With the dogs harnessed, they set off through the thickening forest. Jonesy sat on the sled with a blanket around his feet and lower body, while Ripley drove the dogs on. As the journey continued, the daylight improved as the forest thinned out while the altitude increased.


After driving for a while the undergrowth thickened and they came to a clearing partly surrounded by trees and bushes and entered onto hard packed snow. They saw to their left, behind a low stretch of undergrowth, a deep gulley descending into the distant mist, and to the front of them a long steep slope.


As they crossed the clearing, Jonesy jumped off the sled and helped push it up the slope. As they reached the top, Ripley halted the sled and after securing it, gazed around. “What’s that noise,” she said, “it sounds like a waterfall, and that’s a stream down there in the gulley. Where does it come from?”


She checked the sled’s anchor and dog harnesses while Jonesy walked down the path to the clearing, his head cocked to one side. Suddenly the forest quietened as the birds busily feeding on the berries, ceased their chirping.


He called out to her, “I’m not quite sure, there is a thaw on, and after the severe winter and the late spring sometimes it’s warmer in the mountains.”


She joined him, peered through a gap in the bushes, and saw a quickly flowing stream in the gully below. She tilted her head to one side and then the other.


Jones looked down into the gulley.


She looked at the ground beneath her feet as it vibrated. “Can you feel that?” She asked.


He turned and looked at Ripley, his jaw dropped and his eyes widened as a cloud of birds alighted noisily from the trees. “That sounds like -!”


He didn’t get a chance to finish as she grabbed his parka front, but, before they could move, the whole ground beneath them gave way and they fell ten metres into a roaring, icy torrent.


They both surfaced, fighting for breath. The current carried them off, along with wooden debris, at a fast pace down the steep gully. She cried out as a large log narrowly missed her.


Jonesy moved to avoid the log, collided with a rock outcrop and disappeared below the surface and reappeared, his body lifeless. She watched helplessly as his body slid down a watery slope before her and disappeared in the watery turmoil. She followed him unheeded and surfaced amongst debris with no sign of her companion. As she was carried off by a slowly moving river and she looked about her, Jonesy is nowhere to be seen. She struggled through the debris, searching the river banks, as she slowly drifted on. She sank below the surface, searching in the murky water, following the flow. She surfaced for air after a while and submerged again, and collided with Jonesy, as he reached out to her in the silence.


She grabbed hold of him and surfaced and swam to the bank with him, pulling him through the shallows, and onto the grass where she laid him on a bed of dry leaves and searched for his pulse. She sighed with relief, loosened his clothing and turned him on his side. Water trickled from his mouth and she turned him back. “Come on, Jonesy, “she said aloud, “breathe, you aren’t dead yet.”


She took his chin between thumb and forefinger tilted his head back and holding his nose with the other hand, took a deep breath and closed her mouth around his. She blew hard filling his lungs. She did this twice then pressed down on his chest rapidly a dozen times. “Come on, Jonesy, I know you can hear me, you’re not dead, your heart’s still beating, wake up, wake up dammit,” she shouted and pounded angrily on his chest. She carried on with the breathing procedure and ceased as he coughed, and more water poured from his mouth. He coughed some more and Ripley helped him to sit up.


He looked around him, his nose bleeding lightly. “What the hell was that? What happened?”


“Have you forgotten? We both decided to go for a swim; you lost an argument with a rock and decided to hide


from me,” she told him. “I found you eventually and here we are, and if we don’t do something soon we are going to freeze to death.”


He climbed to his feet looking around, shivering. He discarded his wet mittens and flapped his arms, and then he ran on the spot. Panting, he scraped a mound of leaves together and removes his belt pouch. “We must dry our clothes. Look, the sun is coming out.”


She watched as he rubbed his hands together then took a magnify glass out of his pouch. She looked up at the sun.


“Wouldn’t it be easy to rub two sticks together,” she said, “the clouds are gathering?”


He focused the concentrated rays from the sun onto the leaves. Very soon, a sliver of smoke rose from the mound, followed by a small flame that grew in size.


“Who’s a clever boy then? I’ll get some wood.”


She left in a hurry and Jonesy piled twigs onto the fire.


She came back with an armful of deadwood and arranged it over the blazing pile of twigs and small branches.


Jonesy appeared dragging a large behind him, while carrying a smaller one and she regarded him in amusement as he arranged the fire setting the larger log next to the fire and laying the smaller one across it. “Don’t just stand there, “ he shouted, “get more wood, more wood, and keep moving.”


 She grinned and ran off.


They soon had a huge fire roaring, and a large quantity of wood. They stripped off their clothes and hung them over the deadwood arranged around the blaze. The two naked humans huddled together, soaking up the heat, piling wood on the fire, poking and raking it, turning their bodies this way and that, with their clothes steaming in the cold air.


By nightfall their clothes were dry. They make a bed of leaves under the trees and huddled together, they fell asleep.


The two awoke to heavily falling snow. Jonesy walked off into the woods. When he returned, he saw Ripley sitting on a log next the re-kindled fire, cleaning a set of knives. He approached her, his breath clouding the air as he fastened his hood. He picked up one of the knives and weighed it in his hand. “I see you have a hunting knife, but what are these used for?”


She took the twin of the knife that Jonesy had, and holding it by the blade, she knelt and threw it; it turned two and a half times and ended up embedded in the trunk of a nearby birch tree with a loud ‘thunk’.


He raised his eyebrows. “I see,” he said with a smile and handed over the other knife. He walked over to the one stuck in the tree, removing it with some difficulty.


 


Rescue.


They headed deep into the forest, their breath smoking the morning air, struggling through the thickening undergrowth, forced to make several detours due to the density, stumbling over hidden roots and fallen branches, as they headed in what they hoped was the direction of the clearing. Ripley stopped and said, “I wonder what has happened to the dogs and the sled.”


Jonesy, panting heavily managed to say, “God in all his wisdom may know, but I do not. Keep moving please.”


They moved on, the ground rose and the forest thinned out a little. Soon they were stepping through knee-deep snow.


Suddenly, Jonesy keeled over.


               “Jonesy, this is no time for a nap,” she said and bent over him feeling for his pulse. “Still alive! Well, I know you


aren’t doing this to impress me, Jonesy, so wake up and move your ass.”


Jonesy remained silent and still, breathing shallowly.


She sighed, squatted, took his arm and draped him over her shoulder; she stood up and continued through the falling snow. The ground leveled off eventually, and the trees thinned out and became sparse and she found herself in knee-deep in snow, in a total white-out as snow fell down upon her.


She struggled along, step by step.


A loud metallic-sounding voice caused her to halt. “Hello! Hello!”


She strained her ears, searching for the sound. She turned her head as the came once more, this time louder.


“HELLO! HELLO!”


She screamed, “OVER HERE! OVER HERE!”


Five fur-clad figures, with RCMP badges on their headwear, appeared through the snow curtain. The five officers stared at Ripley standing before them, with Jonesy draped over her shoulder.


One of them spoke quietly into his two-way. Two others took hold of Jonesy, removing him carefully from Ripley’s shoulder.


“Looks like you got your man, officer,” she said with a grin.


“Are you okay, ma’am? We are searching for the owner of a dog sled found on the side of the gorge,” said one with sergeant’s chevrons below his badge.


She loosened her neck and her shoulder muscles. “Yes, that’s mine, are the dogs okay?”


“The dogs are fine, ma’am,” he said.


“What the hell happened back there?”


“You must have been standing on the old wooden bridge when it was hit by a flash flood. The bridge crashed into the river, and we found your sled after some guy on a snowmobile called it in. We saw the collapsed bridge and put two and two together, we didn’t expect to find anyone alive, but we had to look anyway.”


A large full-track vehicle appeared, growling through the snow. It stopped and she was taken inside, together with Jonesy. They both lay on stretchers covered in thick blankets. In the warmth of the gently rocking vehicle, its electric motors whining softly, she dozed off; both of them under the watchful eye of a medic.


The machine churned its way through the snow, and eventually approached a large group of log cabins as the snow fall diminished. There, in a covered enclosure an Inuit woman was attending to Ripley’s dogs.




Alien dream encounter


Eleanor Ripley moved along a darkened corridor lined with large, dark piping from floor to ceiling. She stopped and sniffed the air, she looked up at a bend in one of the pipes, and watched frozen, as it transformed into an Alien monster its clawed hands reaching out for her.
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