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CHAPTER ONE


	 


	 


	The night sky seemed to have said that trouble was near, although the dark sky of earth fairly looked pleasant these days. It was the year 4095 A.D. and boy had the earth and the people of it changed in all aspects. Well, change in many things are necessary but no one had thought that by now the earth would be grasping for sustenance. The earth got rain only now and then and most of the once lush atmosphere had turned to deserts and sand lands looking black and miserable. The countries on earth were slightly divided, well let me tell you the truth here some countries were rich enough to help themselves others couldn’t even afford a ton of uranium, but who needed that when hope was what was needed the most. Well, hope was needed but we also needed weapons. Look I’m not going to bore you with what happened in the last two thousand years, but rather I’m going to tell you the things that had transpired in my life, the earth, and some other planets. If you are looking for some boring historical facts of the past two thousand years, then go and get an encyclopedia of two thousand years in the “Life of Earth” in a library or museum of Earth’s History. You must be wondering now who am I, sorry I’m a bit short on memory, sometimes I have a hard time remembering my own mission. My name is Jimmy Ryan and I’m just twenty-six years old and I’m what you call a hardworking soldier in the Earth’s Special Forces. I know the name sounds nerdy but we are very special indeed. Think about this for a moment can water exist without oxygen and hydrogen? Nope, not at all, so in other words, I’m a part of a squad that fights extraterrestrial beings also known as aliens. Other missions are included too, but they are secret so I can’t reveal them. Now I said I’m a hardworking soldier well for me the Earth Special Forces has taught me a lot of stuff and most importantly they’re never out of delicious food. I can’t say I’m gluttonous or maybe I am slightly, but considering the sacristy of food in earth’s past who wouldn’t be. As I said earlier when I was younger the earth was on the verge of world war five, but that didn’t happen. The last war fought was World War Four which left many countries and people in dire need of assistance. I couldn’t really do much back then because I was just a kid. When I say back then I meant nineteen years ago. The U.S.A had pissed off some angry nations such as Russia, North Korea, and South Korea, and it led them into a world war which my family and I had to flee to the mountains to escape. Well, we did escape, but my father was killed in the war shortly after that. My father was a military man himself having served as a colonel for fifteen years. My mom to this day is still alive but because of the constant traveling, I haven’t seen her in three flipping weeks. You thought I’d have said like five, ten, or fifteen years didn’t you, but you see the earth changed in many ways than normal. My last mission took ten years. Who would have thought that distant space travel was now possible a hundred and five hundred years ago? Well, I didn’t really, not that I learned anything good in school. The last teacher I had was a robot we had to call Miss. Marsh who was programmed to give us classroom lessons. I couldn’t even go to the bathroom regularly not that I wanted to go the bathroom, but I wanted to get out of that boring class.  The school was hell but at least it wasn’t like now. Wait a minute, I’ve been talking like this was four decades ago, sorry guys I know am not fifty-five but twenty-five. The earth was going on fine until the television stations, radio, and social media sites all reported that the aliens had landed, and not just landed but they had safely landed on earth, not just to earth but near to my neighbor and state. I can’t say I like aliens that much, well it really depends on the species and planet where they’re from. Every human was surprised when the governments gave the glorious news, not glorious in the heavenly sense, but glorious for the extra-terrestrial. The aliens were coming in by the hundreds and boy the government seemed like a wailing coward in the dark. The new president was a man named Roshe Ju Win, in his mid-fifties and he studied alien technology on the Planet Bordak. He knew what the aliens especially the ones from distant galaxies were capable of doing, after all, the technology that the earth used and adopted were from outer space. Some weapons were from other planets who didn’t like the idea that the people of earth were thieves and robbers. Some people on earth were like that. Okay, so a lot of people on earth were like that, but the times were hard, not just hard but very hard. As I said I earlier I didn’t do well in school and that’s where some hell broke loose. Due to my bad grades especially on most subjects well on all subjects, the principal called me into his office one day. A little back track here was that the highest grade I got on any test was a D-plus. I liked certain subjects and all but I don’t think robots teaching me was really for me. I didn’t know about others but I certainly knew a lot about myself. So here I was in class one Tuesday before twelve p.m. and out of the blue bam Miss Marsh the robot called me in her deep robotic voice and said, “Jimmy, the principal would like to speak with you. Jimmy, the principal would like to speak with you.” 


	You must understand the terror I was thinking I was in. I wasn’t known for being a trouble maker at least not in some classes. Other classes, I gave the robot tutors some hell. I was really nice to human teachers well I thought I was an angel, more like an avenging angel. You can’t blame me for the situation I was in if it were you probably, just probably you’d do the same. When I went into the principal’s office he looked at me and said, “Have a seat son.”


	I looked at him and said, “If I may.” I then sat myself down. The chair felt comfortable not that I came in there looking for comfort. The principal was a robot who seemed to be programmed in military style. The former principal was a human by the name of Ken James, but the government’s arm of education felt it was necessary to enforce discipline in the school so they dismissed him with immediate effect. You must be wondering what happened to him, well let’s just say he’s in a psychiatric facility crying away. Poor guy, I knew he tried his best, but it wasn’t good enough. The principal’s metallic voice and manner got me thinking that I should have probably gotten out of there whether by being expelled, suspended, ill health anything that seemed tragic enough. The principal examined me from head to toe with his artificial eyes and was doing calculations in less than Nano seconds. He then proceeded to speak, “Ah, if it’s not Jimmy Ryan a young man who isn’t doing so good in school.” When he had said that I thought to myself it didn’t take a genius or rocket science to figure I was a hot headed kid who didn’t like the place. Learning with robots and by robots as I said to my mind a million quadrillion times wasn’t for me.  The principal stared at me. 


	“Well, sir, I’m sure it isn’t that bad with my grades.”


	“Ah, surprisingly it is. You have failed every subject except mischief which you managed to pass with flying colors,” he said while showing me electronically on the wall. 


	‘Was this robot getting me confused with somebody else? Yeah, leave educating kids to robots.’ I said to myself. Then I said, “No, sir, I don’t think I’m mischievous.” 


	“Explain yourself further then Jimmy Ryan. What do you want to be after leaving here? With these grades, it can’t be much.”


	‘Ah, that’s some motivation to my ears,’ I thought. Just what I needed to become further pissed off. If he doesn’t have any hope in me why was he lecturing me?’ “Sir, I would like to be a pilot or a great scientist someday, preferably after leaving here,” I said with confidence.


	“With these grades, it will be very difficult to even convince a robotic dog of hiring you for some work.” Mr.  Skeeter said. 


	The government’s arm of education had placed the right robot to put me in my place today and I wasn't going to have any of it. As I looked at him in front of me I wondered where his off switch was. You see the problem with some robots was that you never knew when they would go all world war on you or something. Most robots if provoked could destroy a human within Nano-seconds. Luckily, I was in a school, I smiled in my mind. I looked at the principal and said, “Sir, I’m sure that I can do better on the upcoming tests.”


	“That won’t be necessary Jimmy because I have great news for you,” the robot looked in my eyes and said in his robotic tone. 


	‘What good news? Who had made decisions without my approval? Who dared did that?’ I said in shock to myself in my mind. 


	“You see Jimmy, the government’s arm of education has decided that the best place for non-academic geniuses like yourself is in the Earth’s Special Forces,” the robot said showing me the recruitment paper on the screen. 


	“But, I didn’t sign up for the military, Sir. There must be a mistake,” I said this because I didn’t want to go. I was afraid of that camp. Military robots working together with human soldiers. You couldn’t tell what might have happened. I was getting myself into a suicide squad. I was thinking what I should have done. Would my mother be happy or would she let those child services robots come and fetch me? What about the other kids in my class? Probably, they would have thought I got killed or something or better yet eaten by a pissed off alien. I would have to hide my face. All these things were what I had thought on hearing the news. Then the principal highlighted on the screen the training camp, the people in charged, and the men and robots who had served for their country and people. ‘A serviceman,’ I thought. ‘Better yet a veteran of earth that would be going from galaxy to galaxy.’


	The more I thought about accepting the offer the more I felt pissed off with the crappy government and this school. Knosh High School wasn’t that bad compared to the others but at least I didn’t think I would leave a year early. After all, I was just sixteen and boy did the agents get younger by the minute. ‘Was I that special as the principal had said or was this just the robot’s programming language?’ I told the principal yes I would join just like an idiot who didn’t know what was at stake. I knew I should have discussed it with my mom or my mind some more but the risk was too great for either. 
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