Ajak Articles: Volume Four
The Aborask V-10
Chapter Three: Hit the Fan

The New Earth Go Forth had finally received clearance and was on its way through Satnet. Satnet satellite network served as a protective canopy around Earth, the outer-most defense against would-be intruders. Tedious Satnet clearance processes could take the better part of a day. As with the return of any star cruiser, redundant ship checks and scans were conducted and independent bio crews boarded, checking for alien organisms.

Captain Daniels and Doctor Moscow setup their own checkpoints and scans. Every boarding crewmember was checked for proper ID and the suspicious ones were sent to places on the cruiser where they would be cut off from any detailed information.

Several dubious groups of reporters were refused permission to come aboard, even as others were caught sneaking into the mess hall, posing as kitchen hands. Another thrill seeker was apprehended trying to crawl through one of the plasma cannon portals. His little spacewalk ended in a six hour rescue mission, as much needed personnel spent valuable time extricating his freezing body from the confines of the plasma silo. He did however survive the ordeal, much to the disappointment of the Captain.

Another reporter, impersonating an officer, managed to commandeer a small detail of young soldiers and went wandering the corridors for a story, till ironically, he stumbled across Doctor Moscow.

“Pardon me, sir, can you tell me where the Moscow boy presently is?”

The Doctor answered absentmindedly, without looking up from his note pad. “He’s getting his final physical.”

With a, “Yes Sir!” the imposter dismissed himself, ordering one of the soldiers to lead the way to the hospital.

A few steps later the Doctor realized he had committed an error. By the time the imposter arrived at the hospital, there was no Ajak as expected. He found only the military police waiting for him. They held him there till the Captain could question him.

Captain Daniels entered the hospital lobby with Doctor Moscow trailing behind. “You got to keep your eyes more open, Doc.”

As soon as the Doctor entered the room, the reporter rose from his chair and blurted out questions, almost shouting. “Hey Doctor Moscow, why did you abandon your son on Hironitus? Who is the Hiron woman and is there any romantic connection between the two?”

The Doctor was outraged, “I did not abandon my son. I thought they were all killed.”

The reporter kept peppering him and jotting notes onto a small pad. “Killed? Killed by who, the Hirons? Did the Hirons kill Humans?”

Before the Doctor could speak again, Captain Daniels stepped between them, snatching the reporter’s notepad from his twitching fingers. “You’ve already given him one piece of info, Doc,” said the Captain scornfully. “Would you like to try for two?”

The Doctor realized what he had done. His mouth snapped shut. The Captain stepped closer to the reporter. “Whom do you work for?”

The reporter spoke defiantly, avoiding direct questioning, a technique born out of a long career of skirting difficult situations. “Look, I’m not military and I don’t take orders from military. The public has the right to know under the McMahon Precedent what’s going on with the kid and the alien. If you don’t want to tell me then let me go my way. I have a press pass, and I answer to the most powerful corporation in the world.”

The Captain brought his nose an inch from his face, glaring out from under his dark bushy eyebrows. He spoke in quiet menacing tones. “Look, I don’t like reporters. I enjoy going out of my way to make trouble for them.”

“But I’m not military you can’t…”

“You’re absolutely correct. You’re not military. You’re only impersonating military.” The Captain moved yet closer, stepping on his toes. 

The reporter’s mouth opened to complain but he thought better of it, but his mouth remained open. 

“Do you know what I can do to you for impersonating a New Earth Military Officer, my fine little man?”

The reporter did not answer. Beads of sweat broke out on his brow as the Captain ground his teeth and breathed on him.

“You’re going to find out personally. Search him and then take this piece of trash to the brig!” he ordered. “And keep him isolated.”

After he left the room, the Captain looked hard at Doctor Moscow.

The Doctor held out his palms, “I know, I know. I read you. I’ll be more careful.

The next day Ajak and T-Mash sat in the Green Room, which had been temporarily declared off limits to all Go Forth personal. As the Green Room atmosphere cycled through its morning simulation, the flowers opened to receive the light, insects darted between various colored pedals buzzing and pollinating. It seemed the only sane area on the entire star cruiser. In the next few hours they would transport to the planet surface and to a grand reception with Earth’s dignitaries and these people that wished to know so much about them.

Ajak and T-Mash gazed from the Green Room portal. The brilliant blue orb they called Earth hung upon nothing, suspended within its black shroud, beautiful and immense. An inspiring sight to be sure, but to the outworlders unaccustomed to space travel, it was a constant breathtaking experience. As they took in the exquisite intoxicating sight of Earth, it was difficult for them to think that anything about it could be complicated or tarnished.

“It looks like Hironitus from up here, only bigger.” remarked Ajak. “I read it was once like Pellifore with much green vegetation.”

“Yes, from here it is beautiful,” agreed T-Mash. “We must not allow the beauty of the dwelling to distract our attention from the character of the ones who dwell within. Remember Elder Rion’s caution. Humans are aggressive by nature, even violent. I have seen this myself. Humans should not be underestimated in this way.”

“Yes, I have seen this also. It is very confusing, T-Mash.”

“What is confusing?”

“I am a human.” He turned to look into her coal-black eyes. “Do you think I could ever become violent like the Humans?”

T-Mash returned his gaze. She searched his face as she had done countless times before. She of course had always seen something different in Ajak’s eyes, something different than any Hiron could ever exhibit. But violence for violence sake as she had witnessed in other Human, simply had never been a part of his makeup. A broad smile spread across her lips, somehow without the slightest crease of her skin. She raised a reassuring hand and stroked his back through sloppy the human clothing and returned her gaze to the planet outside.

Just then, the Green Room door opened and in walked Doctor Moscow.

“It’s time to go home,” he said. “It’s been a long road and I can’t wait to get back to my house on Howard Street. Ah… just to be able to take in the Puget Sound would be incredible.”

Ajak and T-Mash enjoyed the Doctor’s enthusiasm, so full of life and hope.

“What does the Puget Sound like?” asked T-Mash.

The Doctor chuckled, “It doesn’t sound like anything, well, I take that back. The Puget Sound is a waterway, a huge canal that runs down through a landmass. It’s the landmass that we live on. Well c’mon now. Let’s get under way. Aren’t you exited to get off this metal bird and get to solid ground?”

They collected their things and left with him roaming through the quiet corridors to the shuttle deck. Everything Ajak and T-mash owned was on their belts. They carried no luggage while Doctor Moscow toted a cartful of twenty-three pieces of luggage and equipment that he had taken with him from his assignment on the Botany Reach. The Doctor found himself longing for the help of his assistant Bret Dungle who had been sent back to the Reach until the Doctor could see to his transfer. In Bret’s absence, the Doctor commandeered two guards to assist him with his fastidious preferences on how to handle the equipment.

At last, all was assembled at the shuttle bay levels of the ship under extremely tight security. Only a handful of guards, hand picked by the Captain himself, monitored the shuttle departures. The New Earth shuttle, Minus, was to escort the dignitaries to the surface. The Captain conferred with the sentries and then dismissed them, leaving the entire deck of the cruiser clear except for the departing dignitaries, so that the Captain could addressed the group in secrecy. 

“I can talk more freely now,” he said. “Here is our plan. When we arrive on the surface, the Prime Minister of New Earth and the Mayor of Seattle will receive us formally. And for the benefit of the press, we will pose for pictures, after which Doctor Moscow will be honored for his work. T-Mash will be honored officially as a dignitary from Hironitus. Then Ajak will be welcomed home by the Prime Minister and presented to the public. At that point someone working for H.P. Lincoln will make a short speech on our behalf, after that we’ll attend the reception at the downtown Wendle Hotel for long enough to satisfy the big brass. Then we can get Ajak and T-Mash out of there as fast as we can to a more suitable location where we all can take a nice long breath.”

The Doctor grimaced. “I still don’t see why do we have to walk right into the fray? I tell you we should just head for home and do all this pomp and politics later.” 

The Captain gave him an impatient look. “It’s a little late for that now, don’t you think, Doc? Now don’t everybody get all hinky on me. Remember, New Earth Commission does have some established legal rights here. After all, Doc, did they not finance all your work for the last ten years? You also have to keep in mind that this will be the first contact with intelligent alien life Earth ever. The Commission and the public are going to want some kind of an accounting, and in detail. There’s no way around that. If we don’t give them a bone now, things will be worse.” The Captain looked at the confused Pelliforians. “Well, we have to show up and answer just a few questions and let them take a few pictures before we can leave or they’ll go crazy trying.

The Doctor breathed a heavy sigh. “OK, your right. The sooner we get through this part the better.”

The Captain continued. “Now, I’ve already managed to get the Commission to agree to let us set down at Boeing Airport in Seattle, not just because the Moscows’ live near there, but because the climate is more similar to Pellifore and they’ve agreed that it would help make our guests more comfortable. If we give them a little something in the way of cooperation, I guarantee we’ll have fewer problems. If you all want to get home as fast and uncomplicated as possible, follow my lead, any questions?” He stared at each of their nervous faces in turn, they all remained in silent expectation.

“All right then… let’s go home.” 

The Captain called the sentries back into the shuttle bay. Then they all boarded the shuttle. Aids assisted them, fastening them into seats and securing their things. Engines whined and the Go Forth’s gigantic bay doors rumbled open. The shuttle then lifted and whisked off into the black expanse, bound for the planet surface.

A long silence engulfed the shuttle occupants. Apprehension for the coming events was thick in the air, intermingled with weariness that comes at the end of a very long journey. Gazing out the window at the approaching blue planet, time seemed to stand still. But for the high whine of ion engines, there was an eerie quiet into which poured the recollections of their experiences on Pellifore.

T-Mash missed Pellifore terribly. She had never in her ninety-nine years wished so for the comforts of her pell tree. In spite of her uncertainty, she was determined to greet the Humans as a gracious and sincere representation of her race.

In the enduring silence, Katy Moscow finally registered how long she had been away from home. It had been nearly a year since she and Morgan had been coaxed from their house quite involuntarily, and sent on the wild mission to somewhere she did not want to go. She wanted nothing more than to hunker down in her bed on Howard Street and sleep till she could sleep no more. But as she closed her eyes and pushed back into her seat, it was not her house that played on her mind, it was memories of Pellifore that she knew now… were forever etch there.

They pierced the stratosphere and the sound of friction filled the cabin, pulling the passengers into present awareness. The pilot finessed the shuttle through re-entry turbulence and soon, brown and gray patchwork designs took shape and manmade dwellings became visible between openings in the fluffy white cloud cover.

“If you’ll look out to your right,” the Captain narrated, “You’ll see what they call, the Emerald City… Seattle.”

Mile after mile, a great glistening city sprawled out before them, the waterways bordered large peninsulas dotted with many vessels and the slopes of the hills were decorated with countless dwellings. Blankets of gray overcast swept in from the southwest, giving the landscape a surreal twilight look. The earth looked to be in late season with droves of multi-colored vegetation.

Ajak and T-Mash wondered at the rolling uneven landscape. This was at least a bit like home. The shuttle headed west passed Boeing Airport then veered sharply for a northern approach. As they neared the landing site they began to see people many people. A great ocean of onlookers covered the ground like an army of ants waving arms and banners.

To Earthlings, Ajak had become something of a folk hero. The stories had been in the morning papers for weeks and the people could not hear enough about the earth infant, raised by aliens and found alive after so many years. It was the type of story that captured the imagination of young and old alike. The military, the politicians and the press were determined not to be left out of the excitement and certainly would never be though of as unsupportive of the public phenomenon. After all, it was from a military mission that these celebrities had emerged.

The shuttle flew over a large temporary platform that had been erected at one end of the runway near the main terminal. The crowd issued forth cheers as the shuttle touched down to Earth. They cheered on while the shuttle turned and taxied back up the runway to the waiting throngs. The Minus came to a halt and an exit ramp was secured from its side, to the waiting platform. The noise fell to silent expectation as shuttle doors swept open.

After a tense moment, Doctor Moscow stepped out with Katy at his side. As they started down the steps, the crowd resumed their racket. Banners waved, whistles shrieked and shouting filled the air. When Captain Daniels stepped out, an enthusiastic cheer resounded for their returning war hero. Then Ajak and T-Mash emerged from the ship and objects flew in the air and music sprang up. It was a music Ajak had never heard. Strong, clear, piercing tones assaulted him from large metal instruments, while other larger instruments were beaten, producing huge thumps and booms, a very raucous and exciting music it was.

One by one the space travelers deplaned and were escorted up to the welcoming platform and through a group of Secret Service men in plain gray suits. A thick swarthy man in a black suit stepped in front of Captain Daniels as he passed, shaking his hand. “My name is Greely, Chief Secretary to the Secret Service. I will be your personal guide during your stay, Captain. I’ll see you directly after the proceedings about your itinerary.”

Greely and several other plain men situated the guests next to the Prime Minister and the Mayor of Seattle. Amid brassy fanfare the Prime Minister greeted each of the dignitaries in turn. With great pomp he moved slowly down their ranks, to the speaker’s podium. The Mayor followed suit and came to rest at the Prime Minister’s side. The Prime minister presided over the boiling population with a satisfied grin, drinking in the moment like fine wine, a politician’s dream.

The enthusiasm of the crowd was understandable. New Earth had not enjoyed a hero in over a hundred years. All nations of Earth had been united together into the New Earth Union since the year 2097. For some, not least the news media, it had taken some of the zest out of life. No serious military action had been conducted since that historical day, Except for the incident with the planet called Toro-Toro, inhabited by fierce insects. They had to be dealt with decisively in order to mine the precious metals at the planet’s core. The inhabitants put up a surprising fight, for insects. The campaign went on for several years and was certainly a dangerous one in which not a few lives were lost. However, they were, after all, only insects. The manner in which the media covered the slaughter of what became known as the ‘Bug Wars’, became an outright embarrassment. The public took to joking about sending their pets to the Bug Wars, in place of their sons.


Hironitus was the first ever accounting of intelligent life elsewhere in the universe. The initial stories and reports of the strange beings had sifted through daily life and were not new to anyone on Earth, but this day was to be the first direct encounter, the first contact of an intelligent alien being stepping foot on Earth. Yes, this event was unprecedented.

If this was not exiting enough for the citizens of Earth, here in front of them on this day they would see real live Earth heroes who had risked their lives to save a lost Human boy from treacherous ogres on some distant planet. The New Earth public did not fully understand the relationship between the Chubb-Zantium and the Hirons. But whoever the enemy was, they had been vanquished. They had been put back in their place and shown that New Earth was nothing to toy with. The people of Earth only vaguely understood that Hirons had been helpful in this matter. But the real moment to be savored was that Earth people could once again look at themselves with pride, knowing that the descended from a courageous and noble race.

When the Prime Minister had extracted every last moment of glory, he raised his hands in the air, motioning for silence. And then… the din slowly dwindled to a tolerable ruckus and after a poignant moment, he began speaking with an orators expertise, “We stand here today… in deep gratitude for those who would put aside personal welfare… who would sacrifice personal gain… for the freedom of this great union of New Earth.” 

Applause broke out and the Prime Minister calmed them again. “Today… we honor all these heroes. But today is not just about these heroes. It is about being lost… forgotten… facing sure annihilation and coming back to life from the edge of destruction.” More applause ensued as he continued, “Today is about being lost… then found again...”

The Captain and Doctor Moscow looked at each other. The Doctor rolled his eyes.

The Prime Minister continued, raising his voice. “…to return home… to a world full of love and support. Alan James Moscow, WE WELCOME YOU HOME TO NEW EARTH!” he shouted, raising his arms again.

The crowd erupted and the music started up again.

The Prime Minister allowed this for another calculated moment, then raised his voice over the revelry. “Now, you’ve heard enough from me. Would you like to hear from these heroes themselves?”

The crowd roared ecstatically.

“Let us hear first from one of the finest Star Cruiser Captains in this great New Earth Military. A Captain that not only stared into the eyes of the enemy… but vanquished that enemy and rescued Earth’s long lost son.” He then turned to Captain Daniels. “Please welcome…CAPTAIN JAKE DANIELS OF THE NEW EARTH GO FORTH!”

The crowd erupted again as the Captain looked at Doctor Moscow and leaned into his ear. “They didn’t say anything about speeches.”

He resisted a military escort to the podium, but it was no use, the delirious throng would have it no other way. He stepped up to the microphone. The crowd was chaotic. A tall young man in a dark jacket jumped the barriers and bolted for the stage, inspiring two others to do the same. The man somehow pierced the first security ring but was apprehended before reaching the second. He kept screaming as they hauled him away. “SIGN MY JACKET! SIGN MY JACKET!” The audience seemed unaffected or unaware of the scuffling going on down front and drew their attention to their courageous new-found hero. 

The Captain cleared his throat. “Eh em,” his voice echoed off the surrounding buildings. “They didn’t say there would be speeches. I’m not sure what I’m supposed to say.”

His voice had a thin nasally quality through the microphone. Someone within the sea of people shouted from far away.

“Go, Captain Daniels!”

The Captain gave a nervous laugh. “Go? I just got back.”

An amused chuckle welled up from the crown. The Captain felt the warmth of his accidental joke. That allowed him to relax a bit. 

“Well,” he said, “You should be proud of the people on the New Earth Go Forth that got us all home safe. You’ll be hearing a lot more about them. I’d like to add that the Pelliforians are a wonderful people. We should get to know them quite well as time goes by. In fact they’re more than just wonderful. They’re darn right self-sacrificing as well. In fact, they are the real heroes here. They’re the ones who saved Ajak and come to think of it, they saved our hides too.”

A quiet spread over the crowd, not knowing what to make of this.

The Captain added, “You’ve probably read about the Chubb-Zantium creatures, but let me tell you they’re something to reckon with.”

The Prime Minister began shifting his weight sensing the dwindling crowd spirit.

The Captain rambled, “If it hadn’t been for the Hiron military we would not be standing here today. We owe a great deal to all the people of Pellifore,” added the Captain as his confidence gained momentum.


Ajak stood at the end of the line of dignitaries by a set of curtains, trying to take all this in. He was to speak next. Yet as his eyes panned the multitude of humans, a voice whispered from behind him.

“Dollywompus.”


Ajak stirred.

“Don’t turn around,” said the voice. “I work directly for H. P. Lincoln. You will have to do as I say or you will be in great danger. We’ll explain later.”


The Captain reached his creative stride with the audience. “We would all have been left behind like piles of bleached bones, if it weren’t for the Pelliforians.” 

The audience was a little confused and waiting for the good parts.


The Prime Minister, sensing a growing discontent in the audience, could take it no more. He darted in front of the Captain, grabbing the microphone. “The Captain is too modest to tell you that with the assistance of these kind beings, the New Earth Go Forth and its crew showed these Chubb-Zantium numbskulls that you cannot march against New Earth… and GET AWAY WITH IT!” His arms waved in the air as he emphasized the last phrase. The crowd finally could identify with this line of reasoning and once again broke into cheering and whistling. 

The Prime Minister worked his magic. “Let us show the Captain how we welcome home the TRUE HEROES OF NEW EARTH!” he shouted, pounding the podium.

The crowd went delirious; things were once again hurled into the air. The Captain shrunk back in line with Doctor Moscow.

The Doctor turned to his ear. “Pile of bleached bones?” he chided.


The Captain just shrugged.


“NOW!” the Prime Minister lifted his hands dramatically. “I would like to introduce to you a New Earth young man, a young man who has never been home… but has always been in our hearts. A young man lost to us all… yet found on this fateful mission. Let us welcome back into our fold… our dear reclaimed child… ALAN JAMES MOSCOW OF NEW EARTH!”


The throngs of screaming people were beside themselves, throwing things and rushing the stage, bellowing, “AJAY! AJAY! AJAY!”


The Prime Minister turned and all eyes scanned the line of heroes down to the spot where Ajak was standing. But Ajak… was gone. There was a moment of stunned realization before Secret Servicemen began scrambling over the platform, searching for the misplaced hero. 


The color drain from the Prime Minister’s face as the head of security, Greely, shouted out orders to a few aids and approached Captain Daniels. “OK, what did you do with him, Captain?”

The Captain’s mouth was still open. “Whaaa…What are you talking about?”

The crowd began to sense there was something wrong. 

Greely set his eyes and stepped closer, “Look Daniels, we know you and the good Doctor have some resistance to the Commission’s wishes. But we didn’t think you’d pull a stunt like this. Now where is he?”

The Captain rose to his full height against Greely. “I might ask you the same question,” he threatened. “Do you think I’d have the resources to spirit him away, right out from under YOUR nose, in a place like this?”

Greely stared back and shouted, “Show our friends to their transportation. I’ll speak with them later, personally.”

The plain men gripped the Captain, Doctor Moscow, Katy, and T-Mash escorting them down a ramp to a score of waiting limos.

The Prime Minister finally shook himself back to reality and took the microphone again. “Eh em, we will keep you all informed of our heroes in the days to come. And uh, now… let’s here a few words from… our own Mayor of Seattle!”

Some random cheering broke out as the Prime Minister cajoled the Mayor to the podium and then quietly left the platform.

Ajak had eased over to the edge of the platform at the pinnacle of the Captain’s speech when he was whisked off the stage by yet more plain men and was being ushered into a dark limo. He thought it over. To Ajak’s Pelliforian sensibilities, there was no reason to doubt that anyone was not who he said he was. 

The grounds behind the stage area began to swarm with plain suited men. Ajak could not tell who was who. Someone from his left snatched at his shoulder and yanked him sideways from the group that had shuffled him off the stage. Someone else pulled him back the other way. Now he was unsure of anything and began to wonder who worked for H. P. Lincoln and who did not. He could feel his fight-or-flight response taking over. Two of who ever they were, had gotten hold of him from each side. 

He suddenly flipped his feet out in front of him and propelled them on over the top of his head, twisting the arms of the men holding him backwards. With a painful grunt, they let loose of him. Ajak then fell backwards to the ground on his hands and feet into a grab-like stance and began crab-walking through the dense human thicket. A technique he had learned at home on Pellifore, a very effective way to navigate through loose underbrush.

Ajak slide under a large storage vehicle and found a place between the cab and the back end, peering out into the confusion. He searched vigilantly, but could recognize no one. That voice had said to him that he was in danger. On this planet, he was not sure what that meant, so he chose to wait and watch as the grounds teemed with frantic men.

Just then, two plain men approached the vehicle under which where Ajak hid. He tucked back into its undercarriage as the men boarded the vehicle and started it up. His eyes enlarged as the vehicle began to move. It jerked once and then again, then rose from the ground and lumbered off.

Ajak was not certain how much altitude this vehicle was capable of. He poised himself, ready to spring in case the vehicle should take for the skies. After a few moments, it began to take on more altitude. Ajak desperately scanned the ground for a safe place to fall but the vehicle was rising too fast to offer him much choice. He had to let go… now!

He loosened his grip and felt gravity take hold, instinctively reaching for the sides of his field-coat to pull the pliable material into controllable wings. But he clutched nothing but inflexible cotton. A momentary panic hit him… no field-coat! He did his best to control the fall, catching a small amount of wind and directing himself into a cluster of odd, low lying trees. Branch and bows smacked at his chest and face as he fell through them. He flailed his arms, catching branches on the way down, slowing his descent, but still he felt the sharp impact as he hit earth. 

With pain in his shoulder and the stinging of his face, he struggled for breath. Then gathered his senses and his jarred bones hew rose to seek out the nearest safe place.

The Prime Minister stormed down the ramp with a clenched jaw. As he reached the bottom, he saw Greely and a contingent of plain men. “Where is he? The Prime Minister barked.

“I don’t know,” Greely answered.

“What do you mean, you don’t know? You’re the head of the Secret Service, for crying out loud. He can’t just disappear.”

“We’ll find him,” said Greely turning red. “We have one of the accomplices already. We’ll get the others responsible, and the boy.”

“Know this Greely,” threatened the Prime Minister. “Much too much has gone into this project to loose it now. If you loose the boy, you loose the entire project. Do you understand me?”

The Prime Minister made his way to his limo, shouting orders. “Get me out of here now!” he shouted and disappeared into the limo.

The remaining arriving dignitaries were escorted to a limo somewhere behind the staging area. Peering through the rain streaked windows Doctor Moscow could see the Prime Minister depart and the man Greely heading their way. “I got to hand it to you Jake,” said the Doctor as he chuckled. “I knew you were going to have to be sneaky to keep Ajak from the limelight, BUT THIS! WOW! …in front of an airport full of people! I gotta hand it to you.”

Doctor Moscow engaged the Captain’s face and saw his deep, lost expression. 

The Captain spoke, sorrowfully, “Doc… I… “

The Doctor’s heart sank as he realized the Captain was in the dark. He looked once again to the chaos outside and spoke with a hopeless inquiry. “Then what’s going on?”
