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  "Spires" Description




  




  I should be barricaded at home, scared like the rest of them. But no. I'm out walking the streets, sure my mind is about to burn out. The last thing I need is to run into a snot-nosed kid with a stolen alien artifact. Both seem to have something to do with the vines invading the city, but why should I care? Unfortunately for me, the vines care. Includes the complete BONUS story, "In the Cauldron"
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  Dedication




  




  A big THANK YOU to my entire family who have been supportive of my writing since I can remember. All my stories are for you.
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  I should be scared, like the rest of them. I should be at home, with the doors and windows barricaded.




  But, no, here I am walking the streets under the dim light of the second sun of Bornelli 2 with half the night to go before the primary sun rose.




  All day the towering spires of clustered vines grew towards the sky. Tonight a few more would fall into the city, draping over buildings and clogging roads. The fun came when the fallen spires separated and the individual vines moved under their own power to tear into buildings, vehicles, and anything else they could.




  Every night the police and military threw everything they had at them, to no avail. Every morning the accusations flew of whom to blame, who didn't do enough, and what should be tried next. Meanwhile, the mass exodus from the planet continued. To make things worse the planet food exports were quarantined until the crisis was solved, a massive hit on an economy that relied on the large farms.




  Not that any of it really matters to me anymore. I have my own problems.




  More than usual, actually.




  I'm nothing special. Just high enough on the Telepath ratings to be required to register, low enough that pursuing a career using my so-called 'gift' would be a waste of everyone's time. We won't talk about how difficult it makes getting a job, especially when they look up your government profile and it lists "Inhibitor Dosage: None" at the bottom.




  Yeah, I'm one of those idiots who won't take the drugs. I may be poor, but I'm me, and that's the way it's going to stay.




  Even so, I'm sure I'm about to mentally 'burn out'. It sometimes happens, no one knows why. I have all the classic symptoms: difficulty sleeping, a mental thrumming in the head, trouble concentrating, and headache in the frontal lobe with a secondary near the base of the neck. Nothing can be done about it, just have to suffer through until the ugly end.




  The walking helps.




  Approaching high-pitched sirens gave just enough warning for me to step back to the safety of the sidewalk before an armored police cruiser barreled down the road. Two blocks down it turned sharply, the sound of the siren slowly fading.




  Might be a good idea to head in the opposite direction.




  The world spun, the rooflines of the surrounding apartment swinging wildly into view right before I met up with the hard pavement. A loud thud and exclamation told me the cause of my sudden change in orientation also suffered from the collision. New aches and pains slowly made themselves known, joining my already aching head.




  A dark-haired scrawny kid who couldn't be much older than ten or eleven scrambled to his feet and grabbed a dark bronze oblong object that had rolled a short distance away. With the object wrapped tightly in his arms, he stood up and glared at me for a moment before taking off again.




  A police car with flashing red and white lights on the roof blocked the kid's escape. I cautiously got to my feet as he backed up towards me. Two officers exited the vehicle.




  How did I get into this kind of trouble?




  Good, Batch Cops. Just what a person wanted to see when a cop was looking down the sights of a plasma gun at you. I would be a lot more worried if it were a trigger-happy native who might be on edge over the vines.




  Batchies might be derided and quietly snickered at, but the clones of Migeres V came out of the vats steady, strong, nearly impossible to anger, and completely professional. The biggest export of the Migeres V, and their pride showed in the quality.




  "Put the artifact on the ground and slowly back away," the Batchie said in a deep clear calm voice.




  Vines all over the place, and the Batchie was after something the kid took? It didn't look important, what he could see of it. One blunt end fluted out in a trumpet-like shape, while the other end narrowed into a series of small globular bumps. The metal had the dull glow of age to it.




  "No!" the kid shouted at him, holding the object even tighter, stopping only when he backed into me.




  But I knew better. Hands rose to my head while I stood perfectly still. "Kid, do what he wants."




  "No, it's mine! It don't belong in no museum!" The kid shouted out at the Batchie.




  In the distance I heard other sirens. So, the little brat stole something from the museum in the chaos of the vines moving into the city. Just my luck to walk into the middle of the chase. This would mean a visit from the Ministry, for sure. Another social worker trying to push the inhibiting drugs on me again.




  Should I reach down and pin the kid down? I looked up at the Batchie, wondering if that sudden movement might initiate some action by that plasma gun still aimed at us.




  Nah, let the Batchie take care of the problem himself.




  Green blocked out the sky, the wind whistling through leaves and vines. I grabbed the kid and ran backwards as a thick bundle of vines fell over the buildings on both sides of us, sagging down to block the road between us and the Batchies.




  I didn't wait for them to recover. I continued to run, dragging the kid after me.




  But, why was I running with the kid? The Batchies wanted what he stole, nothing more.




  I started slowing down when another line of green had me dodging to the right. Another entwined fallen vine blocked the road. Great, a dead-end.




  But now wasn't the time to stop. I reminded myself that no vine had yet gone after a human and shoved aside any fear. I felt my way over the green entwined mess while carrying the kid with me.




  The kid nailed me in the gut with the object he carried. With a sharp expelling of air, I let go and collapsed over a wriggling small vine. The kid clambered over me towards the other side, trying to step on my face with his dirty shoe.




  He shouldn't have tried that.




  My hand went up and grabbed his ankle. As I twisted around, the kid went down like a sack of root crops. He hunkered over his prize, protecting it.
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