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	Chapter One.


	Terra Nova. 5,000 BC


	Blacker than space, silent but mobile, it moved at what appeared to be a snail’s pace, against a backdrop of stars. 


	In the giant monolith’s control room, two people heard the alarm as it hooted throughout the vessel. 


	A young woman, named Tantil, dressed in a short, white linen skirt, swiveled in her seat to the astrogator, Lord Gerilon.  “What the heavens is that?” 


	Gerilon, similarly dressed, ran his gaze over the instruments. “The alarm, but I see nothing.”


	As abruptly as it had begun, the terrible wailing ceased. Tantil said, “What was that about then?”


	He shook his head, flushing slightly and raised his hands. “A glitch maybe?”      


	Her brow knitted. “A ‘glitch’” What is that, my dear?” 


	Gerilon studied the instruments once more, this time running his fingers over the keyboard. He lowered his voice, “Oh dear, a loss of structural integrity.” Then he added, “The main drive is weakening, and in time the computer will relinquish.”


	“She’s gone,” said a voice, shrill, plaintive.


	They both turned in their seats as a naked female rushed in, her breasts bobbing. Gerilon said, “Io, what ails you?”  


	She clasped her face with her hands. “She’s gone, and one of the others too,” she said and started to sob, her chest heaving as she fought for breath.


	Tantil stared at her superior, and back to the female, her face tinged with horror.  “Out with it, Io, you said ‘She’.”


	Io took several breaths and said, “After the last hyper-jump I checked the cryogenic status as is my duty, and-.”  She stifled a sob and continued. “Her majesty’s pod had ejected and one of the others with her.”


	Gerilon, his heart pounding, swiveled back to his instruments, his fingers a blur over the keyboard. His eyes darted here and there. “Oh no, this is awful, she is still a child and she could be anywhere.”


	“Who else?” Asked Tantil.


	Io bowed her head. “Her guardian, Lady Eowyn.”


	“Thank goodness for small mercies,” said Gerilon as he ran his fingers over the keyboard.


	Tantil moved to him. He felt her hands upon his shoulders, becalming him somewhat then he felt her breath on his ear and neck as she spoke, “Have we lost her - them?”


	He sighed and said, “Lost is too strong a word, Tantil, she is here, alive, within this Galaxy, her guardian Eowyn too, but I cannot track either one, they are too far away.”


	She pointed to a configuration on the chart. “What do you think; could they be in that solar system, it is the nearest?”


	His fingers flew over the tabs before him, they waited, they read the results for themselves, and he said, enlarging the vidi-screen image, “Yes, yes, most certainly, there, the blue one. Their guidance systems will have taken them there, and it will sustain them. Our ship is heading in that direction too so they must be there”


	She nodded as she read the search results. “Yes, but in what time-space, the alarms sounded just as we slowed down from the jump, in no-time.”


	“That is the reason I cannot locate them, they haven’t arrived yet, they are in the future, safe and well, I hope. I’ll set up a permanent search pattern, it will locate them as soon as they arrive.”


	“Can’t you even hazard a guess, my Lord” said Io, her hands crushing her tiny breasts.


	As the blue orb grew he calculated and read out the results, “I have a window of ten to twelve thousand of the blue planet’s orbit.” He added as he turned his head to them.  “It is almost identical with our late home planet.” He waited for a response, and then said, “This seems like a good a place as any for us - but we have to choose now, before disaster strikes.”


	“I agree, let us proceed,” she said, and ran her fingers over the guidance system keyboard and after a number of seconds the planet grew in size, filling the screen.


	As the vessel slowed down and entered orbit, Gerilon gasped. “It is the twin of our home planet in all respects; how beautiful it looks.”


	Tantil and Io looked with Gerolin at the blue and green globe covered in places with snowy-white fleece, now visible on the huge vidi-screen display. “What of its life forms, my Lord, any energy emissions,” said Io.


	His fingers darted here and there and then he answered, “Well, well, biped life but primitive, no energy emissions at all. We should be able to assimilate quite easily, let us prepare to land.” He turned to Io. “How long before revival of all the units, my cherub.”


	“Zero point five hours, my lord.”


	Tantil said, “So be it, wake them. All being well, she and her companion will be waiting for us, if not, we will have to await them.” 


	They watched as the woman hurried out, closing the door behind her. “Ten to twelve thousand of their years,” he whispered and leaned back in his chair.


	 “Tis’ but a blink of an eye my Lord Gerilon, just find a suitable place for the ship so I can land it.”


	He rose up with her, then suddenly, the vessel shuddered heavily and the alarm sounded once again. 


	They both rose from their seats.


	 Gerolin ran his eyes over the instruments. “It is too late for that, we must abandon ship immediately.” He pressed a switch and called out.  “Io, hear this. Launch the cryogenic units en bloc at once, otherwise they will perish, and then join us in the lifeboat.” 


	Tantil rose and took his hand as he joined her. She said, “Incipit Vita Nova.”


	As they ran naked and barefoot down the corridor, he said, “Yes, thus begins a new life.”


	 




	 


	 


	Chapter Two.


	Bexhill City. AD 2265.


	Ten-year-old Benjamin Jackson stands next to a grey-suited State Official as the coffins disappear into the depths; a well-dressed man approaches the nurse on his other side and whispers, ‘Is he the one?’


	               She nods and takes the gold-plated credit card, pocketing it deftly.


	The man squats down in front of Benjamin. ‘I can take care of you if you wish. I have lots of pets at home. Do you like dogs and horses, would you like to learn to ride, I have two sons around your age, and you can ride with them.’


	               Benjamin looks up at the nurse, who smiles at him and says, 


	‘He’d like that very much. You love animals, don’t you, Benjamin.’ 


	Benjamin nods and the well-dressed man smiles. “Well, that’s it,” and the grey- suited official hands him a wad of papers in exchange for a gold card. 


	               The man reaches out with his hand and Benjamin takes it. The man looks down at him. ‘You can have your very own pony too, would you like that?’


	 


	Dream sequence.


	With a heavy heart, Benjamin Jackson turns away from his son, tears running down his cheeks, leaving the ten year-old boy sobbing with his two younger sisters in their mother’s arms.  


	Now he looks at Connor, frothing at the mouth behind the bars, poor Connor, faithful Connor, a beautiful Golden Retriever, seven years of obedient service to his master and now this.


	He works the action on his antique, well-preserved .56 Magnum, loading it. His hand shakes as he moves in closer, trying to ignore the snarling monster.


	Constant tears drip off his chin and onto his shirt. His thoughts give him strength as he sighted his weapon, ‘You have to shoot mad dogs don’t you?’


	In that very instant as the electrical charge ignites the cartridge, his dog, somehow sensing this is his last moment on Earth, looks plaintively into his master’s eyes one more time. 


	Jackson catches the look and screams in anguish as the dog’s head explodes.


	*


	Jackson, 40 years old and looking 19, woke up with a start in the semi- darkness of his hotel bedroom in downtown Bexhill City, with the re-occurring dream from the reality of yesteryear still vivid in his mind. He wiped his tearful eyes and sniffed wetly. He looked at his PC-time-piece on his wrist and his sadness dissipated quickly as he said. “Shit.” He sat up, gathering his thoughts, ‘I’m gonna be fuckin’ late,’ as he threw back the sheets and grabbed his running shorts. He stood up, pushed one leg through, and then hopped around as his other foot snagged in the folds. He giggled softly, this action reminded him of a film scene in which the character fell flat on his face, and as he himself hit the wooden floor with a loud splat, which loosened a molar, he wondered - as he tasted his own blood - if that happened in the film.


	               Controlling his angry mirth, he rolled lithely over onto his back and quickly finished the job, then he stood up rubbing his jaw and walked over to his overnight bag, there he took out a clean T-shirt and pulled it over his head.


	               He picked up the shoulder harness with its holstered weapon, left hanging on the back of a chair by the side of his bed, and slipped his arms through. He looked around the room for his sneakers, at the same time fixing the holster to the extra button on his shorts.


	              After double-knotting his Nike’s over his socks, he pulled on a hooded sweatshirt fitted with a zip fastener, and for the last time checked the magazine and the action of his .22 electro automatic. As a professional hit man in the employ of a well-known Bexhill City multi-billionaire businessman, it was, next to an ice pick, his favorite weapon. He came into possession of the finely machined weapon, its magazine loaded with flat-nosed bullets, after the pick-up in a black Limo at the Trans-State Glido-rail and it would be handed back by the same method at noon, just before his trip back home, in exchange for a well-filled manila envelope.


	               Checking the time once more, he hurried into the bathroom. After emptying his bladder, and, while avoiding his reflection in the mirror, he rinsed his mouth out with a quick gulp of medi-heal, after quickly and painfully cleaning his teeth with his sonic brush. 


	               He walked out of the bathroom and thought of his target for today, and how he planned to do it. His intended victim was Charles Elderberry, illegal and amateur Paparazzi extraordinaire, one of millions who delighted in photographing people in embarrassing situations, selling the results to the highest bidder, embellishing each picture with lurid and mendacious statements. 


	He had, unfortunately for himself, snapped the wrong person, a very good friend of Jackson’s boss.


	               He went over his mental notes and picked up his billfold and keys from the dresser. All he knew about the mark was that Elderberry was a bachelor, and a creature of habit, he was a regular visitor to one of the First State’s thousands of worship houses - his one being the Children of the Lord Chapel. 


	With his sweatshirt unzipped and his hand on the gun, he opened the apartment door slowly and peeked both ways down the hallway, he heard the sound of a flushing toilet and waited for the noise to dissipate. He closed the door gently and moving swiftly past the elevator with a hunter’s awareness. He moved carefully down the building’s rickety staircase staying close to the wall, while he thought over his usual routine, responsible for the demise of business rivals, pimps, debtors, not forgetting pedophiles and anybody else who managed to escape the law. 




 


	 


	Chapter Three


	The Watcher.


	Using the low cloud base as cover, a government flyer hung in the sky above the apartment block, its retro’s humming. The pilot, Helen Taylor, alias Xantrillian an ancient alien, now Assistant District Attorney, dressed entirely in black, spoke into her headset, “Taylor 2010 calling central, come in.”
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