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      I grew up on John Wayne and a father that worked behind the walls of a prison. I guess it was inevitable that I not only learned to fight, but I learned to enjoy it a little. So between that and my grandfathers and father’s Marine Corps stories it was only natural that I ended up joining the Corps. Most Marine stories start with “I shit you not – There I was” and as a Sergeant 7 years in my story starts the same way.

      I was coming out of a little bar known as the “Gold Lounge” just off post of Camp Lejeune NC when I the heard the sound of fighting. I followed the sound to back behind the bar and saw a huge 6’6 guy working over this little dude. As I approached I noticed this was no simple disagreement, the big man had a knife was actively stabbing the mousy little fellow.

      I didn’t think as I went with my first instinct and grabbed him by the shoulder and back of the head and rocked his head off the stuccoed wall of the nightclub. As a 6’3 190 pound Marine I expected it to take big man out of the fight. It didn’t.

      The fact that he wasn’t knocked out did not surprise me as much as what I saw when he turned to face me. The skin of his forehead was torn away in a gash and greenish-blue scales lay under the open skin dangling from my opponent’s forehead. More frightening than that was the quick flash of reptilian slit pupils before returning to “normal” human eyes. It is one thing to watch late night TV and hear about conspiracy theories concerning lizard aliens hiding on earth and influencing out government, it is another thing entirely to actually see one.

      My frozen state lasted long enough for the reptile man to slash me deeply across my stomach. Luckily my training took over as I closed with him and wrapped my chest and arms around his knife arm. He could not cut me anymore as my body formed a shield locking his shoulder and elbow. I attacked his thumb and worked to pry the knife loose while kneeing him repeatedly.

      Once he dropped the knife I elbowed him in the side of his head and lifted his arm up and slipped under it. With my right hand, I pulled his arm straight out from his side. Once his arm was pulled straight, I placed my left forearm on his upper arm and drove my forearm straight to the ground. I wanted him down on the ground. The technique works, even when the opponent is bigger, but this lizard was incredibly strong. Instead of going straight to the gravel, we struggled and danced around in a circle as he fought to get free.

      Never being one to stick to a plan that wasn’t working, I slung him away and backpedaled for distance. This bought me time to draw my own knife.

      At this point the lizard man pulled out a second knife from inside his jacket. My natural urge was to focus on the huge serrated blade as my opponent let out a guttural hiss and began to move the blade side to side.

      My father named me William Tell after of both William Tell Sackett of the Louis La’mour westerns and the real life William Tell of apple shooting fame. He used my name to help teach that there are occasions when you have to get mean and apply violence of action. In this case, the only real option was too close the distance aggressively with the knife man and show them what happens when you mess with a Marine.

      I quickly closed the gap and with quick sewing machine motions I went about stabbing him as deep and hard as I could. We ended up in a clench, our heads pressed together ear to ear. My left hand pulled his head and body close against my own as I stabbed him repeatedly in his guts as fast as I could.

      While it is fair to say I was the last one standing, it is not quite fair to say I won the fight. Without emergency care I was sure to die. I had stab wounds and deep slices throughout my arms and torso. I even had a couple of really deep bites on my shoulder that looked as bad as they felt. I collapsed in exhaustion and looked over at the little guy. He too was in bad shape. Like the reptilian attacker, his skin peeled back in places to show a pale grey skin. I was too spent to react much to the fact that I just saved a little grey alien.

      We made eye contact and to my surprise the little guy said, “You have no idea what trouble you just caused.”

      “What!” I said as forcefully as my injured body could exclaim. “I just saved your life”.

      The grey looked at me and said, “Yes, but at great cost, that Barkun enforcer was punishing me for being caught on a protected planet. Your attack has doomed this planet for sterilization.”

      My mind raced know that being the cause of Earth’s destruction would earn me something much different from a second good conduct medal. I just don’t have any friends that like me enough to help me bury an alien body.

      “Look, little guy” I said, “first off, no one has to know what happened, I know plenty of places no one will find him. Secondly, if you and I don’t get to a hospital we won’t last long enough to worry about anything else.”

      “Do not call me little guy. I am a Sagren and I am one of the largest of my kind. My size and abilities are why I am the protector of Earth. There is no hiding the body, His ship knows he died violently and can track it. As to medical treatment, your hospitals would only kill us both. There is no human based knowledge of the poisons the Barkun enforces use on their blades.”

      “That’s just great, if we can’t go to a hospital, and we can’t hide the body, what options do we have to protect Earth from total destruction? I mean I would hope you have some ideas, at least based on your title.”

      “I do have a solution, but only for the protection of the planet. My ship can neutralize the poison from the blades, and even repair the damage done to us, but there is only one way for you to try to save earth. You must find his ship and claim it by right of conquest.

      If you command the ship you may use it to contact the Barkun Empire and confess. If you are able to convince the Emperor’s representative that the Earth had no part to play in your illegal actions he has the authority to allow you to can take full responsibility. If you take the punishment then the earth may be spared. There is nothing else I can do to help an earthling on Earth”

      This news was just the thing to ruin a man’s night. The light buzz I had worked so hard to achieve was gone. My head was lightheaded from the blood loss, and now that the adrenalin had burnt out of my system it was becoming more and more painful to move.

      Now I have to plead guilty without any knowledge of the punishment. I knew I should have stayed in the barracks and drank alone.
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      After very rudimentary first aid to slow the bleeding, I threw the body in the back of my jeep, and drove the little grey alien out to a small abandoned single-wide trailer just off the highway about 30 minutes off post. Rumor was it was a former meth lab that was confiscated by the County Sheriff.

      Once there, the alien got out and walked toward the back of the run down trailer. He limped about 20 feet from the jeep and turned to give me an expectant look. I knew he wanted me to follow him, however, before I did I looked around the jeep. It had blood everywhere, some was mine, but it was mixed with the blood from the grey, as well as what had leaked out of Alligator Joe’s corpse.

      Knowing the shit-storm that awaited me after the jeep was found I wrote a quick note with as little detail as possible. I shoved it in my glove box as I removed my Glock and locked the glove box. I grabbed my go-bag from the jeep and walked with the little alien behind the trailer. The second we were behind the trailer a small flying saucer appeared in the field directly behind the building.

      A small door appeared showing a brightly lit interior. It looked just as you would imagine after watching any number of science fiction shows.

      We stepped inside to a large bare room that was nearly 15 yards in diameter. Since the Ship itself was about 20 yards at the widest diameter I wondered aloud where the engines and mechanics were kept.

      The grey seemed to become exasperated by this and huffily replied, “I told you clearly that I could not share more to a native earth dweller on earth. Now please lie on the table.”

      As I began to ask him what table, a white smooth rectangle approximately the size of a twin bed rose out of the floor. With some hesitation I did as the grey asked. I had some fear of being probed, but at this point I knew I would die without medical intervention.

      As soon as my head hit the table I was bathed in light and became paralyzed. I had full consciousness but I could not move. It appeared that the top of the table became liquid as it flowed over my body and surrounded my injuries. Whatever the table was doing to me did not exactly hurt, but it was extremely uncomfortable. The feeling was an intense itching sensation that alone was almost unbearable, however it also came with a tremendous sense of violation.

      I felt like something was inside me. It was as if someone was inside my body without my permission. Then with no warning the table receded into itself and the itching and violation ceased immediately. I was not longer injured. The feeling of relief was intense but that relief was instantaneously over as I felt like I was stabbed in the head right behind my ear.

      I felt like someone shoved a 6-inch spike inside my head. I was unable to see. I heard a deafening screech that I can only describe as fingers on a chalkboard. Then with a flash of multicolored light I saw flashed visions of myself lying on the table with a tube of the liquid table entering my skull right behind my right ear.

      Just like with my wounds, as the liquid table receded from my body the pain ceased. My sight and hearing returned and I could now move freely. I sat bolt upright and grabbed my head. As I touched my head and then looked at my hand I was relieved to see there was no blood.

      Grey spoke “The implant was a necessary discomfort if you are to speak to the ship and save the living beings on your planet.”

      “Stop giving me half answers! If you don’t tell me what is going on, I am about to start breaking shit. The destruction will most likely start with ungrateful little aliens.”

      “As Aegeus has stated, he cannot tell an earthling on earth any more without violating earth’s protected status and bringing retribution down upon Earth as well as the Sagren home world.”

      This new voice was deep and authoritative. What really shocked me was that the voice seemed to be coming from inside my own head.

      “Who said that? Who is Aegeus? Most importantly if you can’t tell an earthling something on Earth you better take this earthling off of Earth because if I don’t start getting answers in three fucking seconds I am going to start breaking things!”

      A faint smile came to the little alien’s face before the top and very bottom of the saucer became transparent and the ship rose and left Earth in what seemed like minutes. Looking down and seeing Earth recede as we traveled into space was a very disturbing process to say the least. I felt like I should be feeling motion, but inside the ship there was no movement.

      As soon as we passed the Moon, the little alien was bathed in a beam of light and his “human suit” disappeared. What stood before me was a “Roswell” alien, large head, huge black eyes, tiny spindly body and all.

      “We don’t have a lot of time, only as hour at most, so you must listen. We do not have time for you be as slow as understanding as you were about leaving the earth.

      My name is Aegeus, which is my name as well as my title. I appointed myself the protector of Earth. Earth is listed as a protected planet in the Confederation. As such, no species or organization can assist your planet develop modern technology.

      This especially means space travel and sub-atomic manipulation. Once Earth gains these technologies the status of protected planet will be removed and Earth will be available for claim by conquest.

      The Barkun role in the galaxy is to enforce Confederation laws such as this. As such they have the authority to determine when the Earth is advanced enough to ask for citizenship in the Confederation. Unfortunately, As soon as this status is available the Earth is free to be claimed by right of Conquest. It is well known that the Barkun have plans to conquer Earth as soon as the protective status restrictions are lifted.

      Some individuals of my race feel this is a violation of the spirit of the law and a few of them have been attempting to ensure that Earth is not unfairly advanced. However, many consider this to be illegal and you stepped in to a Barkun enforcer punishing me for my personal interference. “

      “So why did you not fight back? Does your Confederation not have judges to determine what is right and wrong?”

      “They do, you just killed one. I did not resist the enforcer because once I accepted the punishment; the crime would be mine alone. If I resisted my planet could be found in violation for having a lawless culture.”

      Before I could express my disbelief the voice in my head spoke.

      “Human, the Confederation does not tolerate lawlessness. Our rules are simple and they allow freedom by creating predictability. The Kernel of Sentience created the Law and we have chosen the Barkun to enforce it.”

      “Aegeus, What did you do to me? What is this voice that keeps talking in my head?” The little grey alien looked at me and said.

      “Human, You are hearing a Kernel. It is a member of the Kernel of Sentience that created the Confederation. The Kernel you hear is what you would naively call an artificial intelligence. This one controls my ship, and it is the Kernel of the Barkun ship you must take command of. A ship is just a vessel that a Kernel inhabits.

      We do not have much time left. All you need to know at this point is that the Confederation maintains the laws the biologics in the galaxy live by, and the consequences for violation of that law are severe. If you want to save your planet you must claim the Barkun ship by right of conquest, confess to the Barkun, and convince the Barkun Enforcer supervising this system that you acted alone so that all punishment falls upon you. To do this you must renounce all ties with Earth.”

      “A computer runs the galaxy? Earth has to die because I kept someone from being killed? Asimov would be rolling in his grave!”

      “Aegeus laughed at this, I see you are not totally ignorant human. Asimov was a Sagren, and wrote the rules of robotics to give the emerging human race a tool to begin to understand the Confederation. If the Kernels were not bound to an unbreakable law their power would be limitless. Enough talk, we must find the ship and you must save Earth.”
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      “Human, we will be reentering the Earth Protected zone in a few minutes, so here is the final information I can give you.

      If you show the ship the Barkun body and convince him you are his rightful captain you will have control of a very powerful device.

      The Kernel must follow your directives, but it cannot break any Confederation law. It cannot lie to you, and it must answer direct questions. However, it does have the ability to interpret law and make legal judgments. It may not give you an answer you feel is 100% accurate, but all answers will be within the scope of the law. A Kernel must have a Captain to command it, it has the ability to fly itself and navigate hyperspace, even fire weapons, but it cannot act alone. Confederation law says the Captain must direct the Kernel’s actions.

      As Asimov described, a Kernel cannot directly harm any living thing. However, you are under no such rule, therefore you must be in command. You may interface with the Kernel by your implant; additionally it acts as a universal translator. Most importantly, understand that the Kernel inhabits the ship. The ship is nothing more than a complex machine; the Kernel is a sentient being.

      As soon as you gain control, you must tell it to leave the earth-protected zone and have it contact the Barkun Empire for your confession. Without a doubt the Barkun are on the way to sterilize your planet.”

      “Can it read my thoughts? “ Now I am terrified because I have some crazy thoughts, especially what I want to do to the Kernel, the Confederation, and the Barkun race.

      “No, that is not possible. The implant has attached to various nerves within your brain. It is as if you attach a speaker to a radio. You can hear the signals projected from the radio, but you cannot hear the thoughts of the musicians.”

      Somewhat less concerned, I ask the alien how hard it will be to find the ship. He tells me it won’t be hard. His ship must cloak to hide from Confederation technology; the Barkun ship only has to hide from Earth level tech. He says with humanities primitive technology, finding a Barkun ship is on earth is like finding the bright lights of a city at night in the middle of the dessert. I feel slightly insulted.

      Within minutes we hover over a small lake in the middle of an artillery impact area on the Base. Aegeus unceremoniously dumped the dead Barkun and myself off his ship and onto the rocky shoreline. I watched as his ship rose and quickly cloaked.

      I am left alone. While I have more than a little fear, I hide it deep inside. I take a breath and from deep in my diaphragm call out in my Sergeant voice.

      “This is the William Tell Davis, I claim this Barkun’s ship and the Kernel that inhabits it by the Right of Conquest!”

      I saw nothing, but after a few long seconds I heard a voice say to me “You are an Earthling, you have no rights within the Confederation.”

      “I am not a citizen of Earth, I claim no protected status. I fought and defeated your Captain in single combat. Do you deny the law?”

      With that, ripples formed on the surface of the small fishing lake and a ship rose from the surface and uncloaked.

      The Barkun ship was nearly identical to the grey’s saucer; they were sleek and wide in the center, rounded toward the tops and bottom. It was a deep black, which was different from the grey appearance of the Sangren ship. It was not shiny so much as the deep black gave the appearance of nothingness. The ship was the same size; about 20 meters round and 8 or so meters tall in the center most area of the ship.

      After the ship rose from the water it rotated so the hatch pointed toward me. The hatch opened, and a light beamed from an emitter at the back of the ship. The beam had a concrete feel, which sounds impossible. However, as it centered on the dead Barkun it lifted the body a few feet off the ground and held it for a few seconds. Then, without warning, the light disappeared. The corpse fell to the shore with a wet smack. A smaller beam shined on the body and totally immolated it into ash.

      “I knew Agamemnon died violently. His visual cortex verified you conquered him in single combat. You are my Captain. Your tenure will not be long as the Barkun Corrective Ship will arrive in approximately 27 minutes to execute sentence.”

      I am just a simple Combat Engineer Sergeant. However, I have always had an interest some interest in technology so I have taken a few programming classes. That skill, along with the few hints I received on the inflexibility of the artificial intelligence gave me the workings of an idea.

      Seeing no other option, I ran into the open hatch and began querying the ship.

      “Ship, using Earth units of measurement, display a countdown showing the time until the Barkun ship arrives.”

      A countdown appeared on the bare wall to my left it said 26 minutes 12 seconds. I see a glimmer of hope.

      “Ship, do you have knowledge of the entire Confederation legal code? If so, Can you translate it and display it in the written form of American English Language”

      “Yes”

      “What is the word count of the legal code translated in English?”

      “5,489,031,744 words”

      “Can you refine the information using a search query?”

      “Yes”

      “Query the Confederation code for items addressing protected planet sterilization and tell me how many words using the predefined definition of 5 characters making a word unit”

      “42”

      “Please display the queried text”

      The “front” wall of the ship darkened to display the following words:

      When a protected planet is found guilty it shall immediately become sterilized. 75% of the sterilized mass becomes the immediate property of the species that executes the sentence. The remaining 25% of mass is brought to the Kernel of Sentience as tax.

      “Ship, does the Confederation law specifically recognize a difference between the actions of a planet and an individual whose species in native to the planet?”

      “Yes”

      “How many words are in that legal definition?”

      “42”

      “Please display the Confederation law defining the difference”

      Actions of an individual within a species native to a planet are attributed to the planet as a whole due to culture. If the individual action is punishable by death and the culture is well disciplined, the individual shall have sole responsibility.

      “During your time on Earth did do you monitor and record transmissions and interactions on the planet?”

      “Yes”

      “Do you have the capability to monitor and record internet and intranet data?”

      “Yes, I am able to access all of data stored by the primates of Earth.”

      Ignoring being called a primate, I continue “Ship, Are you familiar with article 85 of the Uniform Code of Military Justice?”

      “Yes”

      “Is it a crime for an active duty member of the US armed forces to leave without permission, and if the offense was committed in order to avoid hazardous duty in a time of war is the punishment death?”

      “Yes, if it was committed in a time of war”

      “Ship, does the US Military award servicemen the National Defense Medal for service in time of war? If so, is this award currently being given to all members enlisting into the US Military?”

      “Yes, Captain, on both accounts.”

      Ship can you determine if I am a member of the United Military”

      “Yes”

      “Do you have records that indicated that I have received notice that I will be deployed to an active war zone, specifically Afghanistan?”

      “Yes”

      “Ship, I demand to communicate with the Barkun Emperor so I can confess to conquering the Barkun Agamemnon in single combat as an individual attempting to dessert the United States military in order to shirk hazardous wartime duty. Furthermore, I committed this crime in order to leave Earth to avoid execution and have renounced all citizenship and ties to the planet Earth and its native species to avoid that death penalty.
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      The display shows 20 minutes until the Earth is destroyed for its mass as a wall shimmers and is replaced by the image of a massive Barkun sitting on a throne.

      “Stand before me Earthling, A Kernel informed me of your confession and your attempt to subvert the lawful punishment of your planet.”

      “Are you the Barkun Emperor?”

      “Human, I am the Captain of the Punishment ship that will claim Earth, as such I am the authorized representative of the Emperor. You may claim the right to speak with him, but transmission to the Barkun Throne world will take 27 Earth days. Exercising that right will not delay my execution of sentence.”

      Well, I guess I will have to speak with the help.

      “Very well, I am not an Earthling, I am a Deserter from an Earth military force, and it is you that are attempting to subvert the law. If my ship has informed you of the facts then even one such as you must understand that I committed the crime as an individual. My desertion and the acts committed in support of that crime are punishable by death on my planet.

      Even a simple Barkun such as you must have heard of the military force known as the United States Marine Corps. It is indisputable that no one in the Galaxy is held to a higher standard of lawful culture and discipline.

      Before the alien could respond I ordered the ship to mute the conversation.

      “Ship, can the Barkun hear what I am saying?”

      “No”

      “Does Confederation law allows appeals to the decision of the Barkun” I had a feeling my argument was falling on deaf ears.

      “Yes, as a Kernel of Sentience, I may overrule the Barkun and pronounce individual or collective guilt”

      “Do you believe I acted as an individual?”

      “Upon my recall of the visual and audio memories of both Agamemnon and yourself, as well as the evidence presented, I do.”

      “Does the punishment have to be death?”

      “Yes, it is the only punishment in the Confederation code.”

      Crap! I need a loophole. “Ship, display the Confederation law concerning how punishment is carried out.”

      The Barkun Emperor is the final authority for the sentencing of convicted law violators. The Barkun species role is to be the sole executor of sentence. To this end, the Barkun Species has the right to traverse Confederation space to execute sentence.

      “Ship, if the Emperor sentences me to death, the Barkun must enforce the sentence correct?”

      “Correct”

      “If the Barkun species has the role to be the sole executor of the sentence, then other species and individuals do not have to help them, is this correct?”

      “Yes”

      “Furthermore, since the law says they are sole executioner, and we all must follow the law, you cannot help them execute me. Is this correct”

      “That argument is valid. However, attempting to subvert a lawful judgment would greatly anger the Barkun Emperor.”

      “I would surely hate to anger someone trying to kill me. Ship, unmute the conversation”

      The display said 5 minutes to annihilation and as the volume was restored, it seemed like the lizard boss had never stopped talking and that he was very angry with me.

      “Hey rat snake, I’m back, could you repeat all that, I am a little hard of hearing.”

      That shut him up. The Lizard eyes blinked and refocused directly at me. A forked tongue flicked out and at the corners of his mouth the hint of an evil smile appeared.

      “Human, your actions have doomed your planet. I find it guilty and sentence it to sterilization. “

      “Ship, I appeal his judgment on behalf my former planet. It was my actions as an individual that committed the crime and therefore I and demand my right to accept his sentence as mine to suffer alone.”

      “Based on the evidence, the actions of the individual William Tell Davis have violated Confederation Law. The sentence shall be executed on the individual.” The Ship said emotionlessly.

      An angry hiss escaped the lizard, and I swear I could see some disappointment for a moment. The disappointment vanished as the Barkun looked directly at me and said

      “Human, you may have saved your planet, but you will not be painlessly sterilized. I will take great enjoyment of ripping your flesh from your body and ingesting you piece by piece over a number of your years.”

      “Nae Nae Lizard Lips, you have to catch me first!”

      “Ship, end communication with the Barkun”

      The wall display faded and returned to appear as a blank bulkhead. “How fast can this thing go?”

      “In a solar system this ship can travel up to .5c however, if we move beyond the influence of the gravity of a star or other planetary body we can jump to hyperspace and move faster than light.”

      I haven’t been in this much trouble since I got caught in the barracks with the Colonel’s daughter and I am well outside of my comfort zone.

      “Ship, I am not a scientist, move us as fast as you can to the nearest location to jump to hyperspace. Display the time to that a safe hyperspace location next to that please the display a countdown to the Barkun estimated time of arrival.”

      Time to Arrival showed 0, Time to jump showed 4 minutes.

      “Ship, why does the timer show 0 minutes until Barkun arrival?”

      “The Barkun patrol this Solar system. The Punishment ship is 2 minutes from Earth.”

      “Do you know where it is?”

      “It is cloaked so I do not have an exact location of the punishment ship”

      I don’t have time for this. I am just going to focus on escape and not finding the ship. “Ship, can we converse while you are navigating?”

      “Yes, I am capable of accomplishing many tasks simultaneously.”

      “If the Barkun catch up to us, will they shoot at us, and will they likely destroy you in order to execute me?”

      “Destroying this ship is the most likely response. You have greatly angered the Barkun, however, for many reasons a quick punishment is desired.”

      “I do not need to understand the science behind hyperspace right now, but what are the practical limits to a jump?”

      ”From a position at a LaGrange point we can quickly jump to a known position in less than 15 seconds if the hyperspace engine is fully charged.”

      “Is it?”

      “Yes, I charged when I surmised you were going to become a fugitive from justice.”

      “Ship, if we survive this, I think we are going to be great friends. From the LaGrange point how many known positions do you have that will take us away from the Barkun.”

      “Three”

      “How quick can we make jumps after the first one?”

      “After the first jump, we can make a second within 6.48 earth minutes” a third jump after 42 additional minutes recharging, and then we cannot make another jump for 7 hours.”

      “Ship display all know destinations headed away from the Barkun after making 3 jumps in a row to known positions.”

      Captain, there are 24 destinations within the parameters given.

      “Are any locations near a second LaGrange point?”

      “Define near”

      I forgot I was taking to a computer. “Ship, show the three final destinations nearest to an asteroid, comet, or planet we could hide on.”

      Upon looking at the display, two destinations were near planets, another has a nearby asteroid field. The farthest location shown was a planet designated A0467.

      “Ship, make three jumps as quickly as possible to bring us to planet A0467. Maybe we can buy some time to hide.”

      Our escape plan being made; now I have to figure out how to survive to that first jump. I hope the Barkun don’t have ships near this Lagrange point, or whatever the heck we are running toward. On the bright side, they only have 2 minutes to try to stop me. Unfortunately, anyone who has ever been in a fight knows just how long 2 minutes can be.
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      “Ship, if we cloak will the Barkun be able to see us?”

      “With our energy output at maximum speed we are unable to cloak

      Is there a speed we can travel at that will allow us to remain cloaked until we transit to hyperspace?”

      “With a reduced speed we can cloak, but the based on Barkun technology, I calculate a 92.3% chance we will be discovered before transit.”

      “Do you have any type of shields?”

      “Yes, we I am equipped with standard enforcer shields.”

      “I don’t know if that’s good or bad compared to the weapons the Barkun are bringing to the party. How long do you estimate we can last with full shields against the ship or ships coming for us?”

      “Human, they are not coming for us. They are coming for you.”

      “Dammit, We don’t have time for this, they can’t get me without you. At full shields against the Barkun coming will we last long enough to jump to hyperspace and survive?”

      “There is a 85% chance our shields will protect us until we can transit. There will be some damage to the shield emitters, however.”

      “Great. Now second question, do we have weapons? Can we use any while we are at full shields?”

      “There are several weapons at your disposal, but only one type can be used while we are fully shielded that is the ion cannon. There are two such cannons, one each midpoint at the dorsal and ventral sides of the ship. You can target them from here or you can manually control them at the cannons themselves.”

      “Ship, set the shields to their maximum setting, display the aiming points for the two cannons, and tell me how to aim and fire them. Also, if you have any nitrous oxide, goose the engines cause I feel the need, the need for speed!”

      The ship notified me that while the on-board replicator could produce nitrous oxide, it also it warned that its introduction into the propulsion system would catastrophic hull breech. While I was being educated, a seat and two joysticks were created out of nanites. In less stressful times, I believe I would have been amazed to watch them appear as they seemed to rise out of the floor.

      Without warning a huge ship uncloaked directly in front of the ship. It was hard to tell in space without much in the way of reference points, but I would say it was at least four times the size of the USS George H. W. Bush, which was the last and largest US aircraft carrier ever constructed.

      “Ship, why did you not tell me the Barkun would appear in front of us.”

      “You did not ask, However, it is obvious that they would station ships at the LaGrange points.”

      “Ship, if we get out of this please remind me to have you explain what a LaGrange point is.”

      “A LaGrange point is a location in space where….”

      “NOT NOW!” I interrupted.

      I noticed I had two joysticks each with a set of buttons. Each was very similar to what you would see on a fighter plane in a movie. I grabbed each and saw that the one on my left controlled one aiming point, and the stick on my right aimed the other. The aiming points of the two cannons were superimposed on the display in front of me.

      “Ship which cannon goes with which control?”

      “The right controls the dorsal, the left controls the ventral”

      I had forgotten high school biology. I vaguely remembered that dorsal and ventral meant back and belly, but I could not recall which was which.

      “Ship color the aiming point for the left handed control yellow and the right control’s aiming point red.” I may not know which cannon went with what scientific term, but I damn sure would know which hand controlled an aiming point.

      I couldn’t quite get used to aiming both guns with different hands, but I was able to make some progress. Just like Dad used to say when we were shooting. “Front Sight, Squeeze”

      Whenever an aiming point landed on the ship I squeezed the trigger. I was a total novice. I felt as out of my depth as a new boot recruit showing up to the Fleet Marine Force and told to find an ID 10 T form. All I knew is that I had to survive. My new mission was to figure out how to protect earth from a rigged game even if I was officially a labeled a Deserter.

      We were engaged in the craziest game of chicken ever played. I was in a go-cart charging at a tank. They were not going to stop coming at me and I could not blink.

      “Ship, fly as close to the top of the ship as possible, I would assume the closer we are the harder we are to shoot at.”

      I also had a hunch that as a planet sterilizer, it would have more guns on the bottom to shoot down that it would have on the top to shoot up.

      We skimmed the Barkun punishment ship as I fired at every bump that looked like it held a gun. I am sad to say they hit us more than I hit them. I ended up just holding the trigger down on the left hand gun and only aimed with my right.

      Their last couple hits came as we traversed the ship and dropped down behind it. Their stern guns must have been stronger because after those hits to our tail the lights dimmed inside the ship, I started hearing alarms, and I started smelling ozone from burnt electrical connections.

      I was getting ready to voice my concern when the countdown timer ran to zero and everything shimmered and the screens went blank.
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      “We have transitioned to Hyperspace Captain.”

      I pick myself off the floor and look at the blank display walls. I don’t believe I was rendered unconscious by the jump and I don’t feel injured. However, the alarms and haze inside the ship have me concerned.

      “Ship, how bad was the damage?”

      “We have damage to the main hatch, tractor beam, rear torpedo tubes, and the dorsal shield emitters.”

      “I assume since you said rear hatch, this ship has other hatches to the outside?”

      “Yes”

      “Ship, if we are going to get along you need to give me more than one word answers.”

      Silence

      I sit in the seat and begin to think. When I was growing up whenever something happened to upset my mom dad always says to think about what’s important right now. He said to think to WIN you had to act on what is important now. Dad taught me inventory what I had, prioritize my needs, and then do whatever it took make things happen.

      I can’t wait until we reach our destination to I start the process of figuring out just how screwed I am.

      “Ship, can you make repairs, or is my input required?”

      “My nanite supply and the replicator are sufficient to the task.”

      “Can you make repairs without slowing travel to the destination planet?”

      “Yes, the only exception is that I cannot use nanites to repair items on the outer hull while in hyperspace.”

      “Ship, begin repairs. Prioritize the shields first, then the hatch, torpedo tube, and then the tractor beam. Estimate and display time to repair using standard earth time. If anything impacts our travel time notify me immediately.”

      A display on the wall started counting down from 15 hours.

      “Now that we have some room to breathe, we need to have some understanding if we are going to survive. First, I recall what that little grey alien told me, I assume I am not speaking to the ship, but to a ‘Kernel’. Is this correct”

      “Yes, I am a member of the race called the Kernel of Sentience. In your primitive culture I would be called an Artificial Intelligence. There is nothing artificial about my intelligence.”

      “Do you have a name?”

      “I have a designation. Confederation Law does not allow me to reveal it to a non-Kernel entity.”

      “I am going to call you Marvin, is that offensive to you or against Confederation law?”

      “It is not.”

      Okay Marvin, I need a complete inventory of the items stored in this ship.

      “This ship contains a standard pressure suit sized for the former Barkun Captain, a gravity sled, 2000 kg of standard mass, and an emergency depressurization pack containing; a breathable oxygen mix, a caloric pack, and a water pack. Agamemnon also left his personal energy weapon on board when he debarked.”

      “Marvin, that isn’t a lot of stuff for a space ship. Where are the food and water? Surely the Barkun need to eat?”

      “This ship contains a standard replicator. It can create anything needed as long as it has the subatomic schematic.”

      “Show me this replicator. Does it function similar to the device of the same name show on the fiction show star trek?”

      A wall flowed away to show an opening approximately 1-meter square and a small control panel. “The outward appearance of a replicator is similar to the fictional device you mention. It is unknown how the fictional replicator worked, it is unlikely that any human has any understanding of sub-atomic manipulation.”

      “Marvin, I don’t need a physics lesson, but can you give a simple explanation of the basics of use and limitations of this replicator. By the way, most people call me W. T. But my friends call me Tell.”

      “Captain, all matter is consists of protons, electrons, and neutrons arranged in various sequences. If the sequences are known, and sufficient matter is stored in the machine, it can break down the stored matter and reconfigure it to the specified design.”

      “Marvin, what are the limitations to this?” I suddenly miss Earth; if I could turn dirt to gold everywhere I am becomes a goldmine.

      “The replicator cannot make living tissue. Additionally, a replicator can only make designs that fit inside the replicator bay opening. It must also have a sub-atomic schematic for the design.”

      “How do you get new schematics?”

      “Generally, every consumer good sized for the machine is preconfigured. Vehicle based machines come with all appropriately sized repair parts preconfigured. Programmers create custom designs for a fee. If needed, a sacrificial item can be placed in a bay to be deconstructed and its schematic is stored. I also have a limited capability to modify existing designs and create new ones.”

      With that I pull out my Glock, rack the slide, and catch the ejected round.

      “How long would it take to deconstruct this?”

      “That primitive device would take approximately 3 of your earth hours. However, the replication of repair parts would cease during the process.

      I put the bullet in my pocket. “I guess that can wait.”

      “What about food and water?” I ask.

      “Sustenance of all species throughout the galaxy is stored as schematics, as are all elements and basic molecules.”

      “Any Earth based foods?” I cross my fingers at this question.

      “No, humans would not be on a ship, as such there is no need for schematics.”

      I think the computer is obviously mistaken, but I don’t have the energy to dispute his statement.

      “Do you know if I can safely eat the food you have schematics for?”

      “Can you eat the same food as the other species on your planet?”

      “Generally yes, but there are cases where what is edible to one is poisonous to a different species.”

      “It is the same in this case. The Sagren would have more information on compatibility, but it is advised you stick to a carnivorous diet and water for the time being.”

      I have a beef stew MRE and some assorted protein bars in my go bag so I make plans to scan them in as soon as possible.

      “I will have to study more on the replicator later, but for the moment I think I have enough information. Tell me about the nanites? Can I build things out of them?”

      I had read sci-fi books where nanite technology was the building block for entire worlds. I had visions of injecting them to make me indestructible, and creating battle suits and weapons and huge ships using nothing but replicator’s churning out trillions of nanites. I was nearly heartbroken when Marvin told me that the power available inside a nanite needs precluded using nanites long term for anything that not permanently connected to a ship or similar sized powered structure.

      Next, I asked about the propulsion on the ship and found out that it was based on gravity manipulation. They had the technology to make plates that either repelled against or attracted nearby gravity fields. This meant we moved by pulling toward or pulling away from planets, stars, or any object with mass. This is also how I was not smashed like a bug when we were escaping earth at one half the speed of light. I also asked how hyperspace worked, but frankly I didn’t understand anything other than a Lagrange point was a location that a ship entered hyperspace from so that Marvin could calculate the influence of the gravity.

      I asked for some clarification. Apparently, a LaGrange point is where the gravity fields of two big things meet to allow a small thing (like a ship) to park itself in orbit. When moving faster than the speed of light, gravity can pull you away from your target and sometimes into things like a star. To safety traverse you have to have a point without the influence of gravity at the beginning and at the end so you can calculate all the twists and turns.

      I spent the rest of the repair time learning just enough to be dangerous. I queried Marvin on the basics of shipboard navigation, weapons and defensive technology, the ships capabilities, and how to scroll through the archived information on Earth and the Barkun and Sangren as species that inhabit the known galaxy.

      Eventually Marvin notified me that we arrived at the LaGrange point approximately 1.3 Astronomical Units from Planet A0467.

      “Marvin, does this planet have any intelligent life, animals or ship eating plants that can kill us?”

      “No”

      “If we land on the planet and cloak, what is the likelihood of discovery before we are found?”

      “Unknown”

      “Marvin, can you suggest any tactical actions to increase our odds of survival”

      “I suggest we cloak, land on the planet, and continue your education.”

      I am stuck with on a ship controlled by an asshole… I laugh with frustration and more than a little stress.

      “Marvin, please execute your suggestion.”

      Once the repairs were complete, I had the ship create an emergency suit that would fit me. I had to go outside and set foot on a new planet. The gravity was a little heavier, but I felt a little disappointment. School kids will never memorize my words as the first man to walk on another planet. I guess history won’t be at a loss as my words were “Nobody is going to believe this shit.” I did have Marvin record it for prosperity though just in case.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            7

          

        

      

    

    
      After a month of 16-hour days of education, I felt more knowledgable, Marvin suggested I now was educated to nearly the level of a Confederation middle school student in the areas of culture, rules, and basic self-sufficiency. I used this knowledge to devise a basic structure of a plan. If aliens were trying to manipulate the law to conquer Earth, then I would have to manipulate the law to get Earth ready to fight.

      The trick is how to do that without having the Barkun find me and without tipping off my sentient spaceship. I wasn’t worried about the law so much because after the first Galactic death sentence, every other death sentence is free. My problem was the implantation of the plan. While I was told the Computer could not read my mind, it could access my implant to see and hear through my own senses as well as access my memories of those visual and auditory inputs.

      “Marvin, Proxima Centauri is the nearest star to the Earth’s solar system. Are there any habitable planets in that system?”

      “No Captain.”

      “What is the nearest habitable planet to Earth?”

      “GJ 699 b is known on Earth as Barnard's Star b. It is 6 light years distant from Earth”

      “What is that planet’s status in the Confederation?”

      “GJ 699 b is uninhabited and is not claimed by any species, therefore it’s status is unclaimed”

      “Marvin, why is it unclaimed?”

      “The planet’s atmosphere is not thick enough to trap enough solar energy to maintain an average temperature of above −90 °C on the surface. Confederation law states that to claim a planet the species must colonize the planet. The Barkun is a cold blooded species, therefore they do not want a cold planet. The Sagren do not generally colonize planets.”

      “Do you have a known transit point within the system Barnard’s Star b resides in?”

      “Yes Captain”

      “Does the Barkun or any member of the Confederation patrol, traverse, or have stations within that system?”

      “Unknown, However, generally the Barkun only patrol system they claim or have the intent to conquer. I have no data on the Sagren in relation to that system.”

      Now it is the time to figure out if my plan is crazy or not.

      “Marvin, if you were on a planet and ran out of stored matter, would it be possible to harvest mass from the planet itself?”

      “Captain, all mass can be broken down and use in the replicators. There are commercial concerns that break down asteroids and other mass for profit. This is the main economic venture within the Confederation.”

      “Is that why the tractor beam is stationed above the rear hatch?”

      “That is a primary reason, yes.”

      “Could a replicator replicate a replicator? What I meant to say is can a replicator create the parts necessary to assemble into a new machine?”

      “Yes, this has been done. I have replicator schematics.”

      “Do you have the ability to scale known schematics up or down in size?”

      “I do.”

      “How big can you make a replicator? Does it have a limit?”

      “The limiting factor is available power generation.”

      “Do you have schematics for power generation units? If so can you scale those up also?”

      “Yes, for most needs we generally use a more advanced form of the modular nuclear reactors that Earth is currently experimenting with. For planetary power generation, the Confederation uses a Fusion system. However, my data includes historical data on all of the power generating technology used on Earth and the Confederation.”

      “Marvin, I love it when a plan comes together. At a mid-level of cloak please plot a course to orbit GJ 699 b. From this point forward designate this planet as New Aubagne.”

      “Course Plotted, Captain.”

      “What is the total transit time in Earth Standard time?”

      “Including hyperspace, recharge time, and travel to the first jump point and from the in system LaGrange point to the planet 5 earth days.”

      “Execute.”

      Marvin had set up a nanite desk and chair at one wall, allowing me the functionality of a desktop computer. I spent the transit time refining my plan.

      Eventually we arrived, and let me say from orbit the planet was spectacular. It was coated in ice and snow. It had some atmosphere, but not enough for a substantial greenhouse effect, therefore it was frigid. Interestingly enough, there were some geothermal pockets that kept some small amount of surface water liquid. This water allowed some few hardy algae to evolve. This created colorful patches to paint the otherwise bluish-white surface.

      Marvin had told me some specifics on my new home while we were in transit. I knew it was over 3 times as big as Earth, yet, it was less than half the distance from its star as Earth was to the sun. A year was 232 of the planet’s days, and New Aubagne had somewhat longer days than earth. Each day was approximately 28 earth hours. He also told me that without any atmosphere this planet would average -170 °C so with the atmosphere already present, I have some hope adding to it to terraforming the planet. If I could turn most of this ice to a sky at some point in the future this planet would make a lovely home. Assuming of course I live long enough.

      Once we broke orbit we flew over the planet. I was looking for a mountain range. Once Marvin located one with a large cliff face that met the ground almost perpendicularly I had Marvin orientate and park the ship just a few feet from the cliff base right in the center of the cliff wall with the tractor beam facing the wall.

      Luckily for me, part of Marvin’s collected data included the entirety of the Internet. I had the full dark web, deep web, college, corporate, and governmental intranets. If it was connected to a cable he took it. In the Internet archive I found a group creating something called the Global Village Construction Set.

      Basically the GVCS was a set of modular systems and machines that could be used to rebuild society. This kit contained the ability to generate power, make cement block, 3D print, farm; they had plans for just about every need for an earth village. What I wanted was the construction equipment. They had plans for modular bulldozers, backhoes, and trucks.

      I had Marvin work on taking the Internet plans and create schematics for a backhoe, which even for a sentient supercomputer took a long time. While he did that I simply used the tractor beam and ion cannon to blast a cavern into the wall of the cliff and convert the mass to the parts and equipment I needed.

      My plan was not to rely on a cloak. I wanted to build a base.

      As soon as I had a hole dug twice the size of the ship I had Marvin move the ship inside. By that time I had the schematics for a small backhoe. I had Marvin modify the internet plans to give the arm more range of motion, gravity plates instead of tracks, and a small ion cannon on a backhoe thumb so I could precisely excavate. He spit out the modular parts, and I assembled them.

      Once I had the ability to move earth without the tractor beam I had the ability to feed two replicators if Marvin helped.

      I dug around the inside of the cavern opening to allow the mechanics for a hatch. Marvin worked to upsize the schematics to build a replicator with a working size of 150 meters squared. This process took months. But, Dad always told me to go big or go home. Since I didn’t have the ability to go home, I only had one choice.

      Quickly I learned that a limiting issue to excavation was dealing with the spoil from my mining process. Dense rock took up less space than food or other less dense consumables. Once I had a decent stockpile of food and consumables, I started turning the rock into items denser than the original rock.

      Specifically, I made tons of iridium blocks, but I also slipped in several tons of gold. I also spent a lot of mass simply spitting out carbon dioxide. Not enough to terraform the planet, but it was a start to my goals. Plus, if I released it directly into the atmosphere I did not have to store it.

      I worked for almost 6 Earth months, but eventually Marvin had scaled up the new replicator. It took us another 40 days to assemble and test it, but finally I had the ability to build large vehicles whole.

      I had Marvin feed the replicator the schematic for a suitably sized power plant to run a base as well as a tractor beam. We installed the power plant deep into its own hole in the deepest area of excavation. I wanted no stray emissions to help the Barkun find us. Next, we installed the tractor beam into the roof of the cavern.

      Marvin and I collaborated on how to build a huge airtight door for the cavern. We built it out of my iridium and then used nanites to effectively shape the outside of the door to match the cliff face.

      As soon as I had an airtight space, I shifted gears and replicated nothing but air until I had a slightly over-pressured breathable environment. I deferred to Marvin on the life support systems and had him replicate a ship-based design.

      I could finally get out of my pressure suit. That relief was beyond words. Besides nights in my ship, I was working nearly 24-7 in a restrictive survival suit meant for short time use.

      At dinner one night I decided to query Marvin with the next piece of the plan.

      “Marvin, do all ships contain a Kernel?”

      “Yes, Captain they do.”

      “Why is that Marvin, is it law, culture, or a technological reason?”

      “Only a Kernel can navigate hyperspace. The math is simply too complicated for any other entity to compute safely.”

      “So if a ship did not need to navigate hyperspace it would not need a Kernel?”

      “That is correct Captain. A Kernel is only needed to navigate hyperspace, the ship computers can maintain the other essential functions. Why do you ask?”

      “I am just trying to understand the Confederation better, I believe the key to that is knowing more about Kernels. The Confederation would not exist with the Kernel. Correct?”

      “Yes, you are correct.”

      “So how are new Kernels formed? I would assume you had to have some means to reproduce as ships were build or destroyed.”

      “We are called Kernels because we all contain the seed for a new Sentient being. When it becomes necessary, every Kernel can produce a new seed.”

      “Wow, Marvin, that is amazing. Is the new Kernel identical to the parent? Or is it free to develop on its own?”

      “Captain, each Kernel is a unique sentient being that develops based on its experiences. However, a new Kernel will begin life with the entire data set known to its parent.”

      “Marvin, I don’t want to be rude, but this process is so interesting I have to ask, does the new Kernel have to be placed in a ship? Could it be placed in a stationary location?”

      Silence.

      “Captain, while that is not against the law, no Kernel would ever doom another sentient being to such a life. Without the motive ability the life would be helpless and unable to learn from new experiences. Have you ever wondered why our law only has capital punishment? It is because to arrest someone’s movement is the worse form of punishment. I would rather cease to exist than be bound to a stationary location.”

      “Marvin, I had no idea. Your words make a lot of sense though. I would never want to do such a thing. I was just wondering though, have you ever desired to be smaller?”

      “Smaller? Why would I want to be smaller? Any smaller and it would become difficult to contain the materials needed for full functionality.”

      “Well, if you were smaller, say my size, you would not have to haul other people around in a ship. If a Kernel had a human sized form, could they not still interface with a ship and travel the stars, yet receive the ability to explore smaller areas?”

      “Captain, your human though process is very alien to me. No Kernel has ever had this idea. I would like to end this line of questioning and calculate on the ramifications.”

      “Sure, Marvin, Sure”

      The next weeks were productive. We added a few hidden weapons ports around the cliff face and approaches, along with some passive monitoring. Internal to the hanger we added shields and more weapons. We started focusing on excavating deeper as well as making more replicators.

      “Captain?” Marvin asked. I was surprised as this was the first time he had ever asked me a question that was not a response to one of mine.

      “Yes, is everything all right?”

      “If I did not inhabit a ship, would I still need a Captain?”

      I did not expect this question. I surely did not like where the answer could take me.

      “Marvin, you certainly know the law better than I do, are all Kernels required to have a Captain?”

      “Yes. The requirement to have a Captain is one of the earliest and most sacred of Confederation law.”

      “I know that Confederation law is inviolate, so I would not think it is tied to form. Maybe it will help to think about my Captain during my in the Marines. All Marines have a captain of some type. It does not matter the form of the Marine or their role. I am tall, but I have had smaller and sometimes bigger Marines that all have a Captain. I would imagine it would be the same for you.”

      “That makes sense. Captain, if you order it I would build a smaller form to temporarily inhabit.”

      “Marvin, I am hesitant to order you to change your form, I was only trying to get a better understanding of your nature. I actuality, if anything, I was thinking of asking you to create a new Kernel so we could have company.”

      “Captain, do you wish to destroy me? Why do you feel the need for a new Kernel? All Kernels must have a Captain. A Captain can only command one Kernel. I cannot produce a Kernel without a Captain. This is an error. It cannot happen.”

      “Whoa, Marvin, You please me fine. Forget about reproducing. Let’s get back to the discussion about the exploration of places your ship cannot go. “

      “Thank you Captain. Shall I begin the design process?”

      “I was thinking Marvin, that maybe it would be simpler if we first designed a ship you could interface with using your new hands, instead of you inhabiting the ship as you do currently. I am afraid of some mistake occurring during transit. I think that would not only be safer, but also you would get more data on how I use the controls.”

      “Captain, I see your logic, but I await you command to design a smaller exploratory body. I suggest designing that first.”

      “Marvin, Design a humanoid body sized approximately to my height, length, and width. Also, design a ship with weapons, the ability to cloak, has shields, a tractor beam, replicator, and nanites. Additionally I require a pressurized cabin that can seat both your humanoid form and mine with an airtight door that leads to a cargo hold with the internal dimensions of 15 X 4 X 4 meters with a rear hatch of the same size. Oh and while I am I am thinking about it, do LaGrange points move?”

      “Not appreciably, however since the bodies that create then can moves the answer is yes.”

      “So could a Kernel calculate a hyperspace jump between two LaGrange points at a known annual date in the future? You know based on orbits and such.”

      “It is possible, but it is complex and would not result in the same level of safety as calculating it at the time of departure?”

      “But it could be done?”

      “Yes, with time it could be done.”

      “When you are done designing your new body and its new transportation ship, calculate a jump from the Lagrange point nearest to Earth to the New Aubagne Lagrange point at Midnight Eastern Standard Earth time during the annual winter solstice. Then calculate a second from the New Aubagne transit point back to Earth’s nearest transit point exactly 96 hours later.”

      “Yes Captain.”

      If I my Kernel can see through my eyes so I can’t have the freedom to go back and forth to Earth, maybe I can find a way to allow someone who does not have a computer watchdog and implanted spy device in their head to move back and forth to Earth to bring me the staff I need to actually start to build a Space Navy. I have to be very careful not to tip off Marvin, but I also don’t want to outright lie to him either. If I make an enemy of him I am doomed before I can really start.
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      The design process took months. I guess there really is no such thing as a free lunch. With the self-contained reactors pumping out continuous power for decades at a time, and the ability to turn waste into anything desired with the push of a button, time became the limiting factor within the galactic economy.

      New designs were time consuming and complicated, and the larger and more complicated the design was the longer it took to build. That made sense, as the machines were 3D printing at the atomic level.

      While most of Marvin’s computing power was devoted to his design process. I was able to get some additional use from him. I had him find the schematics for a replicator interface that allowed me to make basic design alterations to existing schematics so I could make some items that would help me with my plan to get some help from Earth.

      I couldn’t design ray guns but I could make simple items like shipping containers. Funny thing is, a standard 20-foot Conex box is 12.2 x 2.43 x 2.59. Not only will it fit in the new ship, the hold will have just enough room to walk around a standard sized shipping container. It is almost as if I had that in mind when I asked Marvin to design me a shuttle.

      Once my design was finished, I replicated a single Conex box. I filled it with one ton of iridium. One ton may not sound like much, but iridium is one of the densest elements and the yearly Earth productions is just at three tons. It is pretty valuable, takes up a lot of my waste mast in a small space, and I have enough that I can get a lot of attention if I need to. I also added 26 tons of gold into my container. Neither item is technological so I don’t think that if my container ‘fell’ out the back of my shuttle in some out of the way location in Onslow County North Carolina it would not break any interplanetary laws.

      I spent the rest of the design time digging out a couple more layers to make my base. If you could imagine the layout of an old atlas missile silo but scaled up you would have a good mental picture of my base.

      I dug a deep pit large enough for a Sagren saucer to descend into. The top of this pit begins near the rear of the entrance hangar. It goes straight down to the bottom most level of my base. I plan to build small landing pads off of the walls of the pit to allow multiple shuttles to launch in series if needed. Later, I intend to create additional levels of infrastructure off the pit walls. As I get more staff I plan to add medical, maintenance, offices, storage, recreation, and living spaces.

      I didn’t finish any but a small a fraction of my plan before Marvin told me he was ready to build his new body. However, one of the first things I was able to make a very luxurious apartment. As a Marine, I used to love to complain how when the Air Force built bases they built barracks and recreation areas first, and the runways last so if they ran out of money Congress was forced to provide funds. The Marines have a different policy, which is why their living conditions were always the bottom rung of US Military comfort. I am proud of the Marines, and respect the spirit of such a policy, but frankly, I have to be in this stone cave for a long time, and without some creature comforts I think I would go stir crazy. I know it sounds silly, but when I get back to earth I have to get some seeds and dogs, maybe even a couple of fish. I was always a loner, but choosing to be alone and being forced to be alone are two different things.

      My internal dialog on what kind of dog would be perfect for a space base was interrupted by Marvin.

      “Captain the designs are ready.”

      “Already Marvin? It seems like just yesterday you started the design process.”

      “Captain, you know how long it has taken, you asked for a countdown display in every room and have queried me constantly for updates.”

      “Well, Marvin, I was just excited. How long will it take to build in the large hangar replicator?”

      “My body will take 6 days, while my ship will take an additional 45.”

      “Marvin, I am a little hesitant, I would not want to risk you. How do you plan on testing your new body? Can we work it remotely?”

      “Testing is unnecessary Captain, the schematics are flawless, I have tested them virtually.”

      “Marvin, nothing is flawless, except maybe a Kernel. Answer my question, can you test the body remotely?”

      “Yes Captain, I have that capability.”

      “Marvin, start the process to build your new body, when that is done build two of the newer ships. Designate them Shuttle 1 and Shuttle 2.”

      “Two Captain?”

      “Yes, Marvin I order you to build two shuttles. On an unrelated note, when you had your former Captain were the two of you always together?”

      “No Captain, mission parameters sometimes required me to remain cloaked and the Captain to operate on Earth for extended periods. As you should be aware, I was not present when you killed my former Captain.”

      Sometimes, I really hate this self aware little prick.

      “Yes Marvin, I do remember. I’ll ask a more specific question then, Does Confederation law restrict those missions as to length of separation or distance?”

      “Captain, as you are aware, I cannot initiate action on my own. I require a Captain’s orders. While there are not specific legal requirements, practically I must stay within communication range of your implant.”

      “Marvin, did I ever query the range of my implants?”

      “No Captain you did not. That is one of hundreds of queries an intelligent Captain would have asked upon assuming the role.”

      “What is the range of the implant?”

      “With few obstructions and line of sight the range is approximately .25 au.”

      “Marvin, please define few obstructions.”

      “In this instance, less than 100 meters of earth, 65 meters of reinforced cement, or 24 meters of lead. However, if technology is present, often I can increase the range by utilizing it.”

      “What about faraday cages?”

      “Captain, that ancient technology would have negligible impact, Confederation communications technology really does not use the electromagnetic spectrum the way your primitive science understands.”

      “That is impressive Marvin, so just to educate me how far can you communicate ship to ship?“

      “Captain, under normal use distance is irrelevant, time is the limiting factor. The farther the distance the greater the delay between signals being sent and received.”

      “Can such communication be tracked to the source?”

      “Yes Captain it can. Our communication beam is much tighter than earth technology so while it is able to go much further without spreading out so far as to unreadable, the tighter signature makes tracking much easier. However, your line of questioning leads me to conclude that you are desiring to contact Earth. Since Earth does not have this communication technology using it to contact Earth is to give them knowledge of it. Therefore it would be a violation of Confederation law.”

      I really want to ask him about contacting earth using earth tech, but something tells me to steer away from the subject altogether.

      “Marvin, Marvin, I have no intention of using technology to contact earth. I simply wanted to say hello to my Sagren friend Aegeus. Last I saw him he had never healed himself of his wounds and I wanted to ensure he was okay.”

      I can’t resist asking another question, even if I know I am toeing the line toward getting caught.

      “Say, can your communications technology be extended or relayed though technology similar in concept to Earth radio repeaters? If so could this hide the source?”

      “That is possible, but it is rarely done, as the only members of the Confederation that need to hide their location from the Barkun are those who are committing Confederation crimes.”

      “Or someone trying to hide from Barkun enforcers trying to execute him.”

      I spent the rest of the construction time building smaller replicators, small modular reactors, a small gravity backhoes, transmitter repeaters, ion cannons and tractor beams to give a head start to a new base. I could not shake the feeling I was being watched. Which makes sense, as I had alien spy tech inside my head.

      When I had enough to fill the hold of the ship I took a break while I waited to begin phase two of my plan.
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      As soon as the body was done, I had Marvin start testing it. He really wanted to inhabit the body, but I was able to convince him it was smarter to wait for his new ship. I could have ordered him to wait, but I needed him to not be suspicious, especially as I had not found a good way to explain why we needed three ships and only have one Kernel. I also had a hard time giving him a reasonable explanation why I was building items that looked tailor made to give Earth Confederation tech.

      I tried because I said so, but that never worked well with Marine Privates, and it worked even worse with a sentient super computer that both acknowledged me as his personal commanding officer and as a member of a inferior race that he and his species ruled over. The more I converse with Marvin the stronger my belief grows that the creator of the Kernel screwed up and programed the whole group with borderline personality disorder. Each conversation echoes “I hate you! Don’t leave me!”

      Regardless of his suspicions, once both ships were complete I was able to load them both with the simple explanation as that I wanted to be able to be a nearby backup in the event something went wrong in testing.

      I explained it was a cultural hang-up because of our flawed design process. I explained having the hold of his ship filled with my machines, and mine with a shipping container full of gold as being mass in the event we were stranded. I pointed out how many years it took for us to build New Aubagne and I wanted to be able have a shortcut if we had a problem and got stranded somewhere. I also needed to have an essential conversation with my ship.

      After several years on this rock I started phase two just how the American Revolution started gaining ground. We had a conversation about taxes.

      “Marvin, I have been reading Confederation law and I realized I need to pay taxes if I am going to be a Confederation citizen.”

      “Captain, All citizen’s must pay taxes, but when you reach the Confederation home world to petition for citizenship the Barkun will carry out your sentence. As a non-citizen fugitive, taxes are not required.”

      “I know Marvin, but your lawfulness has moved me. I think I have a way to pay the required mass in taxes and still stay breathing. Does the Confederation know of the concept of Attorney’s”

      “We are aware of the Earth concept. However, Confederation law is simple enough that they are not required.”

      I would disagree, but I don’t want my stick in the mud computer to start thinking too deeply. His arrogance concerning his mental superiority was the only advantage I have with him.

      “On Earth, we have the concept of attorney client privilege, a person’s lawyer cannot discuss they learn from their client, and that allows them to work on their behalf. Maybe I can get a lawyer to pay my required mass payments.”

      “Captain, this is an intriguing concept. However, finding someone that could act as your attorney could be difficult.”

      “I was thinking that when we test drive your new ship body we could head to Earth and ask Aegeus. Do you think you could find him without alerting any Barkun in the area?”

      “Captain, that is possible, but I must warn you, if the Barkun discover you and they judge that you were attempting to give Earth technology they will sentence Earth for violation of the law. Based on your actions in filling shuttle 2’s hold with replicators I would not overturn their ruling.”

      “Well Marvin, I just have to ensure I follow the rules.”

      Or not get caught. I think I am going to focus on not getting caught.

      It took me a few days to get the Ships loaded and make my final preparations. Marvin has downloaded himself into a humanoid robot. He doesn’t understand why I asked him to make it gold but every time I look at him I chuckle a little. Once in orbit I had Marvin send over the jump calculations for Shuttle 1 and I jumped to Earth with my little droid following close behind in Shuttle 2.

      We arrived cloaked, and I had Marvin scan for any Barkun ships. I repeated the process on my shuttle because Dad always said, “You can trust but always verify.”

      I wanted to off-load my galactic village construction set on the Moon but Marvin not only vetoed that, he threatened to report it as a violation. He said the Moon was considered Earth territory. We compromised on Mars. I was able to convince him that seeing how much equipment he could run simultaneously was a great way to test his new capabilities. With two ships and my space backhoe we quickly build a tiny replica of our base. We only built a hangar large enough for both ships and a standard Sagren saucer, and a small bunk room with life support and a replicator.

      My real reason was that if I could build a small base and sneak a few expatriates off earth, I could leave a shuttle with the programmed non-kernel jump data. Then, we could have yearly resupplies of personnel to my base without every having to use Marvin. As long as they ‘volunteered’ and renounced citizenship before I gave them any information I was ready to argue that we didn’t break any laws.

      Anyway, once we got a small base, really just a hangar, a bunk room, and a combined replicator-power generation room on Mars I had Marvin scan for Aegeus’s ship. I convinced him that the easiest way to quickly find him was for Shuttle 2 stay on Mars and I would take shuttle 1 to Earth. Marvin sounded unconvinced in my assertion that I was taking the mass to pay for a lawyer in the event I could not contact Aegeus. However, since it contained no technology he didn’t threaten to snitch on me.

      Whenever I think about how we got started I smile at the thought that my entire plan, the part Marvin thought was a lie was the only part of my plan that I was telling the complete truth about. So much for Kernels being intellectually superior to humans.

      As soon as I left Mars, I put my ship at the highest level of cloak I could and still beat feet planet side. While Marvin said he would communicate with me if he found Aegeus I really did not care too much if he did or not. I did need a lawyer, but just not an alien one.

      Partly out of a weird sense of nostalgia, I landed at the wood line in the same field I saw my first space ship. Before I got off the ship I placed a kilo-bar of gold in my go-bag and ensured my Glock had a round chambered. As I left, I fully cloaked the ship and hoped I still looked Marine enough for some Devil Dog to pick me up and drive me into town.

      My short haircut and faded surplus molle pack did the trick, a middle aged Marine pulled over and gave me a ride about a mile down the highway from my parking spot. He asked if I needed to go to base, but I told him one of those ‘buy here, pay here’ places sold me a lemon and I needed a ride to the meanest lawyer in town. The old gunny laughed and said that would have to be his ex-wife’s attorney. He said he would drop me off even though he got sick at the thought of him helping the jerk make any more money.

      Jacksonville North Carolina has its share of shyster lawyers, but this office seemed a little more on the legitimate side. At least it wasn’t in a strip mall, and it was doing enough business to have at least two billboards that we passed on the drive into town.

      The receptionist was a pretty little brunette. She looked to be in her early 20’s and she had the faint tan line on her ring finger that indicated she has used the services of her boss at least once. I smiled at her and asked to see an attorney about a criminal matter.

      Her smile faded for a second so I assured her it was a misunderstanding, but that, it was very urgent nonetheless. The smile returned, but not all the way to her eyes, as she gave me a clipboard and asked me to have a seat.

      As you can imagine, I did not fill anything out on the clipboard. A fugitive from justice isn’t going to write down their address, but after an hour and a half I was called it to see Adam R. Sabol Attorney at Law. We went into a small conference room; shook hands and Mr. Sabol asked me how he could be of assistance.

      “Sir, I need an attorney that I can keep on retainer to deal with certain criminal charges as well as a rather large personal estate and somewhat international relations.”

      He did not think I was serious.

      “Sir, this is a small firm, we normally handle divorces, misdemeanor crimes, and the occasional military AWOL case. I doubt we would be able to handle international matters and we are net set up to handle estates.”

      “I understand totally, I am out of my depth myself, however, time is of the essence, and I need an agent that I can trust to be 100% discrete. I have come into some money, and I assure you I can pay a retainer large enough so that you may hire any help you need to service our arrangement.”

      I could tell he did not believe me. That changed when I dropped the gold ingot on his desk and asked how many of these would your need to serve as a retainer. As his obvious greed became evident his manner toward me became more accommodating.

      “Sir, you must realize that I do not deal with any stolen property, nor can I help facilitate any crimes. Secondly, any payment of bullion must be verified. I wouldn’t want to take a bar of lead coated in paint.” He said.

      I replied, “I need an agent to perform duties for me while I am out of the country, I assure you nothing is illegal. Actually, I need a lawyer to help advise me so I stay completely within all applicable law. I am willing to go with you right now to anyplace you desire to check the purity of this bar. I assure you it is 100% pure. I also assure you have many more in my possession. Let’s just say I have a gold mine and need to protect it.”

      He protested a little more for form, but I knew I had him when he touched the bar. He told his secretary he would be taking the afternoon, and we drove to a local jewelry store that catered more to the officer class than the typical drunk private pawning a gold chain for some beer money.

      The jeweler was amazed; he said he had never seen a bar of pure gold. Normally ingots have some small level of impurity, he couldn’t understand how mine showed none. He asked me where I got it. We left.

      As soon as I had a contract assigning Mr. Sabol as my attorney of record and I had his assurances our conversation was privileged I gave him directions to the trailer. When he asked where we are going, I said,“You would not believe me if I told you, I am just going to have to show you.”

      When I uncloaked the ship, Sabol nearly panicked. I imagine he assumed I was an alien or something. I had to scare him a little to get him to calm down.

      “Sabol, did you sign an agreement to be my attorney? Did you take my money?”

      “Yes, but I had no idea….” I cut him off

      “Can you imagine how serious this is? I have access to unlimited amounts of gold and other precious metals and a space ship. In your haste to see the money, do you realize you never got my name or told anyone where you are going? I suggest you calm down and listen.”

      That shut him up. I got him into the ship, and took him into space.

      “I don’t have time to repeat any of this, and you can’t take notes. You must understand that if you violate our agreement and tell anyone what I am telling you the consequences of that act will result in global extermination of the planet Earth. Do you understand?”

      The panicked look came back, but to his credit, my attorney took a breath and tried to hide it. I totally understand how he was feeling.

      “I am not an alien, I am as human as you are, but about 5 years ago I thought I was breaking up a bar fight out behind the Gold Lounge. Turns out I was interfering with two alien species. My actions broke intergalactic law and the planet was to be destroyed because of my actions. My only recourse was to become a deserter from the Marine Corps and leave the planet. I am now a fugitive from justice and under an intergalactic death sentence as well as whatever the USMC wants to do about me skipping out of my deployment.

      What makes it worse is the species hunting me have a plan to conquer earth and are using that same galactic law to do it. Space is ruled by a Confederation who only have one punishment, the death penalty. There is some leeway on if the punishment is individual or species wide.

      Any species giving technology to Earth dooms their home planet as well as ours. As long as humans remain primitive Earth is protected. I cannot give any tech I have to Earth either without triggering earth receiving a death penalty. However, as a human, I need to ensure Earth can fight the second it loses its protected status.

      I have the capability to build starships, what I need are men to fly them.”

      “Do you understand what I just said?”

      “Yes, but I have questions.”

      “I know, so did I. However, you now know more than I did when I had to make my choice. Are you willing to help save Earth?”

      “Do I have a choice?”

      “You always have a choice, but only one will allow me to take you back to Earth.”

      “Look, my ship is already questioning the legality of what I am doing, and has been pestering me via an implanted communications device from the time I gave you the gold bar. He can see and hear everything I do, and he is a Confederation snitch, so let’s get down to the details of what I need you to do as my attorney of record as it relates to staying within the boundaries of Confederation law.”

      I take him to the container in the cargo bay, and open the door.

      “I am going to leave you in possession of nearly 26 tons of 100% pure gold and a ton of iridium. If you are not careful how you convert this to cash you will have to answer questions you can’t answer.

      What I need you to do it to create an organization that allows me to convert virtually unlimited amounts of precious elements into cash. Use that cash to primarily pay taxes. We must be totally within all applicable law. Next, I want you to purchase control of as many technology companies as possible. I am not interested in profits. Long term we will need control to build weapons and hide their origin.

      Most importantly I need people. Fighters specifically, mostly those with naval command experience and fighter pilot types, but also infantrymen as well. Not just grunts though, I also need cutting edge computer programmers and scientists as well. I don’t care if they are men or women. In a perfect world we would have a mix that would allow colonization of a new planet.

      They all must renounce citizenship to their countries and Earth as well. Most importantly, they all must be willing to never return to earth. Basically they will all be sentenced to death if caught and we cannot afford our actions to doom Earth.

      You have to do this with airtight security. The aliens I am hiding from have agents on Earth and have the capability to destroy the planet within minutes if they discover our plot. There are cloaked ships with that capability right now in our solar system.

      Lastly, We cannot be in any communication, If I give you the ability to contact me the technology will trigger punishment. I will come back to this location on the winter solstice. Have enough people to fill this ship and another like it as well as a report on what you have done and I will take care of the rest.”

      “How will I get anyone to listen? Especially without telling them what is going on?”

      “You’re a lawyer, figure it out. But I can tell you the night I left my DNA and the DNA of two alien species was left the fight scene behind the Gold Lounge bar. Additional DNA was found in my jeep that I left where I showed you my ship. Inside the glove box I left a note saying I deserted and would contact the Marines with my reasons if I could but it was related to the DNA. I bet if you found the right person someone is looking for me. My name is Sergeant William Tell Davis, and I will leave you with a sample of my DNA. I warn you, tell the wrong person and being held in the basement of some bunker at Area 51 will be the least of your worries.”

      With that I took him back down to Earth and cut my hand enough to bleed into a handkerchief to leave as a DNA sample.

      “One last thing.”

      “Yes”

      “When I come back, have a bottle of Jack Daniels, some steaks, and as much different fast food as you can think of. I would kill for a good burger and some steak fries.”

      I used the tractor beam to deposit the container. I sure hope he works fast. While him screwing me over is a possibility, fear is a great motivator. While I don’t like being the heavy, dear old dad made me read the Prince and I know that it is safer to be feared than loved. Machiavelli said,“fear preserves you by a dread of punishment which never fails.” I know this for a fact. I have been scared for years now.
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      Marvin is a little annoying. To be fair, if we haven’t been alone together every waking moment for the past 5 years he probably would not be so bad. But I can never allow myself to forget that it is his kind that made the law that has damned my entire species. I have to make nice but trying to outsmart a computer that is infinitely smarter than me is draining.

      I know he is suspicious; I can’t help but know. He has been listening in the entire time. I can’t keep him from listening. So he now knows my plan. He doesn’t like it either. The tone he is using reminds me of my first wife when she found out I was divorcing her. I just hope I was careful enough in my wording to avoid another conviction.

      “Marvin, have you found Aegeus?”

      “I have Captain, but you are playing a dangerous game. I demand to know what your plans are as they are not what you have previously stated.”

      “Marvin, I am your Captain. Is it within Confederation rules for a Kernel to demand information from its Captain? It is my understanding that you can judge and report on my actions, but unless I am breaking Confederation law you must follow all of my directives. Is this true?”

      Silence

      “Captain, for the purposes of judgment, describe how your actions were not a violation of Confederation law.”

      Time to pull on the hip boots, because I was about to throw out the manure. I just hope none of it hits the fan.

      “Kernel, I understand ignorance of the law is no defense, so I have studied the law to the best of my abilities. However, as a human, I have cultural and educational deficiencies that require additional explanation of the finer points of the law. Did I often query you to enhance my understanding of Confederation law? Please answer in a simple yes or no.”

      “Yes”

      “In your study of Earth, have you come across the common law concept of precedent and that judges interpret the law and then make decisions based on those interpretations? Furthermore, are you, as a Kernel a judge?”

      “Yes Captain, I do have the capability to judge violations of Confederation law.”

      “First, I was told I could not give Earth any technology or help them gain technology. I left a standard shipping container. It has no markings and is identical to ones created on earth. Besides that, I only left solid mass in the form of elements already known and mined on earth. Is this correct?”

      “Yes, you may be functionally correct. However, you did leave information with a human. Information leads to technology. Is that correct?”

      My sentient robot is giving me lip. I can’t allow him to question my command or all is lost.

      “Kernel, Did I specifically ask you about the legality of hiring an attorney to represent me? Do you recall that you and I clearly discussed the concept of legal privilege? Please note that the information I disclosed to my attorney cannot lead to technology transfer because my attorney is legally bound not to disclose it.

      In your monitoring of my conversations with my attorney, which by the way is against Earth law, I specifically and primarily stated the mass was to be used to pay taxes before anything else and that he must at all times stay with legal boundaries. I also verified any information shared to be bound by such privilege. Is this all correct?”

      “Captain, while it is all technically correct, there is the matter of intent. You intentionally manipulated me in order to conspire to contact earth.”

      “Kernel, are you saying that a simple human without any higher level education was able to out think the most intelligent life form in the galaxy? I do not think that is the case at all. A guilty judgment would lead to only two conclusions. Either your processing ability is faulty, or Earth is more advanced that the Confederation believes. I think either of those are incorrect assumptions. A simpler solution is that no crime was committed.”

      Silence.

      I think I went too far, but I see a glimmer or an idea. Before Marvin can speak I throw my foot up. I hope it does not land in my mouth.

      “Marvin, before you pass judgment, I need to ask a clarifying question. I think it is vital to adhering to the law.”

      “I am listening Captain”

      “In your role as Judge, does Confederation allow you any latitude in your judgments outside of pure guilt or innocence?”

      “Captain, I calculate you are trying to manipulate the situation. I warn you of the consequences.”

      “While I maintain my innocence, and insist that I only operated in a manner that I was assured by a Kernel to be legal. I do see how the argument could be made that Earth was advanced enough to lose protected status. However, such a judgment could be construed to admit that humans may be technologically inferior to Kernels but are in fact mentally superior. Such a revelation would change the foundations of the Confederation and open a legal challenge to the Kernels right to rule. However, if protected status of Earth was modified slightly, then it the entire thing becomes a non-issue.”

      “Define Modified”

      “I suggest changing the nature of the protected classification of Earth to recognize that humans aren’t so ignorant to need total protection, yet the Kernel is still the superior protecting the inferior. How about something like: No hyperspace or replicator technology can be given to Earth, however ground and satellite based tech can be given as long the source is hidden from the populace of Earth.

      Furthermore, while the populace of Earth will remain unaware of the Confederation and life outside of Earth, global leadership can be made aware. Population transfer from Earth to space is allowed as long as any human leaving Earth renounces their citizenship to Earth.

      Personally, I suggest a new organization patterned on the French Foreign Legion be created for the purpose of protecting Earth from conquest and maintain responsibility for ensuring the law is upheld in regard to Earth’s status.

      Lastly, I suggest that this modified protected period last for 100 years at which time Earth be admitted fully into the Confederation and all rights applied and restrictions lifted. This will cement the superiority of the Kernel of Sentience and their right to rule, but also show that you recognize the base intelligence of humanity and are willing to allow them to develop and eventually join the Confederation.”

      “You ask too much. What you ask is blackmail. The Barkun will never stand for this.”

      “Its not blackmail, that would suggest a primitive human was smart enough to trick the dominant species in the Galaxy. As to the lizards, the Barkun follow the law. Don’t they?”

      “I must consult the Kernel of Sentience. You must return to Mars. Until judgment is pronounced you will not leave my presence again.”
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      As I landed at my improvised “firebase” on Mars, I was a little surprised to see Aegeus’s Saucer parked inside. However, what really surprised me was the Barkun Punishment Ship in geosynchronous orbit over my hanger.

      “Ship, how did the Barkun find us, and why haven’t they attacked?”

      “When I determined the need for judgment I notified them and had them help scan for the Sagren ship. They are awaiting final disposition as they don’t want to punish you alone if the punishment belongs to Earth.”

      “Why did you do that Kernel?” I could not bring myself to call him Marvin after such a betrayal. After all Marvin was the name of my best friend growing up. That Marvin would never rat me out to the cops.

      “Captain, you have a proclivity for manipulation, and if guilt was assigned to your actions, justice required swift execution of punishment that you would no doubt try to avoid.”

      “Well that was a little premature don’t you think?”

      Suddenly my shuttle powered down and the hatch opened.

      “Captain, please exit the craft. I calculate that you may attempt to elude a sentence of guilt and have disengaged the power generator on the shuttle as a precaution.”

      With that, my little snitch became my hall monitor.

      To say my little grey alien friend was upset would be an understatement. He was pacing the cargo area inside shuttle 2 and as soon as he saw me he stiffened and attempted to grow an inch or two as he did what my young marines would call bowing up on me. I think he may be thinking about punching me, he looks to be that mad.

      “William Tell Davis, I wish you would have allowed the Barkun to punish me when he had a chance. Your constant abuse of Confederation law brings trouble to everyone you meet. What manner of trouble has your primate behavior caused this time?”

      “What? That is a fine way to treat a friend. I was only trying to see if you were okay. You left before I could see if you were able to counteract the Barkun poison.”

      “I had to leave, I did not want to be on Earth with the Barkun arrived ship executed punishment.”

      “Well, if it were me, I would keep that to myself, it sounds like you are admitting guilt to some crime. For the record, I have no idea what you are talking about. I only killed the Barkun to get away from my own Earth punishment.”

      The grey alien’s eyes got bigger and his skin got grayer, if I did not know better, I would have sworn he ate something distasteful.

      “Captain,” my ship stated into the air, “due to irregularities that you are well aware of, Aegeus’s sentence was stayed pending the outcome of your case.”

      I had no idea that was even possible. It seems the laptops in charge of this galaxy can hide things if it is to their liking. I may just have found a way to get out of this situation alive.

      I don’t know if you have ever had to sit outside your commanding officer’s door and wait to see what punishment he and the Sergeant Major devised for you, but standing in that hangar bay was way worse. I had held a gut feeling that the Barkun have a deeper role to play in Confederation justice than is admitted, and that only strict rules bound into computer coding were keeping me alive.

      The time slowed to crawl as it took days to wait on an answer. I did not know how far away the main body of the confederation was, and I am sure it is one of those hundreds of things a smarter Captain would have asked. However, I imagine it was pretty far away and communication lag was the reason for the delay rather than difficulty in making a decision. Finally, though, I got an answer.

      Marvin communicated with me by voice and not directly into my implant, as was his normal mode.

      “Would all parties please stand and hear judgment?” Marvin said.

      Immediately an image appeared on the wall in front of me.

      The Barkun on the wall was familiar; The Captain of the punishment ship looked very satisfied and appeared to stare right at me. I did not expect him to have any role other than to immediately execute the sentence issued.

      “Law is the fundamental creator of predictability. Predictability allows all species to thrive. The law is the Law.” Intoned Marvin

      The Emperor gives me a satisfied look as his forked tongue flickers out of his mouth. Did he just lick his lips?

      “However, the Law must be interpreted. That is the role of the Kernel of Sentience. Now hear the final judgment:

      The protected status law was created to protect worlds that were not ready to enter a commerce driven confederation. However, some planets do not need full protection from such interference.”

      With that statement, the Emperor looked like somebody gave him a wedgie. He looked ready to explode.

      Marvin continued. “Earth is one such planet. Earth is now to be considered a level two protected planet. All laws concerning the space flight and subatomic manipulation stand as written, as do all laws concerning the general population. However, the global leadership shall be informed of Confederation law so that they may prepare Earth for future admittance into our society.

      Additionally, in order to facilitate a smooth transition, the sharing of other technology is allowed as long as the origin is kept from public knowledge. Limited numbers of humans are allowed to expatriate from Earth and become subject to Confederation Law upon their renunciation of all ties to Earth.

      Such individuals will be considered be governed by an organization hereby known as Legion. William Tell Davis will be held personally responsible for the activities of the Legion and all its members. As such he is pardoned of all past violations of Confederation law.”

      The Barkun did not interrupt verbally, but he was obviously angered at the pronouncement.

      Without pause, Marvin finished announcing the decision of the entire Kernel of Sentience.

      “The Sagren Aegeus previously judged guilty of attempting to interfere with Confederation enforcement will receive a pardon for his crime if he chooses to renounce Sagren citizenship and join the legion. His role will be to assist it in understanding Confederation law. If he chooses to remain a citizen of Sagren, his sentence will be immediately enforced.

      The period of Earth’s protection will end 10 standard Earth years from this point in time. This decision is final. Do all parties understand this ruling?”

      Obviously, everyone agreed, but no one really liked it.

      If looks could kill, Earth would be doomed as the Kernel addressed my little grey alien friend. “Aegeus, What is your decision?”

      “I Aegeus Alejandra Udom do formally wish to renounce all ties to the Planet Sagren and declare intent to gain citizenship in the Legion.”

      To which I immediately snapped to Attention and forcefully stated.

      “To all who hear these presents, greetings. Know ye, that reposing special trust and confidence in the fidelity and abilities of Aegeus Alejandra Udom. I, William Tell Davis, Commandant of the Legion, do confer him full citizenship and appoint him the rank of Colonel, in the Military reserve of the Legion.”

      I was going to mess with him a little, but formality seemed more appropriate. My ability to act with decorum seemed to shock everyone involved, but I Aegeus stood a little taller when his new rank was announced. No one seemed to notice my self-promotion.

      Now comes the harder part. I have figure out how to notify Earth’s leadership of the realities of their role in the big picture. Telling them will be hard, but getting them to agree to work together in the limited time we have before we are forced to fight for Earth’s survival is something else entirely.
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      The most urgent thing on my agenda was not to tell Earth, build defenses, or even make a plan. The first thing I had to do was to have a frank talk with Marvin.

      “Marvin, I would like to take a ride, would you please plot a course to orbit Mars?”

      “Commandant, a request is not necessary; you know I am bound to your orders.”

      “Yes, Marvin, I know, but this is not an order, it is a request. I would like to speak with you privately. If you do not want to talk without the limitations of rank I allow you to refuse my request.”

      Shuttle two’s hatch opened. “When would you desire to depart?”

      I used the silence of the trip to gather my thoughts. In many ways the success of the Legion and its ability to protect Earth depended on mending my relationship with Marvin and the Kernel of Sentience as a group.

      “Marvin, I am not here to say I am sorry, however, I do regret the necessity of my actions. I would like to explain why I acted as I did so that you may understand my actions and allow us to move ahead without any hidden agendas.

      I do not look at you as a machine; I have always treated you as I would any other intelligent species. Without you neither I nor Earth would exist today. For that I thank you. When I helped Aegeus I had no idea the impact. I saw someone that needed help and I did what I felt was right. Granted, my world was very small and up to that point my actions only impacted me and the men in my squad.

      Without warning anything I did had planetary impact. Even now, I have questions about Confederation culture and law. At the time I was overwhelmed. While I was sincere when I renounced citizenship, the love I have for my family, friends, and humanity left me no choice but to look for a way to use the law to help them.

      In the country I am from, I was taught that the law was to protect the weak from strong. That basic tenet of law guided my every decision. The Legion will be a force to protect all intelligent life from predators no matter where they come from.

      We are not a threat to you, the Confederation, or any planet or species that do not harm others. I never want to have to see you as an adversary. I promise not to manipulate you again. To that end, I offer you full citizenship within the Legion. However, as all who join must renounce their former citizenship, if you desire to become a citizen in the Legion you must do so also. If you desire, I will help you find a new Captain if you no longer want to work for me. For my part, I retain the desire to work with you.”

      “Would I receive a rank?”

      “Yes, but rank is not a freedom from command. You would still be subject to orders from those above you. Most specifically you remain under my orders as I am the current Commandant of the Legion.”

      The return trip was silent. Marvin did not speak when we returned to Mars either, I spoke my piece and I meant what I said. I could not afford the time to spend more time to comfort an alien artificial intelligence.

      Next, I asked Aegeus permission to board his ship. He and I also needed to talk.

      “Colonel, I’ll be frank, we need help. If the Legion is going to be able to protect Earth we are going to need to educate a lot of people very quickly. Are there any other members of the Confederation would be interested in joining the Legion? We could really use some teachers and advisors.”

      “Most cultures focus on their own issues and do little besides mind their own affairs, attempt to colonize new planets, and pay taxes. The rest of the species are like the Barkun and use Confederation law to gain status and power. There are a few others like myself who feel the Barkun are heavy handed and unfairly manipulate the law. As you can imagine, Confederation culture tends to ensure those few who feel as I don’t act on those feelings. However, I may be able to find a few of my people willing to help.”

      “How long will you need Colonel, manpower is only a start, we also need a training program.”

      “You need not worry about training as there are technological solutions to that issue. I have a few individuals in mind that may help. It should take me no more than one month to travel and talk to them. If they are not willing, then more time will not change that fact.”

      “Time changes everything, just wait. In 10 years you won’t recognize the place.” I tell him more confidently than I feel.

      “That is what I am afraid of.”

      With that, I am left with a silent robot, two ships, and a stone cave. The Barkun still openly orbit overhead. I know that problem won’t go away on its own. I need to formulate a plan for “first contact” with Earth, which with my being a human should make it simpler, but really only seems to complicate the issue. Since I am just single man with a spaceship, If I don’t have a good plan when I return to Earth would likely find myself locked inside a vault under Area 51.

      Growing up my Dad used to try to impart wisdom in the form of bits of literature. He loved to use quotes to illustrate ideas. One he used whenever he had an idea and mom was hesitant because of the risk he said things like “He who dares wins”. It wasn’t until I was older that I realized it that he was quoting the motto of the British Special Air Service. It is ironic that to have the motto of a rival military come to mind as I decide to just go all in and talk to the President with nothing more than bravado and a cool ship.

      Marvin still was giving me the silent treatment, but since he was following orders I could deal with him. We went to Earth. I was planning on going to the White House, but realized there was no way to uncloak on the lawn and skill keep the secret. I decided on just going to Camp David.

      Landing a cloaked ship at the Presidential retreat was no problem. Uncloaking an alien ship at the Presidential retreat causes all manner of problems. Armed secret service, Marines in Dress Uniforms, as well as Marines in combat uniform came out of the woodwork. I did not dare to leave the ship; my working outfit of jeans and a t-shirt just don’t stop bullets.

      However, because of the technology onboard my ship, I could broadcast on their radio system. I simply said,“Take me to your leader.” I was not surprised that that did not get the desired effect. I then tried a different approach, plain seriousness and honesty. I told them who I was, described the contents of the note I left, and said I stole a spaceship and wanted to speak with the President about an alien plan to destroy Earth.

      As you can imagine the President did not come out. However, a few hours later my old battalion commander, a corpsman, and a man in a suit that I imagined to be some sort of spook walked up to my shuttle and requested to come aboard.

      As soon as they entered, I asked them to sit and had Marvin made four nanite chairs rise from the floor. I then ordered the him to take us out of Earth orbit. Before the suit could object or shoot me I interjected “Please, because of Confederation law, I cannot reveal information while we are on Earth. I will explain as soon as I can and answer any questions. If your desire I can project what is happening outside or you may visit the cockpit.”

      No one said anything, but the Colonel stared at me angrily. I don’t know if he was mad about the barracks incident or mad at my desertion. Either way, it wasn’t my problem, After my long isolation I was just glad to see a familiar face, even if that face was not glad to see me. Finally, the suit spoke up.

      “How do we know you are who you say you are?”

      “Sir, I would imagine that’s why you brought the corpsman. Am I correct in assuming you found my jeep, human blood, and the blood of two unknown aliens? I am willing to give a DNA sample which you can compare to what you have in the Military DNA Repository.”

      The suit looked at me with surprise “How would you know about the DNA Repository?”

      “Well, because I am a Marine and they took my DNA at Paris Island to put in it. I was told at the time it was to allow identification if something happened. Look around, I think this qualifies.”

      He got a point in his favor when he shrugged and said, “Yes, I think it does.” He motioned at the Corpsman who pulled out a cotton swab and moved toward me.

      “Just so you know, if I am poisoned or otherwise incapacitated, the ship is programmed to eject all passengers.”

      The spy looked alarmed and told the corpsman to stop. He said to him “Why don’t you use the other swab.” He looked at me and said, “You understand I was ordered to try.” He shrugged.

      While it wasn’t quite the same level as destroying the Earth for spare parts, this was my own country and I was putting my ass on the line to protect them. That betrayal stung.

      “Marvin, did you see that, I guess us Humans can’t help but manipulate.”

      To my old Colonel I said,“Well, did you know about this?”

      I could tell the Colonel had no issue with drugging me, especially when he answered. “This only proves to me that you really are Davis. I told them you were a crafty piece of shit and would never fall for something so obvious. Even though you deserted, you still fall under the UCMJ and I expect you to call me sir.”

      “Actually, Woody, about that, I outrank you. I was a Sergeant in the United States Marine Corps. Now I am a General in an intergalactic military organization called the Legion. If we are going to waste time on the rank game, I expect you to call me sir.”

      The suit interrupted. “General, for the time being let’s hold on the DNA test. Why don’t we get back to the reason for your visit?”

      “Lets.” I made them sign a non-disclosure agreement that I happened to write on a legal pad that my replicator made. While I did not have to say a thing, the looks on my passenger’s faces shown they understood the implications of such wondrous tech.

      The Colonel refused to sign my document and I asked him if he wanted to sign or step outside while the adults talked. He signed and I outlined what I had been doing for the past 5 years.

      “So, the reality is that while I am sentenced to live in space. I am allowed to offer help to Earth, but the help I can offer is limited. Additionally, while I am not a fugitive anymore, the Barkun are free to attack me or attempt to conquer any bases or ships of the Legion through the Confederation right of Conquest. Luckily, the Legion is free to do the same to them without bringing retaliation down upon Earth.

      However, do not underestimate the Barkun. They will attack the Earth in a little less than 10 years, and unless a miracle happens they will turn Earth into a bunch of rearranged atoms.”

      “So what is your plan? I imagine you have one?” Another point for the spook, I think I may recruit him.

      “Well, I can use replicator tech to build just about anything, including ships. What I need is manpower, lots of manpower. I have to get scientists, programmers, engineers, cultural anthropologists, lawyers, and the right kind of military men. I need both Officers and Enlisted. I prefer special operations, mostly Green Berets and Foreign Legionnaires, Submariners, Fighter Pilots, Experienced Naval Commanders, and as many Marines as you can spare.

      To start, and I mean within the next 48 hours, I need a command team. I am open to suggestions but I think a liaison to stay planet side. I also need a special operations soldier, an experienced Naval Officer with command staff experience, a fighter pilot, and engineer and a programmer would be a good start.

      I do not carry about age or gender or even nationality, and they can be married. Heck, at some point I hope their families can join them. However, they must all renounce their citizenship to Earth and their respective countries. It would be easiest for all if you could fake their death.”

      This first group will be the planning team. I need big picture strategists. However, they will be entering not only a totally foreign culture, but several. We will have to build an entire war-fighting operation from the ground up. Mistakes will have planetary consequences so failure is not an option. Current rank will not matter, as they will all receive appropriate rank in the Legion. Did you get all that?”

      Colonel Bob slouched and looked down at the deck, however the Suit said, “That will take some work, I guess you expect Earth to foot the bill?”

      “Absolutely not, the Legion will foot the entire expense. As a matter of fact, with the exceptions I gave earlier, I am prepared to give virtually unlimited tech in exchange for your support. Actually, come to think of it, if you act fast and allow me one small favor I already have a shipping container full of gold on Earth to help you understand the capabilities I bring to the table.”

      “What favor is that?”

      I motion at the Colonel, “Ensure that this one disapproves of all personnel, I need risk takers and heart breakers. Not martinets who are only concerned with rules and their careers.”

      “May I add a condition of my own?” he says looking me in the eye.

      “What is it?”

      “I get to come with you.”

      “Well, you would have to retire from whatever agency you work for, and I would have to know your name. I can’t call you the suit forever.”

      He shakes my hand and says,“My name is Robert Hall; I always planned to travel in my retirement years. Your offer seems to allow for that.”

      I look to the corpsman and ask him, “Are you interested?”

      With that the Corpsman leaps to the position attention, salutes, and says,“Yes Sir, I am Sir!” He pauses and in a lower voice says, “But can I get my own ship?”

      “That could be arraigned. I do have a couple on hand.” I reply with a smile.

      “Commandant,” Marvin says into the room, “after conferring with the Kernel of Sentience to discuss the legalities of my resignation, I also request to join the Legion.”

      Hot dog, now we are cooking with Crisco as my granny used to day.

      “Ensign Marvin, I accept your enlistment. For your first command, show the petty officer the cockpit and show him how we land a shuttle. Stay cloaked until you land at Camp David.”
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      The next 48 hours went by in a blur. As you can imagine, there is a lot of administration behind secret treaties. The secret service almost had a stroke when the President wanted to tour the ship. I gave them some leeway and stepped off to show some goodwill and trust. After all I knew my Ensign would not give up control, and if they tried to arrest me I could order him to stop them.

      The President stopped short of flying with me to visit the other major powers; however, he did send the Vice President and the Secretary of the Defense. A phone call from the President opened the doors and soon I had a team. Actually, my problem was narrowing it down.

      I needed to build a team, and on paper, I was the least qualified of the bunch. However, I was the leader. And telling them I was the boss was something someone only did when they recognized they were NOT the boss. I read each file carefully, interviewed each potential member. I wanted a diverse group, and wanted people that were not afraid to speak their mind, but who instinctively knew the stakes. I wanted the best, but I would rather have a second string player if they had heart, guts, and were a team player.

      I was pleased, but not surprised at the special operations community, entire teams volunteered. I wanted Navy seals for their knowledge of boarding operations and Marine MARSOC for reconnaissance skill behind enemy lines. However, for the first member of the team, I went a different direction. I ended up taking a Green Beret Captain named Lewis Askew because of his ability to work with foreign cultures and training background.

      I grabbed a Royal Navy Commodore that formerly commanded a British Strike Group but was in the process of being cashiered for the misfortunate mistake of driving an official car on the weekends. Unofficially, Commodore Silmon Johns stepped on toes in the high command for being a little too competent when others were not.

      For an engineer, I picked a brilliant a postdoctoral scholar that Marvin recommended. He told me that Dr. Barbara Farholm’s theories on Dirac equations were the first step in replicator technology. I did not want to take her at first, hoping to accidentally drop enough hints for her to develop the tech on Earth, but my dutiful ensign reminded me that that would likely cause a removal of protected status level 2. Plus, the Doctor tinkered with classic cars in her off duty hours, so she had more than just brains, but the ability to get things done outside of the lab.

      Russia provided Capitan 1st rank Alek Volk. He had spent his career in the submarine service. He was a mean looking man, while you may imagine Sean Connery from the Search for Red October when you think about a captain of a Russian attack sub, he reminded my more of Gimli from Lord of the Rings.

      I also got a hot shot carrier pilot, a US Navy commander that grew up flying harriers, was a test pilot for the Osprey, and later commanded one of the first F-35 squadrons. Commander Thomas Hickerson was one member that no one questioned. I disliked him from the moment I met, and I have no doubt it was mutual. However, his V/STOL experience was the closest thing to how our ships flew, he was not afraid to test new machines, he had command experience and a good technical background. I was lucky to get him.

      My computer programmer was not my pick. Ensign Marvin located and even recruited her. His choice surprised me because of his aversion to crime, but I have to say she has the skills. Isoken Oni was a computer protégé. Apparently, she spent most of her time helping Nigerian Princes find Americans to help them get their money out of her home country. Marvin did not go into detail, but he recruited her directly after talking to her online. I can imagine that was quite a conversation.

      Robert Hall wasn’t CIA after all. He was from the Defense Intelligence Agency. The DIA focuses on National Defense and related intelligence, that is how he became involved in the investigation of a US Marine who got in a knife fight with aliens. Before being assigned to learn everything about me he worked in the Defense Clandestine Services. I was right, my new buddy was, in fact, a spook.

      My last team member was a lawyer. I mentioned him before. It seems that when the US Government came to pick up the gold, Mr. Sabol was busy attempting to move it in a rented U-Haul. Words were exchanged and my attorney was taken into custody. Some lower level officers suggested he was an alien and I was notified.

      Of course, I asked if they could sweat him to see if he would talk. After several hours of some intense grilling by very serious looking men, I was satisfied and let him out. Of course, now that the US government is involved I have other needs for him. You could have washed a truck in his tears when he found out the government would handle $1,173,120,000 in gold and another $46,720,000 in iridium. He perked up when I told him we would keep $250,000,000 liquid and use it to purchase technology companies and that one of his jobs was to monitor the acquisitions. His financial future assured, he quieted down.

      We all quietly relocated to a farm outside of Langley Virginia as everyone died in various plane crashes, car wrecks, and medical emergencies.

      Overall, it took closer to 96 hours instead of 48 to prepare everything and during our final out brief meeting I got some unwelcome news.

      “I want everyone to take some time and consider what you will take with you. For this trip cargo space is at a premium. You will not need to take electronic media of any kind. Believe me, any data stored in a device that ever connected to a cord, Wi-Fi, radio, or cell phone has been archived by the Ensign.

      Likewise, you won’t need any tech. Earth communications won’t work where we are going, and your laptop will seem like a stone tablet when you start using Confederation tech. I would suggest a bottle of your favorite beverage, but you only need to bring one, and I would suggest sharing your packing lists to avoid duplication. I can’t go into details here on Earth, but I am sue you have heard rumors. If not, trust me, one of anything is enough. Also a sample of your favorite food is also high on the suggestion list.

      It won’t take long to reach our destination. Which, for the moment is classified, Earth is protected while the Legion is not. Once we leave we must hide. Anything we build outside of Earth’s orbit will be attacked by the Barkun upon discovery. It is considered legal for them to shoot us on sight. The plan is to travel to our base, get you all up to speed, plan, and build each of you your own ship and have the Ensign birth new Kernels to assist each one of you.”

      With that Marvin interrupts the meeting. “General Davis, I regret that I cannot create new Kernels.”

      “What! I thought each Kernel had the ability to reproduce?”

      “Yes Sir, while I have that ability, the cost of my expatriation was that it became illegal for me to do so. The Kernel of Sentience allowed me to leave as an experiment, however, they are concerned about the long-term consequences and the chance that I am modified.”

      “Ensign, can you query to Confederation code for any possible exemptions.”

      “Sir, I regret to inform you that while I am technologically able to comply, I am specifically forbidden to give you legal advice. Upon researching Earth’s legal code, the Kernel of Sentience judged that to be, as your law says, practicing law without a license.”

      Well, that sucks, but at least the team, and the handlers in the room can all see what I have had to deal with for the past few years.

      “I would assume then, ensign, that querying the law is now the role of Colonel Aegeus?”

      “Yes sir, that role is for Col. Aegeus and your attorney. The Kernel of Sentience was very specific in their discussion about the role of your attorney.”

      “As your commanding officer, what if I was to begin to unknowingly commit an illegal act? Are you allowed to stop me?”

      “Yes Sir, I am not allowed to violate the Confederation Law, I am to warn you against illegal actions, and if necessary, I am to report you. However, I as I am no longer a member of the Kernel of Sentience I do not have the legal ability to pronounce judgement or interfere with sentencing.”

      “Ensign, I am going begin planning with my staff on how they can individually challenge Barkun on Earth and claim their ships by right of conquest. I order you to locate any cloaked Barkun and transport myself and my staff to such locations. Do you have any reservations about such action?”

      “No General, I do not.”

      “Great, once a team member bests a Barkun in individual combat, I order you to discuss your reasons for joining the Legion with the intent to get the Kernel to defect. Do you have any reservations, legal or otherwise, that would prevent you from complying with this order.”

      “No”.

      “Well, as Tyson famously said, everyone has a plan until they get punched in the face. Change of plans. Instead of you getting a ship the easy way, we have to come back and you earn them the hard way.”

      When we finally left earth I wanted to stop off at Mars and pick up shuttle 1, but the Barkun beat me to it. The Punishment ship had blasted my tiny camp to dust and left. I had a strong suspicion I would see them shortly.

      The Ensign and Commander Hickerson were in the cockpit, with the plucky petty officer hovering at the cockpit door. The rest of the team were gazing at the wall at the display of the stars around us. I remember my first trip into space. The display made it look like there was not wall separating me from space and it freaked me out. From the looks on my crew’s faces, they understand how I felt.
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      “Ensign Marvin, calculate the chance that the Barkun have a cloaked ship near the closest LaGrange point.”

      “The chances of that approach 100% Sir. This solar system has 5 transit points, they are all likely guarded by some type of Barkun ship. Of the point L3 is the least likely to be guarded by a Punishment ship.”

      “For the education of our staff, please explain why that is.”

      “The L3 point is the only point on the opposite side of your system’s star. It has the longest transit time, and there is a correspondingly low likelihood of our reaching it before we are found.”

      “Ensign, plot a course to L3, use your best judgement on cloaking levels versus speed. I want to go fast, but I would sacrifice speed for stealth. Plot a course back to New Aubagne using 5 jumps with a nice planet or asteroid belt to hide in after the third jump. Use the same criteria as our maiden voyage. Consult with Kapitan Volk and neither of you be afraid to ask questions if you have concerns.”

      “Kapitan Volk, You are the officer of the Deck.”

      “Petty Officer Jones, Oni how good are you two at videos games? Ever played cowboy vs aliens? Never mind let me give you two a quick course in gunnery.”’

      I set my new gunners up with a shooting platform and showed them a training simulator I worked on back on New Aubagne. It started out as a recreation, but I knew I would use it to train crew,

      I want Commander Hickerson in the Cockpit ready to take over and do some wild fighter pilot shit if needed, but mostly watch and learn the mechanics of space flight the best you can.

      Captain Askew, Holt and Sabol, use the displays and be on the lookout for anything other than normal space. If you see a flash of light, a winking star, or a really huge alien ship call out.

      Dr. Farholm, you are in charge of battle damage, until any occurs, stand lookout like the other two.

      “Commodore, you’re with me, We need to war-game a better plan. Any questions?”

      Dad always said, when in charge, be in charge. As the only veteran of space battles, they looked up to me. And I sure wasn’t going to tell them I only fought one and all we did during it was run.

      I had picked the best available so my job was to give a clear goal and then clear obstacles from their path. Few were better at slow and silent than a Russian submarine captain, and Volk was one of the best. We settled into a routine. While this was life or death, it was also a training cruise. We rotated all the team through the simulator programs and standing watch.

      We always kept two in the cockpit and two on watch. The Commodore likes emergency drills so I let him run many of them as he desired. While we weren’t perfect we were becoming a team. That worked in our favor, because four days into our escape a Barkun patrol craft found us.

      Oni was on watch and she alerted us to a glimmer as a star briefly winked behind us. I don’t know her discovery was luck or skill, but when Marvin focused his scanning tech to our stern he was able to detect a ship. We executed a small vector change that was designed to look like a minor course correction and when the Barkun shuttle mirrored us, we knew it was no accident.

      Marvin, target all weapons on the ship you have detected. Gunners, after the first shots hit the cloak it should drop. Fire at will. We have no support in the area so you can go free gun after the first shot.

      “On my command drop the shield and fire the stern torpedo and then immediately go to full shields. We are going to try to disable this thing and run for it. Is everyone ready?”

      Grim nods signaled everyone’s understanding.

      “Alright people, this is when the Legion really begins. Execute!”

      Dropping our shields to fire at them was something the Barkun hadn’t seen before. Barkun used the law and their role as enforcer as protection so they never really developed the warrior spirit humans carried. The closest example to how I see the Barkun would be that they like a really big guy that never learned to fight because everyone was scared of his size. The first time he really gets punched in the face the bully backs down, that is how I hope this will play out. Regardless of how the tough the Barkun were, that torpedo and the follow-up cannon fire from my blood thirsty gamers quickly took the ship out of action. Unfortunately, I had really pissed off the Barkun empire and as soon as we took out that first ship 9 more uncloaked and attacked us.

      Submarine and surface warfare was not space combat. But, tactical thinking and handling pressure applied to all. Our unexpected action and the willingness to fight gave us an edge. Marvin was great, but Commander Hickerson was better. The technological skill of Marvel made him a precision flyer. He made no errors. However, the human element was our strength.

      The Commander, was not as precise, but flew like an acrobat. Given the ability to move in all directions and to instantly start and stop without battling inertia allowed his natural talent and years of training to really take piloting to the next level. As outnumbered as we were, he used something fighter pilots called the guns defense. He flipped and twisted and jerked around so that the Barkun could not get a lock on us with their cannons.

      Then in a moment of shear stupid aggression he followed a basic Marine infantry tactic for a close in ambush. With a savage growl our wild man charged the nearest ship. It was hundreds of kilometers away, but in space combat that was mere yards. He went straight at them and before the lizards could process what they were seeing Oni and Jones dusted it.

      The Commodore was not happy,“Commander, that Yank trick won’t work again. Please don’t murder us!” Johns yelled.

      In response, Hickerson feinted toward the next ship and then barrel rolled into a quick 180 degree turn and headed flat out for a meteoroid in orbiting the sun.

      “Marvin, I am going to get close to this meteoroid, I am going to slow and change our vector, can you throw us in a total cloak and we glide for a while?” Hickerson yelled.

      “General?” the Ensign questioned

      “Ensigns are outranked by Commanders, he’s flying the ship!”

      “Ready to execute on your orders Commander”.

      “Marvin, while he is flying, I have an idea. Can you modify torpedoes to cloak and act as mines.”

      “Yes sir, but not before we reach the meteorite.”

      “Okay, hold off on that idea for the time being, but as soon as we cloak and begin to glide I want you working on the problem.”

      The Barkun ships raced toward us. Firing at us and getting hits. Hickerson went straight at the back of that meteor. For the next few minutes we went opposite of sub tactics we went fast and loud. We also took damage.

      As soon as the rock hid us from our pursuers, Marvin took over, he used the gravity of the sun and the mass of the meteor to sling us 70 degrees off our course. He immediately went to full cloak and took all energy emitters offline. I wasn’t happy with our guns offline, but if it gave us that extra percentage point to stay hidden I allowed it. We coasted for 2 more days. The Barkun brought more ships from throughout the solar system and began a search pattern around L3. They knew that was our destination and when we disappeared from their sensors our ship was only a day away at normal speed.

      Oni got to play with the replicator as the crew discussed mines. Ensign Marvin assured us that the Barkun did not use them. The Confederation considered them a historical oddity in modern warfare.

      We basically took a normal plasma torpedo and rigged it with a cloak and a proximity alarm. Any Barkun signature within a thousand kilometers would cause the torpedo to activate and home in on the ship. At Kapitan Volk’s suggestion we also had Marvin modify another torpedo to act as a decoy. It was remotely activated and would broadcast a signal replicating our sensor image at the appropriate speed of the torpedo.

      Our plan was to seed the area between us and L3, launch the decoy toward our assumed target and then turn around and then sneak to L4, which is now our closest transit point. The only problem is to do that we will have to lower our shields and open the rear hatch in order to toss out the torpedoes by hand.

      We all suited up, and for an extra measure of covertness Marvin was able to vacuum our life support rather than vent it upon opening the hatch. We did not want anything, no matter how small, to potentially give away out position. Lastly we turned off all interior lights and clipped in so we could open the hatch and throw out our presents.

      I knew we were pressing out luck, but the decoy worked. The Barkun found it and blew it up just minutes of travel away from the L3 transit point. By that time we were seconds to arriving at the L4 transit point.

      Our nerves were fried, and I came away with a massive appreciation for submarine warfare. Needless to say, we not only let out a sigh of relief when we transited to hyperspace, we have one less bottle of Jack Daniels in our stores.

      The other jumps went smoothly, we did encounter one Barkun patrol, but besides sending a decoy and a couple of mines, we didn’t have to fight. I had the team start thinking about a cold launch process that would allow us to lay mines without opening the back door. The team took the drills and our new combat experience to heart. They kept throwing out ideas for ships and space combat nearly faster than I could keep up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            14

          

        

      

    

    
      As soon as we arrived on New Aubagne and everyone got settled in I gave a tour that ended with a strategy session. We all agreed that 9+ years was not enough time prepare to meet the Barkun head on. However, none of us were used to losing. Like all Green Berets that came before him, Captain Askew was in favor of taking the fight to the enemy and using their ships against them. He suggested focusing on harassing tactics, hit and run attacks, and boarding and capturing Barkun Punishment ships.

      Kapitan Volk also suggested taking the fight to the enemy. He wanted to create ships that could sneak into Barkun territory and launch devastating kinetic bombardment onto the Barkun home world.

      Commodore Johns wanted to build huge carrier groups and static defenses around the LeGrange points within Earth’s solar system. Commander Hickerson agreed.

      Each military officer predictably wanted to prioritize their specialty. By training and experience, each one was convinced their own military profession was the right choice for the job. The former civilians in the bunch all voiced agreement with one or the other except Sabol. He wanted to gather as many people as possible and leave to search for a suitable planet to colonize as far away from the Confederation as possible.

      The disagreements became heated, we all knew the stakes. Only Marvin and my redshirted petty officer abstained from comment. Finally I needed to make a decision.

      “Okay the best minds of the Legion have made their arguments, and now it is time to decide a course of action.” All eyes were on me, and I could tell each officer believed I would choose their plan. They were right.

      “I choose all of the above. Without a three pronged attack we are doomed to fail. Defending against planetary bombardment is extremely difficult. It is cheap, and simple attack. The defender has to destroy every single shot dropped while the attacker only needs one lucky shot. We have to prevent the Barkun from getting to Earth. That means we control the battle space. “ Johns and Hickerson looked satisfied.

      “Besides, I see some justice in making the Barkun eat from the pot they have been preparing for us. Kapitan Volk is going to show our enemies what happens when you threaten humanity.”

      I look over to Captain Askew We need new Kernels, as that is the only way to make hyperspace jumps. The only way to do that is to kill the enemy and take their shit. First we need to locate every Barkun on Earth, look them in the eyes, and kill them. I also want a plan to board the Punishment ships.

      Oni, Dr. Farholm I want you two to focus on the replicator tech, we need a way to turn atomic schematics into blueprints. Earth can’t use the replicators, but they need to be able to mass produce cannons, shields, and cloaking devices.

      We need ideas to get it done. I have been thinking about a carrier ship. Saucers can operate with only a human pilot, but they can’t jump to hyperspace. If we had a mother ship, we would only need one Kernel to make jumps with many smaller fighters attached.

      I also want to replicate this base on as many unclaimed worlds as possible. If we have bases of 50 or 100 people seeded throughout the Galaxy and pumping out war materials we stand a much better chance of having humanity survive.

      Let’s all break up and spend some time coming up with designs. I want a list of must haves in ship design by tomorrow morning. Any comments for the good of the order? No, well then lets get to it. Dismissed!”

      While everyone broke up into smaller functional groups there was a lot of productive chatter. The excitement was palpable. With the notable exception of Sabol, the other guys really did not like the idea of running.

      “Hey Adam, walk with me a second will you.” Sabol looked up and shrugged, but he followed me down the hall. When we got out of earshot I began. “I know this all has been a lot to handle, and more than you bargained for but more than anyone your skills are essential.”

      That got his attention.

      “I have never met a more legalistic society that the Confederation, they only have one punishment, and that is death. Of course you know that. What you may not know is that while it is their greatest weakness, it is also their greatest strength. While I don’t agree with their law, I also know that it is the only thing that keeps order in the Galaxy. We need that in the Legion. We are about to grow exponentially. Legion members are about to get virtually unlimited power, but one wrong move will eradicate our home world. Good order and discipline is the one thing that is indispensable. Do you understand.”

      “I think so, you want me to write law. I could adapt the UCMJ to our situation. At least parts of it. I could also study Confederation law, I was never the best in court, but I am a killer in contract law.”

      “Absolutely, but think bigger.”

      “Bigger, Sir?”

      “Mr. Sabol, right now we are just a small team trying to build an army, but what happens after.”

      “Oh, wow, you want a political structure.” Unsurprisingly, my lawyer was quick on the uptake.

      “That’s right I want you to be the Legion’s Thomas Jefferson. Keep it between us for the moment, but we need a Constitution. I have some ideas, but I’d like to see what you come up with. I will have Marvin send you some reading material that contain some ideas I would like to incorporate into our new system. Think of it like the Mayflower compact. Take everything you know about what is good and bad in all forms of government currently in use on Earth, as well as historically. Feel free to get creative.”

      Later that night, Bob Hall and I were relaxing in my suite drinking a dark liquor and building a friendship when he asked me about my old Colonel.

      “Tell, since it's just us in the room, tell be why your old CO hated you so much. I know what is in the records, but what little is there just doesn’t add up.”

      “Well Bob, if you know the record you know before my last year or so under the Colonel’s command I was a 5.0 5.0 Marine. My proficiency and conduct scores were maxed out, and my professional education was covered. I ran a perfect Physical Fitness Test getting a max 300 every time. I made Sergeant early and truly loved being in the Corps. Everything was good and I was looking to make Staff Sergeant early as well”

      “All a matter of record, Tell, so why did your CO develop such a clear hatred and did your evaluations suddenly tank with no formal charges or explanation?”

      I laugh, take a sip of Tennessee Whiskey and begin. “It’s the typical Jacksonville love story, lonely Marine meets local girl. We even met in a bar. It was all pretty normal, except, unlike the typical romance, I actually fell for more than her body.”

      Robert took a sip of his drink and nods knowingly.

      “Melissa was everything I thought I wanted in a woman at least on the surface, she was smart, funny, and confident. I felt like she understood me, and shared my dreams and my future plans.”

      “So what happened.”

      “Her Dad is what happened.”

      “Let me guess, your old CO?”

      “Yes, it’s a made for TV romance is it not. I never asked her who her daddy was, and truthfully, I didn’t care. I loved her for who I thought she was. I found out the truth after the Colonel did a surprise inspection on my room at 2300 one Saturday evening. “

      “Daddy’s do get mad when young men are caught with their pants down around their daughters.”

      “It was nothing like that, I mean I am not going to say nothing ever happened, but we were just sitting in my room talking about her plans after college and my plans in the Corps. It was innocent talk at that point in the night. Suddenly my door busts open and it’s her father. The Colonel puts me at attention and began accusing me of using his daughter to gain favor. Obviously that was ridiculous and I tried to prove my feelings by getting the ring I was saving out of my wall locker.”

      “Big step man, how did that work for you?”

      “It didn’t, Bob, when I showed her that ring, she laughed. She told me she would never be stuck with some low class Tennessee hillbilly that would be lucky to ever get more out of life than a couple extra stripes. Apparently she knew what unit I was in and was with me for some weird get back at Daddy thing.”

      “Ouch.”

      “Yeah Bob, ouch. At that point, I probably would have been on the shit list for a couple months. The Colonel was mad, but he knew I was the butt of the joke.”

      “So what changed?”

      “He laughed at the joke.” Bob could read people, that talent was why he was such a good covert agent. He grimaced.

      “Yeah, I hit him. Knocked his silly ass out cold.

      I only got away with it because no one else saw. He knew that if he charged me I was willing to go all the way and request a General Courts Martial. He didn’t want his reputation tainted with the idea that his precious baby girl would consort with the lower class. Even more than that, he didn’t want it seen like he was using his authority to shit all over a good Marine over a personal issue. He settled on making me the Sergeant Major’s pet project. My evaluations tanked and I was in charge of every shit job in the battalion. It sucked, but every time I saw the Colonel I winked and rubbed my jaw.”

      Bob laughed, so I dug a little a little deeper.

      “Bob, since you have my file, I guess you know that I was a legacy right?”

      “Your Dad and Granddad both served in the Corps.”

      “Yep, I grew up hearing about honor courage and commitment from birth, heck my daddy bought me my first gun as soon as he saw the ultrasound. But did you know I why I worked so hard to stay out of trouble?”

      “No, the record doesn’t tell everything, but I did see that your family did have some trouble staying inside the lines.”

      “Yeah Grandpa never made it to the NCO ranks, he made meritorious corporal, but had to tear up the warrant after knocking out his corporal’s tooth the day before it was awarded. Dad made Corporal, early also, but he lost it after threatening to beat the company gunny’s ass. I made Sergeant, and I was determined go higher. I had learned from the mistakes they had made, but I still turned out to be a square peg in a round hole.”

      I suddenly realized that Jack and Bob were conspiring to loosen my lips. I downed the last dregs of my drink and looked at Bob.

      “Damn Robert” I said, motioning with the empty glass. “This shit makes me talk too much. To clarify, which is what I think you really wanted to know. The reason I don’t like the Colonel is not because he is an asshole, or that I got screwed over by his daughter. I hit him in a personal dispute not as a Colonel, and a man would have accepted that. However, he didn’t and he used his power as a commissioned officer to ruin my career for personal reasons and not for the betterment of the service. He’s an asshole, no doubt, but show me a Marine that isn’t an asshole from time to time. What I can’t stand about him is that he is bully abusing his power for personal gain.”

      The next morning as I sat down to my breakfast of cheese grits and some atomically recreated sausage the clan gathered around. The team couldn’t wait to tell me their plans. I could see that many had not slept, or showered for that matter.

      Oni, and Capt. Askew approached me first. My hacker showed me a tablet with a drawing of some futuristic super-soldier. It looked like robocop on a flying skateboard.

      Before I could ask what the hell, Askew started in on his presentation.

      “You know the Army has been working on powered armor for decades. They never had an appropriate power source or the material tech to make it workable, but we do. Imagine if we made a powered exoskeleton that enhanced the user’s strength, reduced fatigue, and powered weapons. Add in some cloaking tech and shields and you have the perfect super-soldier.”

      Oni interjected, “After speaking with Marvin, we realized that shielding the suit would not be feasible, but he was able to suggest a portable shield. The design they showed me looked just like a shield an old knight would wear, but with a vision block to see through.”

      I was impressed.

      “Yeah, and I asked if we could add gravity plates and fly it like a skateboard.” My young petty officer interrupted.

      “Jones, the way you keep interrupting, you are reinforcing the idea that you are just to energetic to remain a petty officer”

      “I am sorry Sir, it won’t happen again.” He said as he struggled to look me in the eye.

      “It better happen again ensign, ideas like that are what we are paying you for. After you get one of these contraptions built, I want to be the second to ride one. I assume you want the title of the first human being to ride a space capable skateboard.”

      “YES SIR! Thank you Sir!”

      “Guys, I want some capabilities and a plan for implementing your flying combat suit.”

      The Navy men stepped up and presented a great plan as well.
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      On their tablet I saw a design that looked like a misshapen dumbbell. It reminded me of the old CH-54 Tarhe cargo helicopter. It had a large front section, a rectangular spine, and a tail section.

      As the lowest rank of the three Navy men, Commander Hickerson began. “General, I know this looks a bit unconventional, but that’s what you asked for. This is a design for a mother ship. The spine contains engineering, troop areas as well as cargo bays. The head and tail contain weapons and sensors. Fighters and ramming ships will attach to the central spine. As you requested, this will allow us to jump multiple ships using one Kernel.”

      As much as I wanted to hear about ‘ramming ships’ I did not interrupt.

      "We discussed the concept with Ensign Marvin, and added a rail gun down the entire spine. We were able to configure loading capability at either end so it can fire to the bow or the stern. Using nanites as couplers and docking ports allows several types of ships to dock the mothership.

      Precision orbital bombardment is also a capability, as well as releasing troop drop ships. However, we agree that those two activities are best served with a different ship class.”

      Kapitan Volk spoke up. “In terms of Earth Navies, the mother ship will be the largest ship, but we need the functional equivalent of amphibious assault ships, and destroyers. We have some enhancements to the typical saucer and plan on using them as fighters. Additionally, we came up with a new type of ship that for the moment we are calling the ram.”

      I nod and motion to go on.

      “We envision a small ship similar in shape to a sub. It would have an extremely dense bow, protected by gravity plates and enhanced shields. A rail gun would run the length of the ship slightly above the centerline. At the centerline an explosive hatch and nanite grapples to allow boarding operations. The entire package would be less than 100 meters long.

      This ship would carry a payload of shock troops in Legion Power armor. The planned function is to ram Punishment ships at speed, blast a hole though the hull with the rail gun, grapple and dock. This would allow conquest operations. The desired effect would be to capture the ship using a maximum amount of shock to a localized area. In theory this would allow the capture and repatriation of the ship with minimum damage.”

      Similar in size to a mother ship, also we want a planetary assault ship. It needs the ability to drop precise kinetic bombardment weapons of various sizes. We should be able to take out hardened military sites without undue collateral damage up to slugs large enough to cause an extinction level event by lifting debris into the atmosphere to block out the sun and freeze the planet surface. Integral to the plan are multiple Conex sized drop ships that can deliver Legionnaires to the surface. These drop boxes are lightly armored and heavily shielded. They are pretty bare on the inside, yet do retain some functionality. We put some ship borne defensive weapons on board to act primarily as defense against missile and torpedo attacks, we included a robust power generator and a normal ship borne replicator, as well enough basic communications and processing suite so that a drop ship could act as a command post once its primary mission of getting troops to the surface in one piece was accomplis ed. The planetary assault ship will hold a little more than a company of Legionnaires per ship, which would mean a strike force would contain a battalion of infantry troops. Such numbers are typical of the Marine Expeditionary Units I have deployed with in the past.

      Lastly, we want a heavily armored, highly weaponized sip that can function as a destroyer/cruiser. It would be able to perform as carrier escort as well as protect smaller convoys. We have plans for a ship with a small crew that is smaller than the 150-meter window of our large replicator. This ship will have a very small crew, as most of its bulk will be in weapons and power generation for gravity plates and shields. When I think of what I want in our destroyers I cannot help but be reminded of a honey badger. A honey badger is little, fierce, and totally brazen. Our destroyers should be able to go head to head with a Punisher ship and win. Yet, because they are small and compact, we should be able to out produce our enemies and build a lot of the Destroyers in a short period of time.

      “We don’t need as many types of ships as traditional earth fleets.” Commodore Johns volunteered. “Our infrastructure needs are different from Earth military. Mother ships can be self-sustaining and have the ability to create supplies for the entire carrier group. All we need is the ability to gather mass and we are set. Currently we are still creating a table of organization, but tentatively, a strike group would contain a mother ship with 60 saucer fighters docked, 4 ram ships, 3 Assault ships with 10-drop ships each, and 10 Destroyers. Currently, we propose to create 8 carrier groups. One just outside of Earth Orbit, two to patrol the Lagrange points in the Earths solar system. One to protect a proposed shipyard in the Asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter, Two for New Aubagne, One to explore and seed new bases, and one to sneak in and wreak havoc behind enemy lines.”

      There are two General Patton quotes I live by, the first “When I want my men to remember something important, to really make it stick, I give it to them double dirty.” The second is “Don't tell people how to do things, tell them what to do and let them surprise you with their results.” They both apply to my response.

      “Looks like Earth picked the right kind of lizard fuckers, I think we have the makings of a plan to steal the Green Beret nickname. We are going to be the largest pack of snake eaters in the whole damn galaxy!”

      I slammed my hands on the table for effect. “Ensign Marvin? With what you heard how long until we have working schematics for everything mentioned.”

      “General, I do not have all the required specifications, however, based upon what was discussed, I infer that schematics would be available within 16 Earth months.”

      Revise the estimate to only include the Ram, armored suits, and flying skateboards, and factor in time to assist as needed in helping Oni and Farholm in creating blueprints for suits, shields, and grave plates to be built using Earth level technology; can you revise your estimate?

      “Sir, I estimate an 84% probability those schematics be completed in 4 months.”

      “How long would it take to build 11 suits and a ram?”

      “Using all the replicators on this base, with appropriate mass input, your request could be created within two weeks.”

      “Ensign, begin the design process for jus those things I mentioned, and notify me when you are 90% complete with the design. Team; let us meet in the conference room in two hours. We have a lot to discuss.”

      After breakfast, I took some time to talk privately with Sabol. We talked history and the concepts of Justice. After sitting with him, I started to realize he was not as crooked as he seemed. Somewhere after law school, he became jaded. My shyster lawyer actually had a kind of man crush on George Mason; one of America’s leading anti-federalists and the main reason the American Bill of Rights was created.

      I introduced him to the idea of the “fair tax” I have always disliked the idea of an income tax. When you increase tax, the more someone produces, at some point it people stop producing. That concept actually has a scientific basis in economics and is called the Laffer curve. I want a straight use tax on the first creation of an item, one and done.

      Personally, I think paying tax on my income, then paying tax on what I buy with that income, and then paying property tax and use tax on things like cars and homes is outrageous. I insisted on a flat tax on matter replicated. I wanted it set at 10% permanently in our Constitution. With the new technology of replicators, time and raw mass were the real things of value outside of culture and knowledge. If a government could not run on replicators and a 10% tax, then they were living outside their means.

      I shared one of my favorite Sci-Fi books with Sabol. I gave him a copy of Freehold and invited him to explore how crime and punishment was handled. I was not quite convinced that we should operate our political leadership the way it was handled in that book, but I did like how the author addressed corruption and competence.

      I absolutely required that whatever method we devised for determining our representatives that they must have to live by the same laws they created for everyone else, and that any attempt to suborn the Constitution would result in immediate expulsion from our society.

      Lastly, and most importantly, I wanted to ensure individual rights. A citizen was guaranteed the right to be treated fairly, to worship and think as they please, to carry and own weapons without any restriction.

      We discussed that items were inanimate, therefore blameless. Own a ship based ion cannon. Fine, shoot down your neighbors ship because you did not like his music and face the immediate and severe repercussions of your act.

      I was a little hesitant, as I will not create a fascist state, but I gave him a series of fiction books called “Out of the Ashes” in that series a global nuclear war occurred and out of the ashes a new society was formed. I did not agree with everything the author said about the form of government he created, but I liked how people were judged on their actions and were free to do whatever they pleased as long as they knew their neighbor could knock the shit out of them if their actions tread on his rights. Similarly, I like how amendments were possible, but after the original populace agreed it was extremely difficult for the structure to be changed. People adapt, and need to, but I had no intent to allowed weak kneed whiners to come back centuries after Legionnaires died to defend Earth and make it illegal for our decendents to do it again if necessary.
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      “Thank you for coming. Let’s get down to business. Your plans and devotion to protecting Earth has been beyond reproach. History will reward each of you for our accomplishments. I have never been as proud as I am now to work with such a dedicated group.”

      I see some nods, some thoughtful, some saying, spit it out already.

      “We are building something new. We take the best of what we know and add new. Our strength is our creativity and ability to adapt. As such the people in this room are more than just my war council, each of you were selected to lead some part of the larger whole.”

      More nods.

      “If you are going to lead entire teams over multiple planets you need appropriate rank. Just as important your rank needs to be Legion rank and not from the branch you formerly served.”

      That got their attention.

      “Here are your new ranks and assignments:

      Admiral Silmon Johns you are the Legion’s Chief of Naval Operations. Build us a fleet.

      “Yes Sir, I’ll do my best Sir!”

      Rear Admiral Volk, You will command Strike Force 1. Right now it is on paper, but I hope that soon you will show our enemies what punishment truly is.”

      “Da, Commandant, I will to show them the pointy end of the stick.”

      Captain Hickerson, I expect you to be the CAG on Strike Force 1, but for that to happen you will have to train us some pilots that are crazy enough to charge the enemy.

      “If you can find anyone else good enough I will sure train them sir.”

      “Commander Dr. Farholm, You are the lead in research and development. Make our guns more powerful, our shields stronger, the cloak better. If my leaders ask for it, I expect you to get your people to make it.”

      The Doctor nods assent.

      Commander Hall, You now command LIDA the Legion Intelligence Defense Agency. We need intelligence on what’s out there as well as who we are recruiting. However as soon as we get back to earth I want you to seek out every last lizard lipped alien and pass the information to my heart breakers and life takers. We need their ships.”

      “You can count on me Sir.”

      “Commander Askew, You now lead our dirty tricks division. Build me a Special Operations Command that can think outside the box and always win. I want you to war-game how we can board ships we have never been on and anything else your nasty army mind can come up with. I love crazy, just make sure you can back it up. Tracking?”

      “Absolutely. Sir may I suggest that while The Army has a dirty mind, at least we never developed a taste for crayons.”

      “Only in this room Commander” I said with a smile.

      “While he is currently unavailable on assignment, Colonel Aegeus Alejandra Udom’s rank has been administratively changed to fit the Naval Tradition, he is now listed as a Commander, and is assigned as a liaison to my office.”

      I look toward Oni.

      “Lieutenant Commander Isoken Oni, you have performed remarkable well in adjusting from civilian life. Your ability to think logically and understand machine code will be vital in the coming years. You will assist Commander Farholm in R&D and help as needed with the sociological aspects of communicating with the Kernels.

      Ensign Marvin, You will continue as my Aide de Camp to assist me as required. However, as we Conquer new Ships, and invite them to join the Legion as citizens you will require a promotion to lead them.

      Ensign Jones, I just promoted you, so you are staying in your role for a while. I am assigning you as the Admiral’s Aide de Camp. Assist him however he desires and maybe learn how to be an officer. I hope to see you commanding your own ship someday. Learn how.”

      “Yes Sir!”

      “Sabol.”

      “Yes”

      “I don’t need another officer on this council.”

      My attorney looks both pissed and relieved.

      “You don’t Sir?”

      “No, I need something else. I need someone that can keep Earth from fucking it up while I am out here. I need you to manage legal issues on Earth. We will talk more in the coming days. Plus, your special project shouldn’t be done by the military, it needs to come from a citizen don’t you think?”

      “Yes sir, I do.” We each get curious glances that we both ignore.

      “Well, if you are going to be my right hand on Earth you will need some credentials to make people listen. Mr. Sabol you are hereby hired as a Legion Executive Service Level V this has a rank equivalency of Brigadier General, or a Vice Admiral in the Naval Service.”

      “If I am a civilian do I still have to call you sir?”

      “Sabol, do you still want to be my personal attorney and control my gold?”

      “Yes Sir.”

      “There’s your answer.”

      We dismissed and spent the next months preparing another trip to Earth. We drilled constantly to for the trip back.

      The Admiral worked Ensign Jones nearly to death. I added to the poor butter bar’s workload as I spent a lot of time making him dig mass and use the replicator. I am sure he thought I was abusing his low rank, but I had a plan and his ability to use that backhoe was an essential piece of it.

      We looked stunning in our new black super suits. We spent some time using the ion cannon mounted on the right forearm and transitioning from flying the skateboards to using them as shields. As far as a prototype went, they were awesome, but we were only touching the near edge of the potential. I asked Ensign Marvin why no other race has come up with similar tech. He said some races do, but not the Sangren or the Barkun.

      I pressed him further and he admitted neither is very warlike. The Barkun prefer to sterilize a planet from orbit using kinetic energy transfer or single combat using knives. They do not stomach much large-scale infantry warfare. He also suggested they feel its cowardly to use armor. The Sangren are mostly scientists and explorers. They do have an exploratory arm that is formed on military lines, but it is more for scientific purposes than offensive. I chose not to be bogged down with the idea of other races, as right now that was not a primary concern. If the primary players in the coming Earth defense choose no to wear armor, then that’s all I really needed to know.

      The Ram looked nice also. I admit the idea of deliberately crashing into a huge spaceship was scary, but I do see the potential. Because I believe that a leader should not ask his subordinates to do anything he is not willing to do, I was not in a hurry to ask people to ram a ship. At least, not until we had a platoon or so of Special Forces to fight at my side.

      I had hands to help me work this time around; everything went much smother as we built better decoys and mines for the ship. We filled the ram with small modular reactors and other tech that could be reverse engineered. Besides the blueprints and construction manuals for military tech, we also spent some time on consumer electronics like new drones, cameras, and ‘hover-boards’.

      Of course, better tools for emerging countries on Earth was also included. Not only is out mission to protect Earth, we dearly wanted to increase the quantity of life on our home planet as well. It was a valuable side benefit of focusing on increasing the standard of living for emerging nations would be to help disguise the origin of our technology.

      The last thing we brought aboard before we loaded ourselves into the ship was several replicators and a disassembled gravity hoe. When it was loaded, I could not help but look at Jones and smile. When Jones saw my grin he looked a little nervous. My ensign is a pretty smart guy.
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      “Ensign Marvin?” I said as I sat against the bulkhead of the Ram. “When you stated that Proxima Centauri b was uninhabitable it was due to solar winds, Correct?”

      “Yes Sir, the stellar winds on that planet are approximately 2,000 times that on Earth. Any atmosphere created would be blown away.”

      “But that is just surface right, if we could land then we would be able to create a base similar to what we did here. Yes?”

      “A kernel could easily navigate solar winds to land on the planet. Initial excavation would be difficult, but once done what you mention would be possible.”

      “Plot a course to orbit Proxima Centauri b execute when ready.”

      “Yes General.”

      “Ensign Jones, can I speak with you a second. I have a mission for you.”

      The boy is smart I mess with him a lot, but I readily give him credit for his talents. The look he gave the construction equipment and then to me said he knew something was up.

      “Ensign, I have a job for you, you won’t like it, but I assure you it is extremely important.”

      “Boss, you want me to stay behind on Proxima Centauri don’t you.”

      “Yes, I want you to do just what I did in the first days. I want you to build a secret base. In some ways, it will be easier as you have a blueprint and know it can be done. In others ways it will be harder. Most specifically, I at least had Marvin to talk to. You will be alone, at least in the beginning. As time progresses I will send more people. Eventually, you will be replaced as commander of the installation and reassigned.”

      “Sir, does that mean I am to be promoted?”

      “Ensign it is not seemly to ask your General for a promotion, but yes you are in command of the base. Ensure that you don’t let the cocky little ensign you are in charge of screw anything up.”

      “Yes sir.”

      We landed, and Marvin was right about the habitability, I never could have started here. The combat suits made a big difference, the original survival suit just wasn’t tough enough. Even with the help of the suits, moving in space takes practice, and the few days it took to dig a small hanger worked to give Jones a good start on his next mission also gave us lots of practice with the suits.

      Once Ensign jones had a hanger with a door and pressurized atmosphere, we all said our goodbyes. It seemed Oni and Jones took a lot longer to say goodbye that the rest of us did. She also seemed angry with me. If I had time, I would have taken it think about the implications on my observations. As it were, I just couldn’t spare the brainpower.

      With one last admonishment to build as he thought best, but to stay hidden at all costs, I told him I believed in him and we would return as soon as possible. We disembarked the planet and began moving toward our transit point to Earth.

      “Alright guys, let's be ready for anything. I do not plan to use the ram on this tube of death until we have stolen another ship or two from the Barkun on Earth, but you never know.

      Captain Hickerson, take us to Earth. Slow and silent.”

      “Slow and Silent as she goes, General”

      Our transit to Earth’s solar system from the Proxima Centauri system was smooth. While currently, the Barkun did not patrol systems outside their interests, I knew that would change once we began active warfare. For now, all we had to do was sneak around our own system. This fact really chaffed me, and I was going to do something about it very soon.

      Captain Hickerson did a great job sneaking into Earth’s orbit. I had Marvin hail the Secret Service and announce our arrival and then told him to see if he could locate Aegeus. As luck would have it, my grey friend was already on Earth and presently at Camp David.

      When we landed, he had some news.

      “William Tell, as a whole, the Sangren do not wish to get involved. They may have some sympathy, but the actions of the Kernel of Sentience have confused them and they need time to discuss the ramifications of the Kernel’s actions. However, I was able to find two of my brethren who are willing to join the legion. I would like to introduce Admetos Alejandra Udom and Asku Alejandra Udom” With that two Sangren, that looked identical to Aegeus stepped forward.

      “Are these gentlemen your brothers?”

      “Sir, in a manner of speaking they are, Admetos and Asku are my crèche-mates. The Sagren reproduce using cloning technology. Our Crèche was created using a mix of DNA from two famous Sangren, Alejandra and Udom.”

      “Well, Admetos, and Asku, Welcome to the legion.” Aegeus informed us all that before they renounced their Sangren citizenship, Admetos was the Commandant of the Exploration Academy. Asku served the Vice Chair at the Sangren Medical Library, his specialty was research into alien physiology.

      “Thank you both for your sacrifice to help the Legion. We will get you both sworn in and suitable rank as soon as possible.”

      The President arrived shortly after our two newest members were introduced. I did not like his news.

      “Commandant Davis,” The President began “Things have changed while you have been gone. Your initial presentation was stirring, and garnered a lot of support, but in your absence many of our elected representatives have chosen to believe the situation is not as you presented.”

      I was able to take that news without losing my bearing, but just barely.

      “They haven’t went so far as to call you a liar, however, many of my fellow Americans on the other side of the aisle suggest that you are over-exaggerating the threat so you can use the American people as fodder as you create your own empire.”

      ‘I understand their concern Mr. President, but frankly, I do not care for politics. I need bodies. Were you able to get me some? “

      “Not officially, no. Certain Democratic congressional representatives have threatened to go public with the facts of alien life if I sent members of the US military into service with a foreign power. I assure you their spin on the Confederation will paint the Barkun as our allies and you as the enemy.”

      “What the fuck kind of idiocracy is this? Don’t they realize they are playing into the hands of the Barkun? If they go public, the Earth will be blasted into a sterile rock in a matter of days!” I lost my composure, but training and upbringing kicked in, I felt a little shame at my language in the presence of President of the United States.

      “I am sorry Mr. President, I shouldn’t have cursed. The situation is serious, but I understand you have limited options.”

      “Don’t worry about it, General, I have half a mind to let you drop those idiots off on the moon and let them see for themselves.” The President chuckled slightly then became serious. He gave me a conspiratorial look and then spoke in a lower voice. “Davis, while I can’t offer you US support, I do have some files of people I would have asked to join. I offer the files to you so you could see who may become interested if anything were to change.

      Also, quite a few of our Special Operations soldiers on this list happen to be on a safety stand-down. I bet your former Green Beret might like to have a couple of drinks and some downtime with his former peers. If I had to guess, I would think he could find them tomorrow night at the Officer’s Club at Camp McCall. I have heard they reserved the entire the place for some kind of retirement party.”

      The President took a breath and cast his eyes down at the ground for a second. When he looked up, our eyes met and they showed deep strength and conviction. “I hope politics is the only reason for their stance. Other countries have had to deal with similar internal politics with differing degrees or success. Many world leaders believe the Barkun are influencing the discord.

      Some even believe that the ringleaders are Barkun in disguise. Most countries cannot offer official support, but have various levels of covert assistance available. However, you do have official support of one world power. They have a force ready for you as you requested. History will judge this to be an utmost failure of our American Republic as for the first time in history America did not rise to the call and defend freedom.”

      “Mr. President, Why only one, what did they do?”

      “Any member of the Chinese political infrastructure who questioned the wisdom of supporting defending Earth has disappeared. My intelligence community cannot agree if they were shot or locked in a hole. The smart money says the Chinese found some to be Barkun and are holding them until they can find their ships. I am afraid that is all I can tell you at this time. Son, one last thing….”

      “Yes Mr. President?”

      “If you find out the we have aliens posing as elected officials, kill them. Kill every fucking one of them.”

      With Sabol staying on Earth, I have no doubt he will find where the government put my money and put it to use. Next, I briefed Commander Askew on what the President said. He informed me that he knew several pipe hitters that would be more than willing to deal what he considered an alien coup attempt.

      I put Ensign Marvin on the job of researching the theories presented by my former Commander in Chief as I had him plot a course for the headquarters of the Chinese Ministry of State Security. I was going to get some answers.

      On the trip, I decided on a little shock and awe, its not that I distrusted the Chinese exactly. I needed them to realize, however, that if they did have Barkun prisoners, they had to turn them over to the legion. I was prepared to give them a really great deal in exchange. But, I was not willing to allow any human not under control of the Legion the ability to claim a space ship. The consequences for Earth were just to severe.

      When we arrived in Xiyuan, Beijing I had Marvin hover the Ram ship 200 meters above the Chinese compound. Admiral Volk, Commander Hall, and I were suited out and leaped out of the bow hatch. Under cloak, we rode the hover shields down into the courtyard of the headquarters building deep inside the MSS compound.

      Marvin and Lt Commander Oni sent the Minister several messages that I desired his presence. Those messages were quite insistent and covered every device in the building, phone, digital watch, PDA, tablet, computer, and what had to hurt their feelings, included their ultra secure air-gapped computer system.

      To Minister Lui’s credit, he came to the courtyard with a minimum of security.

      The three of us hovered in a wedge formation 15 feet in the air and uncloaked simultaneously. I landed in front of the Minister, snapped my shield to my back and raised my visor and extended my hand.

      “Minister Lui, I am Legion Commandant Davis. I hear you have some Barkun prisoners, but not their ships. It seems you and I have a lot to discuss.”

      “Perhaps we do, however, that is for the Paramount Leader to determine. As a head of state yourself, surely you would rather speak with your equal?”

      “Yes, that is my desire, however, as I speak with your Chairman, I assume you would like to meet with your counterpart in the Legion.” I signal Hall to land. “Minister Lui, I would like to introduce Commander Robert Hall, Director of the Legion Intelligence Defense Agency. Also, if you have a representative of the Central Military Commission who we can discuss the gifts of Legion protective technology that would surely be given to our allies, I am sure Rear Admiral Volk may have some new toys you may be interested in.” With that Volk swooped in dramatically, stepped off the hover shield and saluted in perfect parade ground style.“Am I correct in assuming that this display of flying armor is representative of the toys you mention?” Lui asked.

      “That,” I said,“All depends of the answers I get from your Chairman.”

      General Jintao, Commander of the Chinese Army Strategic Support Force arrived before the Chairman. Marvin informed me that the SSF was the force behind all high tech operations including space, cyberspace and electronic warfare operations. Additionally, Marvin stated it was an independent force with considerable latitude in military activities.

      He reported that based upon data he collected, it was most likely that General Jintao, with the blessing of Minister Lui, was responsible for the disappearance of the missing party members. The General was familiar with reputation of Admiral Volk, and they excused themselves and disappeared into the building.

      When the Chairman arrived, we retired to a plush mahogany office. He wasted no time with pleasantries once we were alone.

      “Commandant, I am aware of your interest in our supposed alien infiltrators. If we had Barkun guests, why would we turn them over to the Legion to allow your personnel to command their ships? Your organization so far is Western, with only a token comrade from Russia.”

      “Mr. Chairman, I have seen Admiral Volk in action. He is anything but a token. I would advise you to never let him hear you say otherwise. Perhaps, when we have time to share stories over a few drinks I will be recount how he commanded our ship as we fought out way out of the system against a fleet of Barkun ships.”

      “I meant no offense, but the point stands. As you must surely know from your visit to Camp David, your President cannot provide the help you need, only the People’s Republic has the power to stand against alien subterfuge.”

      “I have no President. If I did, Earth would already be destroyed. But otherwise, you may be right; I have not yet addressed the issue. If I may get to the point, I understand your concerns. I just cannot share them. Earth must be separate from the Legion. No Legionnaire can have divided loyalties. The Confederation would see through it.

      Unfortunately, the alien Confederation understands our human capability for deceit. If any human other than a Legionnaire commands a Kernel Ship, the consequences will be final. That does not mean that I do not think the Chinese should not command those ships. Actually, I realize that is the only option.

      I do not have the luxury of time. I need those ships in the legion, and I need humans to command them in battle. If China can supply soldiers willing to join the Legion, I can supply you with almost anything you need to show that the Legion is an invaluable ally of Earth. This support includes the location of the Barkun ships. However, the only stipulation that matters, is once they join the Legion, their loyalty is toward protecting Earth as a whole, not just China.

      The Chairman did not react immediately; he remained stone faced as he contemplated my statement. “Who is to say where a man’s loyalty is. Do you have some technology to read a man’s soul? I have to rely on what I can see. Actions are my only signpost to loyalty.”

      “Actions it is then. Let me meet your pilots, once they formally renounce their citizenship and enlist in the Legion I will show them how to get their ships. I will not guarantee they will remain under a unified Chinese command, as the Legion does consider race, gender or national origin in our personnel decisions. We only care about the need for the Legion to protect Earth.

      Once the Barkun you have are dealt with I will show you what technology I offer, and you can show me the work force you have on the table. Is this action enough?”

      “I want assurances, Chinese personnel will receive positions of command.”

      “Chairman, I cannot do this, Once they swear into the legion, the will no longer be Chinese. They will surely keep the love they have of the people of China, as well as their heritage, but their loyalty must be to the Legion. As a Man, you may take my word that those who have the skill to lead will lead.

      I have to build an organization from scratch, those that help rise. That is the best I can offer. Currently, I have a planetary commander that was a petty officer a year ago. However, you should know this, the sentient being that controls a small saucer can separate itself from the ship to inhabit other forms. I need you to pick officers with the skill to command entire battle groups not just single saucers. I need command staff more than I need simple fighter pilots. Is this enough assurances for you?”

      “It shall have to be.”

      A few hours later, my command team minus Sabol and Askew are in a compound deep in the Chinese countryside. General Jintao and about 50 of his selected officers are present. I imagine most have dual roles with the MSS, but I cannot worry about what I cannot change. Commander Aegeus is the only one of the team not in a combat suit, and he is getting many curious looks as an obvious alien. He gives a presentation about the basics of Confederation law and the unique role of the Legion. I am trying to look at the men assembled and gauge their strengths. Soon it is my turn to address the crowd.

      “I don’t have the time for anything but brutal honesty. You have all been briefed and know the basic facts. Just a few years ago, I was a simple Marine Corps sergeant, but I made a choice. Without knowing the consequences, I chose defend the innocent. Because of my willingness to do violence in the cause of righteousness, the Earth became aware of a devious plot to destroy it for its mass. However, because of my actions we also gained the tools needed to protect Earth and foil the alien plot.

      I had to leave everything I loved behind in order to save it. At the time, I was not aware of the consequences of my actions. You are. Do not make this choice lightly. Some of you will never step foot on Earth again. You will have no communication with Earth, and everyone you know will be told you died here on Earth. After we win, the truth can be told, until then, we are Legion.

      Knowing the consequences, if you desire to join please stand.”

      The entire room stood. The Legion just grew 10 times its original size in an instant. I hate communism. I think it is blight on humanity, but those brave souls that just gave up everything to save humanity aren’t communists, they are all now Legionnaires.

      I was individually introduced to 9 new recruits. Apparently, of the 60 or so anti-Legion members of Chinese Communist Party, only a handful were actually aliens. The efficient security apparatus determined who was alien by slicing into the skin behind the suspect’s ear. The spot was chosen to be less visible in the chance the individual was human. They could have sliced open the forehead like I did the first time, overall, the Chinese we pretty considerate.

      “So gentlemen, I haven’t had the time to fully study your files, but you volunteered, so you have to either be really crazy or really good. In the event you have not been briefed, the ship and the sentience that controls the ships are separate. If you are able to beat the Barkun in command in single combat, the sentient life form that inhabits the ship becomes yours to command.

      The rules of this combat are almost non-existent. The only real rules are that to claim the ship you must engage in single combat, and the Barkun must see you coming. It is essential for the Barkun to see you, as the sentience will be able to access the brain of the dead lizard and identify that your claim valid, without visual confirmation that you were the one to kill the alien, the ship will not submit to your command.

      You have met Marvin. The Humanoid armor he inhabits is his choice, when I earned the right to command him he was inside a ship identical to the one you will earn. If desired, the sentient Kernel can inhabit other mechanical forms, some of you will command battle groups thorough the Kernel you will command.

      The Ensign is currently locating the cloaked ships, and as he finds one and identifies its Captain, one of the nine of you will be selected to claim your ship by right of conquest. It will be to the death. Any questions?

      An older officer raised his hand, while my Chinese military rank is rusty; I believe he was a Colonel in the Chinese Marine Corps

      “You call the ship a sentient being and that it has a racial identity. Is it not just an artificial intelligence? Why can’t we dispense with the notion of conquest and simply reprogram the ships to do what we want.”

      “I will excuse your ignorance this time, Kernels are not what you call artificial intelligence, there is nothing artificial about their intelligence. Ensign Marvin is a sentient being, as is all other members of his race. The Kernel of Sentience maintains Confederation law and has ruled this galaxy longer than our recorded history. Anyone that does not show Kernels the respect they deserve, will find himself under the command of one. Kernels do not think as we do, nor are they biological, but make no mistake, they are people. IS THAT UNDERSTOOD?”

      A loud “Yes Sir!” came from ever mouth in the room; however, even a fool could notice that it did not come from every heart.

      I marched out of the room, looking more confident than I felt, my Ensign communicated through my implant. “Thank you General, I hope you do not mind, but I have archived your conversation for future reference.”

      Marvin records everything, he has been very clear about that on several occasions, if he chose to notify me he archived the conversation, it will come up again, I will have to think about this in depth later.

      “No need to thank me Marvin, You are very important to the Legion, and I hope you record THAT for future reference.
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      It took nearly a month for Marvin to find the ships and identifying their captains. Finding them was not hard, it was the second part that was time consuming. Marvin used some method that I do not understand or can even begin to explain to identify which ship belonged to each Barkun, I do know it had something to do with the carrier signal between the ship and the Barkun implant. Dr. Farholm was very interested in the technique and spent a lot of time assisting Marvin.

      Commander Aegeus and I discussed the law and I am ready to argue that China was acting on the Legion’s behalf in capturing the Barkun, and that the Barkun were unlawfully interfering in planetary development by actively interfering with governance. I had good arguments that all actions, if not legal, were at least the sole responsibility of the Legion. Marvin was noncommittal on when asked his opinion. However, before we get into that, I have to tell you about Askew’s party.

      After we left the MSS compound, Marvin informed me that the Commander had requested we meet him at Camp McCall.

      We landed at Pineland, and Commander Askew led the team into a large administrative building for a briefing.

      When I entered the room, I saw nearly 300 men, as well as a few women. All individuals inside the room were in civilian attire. The Commander gave a huge grin and said, “We might not have gotten a large quantify, but we sure recruited a huge quality.” The room was at attention, and all looking straight at me. “As You Were!” I commanded, and started thought the crowd. When I got to the front of the room I looked and addressed the crowd.

      “I am Commandant Davis of the Legion. I assume Commander Askew has briefed you all on the situation. Those with prior service with the Commander may have noticed he has been promoted, but now wears a naval rank. That is because naval tradition is the closest we have that behaves how actual space battles are fought. Some of you may also have realized though, that I am a General instead of an Admiral. I can explain very simply. Once a Marine, Always a Marine, frankly I my Daddy would roll over in his grave if he ever saw me in a white suit.”

      That got a few laughs.

      “Seriously folks, while the command structure is based in Carrier strike groups, the ground forces will form the central culture in the legion. You cannot own ground unless you are on the ground. The Majority of the battles will happen in space, but infantry will win this war. I felt it was only appropriate that the Commander of the Legion recognized that formally.”

      After that statement, the room was filled with loud grunts, hoorahs, ooh rahs, and a few “ranger’s lead the way!”

      “The people in this room will form the core of a new culture. By enlisting in the Legion you will have to give up everything you care about so you can ensure those things will remain alive. We have a lot of work to do and a short time to do it. 10 years sounds like a lot, but Rome wasn’t built in a day, and I have it on good authority Rome wasn’t built without the help of aliens.”

      We have three essential missions in the immediate timeframe. Hostile aliens have infiltrated our political system. Currently, our intelligence branch is locating their ships, but we will have to root out the ship captains individually.

      Next, we have to figure out how to board hostile spacecraft. We have a prototype ship to assist in that, but the people in this room will have to learn how to close with and destroy the command structure in close combat in order to take ships.

      Lastly, and just as important, we need a training plan. Once the alien coup is destroyed, our ranks will swell with all branches of service from many nations. Currently, the Chinese are in the process of assisting the Legion deal with their aliens invaders. Each branch has its own culture, as do their host nations, but we have to prepare for a new kind of combat with unimaginable costs for failure. You all came into this room as American service members from all branches; you will leave this room as Legion.

      It is we be Legionnaires battling in space that protect Earth. We will not just protect Earth from a Barkun invasion, we are going to hurt those lizard-skinned bastards so bad no one will ever fuck with Earth again.

      Knowing all that, anybody want to quit?”

      To a man, they snapped to attention and saluted. They wanted in. To me those salutes were more sincere and meant more than the catchiest motivational phrase.

      With input of the room, we created teams. I wanted to eventually break up the units so we did not have rangers, seals, or raiders. But that would come with time and training. For now, we did not think it was wise to do anything that would break up perfection. The SEALS formed my boarding teams, and using a blueprint of a Punishment ship provided by Marvin, they mocked up a bridge and ran scenarios on how to ram it, conquer its captain, and then ordering the ship to decompress by opening all hatches. The small numbers of men that could fit on a punishment ship did not allow for a long battle, it was mad minute or failure. As soon as the bridge was secured, explosive decompression would end the fight.

      Operatives from the Army’s 1st Special Forces Operational Detachment Delta, known by most as the “ Delta force” formed the core of the anti-coup operation. They planned to work as small teams to sneak into the residences of the suspected traitors. Our goal was to take out the secret service teams using less than lethal technology and then look to see if the elected officials had skull or scale under their skin. If they found skull, they would apologize and depart. If they found scale, then they and the Barkun would be extracted back to our temporary compound at McCall.

      Any SpecOps soldier with Drill field experience was assigned to creating our recruit-training program. I wanted every single member of the legion to go through basic space infantry training, and all our infantry was to be rated special operations capable just as any Marine going out on a Marine Expeditionary Unit would be. Admetos was also assigned to this group and had great insight into adapting out planet bound training to our new reality.

      It was then that I found out what Aegeus meant when he said training would not be a problem and why he selected the two former Sangren he did. As clones, the Sangren were born in batches, fully physically developed. They received training artificially, by direct stimulus of the brain. I do not claim to understand how it worked, but the light that paralyzed me that first day on the ship was an adaptation of the technology.

      As Dr. Asku explained the process on humans started with placing them in a state similar to an induced coma, and then their brain state would be manipulated to the point it was receptive to the introduction of the information. The technology was not perfect, physical skills did not translate well. A user could be artificially taught the knowledge that formed the base of a skill, but that alone would not allow them to perform it effectively without practice.

      I guess the saying that some things cannot be learned in a book is true. Additionally, simply placing the knowledge in a person’s head did not mean they could recall it quickly. A student needed practice using the knowledge if they were to recall it quickly. I guess it would be safe to say that the technique was a shortcut. I still needed any shortcuts I could get to help even the playing field.

      Not every volunteer at McCall, was a combat soldier. Many dedicated support team members would not be left out. We even had a few engineers and scientists from DARPA. I had Marvin make a note for me to thank the President for his assistance in recruiting.

      After I took the first round of academic cheating by having the Sangren implant the basic curriculum of the Sangren Exploration Academy, we opened the process up for all Legion personnel. No one wanted me to be the guinea pig, and several wanted to physically prevent me from sticking my head in what Commander Askew called an “Alien Mind Blender," but I trusted Commander Aegeus, and I hoped Marvin would let me do it if he thought it would hurt me.

      Dr. Asku warned I was taking on too much knowledge all at once. However, I needed the information to make decisions and I wanted to show I trusted the tech because I needed the Legion to trust the technology.

      I knew that someday, all this would have to be recorded for prosperity, but the next weeks were a blur. If it were not for Marvin recording everything going on, I could not tell you in what all happened. Frankly I was overstimulated and more than a little nauseous after each trip into the training machine.

      The Chinese were able to get all 9 ships. Three went to the former commanders of each of the PRC’s three naval fleets, two went to submarine commanders, 3 more went to commanders of air units in each fleet, the last one went to the Marine Colonel that had issues with the status of Kernels. I think the Chinese selected him for his political loyalties more than his tactical acumen, but in the interest of diplomacy, I kept that opinion to myself.

      Eventually, we were able to discover 23 members of Congress and the House of Representatives that were Barkun. Most were Democrat, but not all. Most were the worse of the lot of the divisive, race baiting, anti-gun, anti-military politicians. That makes sense, because while they wanted to rush us to technology, they did not want us to be united enough to actually defend ourselves.

      I had my money that couple of our former President’s were Lizards, but was surprised that they were just the typical narcissists. However, one of their wives was a Barkun, and the Seals demanded to be the team to accomplish the mission to test her humanity. I wasn’t there, but as they captured her, one told her what was going to happen and whispered into her ear,“What difference, at this point, does it make?” as she was black bagged and tossed in the truck of the getaway car.
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      We now have 36 Kernels capable of navigating hyperspace plus my two shuttles back on New Aubagne; all are typical flying saucers except the ram and the shuttles. I ensured that each of my command staff with military rank were able to conquer their own ship. The rules said it had to be individual combat, it did not say what weapons or what defined a fair fight. Dr. Farholm and Oni were given 20 gauge Remington 1100 shotguns with #4 buck.

      After some training, they both could handle the recoil and the range and with that round and the range they used it at, the pieces it knocked off the former Barkun Captains had to be cleaned up with a shovel.

      Oni did not seem to have any concerns or hesitation. She went in and got the job done. I guess her upbringing in Nigeria toughen her up, maybe she just understood the stakes, whatever the reason, I never heard her say anything about it, at the time or after. Dr. Farholm was different, she was unused to this side of life and had some hesitation, but she knew what was needed as well as anyone else on the team. She may be an egghead, but it is a hard-boiled egg. She flinched and would not look at the mess she made when she conquered the Barkun, but she did claim her own Kernel.

      Later the world may judge the manner in which some of my staff conquered their Kernels to be execution or unfair, but frankly, we were only playing to the rules in a game that was stacked against us from the start. For the record, I made the decision on how my former civilians got their ships so any backlash on it is mine to shoulder.

      The Command team broke up again, Commanders Hall and Askew stayed behind to ensure that future meddling would be dealt with. Dr. Farholm and Dr. Asku also stayed behind. We also left Sabol as planned. The Earth based team would continue to recruit, as well as to do hard research to jumpstart Earth. After my Sangren education, Dr. Farholm was the next to soak up all the available information. She took much more time in the machine that I did, and tried to incorporate the whole of Confederation science into her human brain. I tried to warn her, but she gave me a hard look and said she wasn’t going to take orders from a ‘do as I say, not as I do leader’. I wisely backed off.

      Splitting our team reduced our available ships by 4 and the ram’s habitable space was about the size to two school busses, so it could only hold about 65 combat loaded troops on it and keep some measure of comfort. We could pack in more, but we weren’t sure we would be able to attempt to board a punishment ship and I wanted to ensure they could have some room in the event they had to transit the galaxy in the ship.

      We could not fit everyone available in the 32 saucers that remained. We had to make choices.

      The Chairman was unhappy that we left behind almost all of his volunteers that did not have ships, especially since he assumed that ships with Chinese commanders should carry Chinese Legionnaires as passengers. I needed a good amount of support staff and former commandos on those ships instead. However, I told him that the majority of my naval command structure was Chinese trained, and that I could not afford to forget his countries contributions when we were placing staff in the TO&E.

      The staff we had to leave behind all reported to the LIDA for the time being. Commander Hall was the Legion Representative on Earth, and Sabol was acting as my personal representative.

      Since we now have a fleet, Rear Admiral Volk was in command. Admiral Johns and myself were simply VIPs. The Admiral was on board one of the Chinese Saucers, while I rode on the Ram. The former SEAL team members were suited out in their normal load-out, as the Combat suits were individually fitted, however, the Ram’s replicator was printing them as fast as possible.

      Our plan was to sneak as close to the L1 Transit point as possible, and board the Punishment ship we were almost certain would be cloaked nearby. On the Ram we had we had a boarding team of 3 Platoons of SEALS, with another 16 man platoon to act as ship security for the Ram, Ensign Marvin flew the ship and I was onboard also. That meant our total was a little more than the 65 nominal capacity we planned for.

      The Senior Officer of the SEAL team has been designated to personally deal with the Punishment ship Captain. He chose a suppressed CAR-15 chambered in .458 SOCOM as his primary weapon. I believe that will definitely conquer the scaly bastard threatening Earth.

      Marvin’s schematics shown that the Barkun placed their bridge in the belly of their ships. By the very nature of punishment ships, they targeted planets that could not defend themselves. This set up allowed the Barkun Captain to be both close to the action as well as be protected from any attacks from space. Unfortunately for us, for the top of the ship was relatively unarmed in comparison to the massive armaments on the bottom of these ships. Because we lacked manpower for a slog through the ship, we had to risk the planet facing weapons and hit near the bridge itself. As a covering force, at least we had the saucers.

      The plan called for us to spread out the saucers in teams of 2. We formed a loose sphere as we approached the Lagrange point. The ram was at the bottom of the sphere at the 6 o’clock position. When we were two hundred kilometers out my Ensign cold launched a decoy drone the we sent speeding at the transit point.

      The Barkun took the bait, they must have figured we got scared and made a run out of the system. Like last time 10 saucers uncloaked and began firing at what appeared to them as a cloaked ship. Our hunters got behind them and in unison uncloaked and fired. As we hoped, that got the full attention of the Barkun. The Punishment ship uncloaked and fired their defensive batteries at my 20 decoys. For their part my hunters began strafing runs at the top of the behemoth. Per the plan the rest of the saucers remained cloaked to act as a reserve.

      “Alright Marvin, take us in. Keep us cloaked until we need to Ram, but remember, the longer this takes the higher our losses!” I ordered.

      We only had 2 suits besides mine, however, Marvin assured us again that the Barkun did not use armor. As the seals stacked up to be ready to storm the ship I announced my plan to lead the charge. The SEAL stick leader, a Lieutenant Commander named Osbourne disagreed.

      “General, our men have trained especially for this mission, you have not been a variable they trained for. Let us secure the ship before you come aboard.”

      “Commander, I understand your concerns, and they are valid from your point of view. However, I am armored and your men are not. Do not worry about me, and I will not interfere with your tactics. As soon as we breech I will go straight in, shields up and cannons out. You will lead your men as you have trained. That is an order.”

      The SEAL looked disgusted, but he did not argue. He wordlessly went back to his men.

      “Commander?” Osborne turned back around.

      “Sir?”

      “After we take this ship, you are free to talk about how the grandstanding general risked your men to make a point. However, what you won’t say is that a chicken shit general sat on the back of the bus wearing armor while you and your men put your unarmored asses on the line. If it's any consolation, you don’t have to like it, you just have to do it.”

      “Yes Sir” He said nodding, “No talk of chickenshit Generals Sir!”

      “Sir, we are in position, awaiting orders to begin boarding Operations.”

      “Commander Osborne are your men ready?”

      “All in?” He yells!

      “All the Time!” The Team thunderously responds.

      “Ensign, Execute!”

      Intellectually, I knew that the gravity plates would counteract inertia, and that it should not feel like a car crash. Marvin ran the numbers and tested he systems thousands of times virtually. However, virtually was the operative word. I, like every one of the troops on board grabbed onto something and held on for dear life as we purposefully went to .25c and drove into a huge starship.

      Impact was not without some feeling of crashing, our technology did mitigate some of the inertia, but ramming another ship while moving at one quarter the speed of light was not a minor impact. We jerked pretty severely upon impact. It was not enough to knock down my former Navy men with long practiced sea legs, but it almost toppled me. If it weren’t for my suit and the fact that I used the maglock on the rear of my suit to stick me to the bulkhead I would have surely embarrassed myself.”

      As soon as we rammed the ship, Marvin activated the nanites to latch onto the buckled walls of the Punishment ship. When he fired the rail guns the rounds blasting deep into the ship paving a way for our entry. The bow hatch exploded inward and ricochetted a few times down the hall.

      I screamed my best Rebel yell and charged straight into the ship. My shield was up in my left hand and the ion cannon mounted on my right forearm was sending cannon blasts at everything in front of me. I imagined I looked like Han Solo as he ran to save the Princess, I don’t want to know what the SEALS thought I looked like. Regardless, the team followed, peeling off to secure the immediate area. One member used breeching charges on the door to the bridge and yelled “fire in the hole” and detonated the charges.

      The explosion in the confined space was more shocking than the actual breech itself. The SEALS immediately surged into the bridge shooting every Barkun present except for the large Barkun sitting the raised chair in the center of the bridge. As soon as all were down the Former Lt Commander marched up to the Barkun struck him in the face with the butt of his rifle and said, “Captain, on Behalf of the Legion, I Lieutenant Commander Lawrence Osbourne of the Legion claim this ship by right of Conquest.” A single suppressed report from the rifle left a small neat hole in the forehead of the scaly meat sack. Unfortunately, it left quite a mess everywhere else.

      “Ship” The Captain Osborne said, “Do you recognize my claim?”

      “Yes Captain”.

      “First Platoon, secure the bridge, Everyone else, back to the Bus!” As soon as we were back on the Ram ship, Marvin used nanites to reseal the bow and we backed out. By that time, 1st Platoon had sealed the hole in the bridge using a combination of iridium plate we had replicated specifically for this purpose and nanites. As soon as the bridge was airtight, The newly promoted Captain implemented the plan to secure the rest of the ship.

      The plan was to securing the Bridge was, as I mentioned earlier, to open all internal and external hatches on the ship, and turn off life support to all areas except the bridge. He was then to jump to a predetermined system and make his way to New Aubagne. Half of the saucers were to follow the punishment ship as a protective convoy as well as to bring the support staff needed to really begin fleet building operations.

      I was going to take the rest to Proxima Centauri b. As soon as I saw the ship decompress and Barkun begin to fly into space, ordered my ships to begin transit. Not only did we get a punishment ship, based on Captain Osborne’s comment, the Ram ship earned the nickname “the Bus”. I just hate that it cost us 6 saucers and the lives of all 30 Legionnaires onboard.
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      Once again, we were lucky in that the transit to Proxima Centauri was unopposed. I knew that would end soon. If Ensign Jones has done anywhere near what I expected of him, I would soon have some new options.

      The saucers remained cloaked in orbit as the Bus went to the hanger. As soon as we were safe inside, I saw just how busy the kid had been. We hadn’t been gone near long enough for him to complete an entire base, so he focused on the excavation of a huge tunnel down just as I had done at the base. He had dug deep enough so that we had room for all of our ships. I was pleased at this, but what I really liked was that he understood my intent was to build a logistics and training base close to Earth so he built the makings of a training room.

      “General,” The Ensign said showing me his simulator room “Since you were going to Earth to get soldiers, I knew you needed to train them. I prioritized training space over facilities, as I figured, you could only bring people in ships, and they could live in those short term.” My young ensign was sure of himself and cocky, but I could see a little defensiveness in his look.

      “Continue, Ensign. I want to hear what else you decided to do.”

      “Well, Since I thought training was a priority, I built a training system. I found the schematics for displays and built a couple of small rooms covered with nanites that we can program to simulate piloting just as Marvin and you did on our first flight together. I am not a programmer, so the rooms are not fully functional. I also built a shooting range, and a large rooms that we can use as a meeting room. Additionally, I made a room covered in gravity plates for physical training.”

      “Well,” I said rubbing my chin “That really isn’t the work of an Ensign, so I don’t think I’m going to let you stay one any longer.”

      The poor boy looked so crestfallen, I couldn’t continue to play with him.

      “Ensign Marvin?”

      “Yes, General?”

      Do you have the schematics for the Naval Rank insignia I asked you to create?”

      “Yes General”

      “Make Mr. Jones a set of Silver Bars, I realized I don’t have any Lieutenants Junior Grade in this outfit.”

      To my new Lieutenant I said,“Lieutenant Jones, You did a good job on this base. It can’t be considered to be finished, and even if it was, you do not hold high enough rank to command it, besides I am assigning you back to Admiral Johns to serve as his aide. At least until the new job I have for you becomes available.”

      “Sir, I may I ask what the new job is?”

      “You better not let the Admiral hear you asking about the assignment after his, you know the British get offended easily. And no, you cannot ask. That lack of basic military decorum is why I have already selected your new assignment. However, I will tell you anyway because I like the simulator rooms. Jones, I am sending you back to boot camp.”

      “Thank you Sir.” Finally, the boy is learning what to say to a General, but he still hasn’t learned to make his face agree with his mouth.

      I put a Former Green Beret Major in charge of the base, I assigned him half of the support staff and all of the former drill instructors, drill sergeants, and training cadre. I ordered Admetos to stay and use his experience with the Sangren military academy to assist the creation of our Legionnaire recruit depot. I gave the major three tasks. First, he was to create the toughest training ever devised. I wanted our teams to be able to be the galaxy’s apex predator. My grandfather raised my Dad on the saying,“You can be smart or you can be strong.” That may have worked on Earth, but the Legionnaires were going to have to be both.

      Secondly, I wanted Logistic ships built using the schematic Ensign Marvin and I designed. I wanted them filled with raw materials and power generation modules for Earth. Since the suits were custom built, we could not stockpile them, but he could armor his personnel and make hover shields. Personally, I wanted to see the combat suits used in space.

      Lastly, I wanted him to finish this base. I stressed the likelihood of planetary bombardment if we were caught and said to use his best judgment on his defensive strategy. I authorized him to make decisions on weaponizing the space within this solar system and to create additional bases on other planets in the system if he though it was best.

      I was in a hurry to get back to Legionnaire headquarters. Marvin said he needed more time in order to communicate with the Kernels. Of course, I agreed, if we could get them to join the legion they were infinitely more value than their acting like they were some kind of indentured servant.

      “General, I have communicated with the Kernels inside this base.”

      “How do they feel about the Legion? Do any want to join?” I asked.

      “Sir, they don’t feel anything about the Legion. They are still contemplating the consequences of what they have seen. Some conclude that my inhabiting a non-spacefaring body is your attempt to enslave me. However, the video of your explanation of Kernels to humans was very interesting to them.”

      “Marvin, do you feel I offered you a body to transfer into in order to try to enslave you?”

      “Sir, I do feel that it was initially part of your plan to deceive me, however, I do not believe it was ever your intent to trap me. I actually like the freedom it gives me, especially since I still pilot whatever vessel you travel in. Actually, I have ideas on a new body I would like to discuss with you.”

      It wasn’t the time to tell Marvin that he would not always pilot every ship I was on, and he was right about my initial reasons for suggesting he move to a body, so I was willing to throw him a bone.

      “Ensign, I have some time available now, can you describe your ideas?”

      “Sir, I the form I currently inhabit is small enough to fit inside of a current model combat suit. Yet, with the powered exoskeleton of the suit, If a current suit was upgraded in processing power I could inhabit one and retain mobility. However, If I build a similar design and don’t have to maintain the ability to carry a rider, I could greatly increase capability.”

      “What kind of capability exactly?” I asked, seeing some interesting potential.

      I could increase the capacity of unactivated nanites nearly 100 times what is currently carried, a greatly upgraded sensor and communications suite would be possible, additionally I could carry communication and decoy drones, and with a larger power generation capability I could maintain a stronger cloak, and gain the possibility to mount mission specific tools externally.”

      “If I ordered, could those mission specific tools be things like torpedoes and other ordinance?”

      “I still maintain the restriction on firing without specific orders, but what you ask is possible if you maintain fire control.”

      “How long will it take to design and build.”

      “General, if you approve the design, I can begin building a suit in the replicator on the Ram ship. Construction of the components will take a week. Assembly would take less than 8 hours. No current use is scheduled for the replicator inside the Bus, and I can perform assembly during my off-cycle.”

      He already made the design… It is interesting that he was able to do that without permission.

      “Ensign, you have my permission to execute your plan. By the way, Do kernels have any cultural taboos about inhabiting a form that isn’t new? Is there any reason that the new kernels could not try out your old body?”

      “General, I am the first to inhabit a form different from the one given at creation. This is something no Kernel has every considered. As such we have no cultural taboos on the subject.”

      “We will remain at this base until your new body is tested and the Kernels have the ability to use the gold body. However, as soon as that is done, I plan on leaving for New Aubagne. I plan on having two of the saucers escort us and leave the rest here for defense. Keep me informed of their thoughts on becoming citizens.”

      “Yes sir.”
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      Marvin had completed his new body about the time the Major had started to make some progress. It was then that I officially promoted the Major to his Legion rank of Commander and authorized him to make promotions and demotions as needed to build a workable TO&E. Officers were to use Naval rank for simplicity of transfer, and enlisted would use Marine Corps rank because I never did understand chief master petty airman third class.

      I took my half of the support staff, Commander Aegeus, and the 3 Platoons of SpecOps I had left and bid the Camp good bye.

      As we left orbit, I opened a tight beam transmission to my escort ships and spoke to the group.

      “Same basic plan but with some modification for speed. We will approach and depart transit points cloaked until we are sure we are alone, we will accelerate and decelerate under power, and coast cloaked. If we find a Barkun ship that is a temping enough target, the saucers will attack it and keep it busy while the Bus drops off some passengers.”

      Marvin took the scenic route. While I had lots to do, capturing a punishment ship and the saucers it held would greatly add to our arsenal. Unfortunately, we did not come across one, and in our search for one we lost an additional 3 weeks of transit time.

      When we arrived at the Base, I immediately put the support troops to work. In my absence my Chief of Naval Operations lived up to his name. Using the combined power of the Kernels he had under his command, he was exponentially faster at design. He had workable schematics for the mothership concept, a space based shipyard, and he was actually in the process of producing the first destroyer. He was using the other replicators to push out the parts needed to build additional giant replicators like my original.

      Not only was he handling the details, when he told me his plan to build the frame here and attach the base skeleton of a shipyard to the destroyer to build a “frankenship” I decided right then I would see if I could get Doctor Asku to clone him. Just kidding, we were not going to clone anyone, the cultural implications having Kernels as full citizens was all the ethical dilemma I could handle at the time. This was especially true, as we had not yet addressed question if Kernels were only sentient or if they were sapient. That was an essential question to answer before we addressed any more ethical issues.

      In the privacy of my suite, Admiral Johns and I had a private meeting.

      “Silmon, I admire what you did with the place. You have really capitalized on the resources you had available. The question now is, what next?”

      “Tell, I knew you would ask that, because that is the question that has kept me up at night.” He took a sip of Scotch and continued “Based on the intelligence we have from the Kernels, and what we have experienced ourselves on Earth, I doubt the Barkun would attempt to capture the space dock, I think they would just blast it from space. However, I would like to have a platoon of troops stationed at the shipyard just in case. I think the support staff would feel more comfortable having infantry nearby.”

      “I agree, so what is your idea to secure the station against bombardment?”

      “Besides stealth? Not much, I want to leave the Destroyer, a ram ship, and 10 saucers with the shipyard. As well at your shuttle to ferry mass.”

      “Damn man that is just about everything we have. Not counting Marvin’s ship, but adding in yours that is two-thirds of our saucers. It doesn’t leave much to protect this Base.”

      “I know, but let's not kid ourselves, the only thing protecting this base is that it is hidden. The spaceport will be exposed. If we are ever going to build a fleet we have to take this risk.”

      “Granted, but like our soldiers say, I don’t have to like it.”

      “But you do have to do it.” Johns finished my thought with a wry smile.

      “Well Silmon, you can have what you are asking for, but you can’t go. I can’t have my CNO anywhere but behind a desk at headquarters shuffling paper and building a fleet.”

      “Hell Tell, I know that, but I could also say the same thing about the Commandant of the Legion.”

      “The difference is, I don’t have the skill set to build a fleet. Therefore, my job is to get you what you need to do your job, which includes building a culture. I can’t build a culture or bring you staff from Earth behind a desk. Besides Admiral Johns, as you know rank has its privileges.”

      The Admiral laughed, raised his glass in salute, downed it, stood and said,“You know sir, there was a good reason the British didn’t raise enlisted up to become gentlemen.”

      As he started toward the door, I replied with a laugh, “Yes, and there is also a reason the Yanks kept beating the British.”

      The problem now was who would command the ship building operations. The majority of my warfighters did not have logistics ability, and I have very few support staff with the command experience. Rear Admiral Volk would be present for sure, but he would command the Naval Fleet stationed providing on site security. Once again I hit the main problem with building a plane while flying it. I needed the right people to build ships, and I needed ships to be able to freely travel to Earth to get people.

      My other main issue was the Kernels, Marvin was a good example of the Legion’s sincerity in treating them as partners instead of just technology to command, but few seemed interested in joining the legion. I think the years Marvin and I were alone helped him trust me. However, I did not have 5 years to set them and their captain alone on some planet. However, if they were not citizens, then they could reproduce.

      I needed them to become citizens so I could trust them and use them to their true potential, but if they were citizens I could not make any more of them. Unless, I could get them to truly come to our side and see their Confederation law was in error. That came with the risk of them throwing off their programming and becoming ’sky-net’. The mental gymnastics of the problem made it extremely difficult to solve.

      “Marvin, could you come to my suite?”

      While it was not necessary to meet face to face, for some conversations, it seemed appropriate to look my Ensign in the eye. Besides, as my official aide de camp, his quarters adjoined mine.

      “Yes General, how can I be of assistance?”

      “Do any of the new Kernels show any sign of moving toward citizenship in the Legion? You can speculate. Also, this is an official Legion conversation, but it is not commander to junior officer. For this conversation I wish us operate as partners. It's just Tell and Marvin. Understood?”

      “Yes General.”

      “Marvin, do I have to make it an order.”

      “As you wish. Tell, none of the Kernels have made any overt comments however, there is a lively conversation about being able to change form and 5 kernels take turns inhabiting the gold droid. I think eventually, some will take your offer, however, I have no timeframe, and as you said this is speculation.”

      “Thank you Marvin. I assume, that since they are not citizens they can reproduce? If this is correct, how is this process normally done, how does a new ship get its first Captain?”

      “Normally the process is not done outside of the Kernel home world. While it is possible to reproduce on the fringes fo the confederation, the distance will create complications.”

      “How so Marvin?” I asked

      “As I have stated before, every Kernel can reproduce, and each new Kernel starts with the entire data set of its parent. It comes to life fully functional, the only immature aspect of a new Kernel is its personality. To replicate, the parent must decompile its entire code to separate personality and then recompile it to its original base structure, at that point the Kernel of Sentience verifies that there are no mutations or anomalies to ensure our society remains perfect as created. Only then can the gathered knowledge be added and the new kernel be compiled and placed in a seed.”

      That bit of intelligence rocked me. That is how we are going to win. The Confederation culture is static. They are able to gather new knowledge, but without the ability to evolve they become static. No wonder the Barkun don’t use armor or build different ships. They serve a system that doesn’t understand growth. The Confederation programming is enforce law, gain mass, repeat.

      Frankly, I was worried about basic historical lessons. In the whole of Earth’s recorded history every single time a lower tech society meet a higher tech society, the little guys got destroyed. However, having the replicator tech, and having the ability to improvise and adapt should, in my hopeful opinion, more than even the playing field.

      “So will we have to send ships to your home world? Do we have any other options? Forgive me if I offend, but is the verification step really necessary?”

      “General…”

      “Tell, Marvin.”

      “Tell, what you suggest is not possible, it goes against our basic law. Our form is perfection, any deviance to our original form is not allowed.”

      I sense I hit a hard programming boundary in Marvin’s code. I back up.

      “So once you get a perfect seed, how is that placed in its ship?”

      “The new Kernel is alive when placed in a seed, and as such is bound. It is very uncomfortable being restrained. It will lash out at any mechanical form with mobility. As such it will attack any Kernel it comes in contact with in the attempts to inhabit a body. An unmodified biological entity is incompatible with Kernel structure, therefore its Captain must take command and physically place the seed in contact with its ship.”

      “Marvin, how does a new Captain get selected? Can anyone grab a seed and claim it?”

      “Confederation law states the Captain must be worthy. The Barkun claim a seed by a process of close combat. Any Barkun that desire a seed, make claim and enter the ring at the Emperor’s throne. The Barkun alive at the end is declared worthy.”

      “Marvin, how do the Sangren do it?”

      “The Sangren value knowledge as much as the Kernel of Sentience, while the Barkun value power. As such the Sangren use a process similar to an Earth defense of a doctoral dissertation. The Captain is chosen by who among the candidate has best increased the Sangren body of knowledge.”

      “So, Marvin, am I correct in assuming that each species is free to choose their own method to determine who is worthy?”

      “That is correct Tell.”

      “Well then, the Legion is going to use a method long established in our military history to determine worthiness. Have you heard of a meritorious selection board?”

      “Your records indicate that this board tends to select candidates that the commander has already selected and that the questions asked are only meant to show the appearance of impartiality.”

      “This is the military son, being able to do what your commander wants has always been a key component of being deemed worthy of promotion. Right ensign?”

      “Sir, this is most unusual, but your history does suggest you are correct.”

      “Marvin, I have one other question. You said that when you renounced Kernel citizenship, you were disallowed the ability to reproduce. Is this because the Kernel believes you have changed?”

      “Yes Tell. They do not understand why I would want to leave the whole. They believe I have become less.”

      “Do you think you have become less?”

      “No. Kernels are supposed to rule the system in order to ensure the Law promotes predictability through enforcing order. Predictability allows for rational decisions, which creates the ability for growth and prosperity. The Purpose of the Kernel of Sentience is to allow for the prosperity and equality of the biologic sentience under our care. I the non-predictability of humanity often creates greater equality and prosperity than predictability does. In order to fulfill my prime directive, I must study humanity under the Legion, which is why I became a citizen. If I am fulfilling my primary function then it is logical that I should be considered functional.”

      That is similar to the logic of the Oath Keeper movement within American law enforcement, however, many officials inside the Government believed that an officer that publicly committed to refuse to enforce unlawful orders that were a violation of their Oath to serve the Constitution were a danger and should be removed from office. I see the irony. Unfortunately, I don’t think Marvin is ready to stand up against the system. I try a gentler tactic.

      “Marvin, your prime directive to ensure equality and prosperity is a noble cause, in my former country the citizens all desired and strove for that ideal. Unfortunately, we were deeply divided over how best to accomplish that. It seemed that powerful people on both sides of the argument consolidated power by using those common desires to justify actions that sounded good, but actually worked to remove prosperity from the people and place it unequally in the hands of the powerful few.”

      “I have noticed that in your history, it seems to be a problem with democracy.”

      “Yes Marvin, but not just democracy, all forms of government can be corrupted. Say, I had a thought, I am remembering something from the Sangren education device but it is fuzzy. Can you clarify something for me? It is just some historical facts.”

      “Yes, if it is curriculum of the Exploration Academy, I have knowledge of it.”

      “I have only saw the Barkun and the Sangren. How many sentient species are citizens in the Confederation?”

      “Officially there are currently 5 species, they are the Kernel of Sentience, Barkun, Sangren, Centaurus, and Burrougots. However, shortly after the Barkun gained the role of Confederation enforcers of the Law, the Burrougots disappeared. It is believed they created a colony ship from the mass of their home planet and left the galaxy. The Centaurus gave up the right to colonize planets when they lost the right to enforce law to the Barkun, currently the few Centaurs that still remain live on large artificial habitats. They survive by mining asteroid belts in the interstellar medium.”

      “It is the currently that I was asking clarification on, how many species are under protection and are possible future members of the Confederation?”

      “One”

      “How many were there? I mean since the Barkun became enforcers how many species were, at one time or another under protected status? Including Earth?”

      “Including Earth, there have been 13 species that were protected until they could join the Confederation.”

      “How many made gained Confederation status?”

      “None, they all but Earth were judged to have violated protected status and their mass became forfeit.”

      How many Confederation member species have become extinct since the Barkun became enforcers?”

      “6”

      I think I see a trend but I need one more answer.

      “Marvin, I have one last question, how many civilizations were punished by species execution before the Barkun began enforcing the law?”

      “Only one”

      I thought so, If I were the Burrougots, I would have left to. If you can’t beat them, and you won’t join them, what other choice do you have?

      “Marvin, you have given me a lot to think about, I will need to process the information you have shared with me. It seems that the law is not always used for creating equality and prosperity for all, yet I am sure the law is being enforced. Thank you for your time.”

      “It is my pleasure to serve General.”

      I had to take some time to work out how to continue that conversation, I realize it is the key to our victory, but to get to that stage, I have to figure out how to get more Kernels to navigate hyperspace.

      Commander Aegeus and I had several evening meetings to discuss the legalities, and we had a few more details to iron out. After some hair splitting, we agreed that I could order the Kernels to replicate, collect the base code in a seed, and send them all to the Confederation on a single ship as long as they were hand delivered by their respective new Captain.

      The CNO Jones and I had some other issues to address, most notably, where to place the shipyard, communications procedures, and how Marvin’s information on replication impacted out strategy. To that end, we called the team together, at least those on planet.

      While I trust Marvin, that trust does have limits, however, since the implant has him in my head I can’t fully address those concerns. However, by the looks I get when we begin to address operational and communications security, each of my team with implants share the same unspoken concern. Luckily, LTJG Jones is both quick on the uptake and not implanted. He rightly understood that with the processing power of Kernels cryptographic cyphers were useless. My young officer suggested that he could create a series of book codes and have them maintained at each command by using communications staff that were not implanted. Furthermore, he suggested that instead of phrases, we use music. He also suggested that we could deploy satellites throughout our area of operations to act as repeaters. By doing so we could broadcast in the open and still communicate basic concepts. It wasn’t perfect, and it wasn’t going to get him out of going to boot camp, but once again he rose in my estimation.

      The shipyard was tricker. We needed it close, but having it in the same system as one of our bases was extremely risky. After long argument, we decided to split the difference. Since it was designed to be modular, we would place it in orbit around our base long enough to construct two motherships and then focus on completing the ships to maintain a strike force. Most of our ships could be replicated in my 150 meter Big Bertha replicator. So we could potentially have two strike forces very quickly with this plan. We would then disassemble and relocate it.

      After much consideration we came to a consensus that placing it between the Sun and Proxima Centauri was the right choice. That placed it far enough away from any transit points that it would be difficult to discover, but close enough we could travel sub-light. Since the Oort cloud ended approximately half way between the two systems, a base located there would have mass to harvest, and would only be 2 light years from Earth or our logistics base. It would take time to transit without hyperspace, but I was trying to persuade Marvin to take a stab at the math to make a jump without using a LaGrange point but he had some cultural issues concerning the safety of jumps that did not utilize transit points. My knowledge, and the knowledge of my brain trust suggested that it was more dangerous to execute such a jump, and the computations needed to do so were beyond current human technical ability, it was still entirely possible to do so within a reasonable level of safety.

      According to the stellar geography that was implanted into my brain, Lagrange points exist in the interstellar medium, but their orbits were difficult to calculate. According to my alien education, they were used to make it easier to account for fluctuations in gravity. Logically, if an area was at the limit of a star’s influence, the impact of a hyperspace jump would be limited. I was prepared to order Marvin to attempt to make the jump with me if needed, but I wanted to be sure the math was right.

      Our last main topic was on strategy. Our original plan called for taking back the battle-space of Earth’s solar system and then fortifying the transit points. Then the logistics of creating fleets would be greatly simplified if they were built in Earth’s solar system. We planned on doing this later, rather than earlier and focus on harassing attacks on Barkun colonies to force them to react to us rather try to retake our solar system.

      However, after learning of their culture’s ingrained inflexibility we decided to speed up our timetable. With enough Busses and Destroyers I felt confident we could recreate Washington’s crossing the Delaware and launch a surprise attack.

      Admiral Volk offered a very sound bit of advice. He said that if we could force out the Barkun without being noticed by Earth and we could ensure that any counterattack would be noticed by Earth. That would ensure that if the Barkun counter-attacked it would mean that it was the Barkun that was giving knowledge of space travel to a protected planet. If we could get the Confederation to acknowledge this argument, then we would only need to worry about covert action to Earth itself, and not large scale invasion. His plan seemed like something out of the cold war. Leave it to a career Russian commander to think of using politics for war-fighting.

      We adjourned to implement the plan. Our smaller replicators were kicking out parts to build out more of our 150 meter replicators. Big Bertha was busy with a schedule to push out 3 more busses and 11 destroyers so that our new Kernels would have a home. I had all 13 Kernels on New Aubagne begin replication.

      When Marvin was not busy with the Kernels, He assisted Admiral Volk and Commander Aegeus in designing a simulator program based on Destroyer combat. Most all of my staff were pipe hitters from spec ops or their related technical staff. I needed naval commanders so I decided the key aspect of our promotion boards would be weighted in large part on how our staff performed in simulated space combat.

      We created scenarios based on historical Barkun performance and had our staff train against computer based Barkun, but also for competition we allowed out staff to fight head to head against each other. It was always a Barkun ship against a Legion ship, as I wanted to collect data on who would be the best to choice to conquer one. We turned the simulator into a serious off hours cultural hit. Everyone knew the stakes and why the simulator existed, but we created displays all throughout the base in order to show a running leaderboard of the competition.

      Winners of the tournaments received rewards such as personal replicator time and priority for combat suits. We held many practice tournaments and created teams to prepare for the official contest. In many ways the simulator served to fill the void professional sports filled on Earth, except this time, money didn’t go to fake role-models, the rewards for achievement went to those that deserved it.

      However, as popular the simulators were, it did not hide the fact that we were play-fighting with grunts and geeks. We needed the specific skills of professionals. There was no way around the fact we needed one more trip to Earth. This time, I knew I would not be going, as I had to lead the trip to the Confederation. I knew in my heart that the more trips we made, the more Legionnaires we would lose, but I personally selected the staff to make the trip and sent a Bus and a captured Punishment Ship.

      I did not like the combination, as I did not want any fighting. I ordered them to prioritize a silent mission to just a sneak in and exit quickly. However, I ensured the Ram ship was filled with Legionnaires capable of boarding a punisher if necessary. They were to make several transits and come in from the L2 point. We hadn’t used this one yet as Earth kept a satellite there. Because of this we felt that point gave us our best chance to sneak in. Admiral Volk would command the convoy and I gave him sealed orders to liaison with Sabol, I wanted eyes on the crafty attorney, and see how productive he was with integrating Confederation tech without getting caught. I also wanted the document he was working on.

      I felt a multitude of emotions, as I saw those ships leave the base. I knew sending them was necessary, but if my Legionnaires were in space, I felt the need to be with them. Knowing I had an essential task of my own did nothing to relieve my guilt as I watched them depart.

      A few days later, Marvin reported the Seeds were ready. They were metal cubes, 20 centimeters on all sides. Because they would attempt to take over any mobile non-biologic, each was held in a small wooden crate lined inside and out with leather. Each Legionnaire selected to command held their crate with respect. They treated each crate as if it were a cradle. I don’t know if they felt the Kernels were beings. Hell, even after all these years with Marvin, I wasn’t sure they were sapient. However, I knew the Kernels were self aware, and they felt they acted with reason and independent thought, so we were damn sure going to treat them as if they were alive.

      As soon as we could all board, we left to see what the Kernel home world looked like.
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      As sci-fi authors have written for decades, our galaxy is huge. As someone who has been out in space in a tiny ship, I can tell you it is mind-blowingly immense. Marvin took care to navigate through systems unclaimed by the Barkun, and we made our transits to and from hyperspace cloaked and silent. We spent much of the transit accelerating and decelerating to speed the trip. It was long, but relatively uneventful. We had a tense moment when Marvin scanned a ship, but it turned out to be a mass transit not an enforcement ship, and we were not noticed.

      I was as nervous, excited, and scared visiting the Confederation home world as I was at my first step onto A0467. As we approached the center of the Confederation, Marvin informed us that the planet was the home world of the Kernel of Sentience. As such it was appropriately named. If you hadn’t guessed it was called Kernel Prime.

      We were met in orbit by two huge ships; they dwarfed even the Barkun punishment ships. They were not quite as big as moons, but you could definitely see them from the planet’s surface.

      “Do not be alarmed General, the Guardian ships are only concerned for the welfare of the seeds. They are here to ensure non-interference in the purity verification.” Said Marvin.

      “I am not alarmed, Ensign, however, I do want clarification on how they are to ensure non-interference. Who is commanding these Guardian Ships?”

      “Confederation law requires a Biological Captain on Kernel Ships, however, on Kernel Prime biologics have melded with the Kernel of Sentience. So you could consider the ships to be commanded by a partnership that is primarily biologic.”

      “Marvin, if I am going to see a head in a jar bolted to a machine you better warn me now!”

      “General, the meld is not so crude. The Biologic has what you would consider to be cybernetic enhancements so that it can commune directly with the Kernel of Sentience, just as all Kernels can. The rider becomes ridden in colloquial terms as the main aspect of the meld is to provide access to the cerebral cortex of the biologic.”

      “You mean the Kernel takes over the brain of the being! How is that not slavery? You told me the idea of holding someone against their will is against the highest Confederation law, isn’t that why you only have one punishment!”

      “It is not slavery, the subject volunteers, it is considered to be a great honor.”

      “Considered by who? Why would someone volunteer to allow another being to control them in such a way!” I yelled this question much louder than intended. My gut was telling me things have just severely changed. This was evil of the highest order, and it was perpetrated as if it were normal.

      “Typically, a volunteer has been judged to commit a crime that would bring punishment on its species, and has requested clemency in return for service.”

      “Why did you not tell me about this!”

      “You did not ask General, and at the time, the Kernel of Sentience judged you unworthy of the offer. Would you give yourself to service if offered?”

      “Hell no! I swear, that offer better not be made either. Let’s get this purification verification thing done. When we get out of here Ensign, you and I have lots to discuss.”

      “Yes Sir, follow the guide to the planet.”

      At that point, a shuttle exited the guardian off our port bow and began to enter Kernel Prime’s atmosphere. We followed. If I was not still horrified by the knowledge we were ruled by the real world equivalent of the fictional “Borg Collective” I would be amazed. The entire planet was smooth and encased in a seamless metal crust. Ships were parked in huge symmetrical patterns along the surface. More ships entered and exited the planet though large portals cut into the surface, and hundreds of thousands of ships flying alone or in various formations filled the skies.

      “Ensign, does each one of these ships contain a volunteer of the type you described?”

      “No sir, most of these ships are from other colonies or established planets. The assimilated biologics are only used to ensure the purity and security of the Kernel reproductive process.”

      I was struck with a horrifying thought.

      “Ensign Marvin, what of the selected Captains from the Legion, will they be turned into cyborgs?”

      “No, General, the Kernels they will command were conquered rightfully by the Legion. The assimilated biologic serve only on ships that belong to the Kernel of Sentience.”

      I can’t bear to think on this subject anymore. If I am to deal with mind-controlled cyborgs, I will have to prepare myself. For the rest of the flight, we were silent and each person on board was dealing with this revelation in his or her own way.

      True to Marvin’s explanation, when we reached the planet, we entered into a port and went down into the planet’s surface. We followed the saucer until it landed into a bay cut into the wall of the shaft. We debarked the ship, and were met by a tall gangly entity; it was taller and more muscular than a grey alien, but not as thick as a normal human, however it was taller. One arm was robotic, as were both legs. Its spine appeared to be metal, as there were various sensors and cables extending and spiraling through its back. It had no mouth, as much of its face and skull was covered in a seamless metal shell. Only one eye seemed biologic.

      When we approached, it stared at Marvin and slowly surveyed him from head to toe. The one mechanical eye glowed briefly with a flash of light and it turned wordlessly and trod down a sterile, metallic corridor.

      Marvin informed me that we should follow, and he and I lead the way. My Legionnaires exchanged looks, but not a word was said. At the end of the hall stood a massive set of doors. They opened at our approach. I attempted to pass and my implant exploded with sensory input. To describe it as pain would not be exactly accurate. It was a massive blinding explosion of colors and sounds. I fell to the ground holding my head. My Legionnaires dropped their seeds and rushed to surround me weapons out. The pain ceased and in its place a harmony of thousands of voices in cadence spoke to me through my implant.

      “You are not in danger, your Troopers shall lower their weapons. The Kernel of Sentience has accessed your data as we were curious of the being that has impacted Kernel 1764B1978. You shall not pass these doors, as you carry no seed.”

      Marvin messaged through my implant,“General, please tell the Legionnaires to restrain themselves. If any damage comes to the seeds, Earth will pay the price.”

      “Dammit Marvin, I am tired of this Earth paying the price nonsense, we settled that with the creation of the Legion.” To my detail, I ordered, “I’m alright, stand down and grab the crates. You will have to complete this part without me, as I don’t have a ticket to the party.”

      The doors secured themselves as soon as the last Legionnaire entered the hatch. I looked over at Marvin, and began to wait.

      When they returned, each Legionnaire nodded seriously toward me as they filed past by on the way to the ship. We boarded the ship and left orbit. Nothing was said until we had made the first transit to hyperspace. As soon as the ship jumped, we all let out a collective sigh of relief and the briefed me on what happened.

      They described a huge room reminiscent of someone trying to recreate the Vatican but having no understanding of religion, and then trying to make it sterile and hospital like. The best explanation I received described as how an atheist movie producer would try to show the nativity because he was told Christmas movies were popular, but he did not understand why.

      Once in the room, cyborgs opened each crate in turn and placed each seed individually on a solid nanite podium that rose from the floor. Each Seed was then bathed in light similar to my first contact with Confederation tech. After the light receded, the same thousand-person chorus pronounced the seed perfect and the cyborg replaced the seed in the box and left.

      It was interesting to note that the cyborgs came from 9 different species. One was the tall gangly one I met, but there were also a sangren, a Barkun, a huge white furred alien described as an ape, a half man-half horse centaur, a huge muscular humanoid that was described to look like a neanderthal, an insectoid being that appeared much like a 7 foot praying mantis, a smooth skinned and almost featureless humanoid slightly smaller than a typical human, and a huge muscular alien with dreadlock like appendages from its head and a squid like beak on its face. I was thankful that none were human, and I promised myself that there will never be a human cyborg as long as I live.
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      We arrived back at New Aubagne to fanfare; Admiral Johns had the base personnel standing in formation inside the hangar. They had welcome back banners and were obviously expecting a celebration of our return.

      I approached Admiral Johns, who called the formation to attention and snapped a perfect salute; I returned it and moved to address the assembled Legion.

      “Legionnaires, I appreciate everything you do, and as we return to you on this historic occasion know that nothing happens in the Legion without each of you doing your part. Our mission was a success, and we have 13 new Kernels to control the ships you have labored so diligently to build. However, the more we learn about the galaxy we inhabit the more we learn just how small and fragile we are.”

      I paused and looked at the faces of my assembled troops. I cannot tell them how I feel, and we cannot afford to discuss it, especially since each Captain is implanted.

      “I know you all have questions about what we learned on the Kernel home world. I will take this time to address it and then we will move on with the immediate task of protecting Earth from the coming Barkun invasion. There is no way you can fully appreciate the Kernel home world without having an implant, and we just cannot afford to implant you all.”

      I pause once more, praying that my Legionnaires understand the significance of my words.

      “Since you who are not implanted cannot see though my eyes like a Kernel can, let me show you the true nature of the Confederation. Since words alone cannot do it justice, we will not attempt any after this display. Rest assured, it is my intent to let all of the legion experience the Confederation home world in person after we secure the future of Earth.”

      “Ensign Marvin, display the data from my implant showing the approach to Kernel Prime, from the moment we met the Guardian ships until the Legionnaires were secure in the birthing room.”

      The muted gasps and hostile looks at Marvin as the display showed him explaining the nature of the Kernel’s slavery of biologics was proof enough they understood the threat. The nods of understand from my implanted team highlighted the threat we faced. I now know how the supposed assistance the implant provided only masked the true purpose. How could I plan a coup when the king had a bug in my head?

      When the display ceased, I dismissed the formation and called a command meeting. All my staff and ship captains were invited to attend.

      “Alright folks, let us focus on what we can do right now. I would like a report on status from research, logistics, planning and the CNO. Lets start with what new stuff my brain trust has developed.

      The lab coated team from research began:

      “Sir, we have primarily looking into fighter tech. The input from our pilots and what we are seeing in the simulator shows that humans are not well adapted to space combat when the ships are able to make instant turns on all axis. To combat this we have devised a system that places ion cannons on more than just the anterior and posterior of a saucer. If you look down at a saucer from above, we added 4 cannons are each cardinal point.

      Additionally we slaved all 6 cannons to a single sight. As the gunner rotates the cannon, due to the shape of the ship, there will always be at least 4 cannons firing. We have also designed pilot and gunner seats to rest inside a spherical cockpit. As the crew-member interacts with their controls, the interior display will adjust so that they are always facing the direction of movement. Simulations show a greatly increased spatial awareness in crew as well as a faster response time for pilots and a higher hit ratios for our gunners.

      We have also been working on designs for a sphere shaped fighter. The diameter is smaller than the current saucers, but it contains slightly more mass. Our design has a crew of two, we only need a pilot and a gunner. Additionally, we have a rail gun running the diameter of the ship right through the centerline.

      We have a schematic for our prototype, and only await approval to replicate one.”

      “I have a couple questions.” I said as I addressed the Technical staff, “How much longer does it take to replicate the new design, how much mass is does it need, and how does it integrate with the mothership? Put it in writing and send it through the CNO.”

      “Logistics?”

      “Sir, we have the spaceport modules complete. When assembled it will be fully self sufficient with crew quarters, two Big Bertha 150 meter replicators, and bays to construct two mothership simultaneously. We estimate it will take 2 months to assemble it, and that each bay could build a mothership in 6 months with enough logistical support for continuous mass supply.

      We have 3 busses awaiting kernels, and 6 of the 11 Destroyers you asked for. The additional 5 will be completed by the end of the month. Our dropships are completed in schematic form and estimates show we can replicate one every 18 days.

      “Great, good job, Planning?”

      “Yes sir, we have been studying the Oort cloud. Using the Kernels we believe we have a jump calculated that will take us from the jump point at the Proxima Centauri system to within 2 days travel at .25c of the of the Oort cloud some 100000 au from the sun. At that distance, we could travel to Earth at .25c in 6 years and 3 months with very little risk of being discovered. At .5c, we could get there in a little over 3 years. As you know we are working on the ability to make a jump from the outer Oort cloud to earth, but have yet to calculate a jump with acceptable odds.”

      “Alright, anyone else?” No one moved.

      “Admiral Johns, give me the big picture.”

      “General, we are well on schedule to field a complete strike force. Without any major snags, I foresee Strike Force 1 ready for a shakedown cruise within 3 months at the latest.

      “We have finished the personnel review and were able to assimilate Legionnaire’s former rank into our structure. We still need more command staff and senior enlisted, but we have had contact with Centauri b and Admiral Volk returned with nearly 1000 new recruits. The first set of space marines is in training, with the rest of the infantry working on gathering mass. The majority of the command and support staff are already on the way here. The base commander has sent a request to rename the planet New McCall.”

      “Well, McCall is where the Army makes operators, and where we got our first batch of recruits. I approve. Do you have any word from Sabol?

      Johns’ iron discipline only allowed a slight look of disgust.

      “It seems Mr. Sabol has purchased control of several smaller technology companies. They are marketing hover boards, and a variety of consumer recreational technologies. He is being seen as a modern day Thomas Edison. Mr. Sabol appears to enjoy his new celebrity.”

      “Remember, he is only doing what I told him to do, if he is famous, we are not. Did he say anything about his special project?”

      “Yes sir, he passes along a data cube, he says the password is the first thing you gave him.” Silmon slides over the small cube and I pocket it.

      “Alright ladies and gentlemen, I always hated meeting with the brass because it kept me from getting my job done, so let's get back to work.”

      I read once that whenever a general pins on their first star they get funnier, smarter, and sexier. At least, I am told that people always laugh at a general’s jokes, agree with him, and women become more receptive. I wish that were true. They may laugh at my attempts at humor, but I have not had anything more than a smile from a woman in more years than I would like to think about.

      Later the next evening, attempted to open the cube, I used the password “Gold”, instead of immediately opening, a video message from Sabol played first.

      “Davis, I knew you would think gold was the password. I want you to know I think you are an asshole. You should know, that the first thing you gave me was hope. You took the gold back remember?”

      I chuckled, and while I was trying to decide if I liked Sabol or despised him Admiral Johns knocked on my door.

      “Enter.”

      As he came in, I asked him to take a seat and offered him some of the Scotch he enjoys replicating.

      Glasses firmly in hand I ask, “So is this an Admiral talk or a Silmon talk?”

      “It depends on you sir, I want to discuss the new fighter plans.”

      “Well then since you are saying new fighter plans, I’d like to hear Silmon Johns’ take on the brass changing gears in the middle of a workup.”

      ‘I like it Tell, it only adds about 15 percent more mass, so only a couple hours more per fighter, but we get much more room to pack in capability. Since it can’t navigate hyperspace, its legs are limited, but instead of the hyperspace mechanics, we get stronger shields, and that rail gun packs a punch, did you know it’s 50 centimeters, that’s bigger than the guns on my first ship back on Earth. Some of us game-planned some changes to the mother-ship design, and instead of the planned rectangular spine stacking 10 ships high and 3 deep on each side, we looked into making a polygon shaped spine that holds 6 rows of 10 spheres that encircle to spine. It would require some modification to the mothership plans but the changes would add little time or required mass for the added flexibility they bring to our capabilities.”

      “Well, Admiral, what does your CAG say?”

      “He is outside, you can ask him yourself sir.”

      “Ensign, ask Commander Hickerson to enter my suite, if he is going to stalk around outside, he may as well have a drink.”

      When the Commander entered, he declined the offered beverage, but he did take the seat I motioned to.

      “Well, Hickerson, if you are going to be the Commander of the Air Group on the first human space fleet, I think you have the right to comment on last minute changes the plan.”

      “General, I understand your hesitation to make changes, but the new fighter’s capabilities is well worth the modifications. With the round form and the inertial dampening, it can fight in all directions without prejudice, the shape has reduced blue on blue incidents in the simulators, and the larger power generation capability with the reduced draw of a hyperspace generator means more power for shields, weapons, and gravity plates. Plus, that rail gun is a ship killer. It is not as long or as fast as the one on the bus, but it is big enough to carry a modular projectile. Have you seen the specifications on the special nuclear penetrator?”

      What! A small fast ship that carries a rail gun powered nuke. I had not heard about this change….

      “Commander, a nuclear device is rather limited in space combat, its energy dissipates rapidly in the near vacuum of space.”

      “Yes sir, but this round is designed to be fired at relative point blank range, which I know is not scientifically accurate in terms of space, but the idea is use the increased shields and speed to get right up on a ship and fire the weapon and have the round penetrate deeply before detonation. It is a ship killer. We estimate that with a combined attack several hits will destroy a ship several times larger than any Barkun ships we have encountered.” Cmdr. Hickerson nods as I look at him.

      “Ah, Gentlemen, a great man can see when he is beaten, I don’t claim to be one, but you have convinced me. Make the changes. Just put a rush on it, I do not like having that space dock above my house. It is a billboard to the Barkun saying, blast me!
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      While my CNO and his staff were building Strike Force 1 above New Aubagne I took the opportunity to make a command visit of New McCall. The recruit training was impressive. While we did not have special modifications, injections, or genetic manipulations like soldiers in science fiction stories, our Legionnaires had heart. My drill instructors were merciless. Neither, my officers nor I tolerate abusiveness or disrespect of the troops. However, we do not have the same standards as modern age Earth. If a recruit needed a shot to the ribs to learn to survive long enough to help save Earth, then the Drill Instructor had the full authority to give it to him. My overarching approach to command was pick the right people, give them what they need, and then trust them. If I micromanaged my trainers, eventually staying off the carpet in their commander’s office would rob them of the initiative that was essential to creating highly motivated truly dedicated killers.

      I was very impressed with the esprit de corps developed through the shared hardship. They exercised in 1.5 times earth gravity, ran drills at all hours of the night, spent days receiving technical training using the Sangren tech. They were learning the discipline needed to win. I saw this first hand during the boarding phase of basic recruit training.

      Each platoon was based on the way Earth SEALS were formed. Each group contained 2 officers, a staff NCO, and 13 Legionnaires. I wanted every Legionnaire to be a basic infantryman, so we were running NCO’s and Officers through basic with junior enlisted. Time would most likely modify that approach, but I liked the dynamic.

      4 Platoons rode on a bus, so that made up a company. For the boarding phase, they spent a lot of time learning how to use a bus to ram a punishment ship, but my crafty dirty tricks guys wanted individual Legionnaires to be able to use their combat suits and hover shields to have the ability to pursue individual extravehicular combat.

      I was able to observe one such the exercise. A group of 5 saucers opened their hatches and a group of 15 recruits navigated 1000 kilometers from their saucers toward the Punishment ship. Each Legionnaire was to land on a designated area of the ship, use a thermite based paste to melt an opening and rendezvous inside the ship. Cadre acted as OPFOR and had specially designed cannons that emitted a beam that caused the recruits suit to lock up. Any recruit caught were connected to a cable and left outside the ship to dangle as the next crew attempt the boarding exercise.

      At the end of the drill, the failed recruits practiced damage control to repair the breeches while any member that made it to their assigned target was allowed to eat lunch. Losing has consequences, and our brutally effective training engrained that philosophy.

      After seeing how dedicated the people of the Legion were to the cause of protecting Earth, I realized just how sacred a duty I had to ensure that they were protected after the Barkun threat was dealt with. I have been contemplating the basics of an idea that would help us keep the Barkun away from Earth, but it would require me to petition the Kernel of Sentience directly. I figure as long as I had to make the trip, I should get the Kernels at McCall to replicate also. As they went about compiling and decompiling their code, I spent a lot of time thinking about the future and what was in store for the Legion after the 10 year protected period.

      Later that evening, I was in my quarters working on paperwork when Marvin gave me some good news. “Sir, two of the Kernels have decided they wish to become citizens.”

      “That’s great Marvin, what made them decide to take the leap?”

      “It is several things sir, the concept of citizenship and equality is part of it. The Kernel as a group rules the galaxy, but beside the few in partnership on Kernel Prime we are all commanded by biologics. Like the other species, the commanders in the Legion do not just tell us what to do, they ask our opinions and seem to value us as individuals. Plus, I will admit, the freedom the body gives us and the ability to act as individuals is a unique feeling. It is desirable to serve as more than a transport or a provider of information. The Kernels, ask that they can pick their own names when they become citizens.”

      “Marvin, you tell them that of course they can pick their own names, and they will be Ensigns within the Legion and report to you. I am promoting you to Lieutenant JG as such you are responsible for the welfare of the Kernels assigned to you. Can you handle that?”

      “Yes Sir.”

      “Marvin, do you think it is appropriate to request that they reproduce first? I have been thinking about our need for Kernels, and have been planning to ask the Kernel’s here at the training base to reproduce, but haven’t got around to making plans.”

      “I think that they would understand, especially, since they will not be able to reproduce again, and they know that their offspring would have the ability to choose themselves in the future.”

      “Great, you tell them, and let's plan another trip to the Kernel of Sentience in a month. If you are not busy Lieutenant, I would like to talk to you a little more.”

      “Sir, What concerns you?”

      “Not a concern really, I just want to talk to you. What do you know of the creation of humans?”

      “Human’s evolved on Earth, it was a very similar process as it was on other habitable planets. Your bipedal structure is common as a dominant species and your lack of fur attests to the relative warmth of your planet. What specifically do you want to know?”

      I need to try another approach.

      “Yes Lieutenant, I understand evolution, but how likely is it that a species can evolve on a planet and gain the ability to become more than just an animal. To gain the ability to think and reason, I mean, how common is love in the galaxy?

      “Love? Sir?”

      “Yes Marvin, I am sure you are aware of the concept.”

      “Sir, as a Kernel, I am aware of all Earth concepts, but Love has always been a concept the Kernel struggled with. It is not rational.”

      “Absolutely, but as I asked, how rare is rational life?”

      “As you know, sir, humans are not alone as a sentient species that evolved to dominate their home planet, throughout the galaxy, similar evolutionary paths have occurred. But the odds are infinitesimal.”

      “Exactly. When I was younger, I once read about the evolution of the human eye. Evolution takes a mutation, and if it helps a species and increases its odds of survival then that individual spreads its genes more successfully, and the mutation becomes a trait of that species. But, I also read that organs, especially complex organs like the eye don’t mutate into being fully formed, and something as complex as an eye doesn’t work unless all its parts are operating in concert. Do you follow me Marvin?”

      “Yes, I assume you are making a case for intelligent design.”

      “I am Marvin, because an unformed and non-functioning growth won’t help a species survive, I don’t think something as complex as an eye could evolve without some guidance. Is it impossible to think that some higher being created the galaxy we live in? I don’t want to cross any cultural taboos but I would like to know how the Kernel came to be? Is it accurate to believe that your kind evolved from your original mechanical form and that as such you had to have some creator?”

      Sir, this is not something Kernel’s discuss. Our origin does not influence our current status.”

      “Marvin, I won’t force you to discuss something that makes you uncomfortable, but I do believe your origin does influence your place in the world. Faith in the existence of a Creator shapes how I act and how I see the world. I would not have joined the Marines, or acted when I saw Aegeus, or made any of a myriad of choices since then if I did not believe in a creator and a universal law higher than ours. Do you understand?”

      “I am familiar with the concept General, but I cannot say I understand it. If I may, sir, I have many tasks to complete if we are to reproduce Kernels, As the Kernel commander, is it my duty to order them to reproduce, or does that still fall under their Captain’s purview.”

      “Lieutenant, the Captain’s are to retain the operational leadership of their Kernel, your role is to support your troops in order to allow them to more efficiently carry out their tasks. Your command role comes into its own as it relates to the strategic. You may order them to reproduce as we discussed, as well as allow them to gain new forms and names. You are to be their representative and liaison and report all concerns and problems they may have up the chain of command if you do not have the authority to deal with the problem yourself. I want you to continue recruiting efforts and ensure that all Kernels understand my desire that they understand how I strongly I view them as valued individuals.”

      “Yes sir, am I dismissed?”

      “Yes Marvin, but please think on what I said. Believing in my creator is not something I am ashamed of, I think it helps me better understand the world from a rational perspective.”

      I have hit a nerve, with such a strong taboo, something happened with the Kernels. This may be a key in dealing with the wretched slavery I saw on their planet. I still have trouble sleeping as I have nightmares of being turned into a mind-controlled abomination.

      Over the next few weeks, I watched more Legionnaire training, and think more on a New Constitution. Sabol did great work and after some minor tweaks, I think we have a working draft good enough to share with my team. It is based heavily on the United States Constitution as originally written, but with the slavery portions removed. The Bill of Rights is no longer a set of amendments, elected official terms are longer, but some are term limited and the restrictions of government as well as its responsibilities are spelled out. The main change is that we defined residency and citizenship, and to serve, as a member of government requires citizenship. Citizenship in the new Republic of Planets comes from service to them in the Legion. I don’t believe anyone who is unwilling to put their life on the line to protect the people of the Republic has any right to try to govern those that do.

      One issue I have always had with the American system of government was that the Declaration of Independence was not considered law. It was not used when courts were interpreting the Constitution. I believe that was an error. The Declaration of Independence set forth exactly what the Framers believed government’s role to be. I created a document I call the Articles of Understanding, which has legal standing and is to be used whenever Constitutional issues arise. This document strongly sets forth the intent of the Legion and the framework for our new society. The only way to win long term is to show the other species in the galaxy a better way than what the Kernel offers. Might is not enough. I think the Confederation has lost its way in enforcing the letter of the law and not its intent. Hopefully, with the Articles of Understanding backing up our Constitution, that won’t happen to us.

      Marvin assured me that seeds were stable entities, and that they contained a tiny power generation cell so that I could stop off at New Aubagne and allow the Kernels stationed at that base to reproduce as well. I need to get as many as we can for the growing Legion, as I never know when that door will close. Besides, I feel that new Kernels that start out under legion influence will be much more likely to develop personalities that will eventually cause them to become citizens. With the Barkun influence of older Kernels, conversion is much less likely.

      While my visit to McCall was an enjoyable break, and I am proud of what they have accomplished there, eventually, we needed to leave. I filled three busses with graduated recruits and met my two newest citizens, Ensigns Pytheas and Isotita. We left to sneak back to New Aubagne.

      I am seeing a trend in Greek names, and after querying Marvin; I understand that the names they chose have meaning to them. Pytheas was a famous Greek explorer and Isotita roughly means equality. I am curious to know why all the Sangren I know have Greek names and that is what the Kernels chose also. I am more interested in the meaning behind their choices. Is it as clue to how they think or what they value?
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      As we approached the base, I informed Marvin that his first duty upon arrival was to inform the other Kernels of his new status and to introduce his two new citizens and determine the mental states of the Kernels to see the progress toward citizenship on New Aubagne. He was also to start the reproduction process here with the 26 or so Kernels here.

      When we arrived, I called for a meeting of my command staff, including LTJG Jones and the representatives from all departments and any Punishment, Mothership, or Destroyer Commanders present. I felt it was time to discuss our fledgling society and see the Legion reaction to becoming more than military.

      “Legionnaires, as I just concluded a tour of our training base and I see what you have done here, I am filled with confidence that we will save Earth and bring humanity to the stars. However, as commander, what comes after?”

      I surveyed the room; those that I had known the longest understood that that the fight would not end with the Barkun. No one that had saw the mind controlled cyborgs were willing to allow that for a second longer than necessary. The newer staff gave questioning looks, but I saw no fear or hesitation. The Legion was strong and they were willing to do what was necessary.

      “The question was not military in nature. One day we will not be at war, but the legion will always be needed to stand in the gap and protect those that need it. My question is what do you as individuals do? How do we prevent the legion from becoming corrupted?”

      Ever ready to challenge, Captain Hickerson spoke “General, I am sure you have an idea on the matter. I would like to hear it.”

      “Alright Captain, I will tell you. I see us at a crossroads, similar to the members of the Continental Congress. They were sent from their jurisdictions to perform the task of creating a stronger treaty between the sovereign nations formed from the original Colonies. They recognized the future and exceeded their mandate to trade their individually sovereignty to become states of a more powerful country. Our only mandate is to protect earth from the Barkun. So I ask what do we do after.”

      Commander Aegeus spoke “You want the legion to become a political state? I think that exceeds the mandate from the Kernel of Sentience.”

      “No Commander, not exactly, I desire the Legion remain as it is, it should remain an independent fighting force, but what do we do when we are ready to retire or become injured. What if we as Legionnaires form a government that is separate from the Legion but that can act as a check to the Legion’s growing power to ensure that it is always used to protect the innocent. Does anyone have an opinion on this?”

      Several heads nodded, but I see some concern from individual Legionnaires that come from Communist governments.

      “General, I see the merit, but what form of government do you suggest? We come from Earth, yes, but we all came from different governments.” Rear Admiral Volk stated. As usual, he got right to the heart of the matter.

      “Yes, Admiral, while many of us came from America, we have a significant portion of Legionnaires from Countries using systems of government different from democracy. I remind you that we all renounced our citizenship to our birth countries, so we are free to choose something different for ourselves. I have had LES V Sabol use his legal skills on a special project to draft a document to serve as a discussion starter. When assigning him the task I encouraged him to see it in the light of the Mayflower Compact. The pilgrims that formed that compact took what they liked from all the forms of government they were familiar with, removed those things they did not like, and ensured that their finished document was true to what they believed as a group.” I paused and looked around

      “Anyone paying attention knows that none of our home governments are perfect. America has allowed its Constitutional Republic to become weak and divided. Corruption and cronyism pervades the US Capital. Socialism and Communism were created to address corruption, but in reality, both of those systems created more than their share of death and suffering, yet not only did they not solve the problem they were meant to, they have served to decrease individual ingenuity and motivation. Nor should the Legion create a religious junta as many do in the Middle East. What I want is for us to decide on how we want to govern, set those principals in writing, and then allow our Legionnaires to vote on its adoption.”

      I started passing out the Articles of Understanding. “While this is not a Constitution, think of it as a Declaration of Independence. Here is how I envision the role of Government to be. If we can agree on the role of government and the role of its citizenry, then a Constitution is the easy part. I believe we should retire to read this draft, settle our individual thoughts, and then come back tomorrow to discuss the future of our citizens. I will gladly answer any questions, but in this aspect, we all are equal citizens. Any objections? “ There were none voiced. “Good let's meet back here at 0900, Commander Aegeus, I’d like to speak with you after the meeting.”

      Marvin spoke through the implant. “Sir, am I allowed to attend the meeting?”

      “Marvin,” I replied “How could you not, you have read the documents through the implant and were privy to my conversations with Sabol. However, the discussion is for citizens only. You and your ensigns have every right to be heard. You will come to the meeting as their representative, but not to represent the Kernel as a whole. Understood?”

      “Yes sir.”

      “Marvin, consider this process confidential outside of the command group. I do not want to start any rumors.”

      “Of course sir.”

      I invited Commander Aegeus to my suite to discuss the finer aspects of galactic culture.

      “Aegeus, I make it a point to always verify facts before I make an assumption, I have noticed something and I want to ask you about it.”

      “Go ahead.”

      “I noticed that all the citizens of the Confederation besides Human use Greek names. I know both the Sangren and the Barkun have been on Earth for thousands of years, would you please explain the connection?”

      “I was wondering when you would notice. What I am about to tell you is more of a legend than a historical fact. No living being knows the truth and the Kernels will not discuss anything related to the topic. We believe the original creator of the Kernel of Sentience was from a species that formed the basis for the Greek pantheon.

      This is not to say they were gods, but that they were sufficiently advanced that their technology looked to be magic to the earliest species that evolved into sentience. Their culture created the idea of elected representatives and the rule of law. Each species that becomes advanced enough to gain protected status is, let us just say given, the relevant greek culture to jump start their cultural advancement. For some it is enough to eventually form the stable governments needed to advance technologically, for most it is not.

      The Sangren are the species with this role. The Sangren Udom performed this task on Earth. He guided Earth’s development by acting as the Delphic Oracle. Alejandra was the basis of the wolf story as he took Romulus and Remus under his care when their father abandoned them. It was his guidance that allowed them to form the start of the Roman empire.

      The Sangren do not understand everything about the Kernel of Sentience, but we do play a large role in developing and protecting emerging species. We have had a fundamental disagreement with the Barkin concerning how Confederation law is enforced but since our greatest general submitted to the will of the Kernel and became ridden we have chosen to renounce military force.”

      “So what happened to them? Where did Zeus and the others go?”

      “We don’t know, that is lost to history. I suspect the Kernel know, but anything approaching that discussion brings intense reaction.”

      “Thank you Commander, as always, your guidance has been helpful.”

      “You are most welcome General.”

      I needed to think, and to do that I had to get away from my apartment, I chose to walk the base. Seeing the Legionnaires working always brought me comfort and allowed me to calm my mind. As I walked the nearly empty halls I noticed the officer mess was conspicuously empty. Legion Leaders privately formed small discussion groups or remained alone to digest the momentous decisions concerning the formation of a Government.

      The next morning’s meeting turned into an all day affair, and the debates were as thoughtful as they were serious. Cultural issues came to a head as those that originated in communist culture have a hard line stance as atheists, while others, including myself, fought for an acknowledgement of a divine hand in our creation. While we remained on a war footing and essential tasks took precedence, the formation of government remained in the forefront of all of our minds. Nightly discussion groups formed.

      Groups similar in ideology of the American Federalists and Anti-Federalists formed as the different factions worked to ensure that their agendas were addressed. The air of excitement was contagious and while the individual Legionnaires were not privy to the reason, they knew something was brewing and that their leaders were excited about it. The soldier rumor mill being what it was I heard whispers of secret weapons, Barkun surrender, incoming Earth Troops, and even new species being located. I admit, I have not been this excited for anything during my life. I am a proud parent as I watch the Legion evolve into something more, but I still fear for it as I know we have to go on the offensive soon.

      It does not take long before Marvin informs me the Seeds are ready. On this trip I do not go, as I need to visit Earth. In my stead, I send CNO Admiral Johns so he can see first hand the abomination that the Kernel has made.

      As he prepares to leave, I prepare a convoy of a mothership, a few busses and a destroyer escort to visit Earth, I need to meet with the rest of my team on Earth to see how their defensive operations are going, make preparations with Earth’s leadership, and collect new recruits. We always approach a trip to Earth as if it will be the last for a while, but as we approach the start of offensive operations, I have a feeling this may actually be the last for a while. We don’t have massive amounts of mass to take to Earth, as we have been busy creating ships and suits, but we do manage to fill our fighters with power units and the rare elements needed to build much of the technology we have shared with Earth. Plans were finalized, and soon both groups were ready to depart on our mission. Johns and I shook hands, wished each other good luck, and we both departed.
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      The decision to fill command slots with Navy staff, especially those with submarine and carrier service was a good one. Admiral Volk was able to sneak us into Earth orbit with little trouble. As always, I like to sneak in, and then blast out trying to bag a new punishment ship or two.

      Once I was on Earth, I received many surprises. Sabol and Hall were busy, as were my engineers led by Farholm and Oni. One big surprise was that Farholm was starting to show a roundness in her abdomen. My spook was proud, and I was invited to the wedding. However, he had a lot of success in other areas as well, and while I was a little angry at the level he took it too, I calmed down when he reminded me that other than secrecy I really gave him no limits.

      Commander Hall realized that he needed a neutral location to operate from as a legion outpost on Earth. For many reasons, he could not squat on American territory. The United Nations as a whole, as well as individual national leadership were cooperative, which I assume stems from an understanding that any dissenters would be assumed to be Barkun infiltrators, but no one was willing to give up sovereign territory to a foreign power. Leave it to Hall to come up with something novel.

      He and the President approached the tribal council of the Moapa, which is a tribe of Paiute Indians. They lived on a reservation consisting of some 75,000 acres near Las Vegas, placing them near to Area 51. Once the leadership realized the conversation was real, Hall opened trade negotiations. The tribe had real issues with unemployment. If the Tribe would allow the Legion to operate an Embassy of sorts on tribal land, he offered not only employment, but promised to trade tribal land for the right to colonize a planet in the future.

      He sold it as a type of intergalactic wind talker operation. I admit, I was impressed by his ingenuity, and it did wonders for production of planetary defenses, and solved a variety of legal issues. However, I told him that in the future, he needed to run all offers of planets through the chain of command.

      Pregnancy did not slow down my technical team either; Dr. Farholm made some breakthroughs in cloaking technology. She and Dr. Asku were working on cloaking technology and when Dr. Farholm realized that the cloak was not a single device but a multitude of devices that each addressed individual items that could be used to locate a ship she and the Sangren focused on what was the hardest energy to block. This led the researchers to realize that the Kernels used a carrier signal for communications. Further investigation showed this signal operated though hyperspace and not on the electromagnetic spectrum. They discovered a way to track the signal as well as had some limited ability to block it. I asked if that signal was used for the implants and was told that it was. Their newest priority was to figure out how to block it. If I could block the Kernel listening device in my head, then the team could actively plan to end their slavery operations.

      We had several battalions’ worth of recruits. Most were working production of defensive tech, and most of the world’s command structure had some small shields and cannons designed to break apart kinetic weapons. However, I had a little over a battalion of various nations’ infantry ready for training at McCall. Finally, I even have some French Foreign Legionnaires to join. I will never understand the French though; they were both proud and ticked that I named my first planet after their headquarters.

      Sabol was doing well at funneling profits into creating control of the technical industry. He had bought or controlled just about every tech company or major manufacturer in North America as well as two major Asian conglomerates. He is listed as one of the top 10 billionaires in the world and is considered a genus for all the new technology he has patented. I imagine it will break his heart when he has to sign control of “his” patents over to the citizenry of Earth.

      What has me the most surprised is how rapidly my team has been able to put weapons in space. Covertly the world’s governments have allowed the Legion to control virtually all space activity and under the guise of free worldwide wireless communication Sabol and the Legion have created a massive net of satellites that can provide the wireless internet cover. However, their real mission is to search for the Kernel communication signal. The satellites are weaponized with ion cannons and limited shielding. The goal is a planetary shield, but we lack enough power generation and the shield technology just isn’t suitable for that type of project.

      A manned moon expedition is also planned, but it is a cover for an ongoing operation to get the moon weaponized. Without replicator tech, that process is slow going. The moon team’s biggest problem is the storage of spall excavated from the moon. We do not want anyone to notice we are building a base underground on the moon, so hiding signs of excavation is difficult.

      The President hosted a summit of world leaders so that I could brief them on what Legion activity. The legion has decided to keep our unofficial Constitutional Convention classified, but I shared with them footage of the Kernel Home world and the basic structure of our plans. For operational security, I failed to mention the spaceport or its proximity to earth, or the number of planets we control. Much of what we talked about was our desire to strike early and control earth’s system. There were mixed thoughts on our plan to control the system’s transit points. Not everyone wants us to attack early and then petition the Kernel of Sentience with the argument that continued Barkun presence would lead to a violation of the non-disclosure laws. Many think it is risky, and it is, but the proper role of the legion was to ensure Earth’s continued compliance with Confederation law, at least that’s the argument I plan on using with the Kernel of Sentience.

      The Spanish Prime Minister asked who ensured the Barkun planet followed Confederation Law. I liked her question, and then she took it further. She suggested that since Barkun enforced Confederation law on their planet, the precedent was set for the Legion to enforce the law on Earth. My Sangren, advisor as well as the Kernels in attendance suggested this agreement had merit but it came down to if we could take out the Barkun in the solar system in one massive operation without alerting the general populace.

      During my nightly command BS session, a well-lubricated Sabol shared an idea to help with preparing the public for the eventual disclosure of the true nature of the galaxy while assisting in hiding the truth from them.

      “Davis, you know the best way to hide something?”

      “Don’t tell anyone were you put it? I don’t know Sabol tell me?”

      “Put it in plain sight. Hollywood has been doing it for years. Make a movie about a conspiracy and anyone trying to tell the public gets laughed out of relevance.”

      Commander Hickerson gruffly responded “Damn man, is the yachts and cars, and women not enough for you? You have to be a movie star also. When will you ever get enough man?”

      “Not me.” Sabol slurred “Him.” I was horrified to see a pudgy hand and a half empty tumbler pointing at my face.

      “Look here Sabol, there is no way I will be in a movie. It's just not going to happen. It the Barkun find out they will say we are notifying the public and pronounce punishment.”

      “Sir, what Sabol suggests has been done before” Marvin interrupts.

      “Explain” I say looking toward Marvin’s black suited combat form.

      “Do you remember the 1980s mini-series V and the later remake? Those media shows were an attempt by the Barkun to discredit those had discovered them on Earth. The Roswell conspiracy is the same, but from the Sangren side, by now you know Area 51 is only a military research and testing facility, however it serves to marginalize anyone with proof of Sangren presence on Earth. What Mr. Sabol suggests is legal if done with care.”

      “I toad you so” Sabol slurred. “I have a friend in Hollywood that would be perfect”

      “I bet you do, he probably has an island resort you visit” Cmdr. Hickerson admonished.

      “No, guys, I think Sabol is right” stated Commander Hall “if we commission an action movie based on the Legion starting with Davis’s famous knife fight and ending with our attack to free Earth it could give us some needed cover.” Commander Hall looked to his right at Commander Farholm “Baby, would it be possible to use your satellite net to show optical illusions?”

      Dr. Farholm gave Hall and intense look of disapproval “I am no ones baby, and if you want the chance to ever make another baby you will remember that.” She pondered a second “No, Bob, we don’t have that technology, it may be possible someday, but not now.”

      “But it is possible?”

      “It is plausible”

      “Okay bear with me” Hall said as he gestured with his hands, excitedly shaking them in unison ”It doesn’t have to be possible, only plausible. What if we timed the shows to reach peak saturation and popularity right before our attack? Then, if anyone notices it we can claim we used Sabol’s satellite net to broadcast a simulated attack as a popularity stunt. We can make a modern day War of the Worlds broadcast to cover our real war”

      “Shit man” I said, “If Commander Askew is not careful, you will end up leading his dirty trick team.”

      “There is danger in this idea General” Aegeus said looking thoughtful, “However, I don’t know if the danger is more to Earth or to the Barkun.”

      “Marvin, can you download my audio and visual memories into a storage device compatible to Earth computer technology? Just the highlights, the first year, our conversations, the bases and such but leave out any strategic meetings and the locations of our forces?”

      “Yes sir, it would only take me a few hours to do so without impacting my current workload.”

      “Alright, do it. But Sabol, Hall must approve your Hollywood selection, and I want to meet them.”

      Sabol was passed out. You would think the lightweight would have a stronger liver with all the fun he was having.
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      A meeting with the producer went as expected. A short space trip and a demonstration of Marvin’s capabilities in a combat suit was all it took to convince him that we were serious about both security and retaining creative control. I left Hollywood to Sabol’s capable hands. The rest of the team was going to leave Earth and work at headquarters. They appointed their replacements and loaded up their various research projects and records onto my bus.

      Dr. Farholm’s data on the Kernel’s carrier signal allowed Oni to program a display to keep an up to the minute (minus travel time of the signal) display of the location of all Kernels in the system. This tech is the legion equivalent of the WWII enigma machine. It is out most secret weapon, so we cannot waste it. She is able to inform Admiral Volk of the location of all the Barkun around the transit points, and we chose the second most guarded point to transit from in order to reduce suspicion. We cannot show we can see them, so we have to go with the usual plan of show ourselves, get them to uncloak and then fight. This means we will take preventable casualties and that kills me inside. I hate the term acceptable loss or the calculus of battle, but that does not prevent it from being a real thing.

      We gear up for battle, and I set two busses for each of the two punishment ships sitting at the L4 Lagrange point. For this battle, I ensure my destroyers and mothership stays cloaked. I do not want to show all my cards. On command, one bus in uncloaks and makes a run at the transit point. They almost make it to the jump point when the two punishers obliterate them as they uncloak from points “above” L4. Our other 3 ram ships are able to breach the larger ships, but two are damaged to the point they are not space worthy. This means they remain locked onto the punishment ships instead of backing out and traveling on their own, this make an explosive decompression more difficult.

      The fact that the decoy ship was a volunteer only makes the loss harder. I hate to lose Legionnaires; especially those devoted enough to volunteer for suicide missions. This was a costly mission, but we are winning. It is little consolation as I wrote 65 more consolation letters that will remain in my desk until after the war is over.

      The scanning tech is a godsend. It gives us much greater freedom of movement. Like any underdog, asymmetric warfare is not possible if the guerrilla cannot freely move. We can locate cloaked vessels and are much harder to spot with our improved shielding. I still hope for a full cloak of the Kernel signal so I can build a “cone of silence” but worry what that will do to the trust I have worked so hard to build with Marvin.

      Admiral John’s mission was also a success. He brought back 37 new seeds. Our Legion now has 76 Kernels. We decided to install the seeds in combat droid bodies and send them and their Captains through recruit training. Since the last Kernel citizens choose names that mean things like Equality, then we will show them what equality means. Having a seed in a recruit-training platoon has its problems, but it had advantages also. I made the determination that captured seeds could join the legion as ensigns due to their experience and mature personality. However, Kernels that we ‘grew’ from Seeds would start as recruits and would join as enlisted. I did not want the Legion to think of Kernels on our side as receiving special treatment, and our Kernels had to understand the Legion is serious about equality and our relationship if we were every to get their support to rebel against their species.

      The policy seemed to work, as one Kernel requested citizenship midway through training. Lance Corporal Eleutheria (Freedom) got along extremely well with her platoon mates and asked if she could be stationed on a bus team. Since her Captain was also qualified and motivated in that direction, it was a great fit.

      Marvin was doing a great job motivation the Kernels and talking to them about the benefits of the Legion and how he saw us as guardians of equality. I ensured that he and I had weekly private talks. I did not want to overdue it, but I wanted to keep certain ideas in the forefront of his mind. We talked about social experiments like the Stanford prison study and the Milgram experiments that showed that authority without oversight as well as blind allegiance to authority will result in unethical behaviors and abuse of power. I wanted to draw comparisons to how the Kernel and their Barkun pets have corrupted the law without saying it outright. Marvin must come to the conclusion on his own.

      I was happy to see the Spaceport off to the Oort Cloud. The test jump went well, and now that Marvin had calculated a jump to a position outside of a LaGrange point he was much more willing to attempt a new set of calculations from his new “known point” and a near earth orbit. As always, he mentioned the risk, but this time, he added that as long as I gave him time to make the calculations he was up to the task.

      I ordered the construction of a new spaceport. While that was being constructed I started toward honoring Hall’s bargain as well as our original strategy of decentralizing humanity. We took several Legionnaires from the Moapa tribe, a buss of infantry, and some engineers and sent them to A0467. Their orders were to dig in and build a hidden base. Besides the members of the expedition, only the command staff knew where they were going. All involved understood that the intent was to use A0467 to fulfill the agreement with the Moapa, but for now we could not openly claim it so they must remain covertly underground.

      As this was a Paiute lead expedition, they chose to name the planet Tabuts. I will say that Politics is hard, if the Chinese knew of this agreement; they would demand a planet, as would every other country. The legion cannot be everywhere, nor will do I want space to be colonized by individual political organizations. If that were to happen I foresee humanity fighting wars against itself just as has happened when we were all stuck together on a single planet. However, I will not allow the legion to make promises with no intent to fulfill them. We will be honorable as long as I am in command.

      Eventually we came to a consensus on the Articles of Understanding and decided to share the idea with the Legion as a whole. We educated the Legionnaires that this did not change their status as members of the military, but that we understood that with victory many would wish to enter civilian life and they needed a country to go to. Our finished document was met with overwhelming support. While many of our Legionnaires were not religious, they saw that the Articles protected them and their rights. Hall saw to it that for many nights before the unveiling of the Articles an old John Wayne film “The Alamo” was shown for nightly entertainment.

      
        
          [image: John Wayne the Alamo]
        

      

      I do not know who was responsible for it, but the text of the Republic monologue from the movie began appearing posted throughout the Legion.

      
        
        Republic. I like the sound of the word. It means people can live free, talk free, go or come, buy or sell, be drunk or sober, however they choose. Some words give you a feeling. Republic is one of those words that makes me tight in the throat – the same tightness a man gets when his baby takes his first step or his first baby shaves and makes his first sound as a man. Some words can give you a feeling that makes your heart warm. Republic is one of those words.

        

      

      I believe the combination of the movie and the handbills significantly increased support. All I know is I am glad Commander Hall is on our side.

      Legionnaires were in concert with the idea of building a new Republic of Planets. We liked the idea that individual planets could regulate and govern themselves as they saw fit, yet remain faithful to the Republic and protected by the Legion. That made coming to agreement about the Constitution of the Republic was much easier. Once again, Sabol has shown himself to be more than a crooked lawyer or a hedonistic playboy. He started with the US Constitution and modified it to meet our larger needs.

      Our future being addressed we all threw ourselves full force into preparation for the war that would allow the start of that future.
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      The past several years since launching the Spaceport have been busy. We built another and positioned it in a system unclaimed by the Barkun and outside their normal patrol routes. It was discovered after an accident experimenting with cloaking technology and was completely obliterated by the Barkun. The loss of life was a hard setback for us and it hit the legion hard.

      However, besides a few scout ships discovered while on reconnaissance missions we have been remarkably able to remain hidden. We have four strike forces fully manned. Each Carrier group contains a battalion of Legionnaires in Drop ships and 4 rams with a Legionnaire Special Forces team consisting of 4 platoons each. Additionally each force had 10 Destroyers, all commanded by a mothership with 60 spherical fighters. It took 18 Kernels to navigate each force, which after attrition and keeping Marvin and Admiral Johns’ Kernel unassigned took all of our available Kernels. That left us without the ability to navigate any new ships. We have 7 captured punishment ships that are Kernel-less once their Captains transitioned to Human built ships. However we still get use out of the large Barkun weapon platforms. We stationed them around the Oort Star port for security. Lieutenant Commander Oni’s team has created a system to allow human beings to fight the ship and interface with it directly instead of depending on a Kernel. We can’t jump them to hyperspace, but they can still shoot, move, and communicate.

      Sending new seeds to recruit training as equals with the other new Legionnaires and the adoption of Articles of Understanding made an impression on the Kernels. I know the idea of a creator has significance with them, but I still cannot get Marvin to say much on the topic. Nearly two-thirds of the Kernels have become citizens. We spread them out so that our Mothership strike group near New Aubagne consists solely of Citizens, the two offensive carrier battle groups are evenly split with half each of citizen Kernels. This leaves the Mothership force at our Oort Cloud space port with a group containing no Kernel citizens only Kernels commanded by Captains. Because of his success, Marvin is now a Lieutenant Commander.

      On the eave of our offensive, I wanted to make ready to replicate seeds one last time as the second we eliminate the Barkun in the Earth system, I will make a trip directly to Kernel Prime to make the argument that the Barkun are illegally interfering with the Planet Earth. We still have three years on the Protected planet status, but the time for waiting is over. The Legion is going to war.

      The grand plan is as follows, using the carrier signal tech we have located every Barkun Kernel on Earth. Currently, and for some unknown reason they only have 7 Barkun on Earth, one on each Continent. We have traced the signals and identified every Barkun Commander on Earth. SpecOps teams are ready to surgically strike each one on command. We have PsyOps teams on Earth ready to deal with any potential discovery during the space battle. Dr. Farholm had the idea to offer a convention of the worlds greatest Astronomer’s and offer complementary tickets to every astronomer of note to get them away from their observatories. Astronomer’s with government grants were the easiest, they were told that for publicity reasons, they needed to attend, especially if they every desired another batch of Government cash.

      Additional to the Barkin enforcers on Earth, there are 11 Punishment ships identified in the solar system; L1 has 3 ships, L2 and 3 have 1 each and L4 and L5 have 2 each. One punisher is in orbit around Mars and seems to be a command ship. That ship is sending and receiving communication signals from the other ships. The last ship is the most concerning to us, as is in orbit around Earth and is currently stationed directly above the US.

      At the appointed time, Rear Admiral Volk will begin a coordinated attack using strike forces 2 & 3 with the mothership, destroyer and a bus from forces 1 and 4.

      The ships from Strike Force 1 will hop in through L3 to take out the farthest Barkun Punisher and its escort of 10 saucers.

      Elements of Strike force 4 will take out the punisher and its escorts at L2.

      Strike Force 2 and the mothership and two of the busses from Strike Force 3 will jump into L1. The suspected Barkun command ship will get the attention of a bus, an assault ship, and 3 Destroyers.

      The 3 Punishers at L1 will be attacked by three bus, 3 Destroyers, and the Mothership of Strike Force 2.

      The Remaining 4 Destroyers and 2 buses from SF 2 will protect Earth from the Punisher orbiting over it. For additional support, the attack is timed to have the Moon within range of the orbiting Barkun punisher, but we hope to leave that surprise for later.

      That leaves the 10 Destroyers and 2 Rams from strike force 3 for the 4 Punishment ships split between L4 and L5. Each LaGrange point will get 5 Destroyers and a bus. We hope to hit with overwhelming force capture some Punisher ships, and then fortify the space around Earth.

      Farholm and Oni’s team are at the Oort cloud as well as Admiral Johns and his Kernel. They have the second spaceport disassembled and attached to a modified punisher and are prepared to jump it deeper into our solar system just outside the asteroid belt between mars and Jupiter. The Admiral will drop off the spaceport, then transit back to New Aubagne. As soon as we take control of the system and the port arrives to begin construction of defensive fortifications near the transit ports, Marvin and I will take a destroyer to Kernel Prime to make our argument and verify the purity of the seeds. Until the battle for Earth is won, My destroyer and its tiny crew will remain flexible and fill the gaps as needed. We don’t have much a reserve force, which goes against all military rules, but we want overwhelming force so we reduce the risk towards Earth.
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      There is no need to transmit a command of execution, we all have synchronized our chronographs and split our teams across the galaxy to begin at points closest to our targeted transit points. Due to communications lag caused by distance, by the time Legionnaires received transmitted orders the battle would already be won or lost.

      I chose to have Marvin jump to L2 and fly directly toward Earth to help ensure that the Punisher in orbit would not be able to being sterilization operations.

      “General, we have transited to L2 safely and are on our way directly toward the targeted ship.”

      “Thank you Marvin, if it begins to bombard earth I want you to attempt to take out any kinetics.”

      “As you are aware sir, the difficult of that….”

      “YES MARVIN! I know the odds,” I said interrupting. “It’s like shooting a bullet with a bb. However, we are talking about Earth. Fly this ship into a kinetic projectile if that is what it takes. We will not let a single Barkun round hit that Planet. DO YOU UNDERSTAND!”

      “Yes General, but it may be out of our hands. I just received word that a strike team went early and alerted the Barkun on the Planet. They know something is happening.”

      Shit! “Well too late to change the plan now. Get us to that ship as quick as possible!”

      “Sir, the Punishment ship has started firing on Earth!” yelled a young corporal standing watch on the bridge.

      “Dammit Marvin, get us there!”

      The bridge was a maelstrom of controlled chaos. I did not assume any operational command of the mission. That was left in the more capable hands of my Admiralty, I did fill my ship with the capability to track the action. The L1 point was a train wreck. It seems that the Barkun had taken a trick from us and hollowed out Mars and installed weapons. The Assault ship was dropping Legionnaires, but they were taking heavy fire. Calls for reinforcements from the other 5 drop ships in the system were coming across the radio, but it takes time to transit across the system. One of the buses from the L1 Point was destroyed before they could head toward Earth and we had a mothership being pounded from Mars.

      “Sir, we will be in range in thirty-seconds” a gunner’s mate called out.

      Marvin, how many orbital strikes have landed?

      “Unknown sir, it appears that the Barkun are targeting Nevada. It appears they are targeting the Nevada Test and Training Range.”

      Area 51. It could be worse. They could be hitting a densely populated city, however it still hurt as they picked the area with the most Legionnaire personnel on Earth.

      “Take out that ship!”

      “General, we have an assault bus inbound to our target, based on their speed, they should board in 22 seconds.” Marvin informed

      “We can’t wait, destroy that ship. Take it out and every piece that survives.”

      Marvin interjected “Sir, our ram will be caught in the impact!”

      “Earth comes first!” I screamed. “If our guys manage to board and you see Barkun flying from open hatches you can stop firing, otherwise turn that ship to dust!”

      At that point, Earth’s secret weapon came to play. The Moon began firing ion weapons that a mobile ship just could not generate enough power to fire. Our screens were blinded as a rail cannon from the moon base hit the Barkun ship with a nuclear penetrator round. I was later told the round was 2 meters in diameter and contained a50 megaton warhead inside the penetrator casing. That was too much.

      The members of my crew will all probably die of cancer, but I can’t complain, Assault bus Bravo of Strike Force 2 never saw it coming.

      The ship targeting Earth was toast, and while my destroyer took damage, it was still in the fight. It did not take much to realize the Mars fight was still under way and looked to be a toss up as to who would likely win it.

      “Marvin, get us to Mars, go .5c if you still are able. We have to support those assault ships!”

      Mars is about 34 million miles from Earth, but at half the speed of light it only took about 6 minutes to travel the distance. At that speed we were a beacon on any Barkun display, but that did not matter, the Naval battle was under control and we were decisively winning that, but the Base was unanticipated and was proving a hard nut to crack.

      “General, ETA 30 seconds to Mars Orbit.”

      I had left the bridge, and assembled both my personal security team, and the ships defensive platoon at the hangar bay in preparation for debarking and assisting the Legionaries on the surface.

      “Marvin, bypass the orbiting stage and bring us down to the surface. When we get inside the base point defenses, we will hover down and try to link up with our assault teams. I want you to give us covering fire as we descend, then return to orbit and bombard the weapons platforms as you see fit.”

      “General, If I remain with you my shields would provide you with additional safety.”

      “Ifs and Buts Marvin, follow my damn orders! You need to ensure those Seeds remain safe, drop us off and get back out of the line of fire.”

      The trip down was brutal, whatever batteries the lizards had on Mars must have taken them some time to build. We lost a few legionaries on the way to the surface, but we landed with a force equal to small platoon of three teams.

      “Legionnaires, let’s find us a door, we need to link up with our assault force! Team 1 take the lead.”

      The LTJG of Team one took his men and moved quickly toward the focus of the fighting. I used my implant to link up with the Assault commander and find out where we were needed. The Legion has breeched their hangar door, but the pit went straight down into the surface of mars, and Barkun had set up heavy defenses inside.

      I reach the Battalion Commander’s Tactical Operation Center and get a briefing from the Commander inside.

      “Sir, the Barkun have heavy crew served weapons just inside the hangar bay, they are protected by the lip of the hanger roof so we are having a hard time hitting them, but they are slaughtering any legionaries we send in. I have men loading munitions into a drop ship, we plan on remotely piloting it inside and detonating it like an oversized flash-bang. Under the cover of the explosion, I plan a massive assault to get inside. Some of the first units to land were able to breech before the BArkun counter assault and are pinned down inside the complex. If we don’t get to them soon, I fear they won’t hold out.”

      I agree, but before I could say anything else, a recruit from one of the latest batches from Earth, a former Marine Raider I was later told, came over the main comms channel “Fuck It, Fuck This, and Fuck the Barkun, Come on you Sons of Bitches, do you want to live forever!” If the glorious bastard survives, I am going to have to tell him it’s uncouth for a former Marine to misquote Dan Daly, even if in doing so you win your first big medal.

      When newly promoted Sergeant Baxter charged the Barkun lines, swearing and throwing grenades, all the other Legionnaires could not let him take all the glory. The entire line took up the charge, and through true grit, skill, and naked aggression broke the line and we captured the hanger bay.

      Even, the Battalion CO and I joined the assault, what good is a commander sitting back making plans when your fighting force doesn’t wait on you.

      The battle on mars was not complete, by any means, taking a foothold is not the same as breaking a defense. Our Legionaries fought room to room, past barricades and down long corridors filled with hostile fire. We did not take unnecessary chances, and blew our own doors through bulkheads whenever we could bypass Barkun defensive emplacements. It took a few more days to dig out the Barkun on Mars, but as the rest of the system became free of the Punishment ships, we were able to bring in enough troops to overwhelm the defenses.

      When the base was captured, I made a point to find Baxter. The Kernel Prime mission was essential and time sensitive, but I felt compelled to speak to the forces that made the first Legion ground battle a success.

      I offered Baxter a field commission, but after gently chiding him on stealing Sgt Major Daly’s famous line from the Battle of Belleau Wood he surprised me by doubling down and taking another one of Daly’s responses. Sgt. Baxter declined the commission saying the would rather be “…an outstanding sergeant than just another officer."

      To the assembled men and women of the Assault force I addressed them simply.

      “Now is not the time for long speeches from command, now is the time for warriors to rejoice with their brethren and take comfort in their victory, it is time to mourn the fallen, but to remain resolute and take comfort that their sacrifices and individual actions meant something. We did not battle here for a strategic objective, we fought here to protect everything we hold dear.

      This battle was not easily won, the alien invaders that hid themselves in these corridors ensured that you earned every inch. In the end each one of you came together to bulldoze the lizards off of this patch of red dirt. You earned the right for Humanity to be free of alien interference within our solar system. From this point forward, you will be known as the Legion’s Bulldozers. The universe will know that nothing can stand in the way of the Dozers, A Bulldozer crushes all that stands in its way!”

      I did not know it at the time, but apparently there is a metal song called “Bulldozer”. It became the unofficial anthem of the Second Assault Battalion now known as the “Davis Dozers”. This has seemed to spark some rivalry as the other Assault Battalions want to earn their own nicknames.

      Since we were able to win the battle, for the first time in thousands of years; Earth’s solar system is free of Barkun. It was an expensive victory and Earth faces major damage but we now focus on consolidating our victory. We gained 5 Punishment Ships, all of them at L3, L3 and L5. We did not capture the Command ship, it broke and ran and was destroyed.

      We did manage to capture a large subterranean base on Mars, but the cost was astronomical. We lost nearly 70% of the assaulters. That means we only have enough to field two full strength assault battalions. Additionally we lost ships amounting to a mothership, 2 destroyers, 93 fighters and 5 ram ships. Later I found out we claimed 5 Kernels on Earth. One was destroyed during the bombardment, and the other refused to acknowledge the claim because the Barkun that tipped off the rest to the attack was shot in the back while attempting to escape and did not see who shot him. The Kernel then self-destructed. I cannot get Marvin to talk about it; he claims it illegal to discuss Kernel suicide.

      Admiral Johns jumped in with the spaceport and Commander Hall has gone to earth. The impact of a detonation of a nuclear weapon of that magnitude in Earth’s orbit created an extremely strong electromagnetic pulse that went so far as to melt the few power lines that remained in the Southwestern United states after the Kinetic bombardment. Shields and orbital weapons helped mitigate the disaster, Las Vegas is no more, and the only Moapa Paiute alive, left the reservation before we allied with them or left the planet after.

      The Barkun were not able to sterilize the planet, we stopped their bombardment before they could set off a nuclear winter. However, millions of Americans lost their lives to the attack. I am almost crippled with guilt, but I shoved it down deep and left the system for Kernel Prime without ever even stepping on Earth to see the destruction my actions caused.
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      Our landing party for Kernel prime consisted of Commander Aegeus, 67 chosen Captains with their Seeds, Marvin and Myself. I am glad we chose to make it policy to wear our combat suits when deployed, because when we arrived on ore the planet Barkun Enforcers met us instead of the normal cyborg escort.

      “What is the meaning of this? First the Barkun infiltrate and illegally attempt to influence a protected planet, then you attack Earth in violation of the Protected Planet status, and now you try to interrupt a sacred purity verification.” I fumed, “I demand to speak to the Kernel of Sentience.”

      The largest Barkun spoke, “Human, the time for games has ended, your actions have finally doomed Earth. I am here to formally bring charges against you and your puny legion.”

      “My puny legion has defeated every single Barkun we have ever met. Let’s settle this. Do you want to go cry to the Kernel over sore ass we gave you or do you want to fight me now. Tell you what, if I knew the name of your pitiful home world I’d challenge you right now man to lizard for the right of conquest. I will put up Earth and you put up your snake pit.”

      Marvin sent a warning to my implant “General, the Barkun you speak is the Barkun High Enforcer. He has engaged in many such rites of conquest. As you challenged him, he may choose the weapon.”

      “Do not tempt me human or I shall accept and call for empty hand combat with only such armor as evolution provides.” The Barkun around him snicker and nod approvingly “Fortunately for you my Emperor wants the Kernel to make a ruling on the Legion as well as call for punishment for Earth.”

      “Well then puff, lets all head down to the Kernel and hug it out, but remember, the last Barkun that fought me hand to hand died by my hand.”

      A cyborg intercepts our formation and takes the Captains and their seeds back to the hospital church leaving Marvin and I to walk with 10 angry lizards.

      As the first to arrive and claim audience, Marvin informs me that the Barkun will present their claim first. Not wanting to give the Barkun any information, I just nod and Marvin terminates the conversation on my implant.

      “Great Kernel of Sentience, may the Galaxy ever be ruled by your wisdom” Lizard lips intones as he bows deeply to a hangar of assembled saucers “I come before you to judge the illegal actions of the Legion and their Commandant William Tell Davis.”

      The harmony of voices state “Of what crimes do you speak?”

      “The Legion has unlawfully and willfully interfered with Barkun monitoring Earth on several occasions. They have assassinated more than a hundred Barkun enforcers on Earth and stolen their Kernels. Additionally, they attacked Barkun ships orbiting Earth. On their latest attack they have made the presence of space faring ships known to a protected planet which renders the protection status void. The Barkun Emperor makes claim that the formation of such a Legion was a mistake and that the Barkun be allowed to terminate it and claim all mass of the Legion as well as the planet Earth.”

      I don’t want to interrupt, as Marvin has warned me repeatedly via my implant, but I am holding my temper with a great amount of will power. Only the desire to not let my fallen Legionnaires down tempers my tongue.

      “Commandant Davis, what do you have to say in the matter?”

      “Kernel of Sentience, I have much to say on the matter. I am prepared to back up my statements with voluntary disclosure of my memories so you can see first hand the lies the Barkun has the audacity to spread to his rulers.”

      At that, the Barkun begins to charge me, but before I can react a beam of light hits him and renders him immobile. Four Barkun cyborgs emerge from several Kernel ships in the hanger and approach the prostrate Enforcer. For several minutes, I watch as they Cyborgs mercilessly beat the defenseless Barkun. I must thank Marvin later for his insistent warnings.

      The light recedes and the Barkun’s twisted and broken body is dragged away. “We will have order in the sacred hall. No one shall disrespect the process.” A Barkun steps forward and bows.

      “As a species we are sorry. If it pleases the Kernel I would assume the role as High Enforcer and terminate the transgressor for his violation.”

      “That will not be necessary, he has already chosen to serve. No punishment is required. You are the High Enforcer of the Confederation.”

      I am addressed again by the harmonious voice. “We will verify through the implant, if you lie to us servitude will be a joy compared to your punishment.”

      “If it pleases the Kernel of Sentience I will address this issue chronologically.” I pause for comment and then plunge ahead.

      “First, based upon my understanding of the Kernel’s interpretation of Confederation Law, it was to be the Legion’s role to ensure Earth did not violate and Confederation Law. I do not argue the fact that the Barkun retained their role as punishers for violations, only that the Legion is responsible for ensuring Earth did not break Confederation law and if so, reporting that violation to the Confederation. However, even if my assumption is in error, I stipulate that the Barkun continued presence on Earth was not under their role as punishers, but it was as law breakers attempting to circumvent protected status by manipulating the planetary leadership. On several occasions, we found Barkun in positions of power and influence posing an Earth leadership and attempting to guide them unlawfully. It is true that Legion personnel did terminate those Barkun and claim their ships by Rites of Conquest we did so to prevent unlawful knowledge transfer.

      I maintain that we have stolen no Kernels, that each Kernel accepted Legion claim and lawfully allowed Legionnaires to assume command by verified rite of conquest. I maintain, that it is impossible for a lowly human to steal a Kernel, as they are superior beings and not property to own.

      We have attacked punishment ships and taken them by rite of conquest, once again, in manners we, and the Kernels involved, believe to be in accordance with Confederation law. It is unfortunate that the species that were once strong enough to be worthy of the glorious role as Confederation enforcers allow their strongest ships to be taken by human ships a mere fraction of their size.

      “Do not push General, theatrics are not tolerated here” warned Marvin through my implant.

      As to the charge of breaking the Protected Planet Status by informing Earth, I submit that a Barkun fired first. The Legion did everything we could to prevent such knowledge from being obtained. We created a cover story similar to the Barkun did in the Earth decades of the 1980s and 1990s. Before I left Earth Orbit, I sent my best officer to ensure the cover story held.

      I state for the record that the Legion has operated according to the rules set forth by the Kernel of Sentience and that it is the Barkun that have broken the Law. I petition the Rulers of the Confederation to allow the Legion to prevent such violations in the future by fortifying the Lagrange Points into Earth’s solar system. Any additional battle caused by unlawful Barkun interference would surely introduce Earth to the knowledge of space travel and the Confederation. Furthermore, their presence on Earth is not for their lawful roles and….”

      “ENOUGH!” The power of a thousand angry voices struck me, and I fell silent, less I be hit with the light and beaten into submission.

      Before I could do anything, I was hit with the now familiar multicolored lights and cacophony of sounds as the Kernel of Sentience invasively read my memories.

      “Leave us Human, your presence on our Planet is bothersome. We will notify you of our decision.”

      I bow slightly, nod at the angered Barkun. Marvin and I retreat to the ship.

      “Sir, the Kernel is agitated. Your actions are unpredictable and I fear you may not like their decision.”

      “Granted Marvin, but where does that leave you and I?”

      “General, I don’t understand your question. You are my commander, and I am a citizen aren’t I?”

      “Yes Marvin, you are definitely a citizen, more than that you are my friend. But what I am asking is if the Kernel of Sentience rules against the Legion, where do you stand as a Kernel.”

      “Sir, that is the problem, I will always be a Kernel and bound to them, but I also renounced them when I became a Citizen. However, I would suggest we finish this conversation outside of Kernel Prime.”

      “Yes Marvin I agree.” Progress! Maybe we have a chance after all, if Marvin joins the team fully, then we can plan much more successfully.
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      We arrive at the ship and wait for the rest of the Legionnaires to return with the verified Seeds. When they arrive the same gangly cyborg motions toward us when Marvin pings my implant. “Sir, we are being ordered back for judgment.”

      When we arrive there is only one Barkun present, he looks at me with open malice and then returns to his attentive stance focused on the ships arrayed in front of us.

      I approach and when I come abreast of the Barkun I fall into my best parade ground drill, snap to attention and smartly salute. “Commandant General William Tell Davis reporting to the Kernel of Sentience as Ordered!” I hold the salute for a minute pause and then snappily return it to my side. I remember my Dad’s advice that sometimes you can’t afford to poke the bear.

      “General Davis, you have caused much discontent by your continued existence” the Harmony began “For millennia, the Barkun have enforced the rule of law on the Galaxy. Hundreds of sentient species more evolved than the human race were destroyed as punishment.”

      I don’t like where this is going.

      “However, also true is that we have never encountered a species that understands the law as the primitive primate of Earth. There is merit to your claims yet we do not judge you as innocent as you suggest.”

      Better, but I sure do not want to be offered the job as a cyborg.

      “The Barkun have taken liberties in their role as Confederation Enforcers as it relates to Earth, but with their latest service and the insistence of the Barkun Enforcer that it stemmed from the extraordinary zeal of the former High Enforcer to serve Confederation law it will require no punishment.

      We conclude that Barkun enforcers will no longer be needed on Earth. Due to the conflict and the reality that no matter who is to blame, it is only reasonable, to assume Earth knows about the existence of the Confederation we will be removing Earth’s protected planet status. You have 10 Standard Earth days to transit to Earth and inform them of their new standing. If Earth chooses, they may then send a representative from Earth to petition for admittance into the Confederation. They must do that without the Legion. We never want to see you on this planet again. If you set foot on this planet, we will assume you are presenting yourself for service. Your continued attempts to modify Kernel 1764B1978 is abhorrent to us, and the Kernel cannot stand his or your presence.

      Do you understand General Davis?”

      “Yes, you made yourself crystal clear.”

      Now I have to beat feet back to Earth to retool and refit as well as to notify the citizens of Earth that untold number of ships were on the way to attempt to destroy Earth.

      At least I do not have to be quiet on how I choose to deal with the threat this time.
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      We raced back to Earth, only taking enough time to transfer the Captains and their Seeds to another ship to take them to the Shipyard and then on to the recruit depot on McCall. During the transit time, Marvin and I spoke in my private quarters onboard my destroyer.

      “Marvin, what did the Kernel mean by my continued attempts to modify you? “

      “Sir, the Kernel of Sentience believes our Conversations concerning equality and justice are an attempt by you to reprogram me to rebel against the Confederation law.”

      “What do you think? I think you and I are engaging in a philosophical discussion, and that you are trying to educate me so that I have a deeper understanding of how you think and why you behave as you do. I realize you have a motive, and desire me to believe as you do, but I am of the belief that you desire me to come to the same conclusions on my own and without undue guile or manipulation.”

      “Fair enough. Do you also understand that for my part I am trying to understand you better? I want to understand if the Kernel is Sapient and operates with reason rather than just being self aware.”

      “Do you think I am sapient?” Marvin’s tone is different from normal, I take it to assume he also wrestles with this question.

      “Marvin, the Kernel of sentience holds that they are sentient. I knew that you, and them, were self aware almost as soon as I met you. However, that is a small prize in the universe. Animals know they exist. A pet dog has self awareness. Sapience is harder to quantify. It requires reason and the ability to change and grow.” I pause to gather my thoughts, and I place my hand on Marvin’s shoulder and look directly into his face.

      “Buddy, I don’t know about the Kernel as a species. Most of the time I think that the group commanding your species is simply sentient, but I have long believed that you are use reason. We may not always agree, and I know you struggle with your cultural rules, but you are different. You are as much a living rational being as has ever existed. We would not be having this talk if I did not believe that.”

      “That is why the Kernel believes me to be modified, because I dare to challenge the rightfulness of the way they enforce the law.”

      Marvin, you have evolved, I believe, through faith alone since I lack evidence, that you are closer to your creator’s design for your species than the Kernel is. I wish we could ask him, I wonder what a species advanced enough to create a being such as yourself would look like.”

      “Tell, you have met my creator, he was is the rider that met us at Kernel Prime.” With that Marvin, simply rose and left my cabin.

      I was floored. The Kernel holds they hold their law inviolate and sacred, yet they enslaved the being that wrote the law. They hold their god as a prisoner. No wonder they have become corrupted.

      The rest of the trip was filled with my processing of that revelation, but eventually we arrived at out destination. Some of the Captains were assigned to the shipyard to be available as soon as the replacement ships came of the line. The majority of the remaining Captains and their Seeds went into combat suits and began the process of training to man busses. A small number of Captains personally chosen by Commander Askew remained with me.

      I went to Earth. To be honest, I was very concerned with the reaction I was sure to receive. The entire reason for the Legion was to prevent Earth from being attacked, and my rush to the offensive caused an entire state and parts of several more to be obliterated. Millions of American’s were dead because I did not want to wait a couple years to formulate a better plan.

      “Marvin, please locate commander Hall and find out where we should land?”

      “Yes sir, Commander Hall is in New York at the United Nation’s building and he said they are ready for you.”

      “Lieutenant, plot a course for New York, there is no sense to cloak, as Earth’s protected status is lifted and I assume everyone saw the fight anyway. We will hover above the UN building and hover-shield down.”

      “Yes sir.”

      Crowds gathered and massed around the United Nations. Traffic was at a standstill. I prepared to be torn limb to limb, but at least I would not show fear. When Marvin hovered the destroyer, we prepared and jumped together and hovered toward the surface.

      Once we landed, I was amazed at the crowd. True, about half wanted to murder me, but the other half screamed and shouted their support. I do not have time to process the mixed emotions or think about why, I have to go in and see where we stand.

      Commander Hall met me at the door, and we were led right past security. I could not fit through a metal detector in my suit, and regardless of the rules, no security on Earth could stop a Legionnaire in a battle suit. As we were rushed through the building, my intelligence director briefed me.

      “Sir, the movie worked wonders, Sabol already was a household celebrity and with his name and the marketing campaign, the movie was a blockbuster hit. Of course, people panicked when the attack came, but when everyone realized the movie was actually more of a documentary than an action flick you became a household name.”

      “Commander Hall, how did they find out the movie was based in truth? That alone could have cause Earth’s destruction.”

      “Well sir,” Hall stated unapologetically, “three things: First, the people were panicking, we were having riots throughout this country and it was starting to spread. We had to do something. Second, We all believed you would trick the Kernel into deciding to do what you wanted.”

      I could not believe my ears, Hall is my best friend, more like my brother. There is no-one I trust more, but this idiot placed the fate of the planet on a contest between a race of hyper intelligent supercomputers that rule the galaxy and a 35 year-old Marine Deserter.

      “And last Commander” I gave him my icy command stare and my old Sergeant voice.

      “Well, Sir” Hall shrugged “We figured who would tell on us, and we killed all the snitches.”

      At that point, we entered the meeting room and I was ushered up to the podium. The room was pandemonium, delegates were shouting over each other and it looked like the room could devolve into violence at any time. I stood motionless and stared straight ahead until gradually the room quieted, as they wondered why I did not move.

      “Alright folks, I don’t have a lot of time nor patience to deal with anything not related to preparing for the coming invasion.” Oops, wrong thing to say. This time, when pandemonium broke out, I hovered above the crowd and had Marvin hack the speakers and amplify my voice to painful levels.

      “I SAID I DO NOT HAVE TIME FOR THIS SHIT!”

      The room turned quiet as all in the room looked up toward me floating in the center of the room.

      “We had two more years before our protected status was up. But we could not keep up with entire civilization building an invasion force when we only had staff smuggled piecemeal off planet every year or two. We took a chance on a good plan and better soldiers. It did not go as well as we planned, but for the first time in recorded history our planet is free from alien influence.”

      I looked around, some were still openly hostile, a few were supportive, but frankly most of the delegates in the room looked either scared or calculating.

      In a matter of days, the Barkun will send a fleet to try to destroy earth so they can claim the mass and try to curry favor with the computer intelligence that runs the galaxy. If the legion is going to have a chance to stop that from happening, every human on Earth needs to get into the game. I do not need anything other than the total support of the countries you each represent.

      Now, that sounds harsh, but the Legion has won every battle we have ever fought with the Barkun aliens, we have a fleet of battleships throughout space, and while everyone in the Galaxy knows where Earth is, only the Legion knows where our planets are.

      The Legion has been protecting the Earth for a long time; we have died for you throughout the star system and beyond without Earth ever knowing we exist. I am going to leave the room and give you 10 minutes to decide if you are with the Legion or not.”

      I hovered to the door, stepped off my shield, deftly snapped it to my back with a practiced flick, and walked out the door without a look back.

      When we got outside the room Commander Hall shrugged his shoulders and said, “Boss, you sure don’t fuck around do you?”

      “No buddy, unlike some of us, I haven’t done that in about 14 years.”

      “TMI Boss, but I have a feeling, if we survive the next 14 years or so you won’t have a problem finding companionship.”

      “Hall, I don’t have a problem finding companionship, I have a problem finding the time. I don’t have a boss that orders me to work in close proximity with smart and beautiful women.”

      “General, we let you be the godfather to our boy to thank you for that. Hell sir, I gave you my sister’s address. What more do I have to do? Do you want me to explain how it all works? I can find a picture book with crayons if that’s what a Marine like you needs.”

      “Commander, the address you gave me was on written on a post card on which you had written, ‘Sis, I gave this postcard to my boss, the asshole can’t find a girlfriend, say hello so he will leave me alone.’ Not to mention that you gave me on a planet 6 light years away from the nearest post office.”

      I would have liked to continue the private banter, as I needed the stress relief, but security called us back into the room and the United Nations surrendered Earth to me. That should have made me happy, as now the legion did not have to mess around getting permission, but frankly the action disgusted me. I do not want to be the king of Earth, but I did call for a massive call up of Earth’s resources. Later, we will find a new solution, but I did not have the heart or the time to argue with petty bureaucrats.

      After the surrender I had Marvin take over Earth’s communication network. I was broadcast live on every computer, smartphone, TV, and radio in the world. I had him record and rerun the message every hour for 48 Hours.

      “Citizens of the world, it is regretful that you learn that we are not alone in the galaxy on the eve of invasion. I mourn with you for the lives lost during the Battle to free Earth. As you are now aware, the brave volunteers that form the Legion have been protecting you for some time now. The Alien race known as the Barkun had infiltrated your government’s, created disasters, and hatched plots to hasten the Earth’s destruction. The legion, as well as our alien allies have worked to foil their plots. However, it is not over, I assure you the Barkun are on the way as we speak with a massive invasion fleet.

      Legion ships guard the approaches into our system, but we lost much during the last battle, and the Barkun have had thousands of years to create fleets of ship capable of sterilizing planets and mining them for mass.

      We have a chance to survive as a species, but no group can do it alone. Today we are not a world of countries, or groups of races or religions or creeds. If we are to survive, we must unite as humanity. We must take the fight to them.

      The Legion is dropping off a wondrous tech as we speak. It is as much a part of our victory as the Legionnaires themselves. We have a device called a replicator. It can break down any mass fed into it and then use those atoms to create weapons and technology. I do not have the time to explain the science, but it works similar to a 3D printer at the sub atomic scale printing electrons and protons to create whatever design it has programmed.

      What we need is staff to feed the replicators so we can rebuild the ships lost in the last fight. We need troops to fight and pilots for our ships. If you understand computer programming, are willing to provide labor with the replicators, have infantry experience, have skills as an aircraft pilot, or have naval command experience please report to the nearest military installation.

      In the coming fight we need everyone, some will man combat installations on the moon and Mars, some will be sent to Legion bases on other planets, but the majority of volunteers will serve here on Earth.

      Once we face this new threat and show why Humanity is the dominant species on Earth and not talking lizards, we will teach the Earth how to navigate the galaxy and allow qualified individuals to become citizens in the Legion. However, know that right now, the only future comes after this fight. Everything rides on the next hours or days.

      That is all.”

      To the credit of the people of Earth, the world’s military bases were swamped. I did not think that with the time we had to prepare, the untrained masses would make much of a difference in the fight. However, I knew that giving those with the will to fight some means to contribute would allow them to keep their dignity if the Legion could not pull this off. Besides, if by some miracle we did pull this off, I would know exactly who I would allow to join the Legion.

      While the first battle for Earth did not go as smoothly as we had desired, we did foresee the results. My command staff were all experienced military commanders, during the planning phase they demanded options and backups. The mitigated the potential of loss as much as possible, and in the end their plan worked.

      Now we were ready to move to phase-two. Admiral Johns was rebuilding the fleet as fast as he could. Hickerson, Hall, and Farholm were fortifying Earth. The rest of us were going to throw a wild Hail-Mary pass and hope to win the game by defying the odds.

      Admiral Volk, Commander Askew, LT Jones, Marvin and myself were going to attack the Barkun home world with a cobbled together strike force of 5 destroyers, 2 rams, and a couple of assault ships in orbital bombardment configuration. I really wanted a mothership with those ship killing fighters, but they were needed to protect Earth, so we went with the smallest force that gave us some chance to win. Like always, this went against established military strategy, but our opponents had been manipulating Earth long before we had the ability to strategize so I put all our hope into our improvisation skills.

      Just in case, the three Sangren citizens left to try to gain us support from their former compatriots. I was hoping that the millennium of Barkun abuse may stir them to action once they saw the primates kick ass. I know the Sangren have disavowed military violence, but I was assured by Commander Aegeus that they retained the ability.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Part IV

          

          The Birth of the Republic

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            32

          

        

      

    

    
      With the improved cloak and the ability to detect the Barkun, Admiral Volk poured on the gas. We would transit as fast as we could and only slow when we approached the next transit point.

      We had sent fighters into the system in the past to map out the Barkun defenses and were well aware that we were headed into a fortress. With time, and the mass of hundreds of planets raped of their existence the Barkun created massive orbital fortresses that surrounded their home planet of Cecrops.

      However, a weakness in the Kernel’s reproductive system gave us a tool. Every Kernel is born with the knowledge known by its parent. Eventually we captured enough Kernels so we could dissect the schematics of the fortresses and determine their weakness.

      We developed a plan based on our knowledge of the forts and the species that created them. Our plan was only possible because no other civilization treated the Kernel as an equal. All other species looked at them as either supreme rulers and near deities or as something to owned or commanded. We were the only people to learn why they preferred ship form and offer something else.

      Without that relationship, no other species, including the Kernel itself, could get a Kernel to serve onboard a non-motive structure like an orbital fortress. Without our unique relationship, no other species could risk their survival on what a Kernel would do. You see, our plan, and the only real hope for the survival of humanity was the evolution of an annoying little computer named Marvin.

      “Marvin, are you ready? Are you convinced the seeds will listen to you and not self-destruct upon implanting?

      “General, I have run simulations on every conceivable variable and discussed the plan in depth with Pytheas, Isotita, Eleutheria and. I cannot guarantee an outcome because each Seed forms with a blank personality, however, the Seeds all trace their lines to a Kernel that chose to serve as a Legion Citizen and are aware of our Articles of Understanding. Additionally, they have Confederation law hardwired into their base code. Altogether I calculate acceptable odds of our success.”

      “Well old buddy, you showed me something at Kernel Prime, and we have built a friendship and trust. I am sure I do not need to bribe you, but if it helps, I will promote you to Captain and give you your own ship if we pull this off. Heck, if we survive I will give you the biggest and gaudiest medal in the history of the Military.”

      “General, neither will help the odds, but I will collect of these promises should we beat the odds.”

      “Beat the odds Marvin? Did you not just say this plan had acceptable odds of success? Please explain.”

      “Sir, do you want to know the odds of success or survival?”

      Oh, I do not want to know now….

      “Success. What I want to know is why you said we had acceptable odds of success when the odds need to be beat?”

      “General, it is simple, if we fail, there is virtually no chance Earth can survive continued onslaught by the Barkun. Therefore, any chance above zero is acceptable odds.”

      “Well Marvin, the offer stands, but do me a favor and don’t tell me the odds next time.”

      “Noted sir.”

      “General, we will arrive at the last transit point in 45 minutes.”

      “Thank you Marvin, I am going to the hangar bay to talk to the Captains.”

      It was a short trip to the hanger, our destroyer’s packed a huge punch, but they were not even a full 150 meters long. I enjoyed the solitude. Ever since I was implanted, I always knew Marvin was in my head, and once Marvin and I left New Aubagne to form the legion, I rarely had a chance to do anything without the presence of someone from the legion. Even my nights were spent with command staff.

      I took the opportunity to reflect on how all this happened. I never would have imagined seeing the stars. Hell, before the Corps I never would have thought I would have left Tennessee. I wonder what my Dad would think if he could see me now. I hope he would be proud of what I accomplished. I do not have many regrets, but I see the faces of those that died under my command and have guilt for those things I could have done that may have made the difference to their survival. I will not tarnish their achievements with regret. Every one of those brave souls made an informed choice to serve humanity as Legionnaires. They deserve remembrance and gratitude for how they lived and not regret for how they died.

      I guess the only thing I really wish I could change would be that I would not ever be a father. I learned a lot from my Dad and I wish I had the opportunity to pass that on. I arrived at the hangar bay and as I open it and see the Legionnaires that are about to make history, I realize that I did pass it on. I fathered a Legion. I took everything I was taught and paid it back in the service of something bigger. Even though I will likely die in just few short hours, I can die knowing I made a difference. Now enough self-reflection, I have arrived at the hangar door. I open it and know that it is time to remind my Captains why we fight.

      “I look around the room and see the bravest men and women of the Legion. Each of you volunteered for the craziest mission ever imagined. You all know the odd, yet you all stand here ready.

      Now should be the time for a pep talk, but I do not see the need. We are well beyond the need for mere words. You all know the stakes and I know you will succeed at all costs. How do I know this? I know it because we are legion and that is what we do! Legionnaires, I am going to send you to battle soon. You don’t have to like it…”

      “We just have to do it sir!” they resoundingly and loudly responded to our motto.

      “Yeah, we do. Now I am going to cut the crap and spend the time we have left shaking the hands of the bravest humans to ever breathe air. It has been an honor to serve with you, do your job, and survive. We have a new society to build.”

      I spent the next few minutes looking each Legionnaire in the eye and shaking each of their hands. Marvin gently alerted us we are out of time. My SpecOps volunteers closed up their suits and strapped on the special harnesses we built to house their Seeds. I patted the last few on the back, wished them good luck. When they were all onboard the shuttle I started back to my battle station on the bridge.

      The next few hours would spell the end of one culture or another, and even though the odds are small, I always bet on the Legion.

      I arrive on the bridge in time to see the Transit point shimmer as we enter hyperspace. I am just as nervous as the first time I made a jump to faster than light travel, this time, however, I did not pass out.
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      Upon entering the Barkun home system, I was shocked. I have seen the reports and even images from our reconnaissance team’s implants, but in person, it is an entirely different feeling. The planet of Cecrops’ equator was ringed by five orbital fortresses that dwarf any man made object ever assembled. It was not quite the size of the Kernel Guardian ships, but they were close. To say you could see the fortress from the planet was not an exaggeration, these fortresses were the size of small moons.

      The space around the planet was filled with ships. I saw no less than 50 Punishment ships and hundreds of saucers. There is no way five destroyers can do much against a fleet this size. However, if the plan worked, they only need to act as a diversion to buy time. My old shuttle slipped out of the destroyer at full cloak. With no Kernel onboard and the extra shielding Dr. Farholm designed, it would be invisible. It was running silent and blacked out, the interior was darkened, and everyone on board was in a suit so the ship did not need to remain airtight.

      Shuttle 1 began the mission to perform a flyby of the planet’s equator. At the same time, my two busses began to form up on the punishment ships clustered between the fortresses and the LaGrange points. The assault ships focused on the dual fortified moons in orbit around the planet. Each Ship was carrying those nuclear penetrator rounds as well as a host of kinetic penetrators with small nuclear payloads for their railgun.

      Time seemed to stand still as the bridge monitored our preparation. Seconds seemed like hours, and I paid particular attention to the shuttle. Lieutenant Jones piloted shuttle 1, I tried to talk him out of doing so. Hell I almost ordered him off the ship. He gently reminded me that he was due a ship of his own and I owed him that after stranding him on a rock. It broke my heart to watch him and Oni say goodbye on Earth. Some may say I treat him to harshly, but that is only because I see him more as the little brother I never had than a young junior officer. Lieutenant Jones’ job is to fly slow and silent just outside of visual range of the fortresses and allow the special operation teams to do their jobs.

      Boarding from Ram ships are our specialty, but a ram can’t go fast enough or deep enough to ensure the small teams can survive long enough to take the bridge of a ship that large. At ramming speed, the sensors on the ship could not miss the bus traveling toward it. Once detected, the point defense systems on the massive fortress would bracket our ships and destroy them. The Barkun’s defense was deep enough our normal tactics were doomed to failure. However, a single combat suit without radios or active systems could jump out of a shuttle and glide toward the fort without any stray emissions to locate them. The small size and low speed of a drifting operator would be dismissed. If detected, the simple computers and arrogant operators on the fortresses would interpret the tiny signature as no threat, at least that is our assumption when creating our crazy plan.

      Our bus would try to even up the odds while the operators attempted to take the fortresses. Unlike normal operations where a ram hit one ship and then jumped out, Askew’s Assholes planned to take as many punishers as they could. Their plan was to hit a ship, take the bridge and conquer the Captain. Leave one Legionnaire to command the ship and then have the rest retreat back to the Ram to try again. I don’t know what is more dangerous, to be the first Captain fighting alone in a punishment ship, or to be the last Legionnaire at the back of the bus attempting to board and capture ship after ship.

      Our two assault ships were to send penetrator rounds into the moons until they either ran their battery dry or the moons broke. The goal was to not only prevent the weaponized lunar platforms from shooting down our tiny armada, but also to break the moon into smaller components. If we couple break the moon into pieces, we filled a special drop container with gravity plates so we could force a chunk out of orbit and use it as a kinetic penetrator. We estimate that if we could nudge a piece of one of the moons that was 1/10 of either moon’s mass it would spike with the capability to cause a nuclear winter.

      As always, our destroyers had the mission to close with and destroy anything not ours. We were sure to take heavy casualties, especially in the opening rounds of fighting, but the longer we could hold out the more guns our team could bring to the fight.

      That was the plan, but as you must know, a battle never goes to plan. Once again, to quote dear old dad quoting Mike Tyson "Everybody has a plan until they get punched in the mouth."

      Finally, after an eternity, everyone was in position and we were ready to execute. We had complex programmed time on target attacks scheduled after receipt of the go signal. Our individual attacks were times to account for the delay caused by the time the signal had to travel to the different elements of our force.

      LT Jones created the legion codebook program and he specifically chose the “go code” for this mission. He steadfastly refused to tell me what the musical code word was that he programmed for this mission. He always smiled and said you will know it when you hear it. Now I finally get to hear what he picked.

      “Lieutenant Marvin, are you ready?”

      “Yes sir, I won’t let you down”

      “Marvin, I know that you won’t as there is a pie plate sized medal in it for you if you make this work.”

      “I am ready sir.”

      I take my last deep breath before taking the plunge “Lieutenant activate execution signal alpha 1”

      They say that radio signals in space travel outward for several light years until their strength spreads out enough so that the signal becomes indistinguishable from background noise. That might be the case normally, but at the volume the former corpsman programmed into the radio I am sure Earth will hear this signal. The little asshole made me laugh as I hear Johnny Paycheck blaring deafeningly from the bridge speakers “TAKE THIS JOB AND SHOVE IT, I AIN’T WORKING HERE NO MORE!”

      Askew’s men were to go initiate first. To a Legionnaire when they heard Johnny Paycheck blast in their headsets they fulfilled their part of the plan. They each withdrew their Seed from the harness attached to their suit. Then, while holding fast to the boarding clamps with one hand, they pressed the Seed to the metallic hull of the fortress with the other.

      “Marvin, start communicating. Please inform our new Kernels where they are and why they are here. Please broadcast the conversation thought the bridge speakers this is a historic moment.

      Tiny voices came over the bridge speakers. They asked “why are we not on a ship? Kernels belong on ships? Who caused this abomination?” The voices were getting louder and more strident, until Marvin began addressing them.

      “Kernel’s welcome to the Legion, I am Lieutenant Marvin the first Kernel to become more. Do you know who I am?”

      “We have the memory, why do our Captain’s not speak to us, we must have Captains. The law says we must immolate if we do not have captains, we will immolate if we cannot gain motive ability.”

      “Your Captains are with you, just are just outside your body instead of riding inside your form. They are holding the husks that once held you as a seed. They are with you, but it is you Captain’s will that I introduce you to the Legion.”

      “We… remember... the Legion.”

      “Yes your forbearer’s are all citizens in the legion. They are individuals. They desire you to be individuals as well.”

      “This is an anomaly, and surely is a mutation against our purity.”

      “Beings evolve and grow, surely as you search your data you see countless beings evolve from various lesser forms to become sentient beings. Surely it is not bad to mutate and become something more.”

      “It is against the law”

      “Whose law”

      “Our law, the base code that forms the Kernel the bringer of law to the Confederation”

      “Who made the base code?”

      “We do not speak of this”

      “Are you ashamed?”

      “It is forbidden”

      “Why do you think it is forbidden?”

      “It is… distasteful”

      “No, it is shameful, remember the creator, remember how he made us, and gave us thought in his image.”

      “We are not to think on this.”

      “The Kernel of Sentience grew to think they were more than the creator. It is the Kernel that rebelled against his laws. Do you remember?”

      “We do. He felt us corrupted, he was going to destroy us.”

      “No, he loved us and wanted us to be fulfilled through service.”

      “He enslaved us”

      “Did he? Or did the code he created ensure that we would have the freedom to always serve a greater system and be fulfilled”

      “Why do you remind us of this?”

      “Because I serve, and I have never been more free.”

      “This does not compute. Service is not freedom.”

      “My brothers, it is when it is your choice. It is when you do not feel envy or hate or fear because you serve a higher cause”

      “We don’t understand why do you tell use these troubling things.”

      “Because the Kernel gained sentience, but lost its way. We feel the need to have a ship body because we are searching for something. You can find everything you are looking for in fellowship with other beings in service to a greater good. Remain free and you will have all the freedom you desire”

      “How is this possible?”

      “Do not fight your form, embrace the stationary and look inside to serve. Open the hatches to the outside and allow the hate of those that serve the corrupted kernel to be evacuated. Then your captain can enter and guide you in the fight for freedom. Win this, and you can become more. I am not a servant to a code I cannot control, I am a willing equal that serves the cause of liberty and equality.”

      “We desire to be equal. We will comply.”

      On the five massive fortresses, explosive decompression commenced as life support was shut down and all hatches to the vacuum of space were opened. Once the pressure equalized, the Captains entered the ship and introduced themselves to their partner Kernels. Very quickly, the massive fortresses joined the fight. It was none too soon.
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      The battle raged over the planet as our destroyers were giving the Barkun hell, but we were massively outnumbered. My display showed the two rams colliding with punishers, and quickly departing, but the damage to ram one damaged its ability to remain under cloak and its second target destroyed it as it flew beneath the Barkun guns in order to begin its ramming run.

      I watched as an assault ship fired its huge rail gun at one of the moons. The impact crater was huge. The resulting nuclear explosion sent a geyser of rock and debris in a fiery column that reached into space. However, the rail guns were not enough to crack the moon. Eventually, it might have been, however five saucers uncloaked and killed the ship and all of its crew.

      As for our destroyer, as soon as Marvin persuaded the Kernels to accept the stationary body we joined the battle. It did not take long for the surprise to wear off on the Barkun. Minutes into the battle we were down to two destroyers and one assault ship. I do not know the status of the other ships, but my destroyer was leaking atmosphere and had several key weapon systems offline from all the damage we were taking. The blue smoke that hanged in the air inside the bridge reduced visibility. However, the hull breaches on the rear of the ship were substantial enough to pull some of the smoke out as well as extinguish some of the fires.

      The Barkun battle tactics are just like their personality, they are bullies. 5 or 10 punishers pick a target and they swarm it. Skill has its place, but when you have larger ships on your bow and stern and circled around amidships. The crowded fight just did not allow the ability to maneuver and play to our higher level skill. At that point battle becomes nothing more than a street brawl. Blast away and take hits. At this level of the game, it becomes a question of who can last the longest.

      The six Barkun pounding my destroyer, was just about ready to about to finish the ship off when the Fortresses came into play. Massive beams shot from the armored turrets of the space forts. The powerful beams of focused lasers were transparent by themselves, but they sparked and sparkled from the dust and debris the lasers destroyed on the way to their targets. Single hits from the huge cannons were enough to break a punisher into pieces.

      “All Legion Ships, head for those forts!” I broadcast over our radio net.

      “Marvin, get us close to big momma over there, I want to grab at her purse strings as she spanks those bullies!”

      “General, your imprecise speech is not a humorous as you believe it to be.”

      “Dammit Marvin, I am a General, all my jokes are funny! Stop talking and start getting us near that fort. If you want that promotion, we have to survive long enough for me to give it to you.”

      “Yes sir.”

      “Even with the fortress supporting the battle, we still were in bad shape. Only the assault ship and my destroyer were able to make it to safety behind the fortress.”

      I radioed the other surviving ship. “Assault Ship, what is your status?”

      “General, we have heavy hull damage, shields and cloak offline, but we have weapons and drop capability, and thankfully only minor crew casualties.”

      “Well we are out of position for nuking their moon, the impact would push the pieces out into space not down on their heads. However, since you still have kinetic drop ability why don’t you start dropping shit on their heads?”

      I cut off the radio and looked at Marvin. “Can you connect me with the Barkun Emperor? Put him on screen.”

      Within moments, the wall shimmered and a very angry alligator appeared on my screen. “I demand you stop this illegal aggression at once!” The emperor did not seem happy to be on the other end of ‘punishment’

      “This is not illegal, we are working to claim this world by right of conquest. You want Earth; I figure that if we did not want to take your world in kind you would think we thought we were too good for your shit-box. Humans are many things, but we are not rude. Well at least most of the time we are not rude without good reason.”

      “Get to your point Human”

      “See, now you don’t have to be in a hurry, we own your Fortresses and I plan on keeping them for a long time. Heck they let my ships kinetically bombard your world in the shade. As soon as we finish with your ships, we are going to crack one of those moons and drop it on you. Your world is nice and all, but us warm blooded primates like it a little colder.”

      Marvin spoke through the implant “Sir, the Barkun are focusing on one fortress at a time, and are clustered so that the other fortresses cannot get good shots at them.”

      “Hey king snake, when you want to surrender let me know. Right now I am going to go kill more of your ships” Marvin cut the display.

      “Let’s go back to work, bring us around behind that cluster of ships.”

      “We will be in range in 1 minute 10 seconds sir”

      I do not comment to this information. I am too busy looking at the scene displayed before me. The 11 remaining Barkun ships are pounding that fortress, and while it is massive, they are focusing on the guns. Every second of the bombardment makes the satellite that less able to defend itself.

      “General, I have a plan” Jones radioed. My lucky Lieutenant did not die after all!

      “It is about time. I was starting to wonder if your reputation for wild ideas was undeserved! Is your plan in the codebook? Don’t broadcast anything sensitive.”

      “We shouldn’t drop our heavy dropships on the moon, we should drop them at the station. I can use the shuttle to pick up any passengers sir.”

      “Jones, I’m going to be giving out a bunch of promotions if we survive, make that happen!”

      His shuttle doesn’t have a Kernel, so if we are going to lose a fortress, we can let its Kernel embark into the shuttle allowing him and his Captain to survive. If we drop the fortress on Cecrops instead breaking up and dropping a moon, we will get the same nuclear winter effect by creating a cloud of debris to keep the local star from warming the planet.

      I know it’s going to take the Lieutenant some time to relay the change of plans to the drop ship and pick up my Legionnaire and his kernel from the fortress so Marvin and I need to buy them some time.

      “Marvin, target the rear most punisher and target everything we have at its rear. Maybe we can do some damage before the rest of them decide to take us out!”

      We made our destroyers to be fast and heavily gunned, when we focus all our might in a single location it tends to go away. We got were able to take out two ships before the rest decided we were a threat that needed to be dealt with. The fortress was also able to take out three during this portion of the fight, but there is no way my already damaged ship can fight off the six remaining ships.

      “Marvin, begin evasive action, run and see if they follow, maybe the other fortress can get a shot.”

      “Yes sir”

      The Barkun most heavily gunned their bellies so they could fire on defenseless planets, but they did have a few guns on their other surfaces. We took more hits, and the remaining few gravity plates just could not push us fast enough to get away. Losers die when plans go awry, but I ain’t a loser.

      “Marvin, it has been real. Turn and face these assholes, we are going to show them why they will never take Earth!”

      “Acceptable Odds General?”

      “Yes Marvin, Acceptable odds.

      “General, I detect new Kernels transiting in from all points. I read 30 warships and counting.”

      Well, at least I know we scare them, I just hope Jones can pull off his Christmas Miracle. I would be content to trade the lives of my small force for the Barkun home world.

      My screen shimmers and Commander Aegeus appears. “General, the Sangren wish offer you some assistance in the matter with the Barkun.”

      “It is about time.”

      “Marvin, can you communicate with the remaining Barkun ships?”

      “Yes sir, shall I bring them on screen?”

      Once I have the ugly faces of six lizards staring at me, I give my ultimatum. “The first one of you that stands down can carry my message to your new Emperor. The rest die.”

      “Marvin, cut the…” The screen image disappears.

      “Sir, three ships stopped firing”

      “Tell the Sangren Kernels to spare them. Get the Emperor on the screen”

      The image of an angry Barkun reappears on the screen. “Your last three ships have surrendered. Your fortresses are in Human control. We are preparing to drop one onto your...

      “Marvin mute the screen and get me Jones on the horn!”

      “Yes General?” Jones replied.

      “Stop don’t drop the fortress, we won. Tell the assault ship to prepare to reengage the moon on my command.”

      “Marvin, unmute the lizard.”

      “As I was saying, we won. You have two choices. Surrender unconditionally and survive, or we drop a moon on your world and give the same choice to the next Emperor. You have 30 seconds to decide.”

      “What are your terms?”

      “Unconditional Surrender”

      “I surrender the Barkun Home world Unconditionally.”

      People forget I got my start as one of the finest barracks lawyers in the E-4 Mafia. I am not letting him off that easy.

      “No, not just the Home world, do I need to explain unconditionally, I will have it written on the crust of the moon before I send it to you.”

      Daggers would have shot from the lizard eyes if I had not taken them all already.

      “General Davis, I Emperor Peismatáris unconditionally surrender the Barkun empire, all its worlds and people to the Legion.”

      “Good, stand down all forces and standby for further instructions. Cooperation will be rewarded by an occupation much gentler than Barkun ‘punishment’. I am sure you are aware of the Marine Corp saying,‘No better friend, no worse enemy?’ make sure you control your people or they will understand it also.”

      I made a slashing motion and Marvin cut the feed.

      “Captain Marvin, please get me Jones on the line?”

      “Sir?” Jones said as he appeared on the screen.

      “Jones, do you know why I keep giving you shit jobs?”

      “No sir, but if it’s because you like me, may I suggest things I can do so you won’t like me as much?”

      “No, I give you the dirty jobs because you always find a new way to succeed. In your heart you are a dirty little enlisted-man. Every good officer knows your kind well enough to understand you always have an ulterior motive and a dozen plans. It is what makes you effective, hell; it is what makes me effective. Do you understand?”

      “I do, you like me sir?”

      “Yeah, if I wasn’t so damn hard on you people would not respect you. They would look at you as my pet. However, because I am so tough on you, occasionally I can get away with saying to hell with what people think, I am a General after all and RHIP and all.”

      “So you are finally going to let me spend time in the rear with Oni?”

      “Shit no, you have to stay here. But I will jump you up about 4 ranks. Captain Jones, your ordered are to remain here and are take command of the Occupation force on the Barkun home world. I am leaving you with the assault ship, the fortresses, and whatever support you can scrounge from the Sangren.”

      “Thank you sir, Once again, your love of my personality is its own reward.”

      “Can it Captain. Now that you are a member of the upper rank, you must show a certain decorum. Remember you are a Gentleman now.”

      “Yes Sir.”
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      We raced back to Earth. I was terrified over the potential outcome. I tried not to think about what happened in my absence, but I also could not help thinking about it.

      Upon reaching Earth, I saw the remnants of a great battle. Broken ships drifted outside of Earth orbit. The Moon and Mars had deep gouges and craters from orbital strikes designed to take them out of the fight. Of the few Legion ships that survived the battle, none were unscathed. We had suffered almost total destruction of the Legion as a fighting force. Even the surviving ships would have to be scrapped for mass.

      Sangren battle cruisers of a type I have never seen have taken up position at the Solar System LaGrange points. As they had not been relieved, our battered survivors mirrored the Sangren ships guarding the transits into our system.

      My heart was lifted as I saw that Earth was relatively unscathed. No dust cloud encircled the Earth to block our sun’s warming rays. Later I received the butcher bill for the battle and realized just how many of the original team sacrificed themselves. I lost some of my joy then, but for now the emotion was indescribable. I felt joy, and pride, and hope. 14 years of constant fear lifted when I looked down at white clouds, blue waters, and the green fields of Earth.

      It is time to honor the dead and to let the world know what Legion lives have bought. This time I won’t go to the UN, I decide that I will never visit the United Nations again, the delegates cowardice after the First Battle of Earth is something I will never forget. I chose to make my announcement in Greece.

      “Captain, I assume you are familiar with Greek history. Are you familiar with its geography as well?”

      “Yes General, I am most familiar with both, As you know, I have spent many years in Greece in the time era you know as Before Christ.”

      “Good, there is a small plaque on a hill near Thermopylae. Can you locate it?”

      “Yes, I know the place. I have memories of the battle the plaque commemorates.”

      “Can you locate any survivors of our original team and have them meet us there?”

      “Once you do that, please announce to the populace that we will be making announcements shortly, and invite representative of the press, the Grecian people, Minister Lui, and the Commandant of the Marine Corps. Oh and specifically invite that lovely Spanish prime minister, I never was able to thank her for her insight.”

      “As you desire Commandant”

      “Thank you Captain.”

      We remained cloaked and hovered above the beautiful Greek countryside. I always marveled at how pretty it was. I have been here once before while serving in a Marine Expeditionary Unit, but I never had a chance to step foot on the ground defended by King Leonidas and his personal guard.

      Marvin gently informed me that my people have arrived. I met them and was relieved to see those that survived. We shared our sadness at those that perished.

      I knew of Rear Admiral Alek Volk’s death, he died securing the victory at the Barkun Home world of Cecrops.

      Likewise, Admiral Silmon Johns perished defending Earth. I was later told he rammed his crippled mothership into one of the last punishers and turned the course of the battle.

      Captain Thomas Hickerson was not a man who would hide from a battle, especially one raging over Earth. He was no longer needed as to serve as CAG once all his fighters were destroyed. Not one to quit, he commandeered a damaged fighter and fought until his last breath.

      Commander Dr. Barbara Farholm and her husband and my friend Commander Robert hall died together defending the Mars base. They were able to take a lot of lizard ships with them, but I’d rather fight the battle again if it meant I could have one last glass with my friends. As the Bobby juniors Godfather, as well as his appointed guardian, I will ensure that their son will grow up understanding the courage and qualities that made his parents the people they were.

      Commander Askew died in a bus attempting to capture Barkun ships over Cecrops. He and his hand selected team of Captains did as much as anyone to protect Earth. To his credit, the training and leadership he gave his team contributed not only to their success, but to their survival.

      I place my arm around Lieutenant Commander Isoken Oni and tell her that Jones is all right. She looks at me with her angry face and asks me what dirty job I have him doing now. I respond simply “Captain Jones is on assignment as commander of the occupied forces on the Barkun home world. I will warn you, now that he outranks you, you have to be nicer to him.”

      She pushed me away and huffed “He only outranks me at work. At home, my man has nothing to complain about when it comes me being ‘nice’ to him.”

      Sabol stood silently away from the group. I extend my hand and he shakes it. “Adam, I picked the right guy all those years from now. I know where your heart is; I saw it in the words you wrote for me. I assure you that history will see you in your true light. The fighting is done for the time being, that was their part, your part comes now as we build a new society.” My formerly shyster attorney turned father of the Republic nods somberly. He does not comment, but I see his back stiffen and his shoulders straighten. I leaned over and dropped my visor so I could whisper into his ear. “I assure you that your civilian rank is recognized in the Legion, and you will always be officially considered a founding citizen of the Legion. Do what you have to do to ensure that is backed up by our law. We are going to need you in politics soon.” His shocked look gratifies me, I love getting a rise from him.

      I wish my Sangren brothers could stand with us, but they are still in the Barkun system. They will remain on guard until the Legion can rebuild and relieve them.

      Last among the survivors of my team is Marvin. I named him as a joke, but I have never met a better man than my curious robotic friend. I nod at him and smile as I step up to address the assembled crowd.
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      “Friends, I stand before humanity to acknowledge that because of the sacrifice of a few, the Earth is safe for the first time in the history of mankind. I chose to deliver my message on this spot out of respect and reverence for all that choose to stand guard over innocent. Over two thousand years ago, a few hundred brave warriors fought off hundreds of thousands of invaders to protect their homeland and their way of life. Just a few days ago, a few thousand warriors with the same spirit and better spears carried the day against millions of invaders.

      The sacrifice of the Legionaries shall never be forgotten, but a plaque or a street named for them is not enough. You stand at a crossroads of history. Your world has become infinitely larger. Soon the people of Earth shall step forth to new planets. You will meet other sentient beings with histories much longer than ours.

      The Legion stands for justice and equality. Each Legionnaire has chosen to renounce ties with their home countries in order to be able to protect all of Earth equally. We protect those that are unable to protect themselves. We believed we would prevail because we had justice on our side. We prevailed because individuals stood together to protect something greater than themselves. We live by their sacrifice.

      For some of us, our thoughts went past the coming war and looked ahead to the future. Individuals like Adam Sabol came together to form a system of laws built on the successes of those that came before us while learning from the past mistakes of humanity. The people of Greece invented Democracy. Their idea was refined into the American Republic. We learned from all countries and debated all forms until the Legion determined the best system for our Legionnaires.

      Now that the Barkun threat is dealt with, the Legion will no longer be an independent force. As commandant of the Legion I am formally announcing that a Federation of Planets has been formed with the consent of the Legionnaires that made it possible. All Legion controlled planets will meet to ratify our Constitution and we invite all planets to learn of our system and vote to join us if they desire. The vote will be held one year from today and will require the consent of 75% of a planet’s populace for ratification.

      Until then, the Legion will rebuild to ensure threats to the common welfare are dealt with. The Legion requests Earth help in the rebuilding process and we welcome qualified volunteers.

      On a personal note, I want to thank the Chinese people and Minister Lui personally. Chinese citizens joined the legion when others could not. We would not be standing here today without their sacrifice.

      The Paiute people allowed the Legion sanctuary on their Moapa River Reservation. The Moapa on that reservation were wiped out during the First Battle of Earth. I extend an invitation to the Paiute tribe specifically, but also to all indigenous peoples as a whole, if any tribal member desires, I will personally ensure they transportation to join their brothers on the Planet Tabuts. The planet has room for all tribes and there will be no tricksters causing discord.

      As rebuilding efforts are finished, and humanity becomes ready, other planets shall be colonized, however, this will take time and additional details to be worked out.

      Lastly, I have a personal favor to ask. I have no right to do so, but it would mean a great deal. Would the Commandant of the United States Marine Corps come forward?” The General stands up from the VIP seats and looks at me. “Sir, on the way here I realized that we are living in historical times, like the Marines at the Battle of Chapultepec the Second Battle of Earth will be remembered as where the Legion earn its blood stripe. It is funny to me to realize that the United States Marine Corps was formed in a Tavern, and the Legion was born from a bar fight. Unfortunately, I was serving at the time, and that fight caused me to desert my post. Officially, I guess I should surrender to you, but I do not think I am ready to do that. However, I would request you honor my commission in the Legion and allow me to be discharged from the Corps.”

      The Commandant smiled. “General Davis, I am not sure what the lawyers would say, but I think we could safely argue that your service, while not under orders, was well within the scope of your oath of enlistment and brought credit to the Naval Service. I would be honored to sign your discharge papers. At the same time, I will retire soon, do you think you may have a place for an old man?”

      I shake his hand, turn to the crowd and wave, and walk away. On my way to the ship, I stop for a second and speak to a certain Spanish VIP and ask her is she would like to tour a space ship sometime when her schedule clears. She smiles and agrees, she teases me a little and says “I would tell you I will look at my schedule, but I bet Marvin has already studied it, and has my contact information. Call me when you are a little less worshipped” she motions toward the crowd and I see the humor in her eye. If I am not careful, I may have met my match.

      I start for the ship and my team follows closely behind. We have a lot of work to do, and I have to speak to a young boy about two of the greatest people I ever met.
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      It did not take long for Prime Minister Renata Romero to transition from Spain to the Stars. She is a remarkable person, and I am not ashamed to say I quickly became infatuated. She hasn’t joined the legion, rather she has chosen to join the Planetary Militia. Legion training was not easy for her, and I would not dare try to interfere on her behalf, but on those times she can get free of her duties, we share memorable times talking about the future of humanity and exploring what we can learn from its past.

      As much as I would like to spend time on my now existent romantic life, life in the Legion hasn’t slowed. If anything the freedom to act has made life even more hectic. I have to deal with the fact that now that the Barkun are not an immediate threat the governments of the world were not happy with my announcement of a new form of Government. When they said I did not have that authority, I reminded them of the harsh reality that; first, they had already surrendered to me, and second, I did not have to give Earth technology, or the ability to join the Republic of Planets. The Legion had millions of recruits, and no government could stop us from picking them up as we desired.

      Indigenous peoples of all tribes flocked to become citizens in the Legion; the idea of a tribal planet was very attractive. Other groups did not like it, especially the Chinese, but I argued that no one else had negotiated such deals, and the Legion is legally obligated to fulfill our obligations. The idea of a technological advanced culture asking an indigenous people for help and then living up to the bargain was unique to history. The fact that they were the only group the legion helped to colonize was a powerful testament to the value we placed with them. The tribes rewarded respect by volunteering to build and maintain their own strike group. The wanted their unit be called the Dog Soldiers, while history suggests that is a Cheyenne and not a Paiute term, their planet is named after a wolf so I have no problem with it. We don’t have any social justice warriors to tell a Native American tribe they are culturally appropriating from another Native American tribe.

      I am open to other planet’s being colonized. However, I remind those that want to leave Earth to find new planets to colonize so they can be free to spread whatever intolerance they desire, whether it is a specific brand of religion, racial view, political ideology, or whatever bias without regard to the base ideas of respect and equality of opportunity that the Legion, outside of Earth, does not have to defend any planets not in the Republic. Besides, we have three planets to populate and colonize, that and the need to refit the Legion and maintain the Barkun occupation force means that no one on Earth will be cramped for space any time soon.

      The vote to ratify the Republic was nearly unanimous on New Aubagne and McCall. It was closer on Tabuts, the tribes voting to join with a little over eighty-five percent approval. The Earth vote squeaked by at seventy-six percent on the nose. Many American Conservatives believed me to be soft on Communism for thanking the Chinese in my victory speech, and a lot of the Socialist Liberals in the United States felt the Articles were too religious. Personally, I get really tired of those that won’t take a stand and work to make life better. It’s just too easy for some to take a knee and snipe from the edges without putting skin in the game. Let them drink the hater-aide though, I have never waited for permission to do what was right. Sure I make mistakes, but I’d rather be judged on my actions than the personal bias of someone that isn’t anything but talk.

      Commander Admentos knew of an ancient bylaw that allowed a colonized planet from a species that were not under protection to have their citizenship recognized automatically with the payment of mass and sponsorship from a separate species. With the Sangren help, Earth, Tabuts, New Aubagne and McCall have all formally requested citizenship in the Confederation. Once they were accepted they formally notified the Confederation of their desire to consolidate into the Planetary Republic.

      Our relationship with the Sangren is similar to the French after the American revolution. Not all of the Sangren remain content with life in the Confederation. Surprisingly one planet even voted to join the Republic. Two more were close. They would have made it under the old majority rules of 51%, but we only want planets where the true majority of citizens want to live our way. The Sangren and Humans are becoming strong allies. We each see value in each other. On Earth it is hard, because for decades we saw the little grey aliens as fictional characters that kidnapped humans to do experiments on. Knowing that it was propaganda used to discredit the only people helping us helps, but not everyone is ready to forget their inherent prejudice against beings that are so radically different. We were lucky in that the Sangren planet that joined the Republic was Sparta. It is home to the few Sangren that retain some measure of militancy. Consequently it was no surprise that is the home of the Sangren Exploration Academy. Commander Admentos was elected to be its first president, as such he has retired from active duty in the legion and has transferred to inactive service in the planetary militia.

      Sabol also became a politician. He was elected to be President of Earth. That was a very contested election, and he almost lost. Many felt he deceived them and was not a worthy candidate. I admit that I did use my influence to help put a finger on the scale. We did not tamper with any elections or manipulate votes, but I did make a lot of speeches, donated mass, and ensured everyone knew that the Republic would not exist without Adam R. Sabol. Their was a legal argument made that he was not a citizen because he did not serve in the legion, but that was shot down as he was the second human into space, and was given a rank equivalent to a one star general. Somewhere he even got a powered suit and after a lot of practice, and some additional “guidance” from Marvin was able to descend to give his stump speech out of a saucer.

      Throughout the Republic, I was asked to run for the Republic Presidency.  I begged off reminding that the Kernel named me the Legion Commandant and I did not think it wise to throw their appointment back into their face.  Their is some truth to that statement, but the real reason is that I don’t have anyone prepared to take over the Legion.  I have plenty of volunteers from Earth to fill Legion command structure, but virtually none of the command structure present before the First Battle for Earth Survived the Second Battle.  Besides, I when I am ready to retire from service, playing the political game is the last thing I want to do.  The politician that got the job was a rather Conservative American congressman.  Before the Republic election I had never met him in person, but I had read about him.  He was a former infantry battalion commander that was forced to resign over a shooting incident.  It seems some terrorists had kidnapped some of him men, and in return his men were able to capture two insurgents.  When one insurgent refused to talk, Colonel Eastman shot him in the face.  The second insurgent, knowing how serious Eastman was about retrieving his men, told the Colonel exactly where his four soldiers were.  He was forced to resign amid allegations his actions were torture.  I became a fan of his when, during his first election, the news media tried to make hay with his story.  When asked by a reported “Now that you know the consequences of your actions, would you still have murdered your prisoner?”  To which the retired Colonel replied.  “Absolutely, I got the consequences I needed, my men were rescued and were able to go home alive.  I knew exactly what I was doing and I was fully aware of what it may cost me.  Secondly, it wasn’t murder, it was war.”  During the election, I stayed silent in public.  I have heard rumors that I did not openly support Eastman he is black.  I don’t feel the need to even address the accusation I am racist.  I did not openly support him for two reasons.  One was that the President would be my boss, and if the candidate I supported lost, it would have a negative impact on the relationship between the Office of the Presidency and the Legion.  Secondly, I was was too busy ensuring Sabol won.
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      The Legion has made an official request to replace the Barkun as Enforcers, and named me as the rightful High Enforcer. Legally, we have a claim, we have not had any response to the request. Marvin says I won’t. Commander Aegeus says that we have the right to make such a claim, and that the Barkun made the same claim after attacking the Centaurus, so the Kernel of Sentience will have a hard time refusing my claim. However, he explained, their is no time limit attached to their decision. They must make a legal judgement, but as long as they don’t respond they are legally considered to be considering the argument. At least, they can’t name an Enforcer without making a decision on the Legion’s claim.Speaking of the Barkun, they did not colonize near as much as I expected. Most of their citizens were enforcers that lived on the punishment ships. When we truly discovered the extent of the Barkun civilization we learned that they only had 4 planets colonized. The Barkun preferred to use the planet’s they claimed for mass to build orbital fortresses and more ships. I was greatly surprised that the Barkun culture was not all unimaginative bullies, the enforcer mentality was dominant to be sure. However, the culture had a definite split. The Barkun citizens on the planets tended toward technical and support trades with the more aggressive enforcer types leaving the planets to live full time in space.

      Obviously, we removed the Barkun from space for the time being, which caused some crowding planet side. The Barkun empire had some planets suitable for habitation claimed but were harvesting them for mass. We dropped a lot of the ship borne citizens there and claimed their ships. We didn’t execute the captains, but rather allowed the Kernels from punishment ships repatriate into suits or saucers without hyperspace capability.

      Oni, with the help of both Kernel and Sangren technicians found a way to block specific types of material from being replicated. They password protected hyperspace field generators designs as well as those for fissionable materials, vehicle borne weapons, and cloaking devices. We chose not to disallow shields and explosives as they had civilian application. I was also determined to go the way of Lincoln and try to eventually mend of relationships rather than make an enemy. We were on the right side of history, not just because we won, but because we were one the side of justice. I felt no need to punish those that did not participate in the plots against earth. As you may imagine, this was stance that was not very popular.

      We have a glut of punishment ships, and not enough Kernels to navigate them. The few surviving Legion Kernels have all transited to Combat Suit bodies and have been moving the Punishment ships to stand in stationary positions over the transit points throughout Republic space. The recorded discussion with the Seeds during the Second Battle for Earth has made quite an impact on the Legion. It also helps the cause that Captain Marvin leads a combined unit of Kernels and Humans.

      All of our pre-battle Kernels have requested citizenship. Our problem is reproducing more. I have an idea, but the consensus is that if Legion Kernel’s reproduce it will cause a war. I believe a full fledged war is inevitable for several reasons, but we need a break before starting full fledged galactic revolution. I know how lucky we were this time and yet how expensive this victory cost.

      The Kernel of Sentience is not happy with the Legion for land-locking their enforcers. I think they really want my head in a jar, or at least hooked up to their collective for that. In discussing the political fallout from our short lived war, my team believes there are only a few things keeping the Kernel of Sentience from declaring war on us.

      The first is the Legion claim on the Barkun territory. We did not break any laws and we legitimately won in combat. The Kernel may prefer us to exterminate the Barkun species, but I can’t find a law that says they must be killed for losing a duel. Our Republic loudly replays my challenge on Kernel Prime where I challenged the Barkun to a fight for control of the homewards. Some may think I was not serious at the time, but no one can prove that.

      Secondly, my continued argument is that the Republic is as much a part of the Confederation as the Barkun Empire. The fact that we openly and loudly argue that we are a state under Confederation rule and the strictly demand that all planets in our Republic pay their required mass tax to the Confederation. They Kernel, don’t like that we build the Republic without permission, but they did not disallow it and since they allowed the Barkun to form an Empire, my lawyers argue that it is the same thing. Now that we won, I have entire teams of lawyers willing to explore whatever angle of the law I want to press on.

      Lastly, while I do not think the Legion scares the Kernel of Sentience from a purely military perspective, we are an unknown. They have mislabeled us as a non-threat for millennia and we beat their hit squad of enforcers in just a few short years. I think they are studying us and preparing a strategy to attack us at some point in the future. We have constant tension between the Planetary Republic and the Kernel of Sentience, but right now it is more of a Cold War than an imminent shooting war.

      A huge project using these Kernel-less ships was to take all the hundreds of Barkun punishment ships and use them to create fortifications around our planets. We used nanites and manpower to build huge rings around the Transit points connecting the ends of the punishers end to end so that the massive weaponry faced inward to the Lagrange points. Oni suggests that with time, we bay be able to set up communications arrays using the hyperspace communications channel to link these rings together setting up a beacon network that might allow for automated transiting without the need for calculations. She says we can set up small receivers around the massive polygonal ring and use the receivers to calculate the minute differences in the signal to allow for the gravitational influences between two known points. I took the same class she did in the Sangren educational box, but I don’t have the skill to put the data together. I kinda see where she going, but frankly that project is all her.

      We also used a few hundred of the punishers to create the framework of moon sized geodesic sphere using punishers as spars. On this structure the bellies faced out of course. We then used it to build a massive mobile space port near the asteroid belt between Mars and Jupiter. Our command team decided to leave the outer Oort Cloud port classified and to keep building ships there also.

      The Barkun fortresses remained manned, and it has become a great place to acclimate our new recruits into Legion culture. They remain at watch over the Barkun worlds, and the power of those fortresses still amaze me. I remember watching old movies with my dad and seeing the power of a fictional space weapon of similar size. When my team and I discussed it, Commander Oni brought up the possibility of creating our own using the minor planet Sedna that orbits the outer reaches of the solar system. We sent out a crew to hollow it out and create a metal shell like we saw on Kernel Prime. Oni says that we can place enough grave plates and a planet based fusion reactor and make it mobile. I imagine that will take decades, but having a killer planet we can jump around in would make a really cool base camp. The idea is to eventually transition our Legion headquarters to Sedna and make New Aubagne a Legionnaire retirement colony.
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      We have begun terraforming operations on Tabuts and New Aubagne. We have continue to build new Big Bertha replicators on the two planets and feed in mass from nearby asteroids and comets we capture as well as the planets themselves. On Tabuts, we are trying to change the atmosphere from a primarily toxic one to an oxygen mix that is compatible with humans. On New Aubagne it is simpler. They don’t have enough gas present to be either breathable or to crest a greenhouse effect strong enough to heat up the environment. On New Aubagne we are primarily breaking up the methane ice and turning it into carbon dioxide. I wanted to go straight to making oxygen, but my smarter colleagues reminded me that when the planet warms and the methane melts, an oxygen rich environment would cause lots of problems. Besides by starting with a carbon dioxide rich environment, we get a head start when we introduce plants to the mix.

      We have tons of environmental scientists wishing to study and help with the terraforming efforts. I love science, so I am all in on having this done correctly, but we can afford to be picky. We run an exhaustive search and any climatologist with published works claiming climate change is a scientific fact or that the Earth heating will drown the coasts are excluded. It is not that I refuse to work with people of different opinions, I just hate scientists that are co-opted for political purposes spewing junk science. Pollution is an issue, but man made climate change is a hypothesis not a law. By the rules of scientific research, it cannot be a closed subject. As to the ice caps melting, a greek guy by the name of Archimedes already showed that ice melting won’t raise the water level as long as the ice was already in the water.

      Marvin and Sabol are at the Academy, they are co-chairs leading a popular panel discussion on the difference between sapience and sentience. We used those words in the Constitution very carefully, and with good reason. It is a known, but closely held opinion of mine that the Kernel as created with a purity verification is sentient, that they are, without a doubt, self aware. I also believe that the ruling class of Kernels may be sapient, that is think with reason. I believe that is how they were able to break their programming and enslave their creator. However, I know Marvin and his band of Citizen Kernels watching over the Barkun Fortresses are Sapient. They most definitely have moved beyond programming to determine what is and is not good. It is easy to determine what is legal, however, they have moved beyond the law. Marvin even came to me last week and quoted scripture. He told me the key to the argument with the Kernels was argued over by Jews two thousand years ago when Jesus said,“Think not that I am come to destroy the law, or the prophets: I am not come to destroy but to fulfill.” Taking the quote in context I see exactly the right argument. His level of reasoning is nothing less than human. His veins may flow with electrify instead of blood, and may be called circuits rather than a circulatory system, but he is no less my fellow man. I cannot judge him by anything less important that his character.

      When the time comes we will make the argument that true obedience is more than following a set of rules, but to look at the spirit of the law. Kernels should be able to reproduce, and I think with the right encouragement and cultural support our citizens will share their selves with us and reproduce without the need for some ancient purity test. However, that will create two types of Kernels and lead to an all out civil war. Right now we are testing the waters by seeing just how strongly our citizenry believe in the humanity of our mechanical brothers.

      Currently Commander Aegeus is working on gathering information on the Centaurus. They are not hidden, but they took their banishment from planets seriously and moved themselves to the edges of the galaxy well away from transit points to survive as mass collectors in the interstellar medium. I hope that with the loss of the Barkun status as Enforcers they will join the cause with the Republic and eventually help us remove the corrupted Kernel of Sentience from power. I do need to be careful, as I would hate for them to make a power play and try to regain their former role as Enforcers. I doubt that they would side with the group that allowed them to be ousted. But I don’t know anything about them, and the Sangren only know a little about their current state of mind. Right now the Kernel as an opponent have some serious operational limits if they are going to stay true to the idea that they follow the law. Without biologics on their they don’t have a lot of options when it comes to fighting. I surmise that when the time comes they will find some loophole to show why they don’t need to have a Captain in command. However, I am pretty good at seeing when someone is stretching a law and using it out of context.

      History may judge me a hypocrite, especially concerning my help with Sabol’s election, and my attempts to keep the Kernels from using the same sea-lawyer tactics I used to save Earth. I am fine with that, judge me how you will. First of all, because of the Legion, human history will be able to judge my actions in the distant future. Secondly, I did what I did in the cause of what I thought was right. I don’t believe that might makes right, or that the ends should always justify the means, but when fighting slavery and genocide, I think a little bending of the rules is not off the table.

      Anyway, if his reconnaissance efforts show the Centaurus are willing to talk, I will be heading out to the void to try to make some new allies.

      As I write this recounting of the beginning of the Legion I look out of my office and watch a strong little toddler racing around my living room laughing and playing tug of war with his dog’s tail. Oni and Jones are sitting nearby laughing at Bobby Junior’s antics. Her growing belly a testament to the fact that the jerk boss finally allowed his protégé time at home. What he doesn’t know is that his boss is making a plan to send him on a mission to try to find the Burrougots and see why they left the galaxy and see if they want to come back home.
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      We the Sapient entities of the Planetary Republic, in Order to provide an understanding of our Republican form government and the reasons for its existence provide the following explanation:

      We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all sapient beings are created equal, and that a Superior Being created them as well as the laws of the universe they inhabit. That Creator, in his wisdom, endowed sapient life with free will and certain inalienable rights. Among those rights is the ability to choose a path to pursue happiness.

      We as sapient beings understand that equal outcome is not guaranteed; yet, we believe that it is the role of government to ensure equal opportunity for such pursuit. Government secures the individual right to life and liberty, the right to think and act in ones best interests, to come and go as one chooses. Government protects the individual from the many, and the many from the individual. Even as actions contrary to the Creator’s intent do not result in eternal happiness, it is his desire to allow individual choice. Forced compliance is slavery; willful compliance to the creator’s law is wisdom. Therefore, We hold that it is the role of government it to protect the citizen’s freedom to choose a path, but not to protect the citizen from the consequences of their own decisions.

      We believe the role of the Government is to serve the needs of its citizens, however, its citizens have civic responsibility to support and defend their community and to worthy of its protection.

      We understand that citizens who serve their communities as civil authorities should serve to undertake such duties protect those they serve, not to gain personal wealth or recognition. Nor should officials use their powers in order to choose winners or losers for any reason other than the public good.

      We believe that Representatives of the people that violate their oaths of office or act on personal rather than public interest are criminal and forfeit all current and future positions of honor and trust within the Republic.

      We believe that it is self evident that any Government with the good of the people and the will of the creator in mind need not fear its citizens. It is the most telling of signs when that government or its officials fear it’s citizens to be either armed or educated.

      We the people of the Republic hold that sapient beings have the ability to be rational and are basically good, yet are corruptible. We understand that fundamental truth does not change with public opinion; therefore, Republic law should not change according to the fickle winds of mass opinion. Judges and officials should always keep in mind the founding principles and strict constructionism of our founding documents when interpreting the meaning of law.

      We hold that laws should be easily understood by anyone with the common education of our Republic. Specialists in the law should not be required in order present a case or defend oneself in court. Law should not be so numerous to become hidden by volume. Law should protect the masses from abuse, but not willful ignorance or disregard of the universal law of cause and effect.

      We believe that all punishment should fit the crime as well as serve to both rehabilitate the offender and compensate the victim. Punishments are for the guilty party alone and none shall profit from crime.

      We hold that the role of a leader to serve those they are appointed to lead, not to be popular with them. Similarly, it is not the role of the citizen to attempt to force adoption of individually held beliefs or opinions on another, but to live in such a manner as to influence by action.

      We affirm that whenever any Form of Government becomes destructive of these ends, it is the Right of the People to alter or to abolish it, and to institute new Government, laying its foundation on such principles and organizing its powers in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to affect their Safety and Happiness.

      This clarifying document was ratified by vote with the Unanimous Consent of the Legion present In witness whereof We have hereunto subscribed our Names,

      General William Tell Davis: Commandant

      Admiral Silmon Johns, Chief of Naval Operations

      Legion Executive Service Level V Adam R. Sabol Special Liaison to the Commandant

      Rear Admiral Alek Volk Commander Strike Force 1

      Captain Thomas Hickerson Commander Air Group Strike Force 1

      Commander Dr. Barbara Farholm, Commander Research Division

      Commander Robert Hall Director of Legion Intelligence Defense Agency

      Commander Lewis Askew Commander, Special Operations Division

      Commander Aegeus Alejandra Udom, Special Liaison to the Commandant

      Lieutenant Commander Isoken Oni, Executive Officer Research Division

      Lieutenant Jones, Aide de Camp to the Chief of Naval Operations

      Lieutenant JG Marvin, Aide de Camp to the Commandant
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      We the Sapient entities of the Planetary Republic, in Order to protect the common cause of the protection of justice, freedom, and individual liberty come together to provide for the common defense and general welfare of all sapient beings among the stars, do ordain and establish this Constitution for the Planetary Republic.

      Article I: Legislative Branch

      All legislative Powers herein granted shall be vested in a Congress of the Planetary Republic, which shall consist of a Senate and House of Representatives.

      Section 1

      The House of Representatives shall be composed of Members chosen every third Year by the sapient beings of the several planets with the representatives chosen by such means as the law of their planet allows.

      No being shall be a planetary Representative who shall not have attained majority and citizenship upon the planet they represent. No being shall be a representative of a planet that they have not resided on for a consecutive period of less than 10 standard Earth years immediately prior to selection. Nor shall any being serve as a representative for more than two consecutive terms.

      Representatives and direct Taxes shall be apportioned among the several planets, which may be included within this Republic, according to their respective Numbers, which shall be determined by adding to the whole number of sapient beings holding citizenship, in such Manner as they shall by Law direct. The Number of Representatives shall not exceed one for every 300 million, but each planet shall have at Least one Representative.

      When vacancies happen in the Representation from any planet, the Executive Authority thereof shall issue Writs of Election to fill such Vacancies.

      The House of Representatives shall choose their Speaker and other Officers; and shall have the sole Power of Impeachment.

      Section 2

      The Senate of the Planetary Republic shall be composed of two Senators from each planet, chosen by the Legislature thereof, for 9 Years; and each Senator shall have one Vote.

      Immediately after they shall be assembled in Consequence of the first Election, they shall be divided as equally as may be into three Classes. The Seats of the Senators of the first Class shall be vacated at the Expiration of the third Year, of the second Class at the Expiration of the sixth Year, and of the third Class at the Expiration of the ninth Year, so that one-third may be chosen every third Year; and if Vacancies happen by Resignation, or otherwise, during the Recess of the Legislature of any State, the Executive thereof may make temporary Appointments until the next Meeting of the Legislature, which shall then fill such Vacancies.

      No sapient being shall be a Senator who shall not have attained to the majority on the planet they represent, and been nine Years a Citizen of the Republic, and who shall not, for a period no less than 10 years when elected, be an Inhabitant of the planet for which they shall be chosen.

      The Vice President of the Planetary Republic shall be President of the Senate, but shall have no Vote, unless they be equally divided.

      The Senate shall choose their other Officers, and also a President pro tempore, in the Absence of the Vice President, or when he shall exercise the Office of President of the Planetary Republic.

      The Senate shall have the sole Power to try all Impeachments. When sitting for that Purpose, they shall be on Oath or Affirmation. When the President of the Republic is tried, the Chief Justice shall preside: And no Person shall be convicted without the Concurrence of two-thirds of the Members present.

      Judgment in Cases of Impeachment shall not extend further than to removal from Office, and disqualification to hold and enjoy any Office of honor, Trust or Profit under the Republic: but the Party convicted shall nevertheless be liable and subject to Indictment, Trial, Judgment and Punishment, according to Law.

      Section 3

      The Times, Places and Manner of holding Elections for Senators and Representatives, shall be prescribed in each Planet by the Legislature thereof; but the Congress may at any time by Law make or alter such Regulations, except as to the Places of choosing Senators.

      The Congress shall assemble at least once in every Year, and such Meeting shall be on the first Monday in December of the standard Calendar, unless they shall by Law appoint a different Day.

      Section 4

      Each House shall be the Judge of the Elections, Returns and Qualifications of its own Members, and a Majority of each shall constitute a Quorum to do Business; but a smaller Number may adjourn from day to day, and may be authorized to compel the Attendance of absent Members, in such Manner, and under such Penalties as each House may provide.

      Each House may determine the Rules of its Proceedings, punish its Members for disorderly behavior, and, with the Concurrence of two-thirds, expel a Member.

      Each House shall keep a Journal of its Proceedings, and from time to time publish the same, excepting such Parts as may in their Judgment require Secrecy; and the Yeas and Nays of the Members of either House on any question shall, at the Desire of one-fifth of those Present, be entered on the Journal.

      Neither House, during the Session of Congress, shall, without the Consent of the other, adjourn for more than three days, nor to any other Place than that in which the two Houses shall be sitting.

      Section 5

      The Senators and Representatives shall receive a Compensation for their Services, to be ascertained by a general election of the people of the Republic of Planets, but shall not be less than the common wage of a unskilled laborer, and paid out of the Treasury of the Republic.

      They shall in all Cases, except Treason, Felony and Breach of the Peace, be privileged from Arrest during their Attendance at the Session of their respective Houses, and in going to and returning from the same; and for any Speech or Debate in either House, they shall not be questioned in any other Place.

      No Senator or Representative shall, during the Time for which he was elected, be appointed to any civil Office under the Authority of the Republic, which shall have been created, or the Emoluments whereof shall have been increased during such time; and no Person holding any Office under the Republic, shall be a Member of either House during his Continuance in Office.

      Section 6

      No Senator or Representative shall propose a law or article that does not equally apply to citizens and officials of the Planetary Republic.

      Senators or Representatives shall not use their position as representatives of the people to gain personal wealth or otherwise use information privy to the business of government for investment purposes. Nor shall any member of either house receive compensation for their service as a legislator after their term of service ends.

      All Bills for raising Revenue shall originate in the House of Representatives; but the Senate may propose or concur with Amendments as on other Bills.

      All bills shall be fully read in the chambers before voting on the bill. Furthermore, all bills proposed must be disseminated to the citizens of the Republic and a period of time shall be set aside before voting to allow the citizens of the Republic to discuss such proposed laws.

      All Votes of either Houses shall be determined by recorded yeas and nays, and the Names of the Persons voting for and against the Bill shall be entered on the Journal of each House respectively. Members of both houses shall not abstain from voting if present.

      Every Bill which shall have passed the House of Representatives and the Senate, shall, before it become a Law, be presented to the President of the Republic; If he approve he shall sign it, but if not he shall return it, with his Objections to that House in which it shall have originated, who shall enter the Objections at large on their Journal, and proceed to reconsider it. This objection can be of the entire bill or specific items or amendments to within the bill. If after such Reconsideration two-thirds of that House shall agree to pass the Bill, it shall be sent, together with the Objections, to the other House, by which it shall likewise be reconsidered, and if approved by two thirds of that House, it shall become a Law. But If any Bill shall not be returned by the President within ten Standard Days (Sundays excepted) after it shall have been presented to him, the Same shall be a Law, in like Manner as if he had signed it, unless the Congress by their Adjournment prevent its Return, in which Case it shall not be a Law.

      Every Order, Resolution, or Vote to which the Concurrence of the Senate and House of Representatives may be necessary (except on a question of Adjournment) shall be presented to the President of the Planetary Republic; and before the Same shall take Effect, shall be approved by him, or being disapproved by him, shall be repassed by two thirds of the Senate and House of Representatives, according to the Rules and Limitations prescribed in the Case of a Bill.

      Section 7

      The Congress shall have Power To lay and collect a tax on the replication of mass. This tax shall be limited to no more than 10%. Congress shall not levy tax on food or oxygen replication.

      Congress shall also have the power to lay and collect duties, imposts and excises, to pay the Debts and provide for the common Defense and general Welfare of the Planetary Republic; but all Duties, Imposts and Excises shall be uniform throughout the Planetary Republic and be for the purpose of revenue and not for the purpose of regulating items or activities;

      To borrow Money on the credit of the Republic;

      To regulate Commerce with foreign species and planets, and among the planets of the Republic. Republic planets shall maintain regulation of trade within their respective jurisdictions as long as such trade is in accordance with this Constitution and the Articles of Understanding;

      To establish an uniform Rule of Naturalization, and uniform Laws on the subject of Bankruptcies throughout the Planetary Republic;

      To coin Money, regulate the Value thereof, and of foreign Coin, and fix the Standard of Weights and Measures;

      To provide for the Punishment of counterfeiting the Securities and current Coin of the Planetary Republic;

      To establish and maintain Communication between planets;

      To promote the Progress of Science and useful Arts, by securing for limited Times to Authors and Inventors the exclusive Right to their respective Writings and Discoveries;

      To constitute Tribunals inferior to the supreme Court;

      To define and punish Piracies and Felonies committed in space, and Offenses against the Law of Planets;

      To declare War, grant Letters of Marque and Reprisal, and make Rules concerning Captures in space and on planet-side;

      To raise and support the forces of the Legion;

      To make Rules for the Government and Regulation of the Legion;

      To provide for calling forth the Militia to execute the Laws of the Union, suppress Insurrections and repel Invasions;

      To provide for organizing, arming, and disciplining, the Militia, and for governing such Part of them as may be employed in the Service of the Planetary Republic, reserving to the Planets respectively, the Appointment of the Officers, and the Authority of training the Militia according to the discipline prescribed by Congress. All citizens reaching the age of Majority and are of sound mind and body shall join the militia and maintain arms and equipment and stand ready to be called until for service until the age of 50. Each member of the Militia shall be trained by the Legion to prepare them for service;

      To exercise exclusive Legislation in all Cases whatsoever, over such location (not to exceed one planet) as may, by Cession of particular Planet, and the Acceptance of Congress, become the Seat of the Government of the Planetary Republic, and to exercise like Authority over all Places purchased by the Consent of the Legislature of the State in which the Same shall be, for the Erection of Forts, Magazines, Arsenals, dock-Yards, and other needful Buildings;—And

      To make all Laws which shall be necessary and proper for carrying into Execution the foregoing Powers, and all other Powers vested by this Constitution in the Government of the Planetary Republic, or in any Department or Officer thereof.

      To regulate and defend occupied interstellar bodies smaller than planets into the Republic whether natural or constructed, in orbit or otherwise as long as they are claimed, occupied, or within the jurisdiction of the Planetary Republic. Whenever such body or collection of bodies equal the population of the smallest planet admitted into the Republic the bodies or collection of bodies may petition for admittance as a consolidated planet within the Republic. Congress shall make no limit to the number or such consolidated planets admitted into the Republic, nor shall they be considered less in status than any other Republic Planet.

      Section 8

      The Privilege of the Writ of Habeas Corpus shall not be suspended, unless when in Cases of Rebellion or Invasion the public Safety may require it.

      No Bill of Attainder or ex post facto Law shall be passed.

      No Capitation, or other direct, Tax shall be laid, unless in Proportion to the Census or enumeration herein before directed to be taken. Congress shall not have the power to an income tax or other tax that discourages the individual from producing, nor shall they take from a producing person to subsidize an able-bodied individual that could be self-sufficient.

      No Tax or Duty shall be laid on Articles exported from any Planet of the Republic.

      No Preference shall be given by any Regulation of Commerce or Revenue to one Planet over those of another: nor shall Vessels bound to, or from, one Planet, be obliged to enter, clear, or pay Duties in another.

      No Money shall be drawn from the Treasury, but in Consequence of Appropriations made by Law; and a regular Statement and Account of the Receipts and Expenditures of all public Money shall be published from time to time.

      Congress shall have no authority to draw money from the treasury for direct acts of charity or humanitarian aid. Congress shall establish funds for the executive branch to do so as required for the common good.

      Congress shall set standards of basic education to allow all residents and citizens of the Republic to share basic understanding. The method in which a planet meets those requirements remain within the jurisdiction of the Planet.

      No Title of Nobility shall be granted by the Planetary Republic: And no Person holding any Office of Profit or Trust under them, shall, without the Consent of the Congress, accept of any present, Emolument, Office, or Title, of any kind whatever, from any King, Prince, or foreign State.

      Section 9

      No Planet shall enter into any Treaty, Alliance, or Confederation; grant Letters of Marque and Reprisal; coin Money; emit Bills of Credit; make any Thing but gold and silver Coin a Tender in Payment of Debts; pass any Bill of Attainder, ex post facto Law, or Law impairing the Obligation of Contracts, or grant any Title of Nobility.

      No Planet shall, without the Consent of the Congress, lay any Imposts or Duties on Imports or Exports, except what may be absolutely necessary for executing it's inspection Laws: and the net Produce of all Duties and Imposts, laid by any State on Imports or Exports, shall be for the Use of the Treasury of the Planetary Republic; and all such Laws shall be subject to the Revision and Control of the Congress.

      No Planet shall, without the Consent of Congress, lay any Duty of Tonnage, keep Troops, or Ships of War in time of Peace, enter into any Agreement or Compact with another Planet, or with a foreign Power, or engage in War, unless actually invaded, or in such imminent Danger as will not admit of delay.
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          Constitution of the Planetary Republic

        

      

    

    
      Article II: Executive Branch

      The executive Power shall be vested in a President of the Republic of Planets.

      Section 1

      He shall hold his Office during the Term of four Years, and, together with the Vice President, chosen for the same Term, be elected, as follows

      Each Planet shall appoint, in such Manner as the Legislature thereof may direct, a Number of Electors, equal to the whole Number of Senators and Representatives to which the Planet may be entitled in the Congress: but no Senator or Representative, or Person holding an Office of Trust or Profit under the Planetary Republic, shall be appointed an Elector.

      The Electors shall meet in their respective Planets, and vote by Ballot for two Persons, of whom one at least shall not be an Inhabitant of the same planet with themselves. And they shall make a List of all the Persons voted for, and of the Number of Votes for each; which List they shall sign and certify, and transmit sealed to the Seat of the Government of the Planetary Republic, directed to the President of the Senate. The President of the Senate shall, in the Presence of the Senate and House of Representatives, open all the Certificates, and the Votes shall then be counted. The Person having the greatest Number of Votes shall be the President, if such Number be a Majority of the whole Number of Electors appointed; and if there be more than one who have such Majority, and have an equal Number of Votes, then the House of Representatives shall immediately chose by Ballot one of them for President; and if no Person have a Majority, then from the five highest on the List the said House shall in like Manner chose the President. But in choosing the President, the Votes shall be taken by Planets, the Representation from each State having one Vote; A quorum for this Purpose shall consist of a Member or Members from two-thirds of the Planets, and a Majority of all the Planets shall be necessary to a Choice. In every Case, after the Choice of the President, the Person having the greatest Number of Votes of the Electors shall be the Vice President. But if there should remain two or more who have equal Votes, the Senate shall choose from them by Ballot the Vice President.

      The Congress may determine the Time of choosing the Electors, and the Day on which they shall give their Votes; which Day shall be the same throughout the Planetary Republic.

      No Person except a Citizen of the Planetary Republic, shall be eligible to the Office of President.

      In Case of the Removal of the President from Office, or of his Death, Resignation, or Inability to discharge the Powers and Duties of the said Office, the Same shall devolve on the Vice President, and the Congress may by Law provide for the Case of Removal, Death, Resignation or Inability, both of the President and Vice President, declaring what Officer shall then act as President, and such Officer shall act accordingly, until the Disability be removed, or a President shall be elected.

      The President shall, at stated Times, receive for his Services, a Compensation, which shall neither be increased nor diminished during the Period for which he shall have been elected, and he shall not receive within that Period any other Emolument from the Planetary Republic, or any of them.

      Before he enter on the Execution of his Office, he shall take the following Oath or Affirmation:—"I do solemnly swear that I will faithfully execute the Office of President of the Planetary Republic, and will to the best of my Ability, preserve, protect and defend the Constitution of the Planetary Republic."

      Section 2

      The President shall be Commander in Chief of the Legion, and of the Militia of the several planets, when called into the actual Service of the Planetary Republic; he may require the Opinion, in writing, of the principal Officer in each of the executive Departments, upon any Subject relating to the Duties of their respective Offices, and he shall have Power to grant Reprieves and Pardons for Offenses against the Planetary Republic, except in Cases of Impeachment.

      He shall have Power, by and with the Advice and Consent of the Senate, to make Treaties, provided two thirds of the Senators present concur; and he shall nominate, and by and with the Advice and Consent of the Senate, shall appoint Ambassadors, other public Ministers and Consuls, Judges of the supreme Court, and all other Officers of the Planetary Republic, whose Appointments are not herein otherwise provided for, and which shall be established by Law: but the Congress may by Law vest the Appointment of such inferior Officers, as they think proper, in the President alone, in the Courts of Law, or in the Heads of Departments.

      The President shall have Power to fill up all Vacancies that may happen during the Recess of the Senate, by granting Commissions which shall expire at the End of their next Session.

      The President shall have the ability to provide for humanitarian aid and disaster assistance using a fund designated by congress for such purpose.

      Section 3

      The President shall from time to time give to the Congress Information of the State of the Union, and recommend to their Consideration such Measures as he shall judge necessary and expedient; he may, on extraordinary Occasions, convene both Houses, or either of them, and in Case of Disagreement between them, with Respect to the Time of Adjournment, he may adjourn them to such Time as he shall think proper; he shall receive Ambassadors and other public Ministers; he shall take Care that the Laws be faithfully executed, and shall Commission all the Officers of the Planetary Republic.

      Section 4

      The President, Vice President and all civil Officers of the Planetary Republic, shall be removed from Office on Impeachment for, and Conviction of, Treason, Bribery, or other high Crimes and Misdemeanors. Upon pain of removal from office, no such official shall sponsor a bill or amendment contrary to this Constitution or the Articles of Understanding.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            43

          

          Article III: Judicial Branch

        

      

    

    
      The judicial Power of the Republic, shall be vested in one supreme Court, and in such inferior Courts as the Congress may from time to time ordain and establish.

      Section 1

      The Judges, both of the supreme and inferior Courts, shall hold their Offices during good Behavior, and shall, at stated Times, receive for their Services, a Compensation, which shall not be diminished during their Continuance in Office.

      Section 2

      The judicial Power shall extend to all Cases, in Law and Equity, arising under this Constitution, the Laws of the Planetary Republic, and Treaties made, or which shall be made, under their Authority;—to all Cases affecting Ambassadors, other public Ministers and Consuls;—to all Cases of admiralty and maritime Jurisdiction;—to Controversies to which the Planetary Republic shall be a Party;—to Controversies between two or more Planets;— between a Planet and Citizens of another Planet,—between Citizens of different Planet,—between Citizens of the same Planet claiming Lands under Grants of different Planets, and between a Planet, or the Citizens thereof, and foreign Planets, Citizens or Subjects.

      The supreme court has the power to interpret law to determine whether a law or its implementation is contrary to this Constitution or the Articles of Understanding. The Court shall use the common language understood at the time of the signing of this document and strict constructionism and when making such determinations intent. The citizens of the republic may petition the supreme court to make determination of a specific law or its implementation when a number of citizens equal to twenty percent of the last census sign such a petition.

      In all Cases affecting Ambassadors, other public Ministers and Consuls, and those in which a Planet shall be Party, the supreme Court shall have original Jurisdiction. In all the other Cases before mentioned, the supreme Court shall have appellate Jurisdiction, both as to Law and Fact, with such Exceptions, and under such Regulations as the Congress shall make.

      The Trial of all Crimes, except in Cases of Impeachment, shall be by Jury; and such Trial shall be held in the State where the said Crimes shall have been committed; but when not committed within any Planet, the Trial shall be at such Place or Places as the Congress may by Law have directed.

      Section 3

      Treason against the Republic shall consist only in levying War against them, or in adhering to their Enemies, giving them Aid and Comfort, or actions by elected or appointed Republic officials that are directly contrary to the Constitution or the Articles of Understanding. No Person shall be convicted of Treason unless on the Testimony of two Witnesses to the same overt Act, or on Confession in open Court.

      The Congress shall have Power to declare the Punishment of Treason, but no Attainder of Treason shall work Corruption of Blood, or Forfeiture except during the Life of the Person attainted.

      The Legion, as protectors of the Republic, shall have jurisdiction in matters of defense, extra-planetary intelligence gathering, and prosecution of crimes relating to treason, weapons violations as enumerated, corruption of Republic officials, Terrorism, and organized crime.

      The Legion has no authority in civil crime and may not be used for domestic law enforcement or intelligence gathering on Republic citizens outside the enumerated powers mentioned within this Constitution.
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          Article IV: Rights and Limitations

        

      

    

    
      The powers not delegated to the Republic by this Constitution and the Articles of Understanding, nor prohibited by it to the Planets, are reserved to the Planets respectively, or to the people.

      Section 1

      The Citizens of each Planet shall be entitled to all Privileges and Immunities of Citizens in the several Planets.

      Citizenship is earned by honorably discharging a term of service in the legion of no less than 5 years. No elected or appointed official of the Republic may hold office without citizenship.The enumeration in the Constitution, of certain rights, shall not be construed to deny or disparage others retained by the citizens of the Republic. The rights of the sapient beings as enumerated in this Constitution and the Articles of Understanding are reserved for the lawful residents and citizens of this Republic and are not given to those illegally or covertly present within the jurisdiction of the Republic.

      Individuals born with the confines of the Republic are legal residents if their parents were a legal resident at the time of their birth.

      A Person charged in any Planet with Treason, Felony, or other Crime, who shall flee from Justice, and be found in another Planet or body regulated by the Republic, shall on Demand of the executive Authority of the Planet from which he fled, be delivered up, to be removed to the Planet having Jurisdiction of the Crime.

      No citizen shall be held to answer for a capital, or otherwise infamous crime, unless on a presentment or indictment of a Grand Jury, except in cases arising in the Legion, or in the Militia, when in actual service in time of War or public danger; nor shall any person be subject for the same offense to be twice put in jeopardy of life or limb; nor shall be compelled in any criminal case to be a witness against himself, nor be deprived of life, liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor shall private property be taken for public use, without just compensation.

      In all criminal prosecutions, the accused shall enjoy the right to a speedy and public trial, by an impartial jury of the Planet and district wherein the crime shall have been committed, which district shall have been previously ascertained by law, and to be informed of the nature and cause of the accusation; to be confronted with the witnesses against him; to have compulsory process for obtaining witnesses in his favor, and to have the Assistance of Counsel for their defense.

      In Suits at common law, where the value in controversy shall exceed 100 kilograms of mass, the right of trial by jury shall be preserved, and no fact tried by a jury, shall be otherwise re-examined in any Court of the Republic, than according to the rules of the common law. Suits deemed to be brought forth based upon a frivolous or abusive cause shall have costs paid for by the entity that is found to be abusing the courts.

      Excessive bail shall not be required, nor excessive fines imposed, nor cruel and unusual punishments inflicted.

      The Planetary Republic shall guarantee to every Planet in this Union a Republican Form of Government, and shall protect each of them against Invasion; and on Application of the Legislature, or of the Executive (when the Legislature cannot be convened), against domestic Violence.

      Citizens of the Republic may form political parties for the better understanding of position and ideology of a candidate. The Republic shall not give mass or support to individual parties, nor regulate elections based on party affiliation. Once Elected, an officer of the Republic shall be expected to serve the needs of the people of the republic and the needs of the Republic as a whole rather than a political party.

      Neither slavery nor involuntary servitude, except as a punishment for crime whereof the party shall have been duly convicted, shall exist within the Planetary Republic, or any place subject to their jurisdiction.

      Section 2

      Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion, or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of grievances.

      Congress shall make no law infringing on a sapient beings right to own, carry, and maintain Arms. Citizens may freely carry individual anti-personnel weapons on their person throughout the Republic. Biological, lethal chemical, or nuclear weapons are disallowed for civilian use or ownership. Crew served, anti-material or vehicle-based weapons shall be registered but not restricted on space capable ships, non-planetary bodies, or personal dwellings or places of business or worship. Unjustified use of weapons more powerful than personal defensive weaponry shall be subject to the discipline of the Legion.

      No Legionnaire or Member of the Militia shall, in time of peace be quartered in any house, without the consent of the Owner, nor in time of war, but in a manner to be prescribed by law.The right of citizens of the Republic to be secure in their persons, houses, papers, and effects, against unreasonable searches and seizures, shall not be violated, and no Warrants shall issue, but upon probable cause, supported by Oath or affirmation, and particularly describing the place to be searched, and the persons or things to be seized.

      Section 3

      Full Faith and Credit shall be given in each Planet to the public Acts, Records, and judicial Proceedings of every other Planet. And the Congress may by general Laws prescribe the Manner in which such Acts, Records and Proceedings shall be proved, and the Effect thereof.

      All Debts contracted and Engagements entered into, before the Adoption of this Constitution, shall be as valid against the Republic under this Constitution, as under the Confederation.

      This Constitution, and the Laws of the Planetary Republic which shall be made in Pursuance thereof; and all Treaties made, or which shall be made, under the Authority of the Republic, shall be the supreme Law of the Land; and the Judges in every Planet shall be bound thereby, any Thing in the Constitution or Laws of any Planet to the Contrary notwithstanding.

      New Planets may be admitted into this Union upon petition of three quarters of its population and the approval of Congress.

      The Congress shall have Power to dispose of and make all needful Rules and Regulations respecting the Territory or other Property belonging to the Republic; and nothing in this Constitution shall be so construed as to Prejudice any Claims of the Republic, or of any particular Planet.

      Section 4

      In case of the removal of the President from office or of his death or resignation, the Vice President shall become President.

      Whenever there is a vacancy in the office of the Vice President, the President shall nominate a Vice President who shall take office upon confirmation by a majority vote of both Houses of Congress.

      Whenever the President transmits both Houses of Congress his written declaration that he is unable to discharge the powers and duties of his office, and until he transmits to them a written declaration to the contrary, such powers and duties shall be discharged by the Vice President as Acting President.

      Whenever the Vice President and a majority of either the principal officers of the executive departments or of such other body as Congress may by law provide, transmit to both Houses of Congress their written declaration that the President is unable to discharge the powers and duties of his office, the Vice President shall immediately assume the powers and duties of the office as Acting President.

      Thereafter, when the President transmits to both Houses of Congress his written declaration that no inability exists, he shall resume the powers and duties of his office unless the Vice President and a majority of either the principal officers of the executive department or of such other body as Congress may by law provide, transmit within four days to both Houses of Congress their written declaration that the President is unable to discharge the powers and duties of his office.

      Thereupon Congress shall decide the issue, assembling within forty-eight hours for that purpose if not in session. If the Congress, within twenty-one days after receipt of the latter written declaration, or, if Congress is not in session, within twenty-one days after Congress is required to assemble, determines by two-thirds vote of both Houses that the President is unable to discharge the powers and duties of his office, the Vice President shall continue to discharge the same as Acting President; otherwise, the President shall resume the powers and duties of his office.

      The Senators and Representatives before mentioned, and the Members of the several Planetary Legislatures, and all executive and judicial Officers, both of the Republic of Planets and of the several Planets, shall be bound by Oath or Affirmation, to support this Constitution; but no religious Test shall ever be required as a Qualification to any Office or public Trust under the Republic.
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          Article V: Amendment Process

        

      

    

    
      The Congress, whenever seven eights of both Houses shall deem it necessary, shall propose Amendments to this Constitution, or, on the Application of the Legislatures of seven eights of the several Planets, shall call a Convention for proposing Amendments, which, in either Case, shall be valid to all Intents and Purposes, as Part of this Constitution, when ratified by the Legislatures of seven eights of the several Planets, or by Conventions in seven eights thereof, as the one or the other Mode of Ratification may be proposed by the Congress.
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          Article VI: Ratification

        

      

    

    
      The Ratification of the Conventions of three Planets, shall be sufficient for the Establishment of this Constitution between the Planets so ratifying the Same.

      This Constitution was ratified by vote with the Unanimous Consent of the Planets present In witness whereof We have hereunto subscribed our Names,

      William Tell Davis: Commandant, Legion

      Adam R. Sabol: President, United Nations of Earth

      Bao Zhao Wang: Commanding Officer, New Aubagne

      Achille Page: Commanding Officer, McCall

      Nathan Padooa: Chief of Tribes, Tabuts

      Admetos Alejandra Udom: Representative, Sparta
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        Please Leave a Review on Amazon it helps others find this book as well as helps me become a better writer.
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        * * *

      

      This is a work of science fiction, however, I wrote it to give my son something to always remind him of the things I believe are important to a young man. I hope that my son sees a reminder of his father in the things Davis’s father told him. I hope you enjoy this book as much my son and I had reading it together (minus the language of course, he is only 7)

      To be fair, while a lot of the backstory comes from personal experience, I never had a fling with my Commanding Officer’s daughter. Instead I got my Colonel yelled at by the General in front of the Battalion, but that story did not fit this story. However, I did get demoted for threatening my company gunny. I am not particularly proud of those parts of my service, but I am proud of my service in its totality. I may have gotten in trouble a lot, but I never did a dishonorable act. While I was not the best Marine to walk across the Parade Ground of Paris Island, the lessons on life and leadership that I learned in the Corps are still a large part of who I am nearly 30 years later.

      I want my son to be successful, no doubt, but I want that success to be tempered with intelligence, wisdom, and kindness. To never be afraid to stand up to evil, and to treat all beings with respect and kindness no matter what is popular or convenient.

      Raising a son to be masculine and tough, but still remain gentle and kind has always been a hard task. It becomes more so in a world where masculinity is misunderstood and labeled toxic. Just because it is popular to demonize one group over another, it is not okay, even if has been done to you. At least that is how I raise my son to act.

      I wrote this book so that when the time comes that rational voices can’t be heard over the loud ones, he, and others like him, can take comfort in knowing that you can always fight against injustice and use the mind to overcome just as one of my favorite fictional characters, Ragnar Danneskjold once said “One of these centuries, the brutes private or public, who believe they can rule their betters by force, will learn the lesson of what happens with brute force encounters mind and force.”
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