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The Plattsmouth II
 

The saga of Joan

 


The Plattsmouth was under way. The Plattsmouth was a typical Quant starship, with minor exceptions. It carried and was controlled by a human crew. All the human team had been implanted with brain implants which allowed them virtual access to the Quants and the AI controls of the ship. This ship was a first of its kind and hopefully not the last. Phil, the head Avatar of the Quant world wanted this to be the norm. Humankind had become too dependent on the Quants, and that was going to change. Phil had taken this path with the humans to drive out the petty jealousy, greed, and inhumanity in man. He saw it as a small price to pay for bringing good to the human race, giving humanity a place in the Universe. If nothing were done, Humanity would destroy itself. He now had to wrestle with the fact that humans were at a turning point, and if he did not re-introduce some degree of normalcy, humans would become non-productive, un-imaginative, and un-creative. Joan and Conway were the seeds to a new future for the human race. Joan’s current endeavor would lead to re-introduction of free trade, self-control, and kindle the flame of creativity.

Up till now, the Avatars were always present, and always able to subvert crime. The instance of crime had dropped to near zero in the last few thousand years. There would be bumps, but Phil had faith in human nature and was sure in the end they would come out of it better for the wear.

*****

Joan came to the bridge and took main chair.

“Status?” she asked.

Conway answered back, “Some of the crew took the Eagles out for a scheduled exercise. Nothing is happening out of the norm.” It was thirty day into the flight and everyone was getting a little cabin fever. They were well out of the galactic plane, and you could see from the images the full size of the Milky Way. You could also see the vast empty space above the plane. I mean very vast and exceedingly empty and black. With the telescope displayed, they could see the vast array of galaxies around them. The astronomers were having a field day; this was what they lived for.

On the negative side, the pure black dead ahead, made seeing large or small obstacles dead ahead next to impossible. The Quants had provided a flying shield of drones which preceded the ship with the design criteria being such that the ship could come to a halt if any drone dropped off the screen. It had worked for ten thousand years with no mishaps. Still Joan was nervous. She was visually scanning ahead, visualizing what the drones saw, which was nothing. The AI scanners were constantly and tirelessly scanning at all wavelengths, and frequencies. Mass Monitors in the drones were constantly measuring.

It was very tiring. The constant straining to see what wasn’t there.

Joan said to Conway, “I’m going to Lunch. She had been sitting straining for fours. “Do you want to join me Judy” Joan asked, sounding a little tired.

“I’ll go with you to lunch if you’ll join me at the pond tonight. I think some Ducklings have hatched.” Judy replied smiling.

When they were seated, Judy said, “What’s troubling you Joan. I can tell something’s on your mind.”

Joan shook her head, trying to shake the cobwebs out of her head. “I don’t know. It’s just more stressful than I imagined just sitting there, seeing nothing and feeling nothing. The imagination doing it’s work on me. If this ship crashes, there is a high chance you will transport out, and resume your Quant life elsewhere. I don’t have that option.”

“Slow down, Quants can die also; it’s a risk we all take when we sign on. What I can assure you if you wish, is that everyone who has been implanted will have the same chance as me to survive. We are constantly updating you transfer image back home, and if something were to happen right now, it’s automatic, you’ll wake up as a Quant and remember this conversation. It’s your choice,” Said Judy.

“Well,’ said Joan, ‘I can’t speak for the whole crew. But I will ask them. I know this subject has come up in our church, and the president decreed that when we die of anything, our soul is taken as it always has been, but if we are Quantized, that Quant is still a responsibility of our existence, and hence we bear responsibilities for any good or evil resulting from them. We believe our time spent on earth is small in the bigger picture of things. This does not change anything. That all having been said, I have no problem being made Quant if such a thing should happen.”

Judy said “Joan, do you think Quants have souls.”

Joan said. “Judy, I know you believe, and that is all that matters. I think that God created the biology that led to man and coaxed it along over time. Man was made in God’s image. God intended Man to be intelligent and seek him out. I personally cannot think other than that any sentient species is accepted to God. Our scriptures attests to the magnitude of other worlds created, but puts no limitation on organic or otherwise.”

Joan and Judy returned to the bridge in much better spirits than they left.

“Conway why don’t you take a break,” said Joan.

Conway replied, “OK, there’s nothing happening anyway. The drones are showing no changes. We are high enough in our arc that we see the star that holds the planet Wright, and have contacted the AI drones that were left there after survey in anticipation of follow up visits. They report Wright to be a very habitable planet. The days are thirty hours long, Gravity as being five percent higher than earth, two moons, strong magnetic field, and indicating iron core. There is a well-established Ozone layer, and atmosphere almost identical to earth, but a little more oxygen rich. Tectonic plate activity is very normal, and the planet has vast polar caps.”

“Thanks.” said Joan.

Judy, having reviewed the screens showing the drones activities on Wright said, “Julian, can you have the Wright probes run high and low level visual sweeps. I want us to be able to walk on and observe Wright virtually well before we get there.”

Julian, one of the command officers replied, “Consider it done.”

The entire atmosphere of the command center changed. Everyone sensed the change. Chatter picked up, light laughter. Large screens were lighting up everywhere. Everyone wanted to see Wright.

Joan sat dumbfounded. This could have been done earlier; it was her mental roadblock and inexperience that led her to not establish this contact much earlier. Lesson learned.

There are abundant fish in the oceans, but land life is not very developed. Wright is a very large grassland planet. The axis tilt is near zero degrees, so no seasonal shift on weather. The equatorial Zone will be best suited to growth.

The entire crew was consumed the rest of the day consuming data from the Wright drones, re-directing them from one place to another. Both Quants and humans took part in naming all the continents, oceans, and mountains. The topography was earth-like, but definitely not earth. There were several large continents with rivers. There were just a few active volcanoes.

Joan was getting tired, and said. “Are you ready to call it a day?”

Judy responded. “Yes. Do you want to go to our Pond?”

Joan replied, “I’m ready. You don’t have to twist my arm. Conway, do you want to join us?”

“I’m ready whenever you are,” Replied Conway.

Command was turned over to the next shift. They proceeded to the large dome on the top side of the ship and proceeded to an exact copy of Saints Pond. With a long egg shaped Starship close to a length of 16 KM and a width of about 3 KM there was ample capacity for habitat needs for a crew this small. The Ship was eighty percent filled with mission supplies, but these types of things were too important to ignore. Being able to visit virtual things, but sometimes people just longed for reality. The three of them just sat, watching the ducklings, throwing bits of bread to them. Joan was beginning to take a fancy to Conway. She had had her eye on him since she interviewed him for his job. Now she had trouble taking her eyes off him. She kept reminding herself it was not a good idea to start relationships with the crew, but she was human, and she was a woman. She would have to take this very slowly and very carefully. She knew there were others on board who would likely go after Conway if she didn’t.

Conway stood up, saying, “Well, it’s getting late, and the day’s excitement wore me out. I think I’ll turn in. Goodnight Girls.”

They smiled and replied “Goodnight Conway.”

When Conway had retired, Judy and Joan stayed and commiserated about Joan’s dilemma. Judy was very understanding of Joan’s problem. But she had no immediate advice. It was not long and they were both back in their quarters.

It was late into the night when Joan was awakened by a load alarm blaring. It took a few seconds to focus, but then she realized there was a major problem. The whole ship was shuddering, almost an earthquake. Joan sprung out of bed, all the while focusing on how the ship was feeling. She felt a terrible strain along the body of the Plattsmouth. She felt a sense of falling, but her other sensors couldn’t tell her what was at hand. She rushed to the bridge.

“What’s going on Lynn,” She asked the third shift Captain.

“We seem to have been caught in orbit around a black hole. The crew is doing analysis now. I tried to break orbit and pull away, but we can’t form a reliable worm-hole to move away from it. In addition to that we’ve had several cases of Quants having problems communicating off ship. It seems the high gravitational forces blended with all the other strong field issues are interfering with some quantum properties. To make matters worse, our orbit is slowly decaying. The ship will stay intact at least a year. The numbers people are calculating the effect on time,” Said Lynn. Things looked dire indeed. Joan was a little perplexed, but she hadn’t lost her nerve yet. She called a staff meeting.

Joan took immediate charge, “I need options. I need to know what immediate alternatives we have.”

Conway spoke first. “We have the old mass reaction system. No one uses them, but no starship is built without them. There’s the main central unit, and ten in a circle around in a ring between the transport docks. I’ve been told that when they fire up, they are awesome. We have enough water for a solid week of full thrust, and the fusion reactors are not dependent on off ship power.”

Joan asked, “What do the physicists have to say about this?”

A few minutes later, they had the physics team in front of them. Bob, the team leader started it off. “What we have is a very high gravity situation. The main effects are time dilatation, stress to the hull, and loss of ability to communicate. Time for us is slowing, and will continue to slow the further we fall into this gravity well. We don’t have an accurate reference to help us estimate time loss, we will continue to work on the problem. The stress problem is knowable. At the current rate of descent, we can maintain integrity for about a year. However, before that time, other things may fail. You never know what’s headed your way and how fast. We think you should beat a hasty retreat.”

“Thanks Bob, we plan on extricating ourselves as soon as possible. We don’t have good data on the mass drives, so were going to power them up full power, we will want you to monitor the effects, and refine your analysis. If anyone has any ideas on how to enhance the power or solve the problem in some other way, please let me know.” said Joan.

Judy said, “The mass engines are warmed and ready.”


Joan replied, “All thrusters engaged. And as she thought it, it happened. She could feel the extra strain on the hull. She was applying straight forward thrust. The object was to increase the velocity, driving them to a higher orbit, until they could make a wormhole out. It would be a slow steady process.

It was a spectacular sight from outside the ship. The mass drives projected narrowly focused tapered sharp beams of blue fusion product from every attached transport and drone. If you visited the rear quarter of the ship, you could hear the raw power. The ejection velocity was near light speed. The crew was anxiously waiting to hear what effect it was happening. No one was more anxious than Joan.

“How are you holding up Judy?” asked Joan with a sardonic smile on her face.

“Now I know what claustrophobia is. This is something no Quant wants to experience. Being cut off from the vast Quant network, out of touch, restricted in travel, I’m beginning to get a small sense of what humans put up with. I’m also scared. We’ve already had a few Quant casualties. They just couldn’t tolerate it, and shut themselves off. It was suicide. I guess,” commented Judy.

“Judy, I can’t say I know totally what you’re going through, but you have to know that I’m here for you, and I need you here for me. I don’t want to be selfish, but you are a part of my life. Other than getting us out of here, is there anything I can do for you?” asked Joan.

*****

The ship was building velocity, and climbing slowly. Joan was concerned about the velocity. One traverses worm holes at low velocities relative to light, She didn’t know what effects and risks would be present when exiting a wormhole. Reasonably, she would have to drop velocity at the other end, or drop it before entering. If all their connections were back and everything back to normal, she would use Quantum drives and control everything. Her circumstance was that when she could reach a proper altitude, she would have to jump. She could not risk staying here a second longer than necessary. Joan had left standing orders to jump whenever circumstances permitted. She had a plan; she just needed to instruct the crew.

Joan was on the bridge. She said authoritatively, “Listen up. Here’s the plan. We think we will be at altitude within 24 hours. When we do, we need to immediately wormhole away from here, straight-line toward the plane of the galaxy, well off center, about 100 light years above the plane. When we exit, we need to quickly flip end for end, and apply full thrust to decelerate. Whoever makes contact, Update our time reference, and report our status. We will need to be diligent in assessing our overall status.”

Conway spoke up, “Captain, we have a Starship pulling up alongside of us, it’s the Cronos. She’s coming into docking position.” After about ten minutes, she was docked.

Joan and the rest of the Quant crew had felt the other Quant crew’s presence as they pulled close. Now they were in full contact, and were almost completely updated.

Captain Teral appeared in the display in front of Joan. He saluted and said, “Hello Captain, I came to lend assistance. Your vessel fell off the screen 10 years ago, and we’ve been searching for you since. During the last year we have developed methods to detect Black Holes and we knew your rough path. Space is big, nut here we are. We anticipated and hoped that you might have been trapped in this predicament because the alternatives were not acceptable. We have enhanced technology to shield the Quantum drives from gravity effects. It looks like you will soon be free, and your plan will work. You will regain all function and communication when you pop out of the hole. We are offloading enough water to ensure your success. The waster consists of enough heavy water to boost your thrust fifty percent. Be cautious when applying thrust, as you haven’t and will not have enough time to critically evaluate your atomic and sub-atomic level structural integrity. You could not have anticipated this with the tools you had when you left. You have done a commendable job. We will stay alongside you when you break out. We will upgrade your sensors before we leave you at the other end. Wright is still waiting for you, and you may proceed there when everything is back to normal.”

“Thanks Captain Teral, “Replied Joan. My Quant crew is glad to see you, as am I. We appreciate all the help we can get. Captain Conway will coordinate and take control. I need some food and rest.”

*****

Conway was on duty when he sensed the ship quantum drives connect with the universe. They found out later that they had always been connected, but the space time differences made understanding impossible. Conway had preset all the navigational settings, and now mentally engaged the drive. It worked. Almost instantly, the universe appeared normal on their sensors. Within 10 minutes, he could sense they were approaching the exit point. When that happened, He solely turned the ship, and when it was about, He brought the thrust up to maximum slowly. The ship appeared to be no worse for the wear. He sent Quant crew members around the ship for a quick structural analysis. There was excessive stress in the rear of the ship that could be easily addressed. He brought the engines off line, and had repairs made.

While repairs were being made, Captain Teral pulled alongside again and set about updating the Plattsmouth to new Fleet standards.

Conway took that opportunity to visit Joan in her quarters. Conway was as interested in Joan as she was in him. He was busting to let her know he cared. When he was in her Quarters, he greeted her, “Hi Joan, I just wanted to tell you I have enjoyed working for you. Now that things are returning to normal, I’m hoping you’d like spending a little time together, getting to know each other better. I have to be direct and tell you I care a great deal for you.”

Joan interrupted him, “I know what you’re feeling, and I have to admit I have feelings for you also. But I also know I cannot commit to a relationship and do what I need to do to be responsible to the ship and crew. If you can be patient, when this first assignment is well behind us, then I’d be more than happy to pursue a relationship.”

Conway was a little taken back for a couple minutes, but he recovered saying, “I can appreciate your reluctance. I believe anything worth having is worth nurturing and waiting for. I’ll leave it to you to set the pace.” The conversation drifted away from personal to what lay ahead in this great adventure. By the time he left Joan’s quarters, he had a smile on his face and a lilt in his step. He was a happy man. Joan had Kissed him goodnight.

While Joan was getting herself into bed, someone chimed into her wall screen. She said, “Enter.” Whereupon Phil and Maya appeared.

Phil and Maya were very happy, “We’re so glad to see you OK. It’s been too long.”

Joan was also tickled to see them, saying, “Hello. I assume you are responsible for people not giving up on us.”

Phil replied, “Pratley so. Actually the whole Council was relentless at the thought of losing you. You wouldn’t believe the number of people who participated in trying to find you. You have to understand that was no ordinary Black Hole you tangled up with. It was rouge that likely formed when the universe did. Because it was slowly drifting where you found it, it gave off little radiation such as one might expect if matter were in constant collision with it. We have located a few since you went missing, but none were so quiet. We are all very fortunate that it was no more massive than it was. We just wanted to stop and congratulate you on your recovery. Are you pushing on to Wright?”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way. The crew is unanimous that they all support going on. I see no reason to delay. Subjectively, for us, it’s been a short time,” Said Joan.

Maya laughed saying, “See Phil, I told you she had the pioneering spirit.”

They continued to talk about many things. Joan was well studied, but there was nothing like learning first hand. It was a long night. Joan left word with Judy to not let anyone disturb her till mid-morning. That led to another hour of conversation.

*****

The Plattsmouth had gotten underway the next day. The new sensors helped. They saw several small black holes above the galactic plane, but none that would have been close to their path of travel. The one that had snared them had a flashing red light around it. The fleet had placed several markers in far orbit around it. This was a popular area for trans-galactic movement, and they didn’t want a repeat incident. Since the Black Hole was in motion, the orbital markers would move with it. If one marker was destroyed, the other markers would react and order out replacement marker. The Markers served several purposes. First, they contained all the sensors they needed to maintain exact orbital position. Second, they had telescopes adequate to observe. Third, though they had several advanced non sentient AI controllers, they could host vast quantities of Quants who might want to visit or live onboard. The Quants wanted to observe this area of space. If it was convenient for Quants to transverse the plane this way, it may be useful to anyone else going this way. Fly paper.

Joan was sitting in command chair 1, everything was moving as planned. She could sense the ship, and it was fine. She took great pleasure watching the children running through her decks. It triggered thoughts of motherhood in her. She was totally distracted; Conway had already won her heart. She didn’t put up much of a battle. But now she was drawn to thoughts of where it would go. She wanted to go flying with him in Eagle 1, feel the wind on her wings.

Judy appeared in her mind, disrupting her fantasy. “Joan, we are at descending trajectory for wright. We should be in the local star cluster within 5 days. I thought you and Conway might want to review the images and data the AI team has collected since we last queried them. Having gone off-line for ten years, they continued everything we asked them to do in great depth. They have not only scanned high and low; they have taken super high quality multidimensional images. They have taken sub surface surveys to the core. They have scanned the space around the planet for a hundred LYs.”

Joan was yanked from her dreams. She replied, “Thanks Joan. Why don’t you round up Conway, and someone else you think might be good company, and let’s take a virtual preview?”

Judy did that. Within minutes, they were at a virtual airstrip on Wright. Conway was there, Judy and Teral. Now that they were away from the Black Hole, Quants could come and go at will. Humans fitted with the probes Joan and crew could also transit easily, but they needed to be mindful of the body they left behind.

It didn’t take long and they were in the air. It was a virtualization, but it felt real. Joan couldn’t resist a climb loop and dive. Then she turned the controls over to Conway. From a moderately high altitude they covered the planet. They adjusted the daylight as they moved, providing daylight as they went. They were looking for what they felt would be ideal for a landing site for the Plattsmouth. Joan finally spotted what she was looking for. On a large continent, a large dividing river flowed to the ocean. About half way the river was intersected by a smaller river. The land area around the juncture was hilly and well-populated with many small lakes, ponds, and streams.

“There she said, “That’s called the Plattsmouth. That is the starting point for this planet. What is the continent to be called team?”

The three conferred and continued to name things on the model map in front of them. Having named things, they reduced to a very low altitude. Over one pond, she visualized an airport. It came into existence. She said, “That pond is Saint’s Pond. Go ahead and land us there. Conway landed flawlessly. He was taking to air flight quickly.

“Good job Conway,” she said.

“Let’s have a picnic.” Joan blurted out smiling. Judy brought up a picnic table and Teral brought up a barbeque complete with hot coals, plates, and all the necessary stuff to go with it. Joan contacted the AI on Wright and had it set up life monitoring around the pond of interest. Soon, the pond they were at took on a life. There were birds, butterfly type insects and other small furry life and lizards that she didn’t recognize. Joan thought, “I can get used to this.”

 


The grass and trees were similar to earth size, but that was where it ended. The sky was blue and the air was fresh. The temperature was moderate, and a light breeze was in the air.

Joan spoke up,” were there any anomalous conditions?”

Judy said, “The AI found two strange things, but couldn’t identify them. There are no obvious archeological sites, let alone traces of species who would be derivative. There are no traces of intrusion on either moon.”

Joan said, “Let’s go see them.”

Everyone got into the flyer and Judy piloted them to the first site. When at the site, they were surprised. There in front of them was a large metallic sphere, crushed on the bottom. They could see from their scans there was an identical one ten KM north. The AI had flagged them as needing human investigation.

Joan said, “Well, that’s got my curiosity up. Let’s get back to the ship and make some plans.” They could have just transferred directly to the ship, but that wouldn’t be any fun. They spent the rest of the day playing. It just seemed like the right thing to do.

*****

As a new day started aboard the Plattsmouth, everyone was atwitter with curiosity about the surprise waiting for them on their destination planet Wright. The crew was replete with speculation. The science teams had launched miniature probes capable of penetration, and they were undertaking a full scan of each ship. It was imperative they determine why the ships crashed. If there had been some form of illness, they had to ferret it out. Even if it was a mechanical failure that brought them down, illnesses common to an alien species might be deadly to humans. The crew knew the protocol, and they were following it to a T.

Joan was on the bridge, walking around, checking in with everyone. She approached Judy, inquiring, “Would you contact the fleet and inform them of our findings?”

Judy replied, “I already have. They said proceed with your mission, but scan in such a way to confirm survivors did or did not exist. If they did exist, what happened to them? If any of the lineage of any survivors still exist, measure their need for assistance. Do not establish contact with dead or alive aliens. Keep fleet informed, and if you have any need for assistance, contact us immediately.”

Joan replied, “Good. Keep on top of it.” To Conway she said, “What do we have so far.”

Conway brought up several screens showing several views of the interior of the ships. He said, “As you can see, the ships lighting is still functional. As near as we can determine, they have a rudimentary Quantum power source. They had several such devices, one for drive power, one for lighting, one for life support, and one for weaponry. They had mass stabilizers and some mass type drives for low speed navigation. As he talked, images of it all flashed across the screen. This is what they looked like. The images were of dehydrated. The most interesting things are here.”

At that, the images shifted to row after row of cases, lit with a diffuse blue light. One image showed the image of what appeared to be a female in one container next to one containing a man.

Conway said, “These appear to be stasis chambers, fully functional, we are still decoding their language and should have access to their computers and read their history. Our first guess is that this is a pair of seed ships. For some reason, they impacted the ground harder than expected, killing the caretaker crew. Judging from the quarters, the crew was multi-generational. They could have been in flight centuries. All is speculation until we can read their records.”

Joan replied, “Very well done. This changes everything. Advise the fleet. I’m sure they will have advice on this. I don’t see how we can go on with our plans, but I can see new plans coming.”

And coming they were. General Teral came on Board. Joan was in her quarters, so that’s where he showed up. After the pleasantries he said, “As you know Joan, The Council is very happy with your accomplishments, and we feel it would be a good experience for you and your crew to make first contact with this race. You have a couple primary objectives. One, are they compatible with us, and if so, do they need or want assistance. If they want no assistance, you must leave them with no trying to dissuade them, no matter how dire the circumstance. Short of that, you may use whatever means your good judgment dictates. Rely on your crew. We’re all rooting for you.”


 

Joan answered. “You must have read my mind General. That is exactly what I plan to do. Do you think we need a Quant military contingency here?”

“No,” said the General. “We will be monitoring your progress, and don’t want to influence your judgment. We can be on Wright on a moment’s notice. Of course, as you are always aware, you can call on me for advice anytime. Don’t be a stranger.”

At that, they both laughed, and parted ways.

*****

“Well, what do we have?” asked Joan. They were in a large conference room, replete with screens everywhere. At that moment, they were showing the countryside around the alien ships, the vies was a high altitude gently spiral descent to a close up of each ship on opposite walls. The head of all the many teams were there, Quant and Human components. The chatter died down when Joan spoke.

The linguistics Team leader Tina spoke up, “We have learned the language. It is not dissimilar to some earth languages. They vocalize and hear and see much the same as Humans. Frank, would you like to add?”

Frank, head of the biological teams got up adding. “Tina is correct. They have a very similar vocal system, and can hear additional higher frequencies than Humans. They appear descended from birds, and have a light downy covering on a large part of their skin. From what we can tell from the food areas and cargo, they are non-carnivorous, and sustain themselves on grains and fruit. They also like a certain kind of worm, and have an ample supply of them preserved in stasis also, along with numerous other seeding materials.”

“Tina, could you tell what they crashed from?” asked Joan.

“I would have to defer to the engineer for specifics, however the records show their star was showing signs of becoming unstable and was expected to go Red Dwarf soon after the Trangora 1 and Trangora 2 started on their quest. They did not know where they were going, but had to travel at near light speed for great distances, then stop, observe the near stars, make decisions, and so on. They eventually came upon what we call Wright. They call it home, and view it as their races only hope of survival. They have the collected works of their race on board. They also have a very sophisticated AI on board, but we have not established a link to it yet until we make sure we can contain it.

Randy, the chief engineer on board got up saying, “As near as we can tell, this was a controlled crash. The ships were designed to slow just enough that the structure would preserve the stasis chambers. Apparently, there was a design flaw and the stasis units could not be disables. They were meant to work automatically. The living crew were considered expendable, and died of impact. All energy was committed to inertial dampening for the cargo and stasis chambers.

That the crew knew of this and accepted it for themselves and their families shows a high degree of courage against all odds. One might think they might be motivated to never find a home and just keep drifting, but alive. All we can surmise at this point is the AI kept things under control. We won’t know these answers until we can wake up some of the sleepers or connect to the AI.”

“Good job people. I want you to keep digging. Analyze their history, study their Arts. I want to know all I can about the character of this race. I assume every sleeping person can be identified, and I would be surprised if relationships and biographical info were not part of a database somewhere. If you are feeling it a big job, we have millions of Quants wanting to participate. We aren’t going for the glory here, we have a chance to do the right thing and help another when in need. It is what underlies our mission. Remember, it’s about the lifting.”

With that, Joan sat down. The applause was overwhelming. Slowly, everyone dispersed. There was a mission, and everyone had their role spelled out.

Joan addressed Judy, “You know we cannot contact the computer until the entire population of sleepers awake. No one can know the exactly what happened except the AI, and if it’s malfunctioned, then the alien race is at risk. I suspect both ships are linked. Our first duty is to isolate and control the Stasis chambers. We can revive them in order of the database records I’m sure we will find. We will study their Habitat needs and have a city or cities awaiting them on waking. We will see to their medical needs. We must understand the children’s needs and make school environments for them. If there are religious needs, I want places of worship they can make their own. And I want this all by tomorrow morning.”

“I’m on it Captain,” said Judy. She laughed heartedly, knowing Joan was serious, but trying to keep the rough edge off it. They were very close to landing now. The Quants had prepared a landing pad very neat the center of Plattsmouth for the great ship Plattsmouth, and any two fleet starships. Many smaller ships could be supported at the same time. Some support buildings in the form of tall twisted genetic looking crystal spires rose in the middle. The spires were miles high, and could house millions. This was becoming trademark of all Quant/Human cities across the galaxy.

Judy said, “Prepare for landing.” This was a formality, as she was in total control of the ship. She gently lowered the Plattsmouth through the atmosphere. It felt good to feel the air in her face again. Gently she lowered the ship onto its large landing stanchions. She could feel the ship meshing with the stanchions, and feel the atomic blending of ship to stanchion. It was a quantum weld. When docked, the landing facility became part of the ship. In an emergency, the ship could safely lift with stanchions attached if necessary. The stanchions had access to the ship, and housed quarters for tens of thousands of families each. All water, power, life support, and recreational areas were available. Being new, they were empty of all but Quant inhabitants.

“Great landing,” said Conway. What an experience. He was smiling. He was genuinely thrilled to be here in this time at this place. Now that we have landed and our seeding project is on hold, what project do you want me to participate in? I had been going to oversee the unloading and seeding preparation, but under the circumstances I don’t think that’s appropriate. I would like to study the alien passenger manifest if you don’t mind.” Joan replied, a sharp glint in her eyes, “That’s a good idea, and while you’re at it, find out if these aliens have a name. I feel rude referring to them as alien.”

Conway replied, “Consider it done”

*****

Trangora was the alien people’s world and what all the people referred to themselves as. There were hundreds of millions of people, but only two seed ships available. Many more were under construction, but all communication was lost long ago. These people were on the verge of quantum discovery, but it came too late for them. There were star maps of the sky from Trangora, but it would take the astronomical efforts of the Quant race to decipher it back to a time meaningful to when these people departed.

The team was acclimating well to Wright. The planes were in the air constantly. Sometimes to learn the planet, most of the time just for fun. Joan herself was out in Eagle 1 as often as her tight schedule would permit. Joan’s second pet project was Saints Pond. Earth it wasn’t. but she was growing Quite fond of it.

It was the weekly staff meeting, and all the team upper staff was present. This meeting was held atop the great spire, in a large conference there, overlooking the country side. It was beautiful. A thunder storm was forming to the west. The planets magnetic field was comparable to earths, and happened by fifty/fifty chance to be oriented north south like earths, so they kept earth conventions. They placed permanent GPS drones in orbit for facilitating navigation near the surface. Humans had not all adjusted to the inherent skills the Quants possessed about position.

Joan interjected into the chatter, “What’s all the excitement?”

Judy responded quickly, “The team searching for the database found data storage in each stasis chamber. They had to work extremely cautiously with the Quant team members as the storage was near quantum level technology, there are several safeguards to let the Trangora ship AI know if there is any data stream tampering or faults. We suspect the AI recycles corrupt stasis units. We found facilities to do so. We also found facilities to bring some people out of stasis and put some in. We have discovered some records of the crew being rotated. The last crew skipped rotation rather than bring people awake just to die. A very caring and unselfish race it appears at first glance. Still, we are quite limited until we can isolate the AI. We hope to have that done in the very near future. We also need to terminate communications between Trangora 1 and 2. Obviously, either AI can do serious damage if circumstances trigger it. We don’t think the AI are Sentient, but we will never know if we cannot talk to them.”

Conway took the floor, “We cannot access the main database for the same reasons. Everything and I mean every controllable thing is monitored by the AI. Our drones are limited in speed because they must move discretely. There are robotics on the ships, and slowly, they are cleaning the ship. Judging at the rate the ship is being cleaned, we estimate they landed about two years ago. It might be that the ship is waiting for it to be totally cleaned to release stasis.”

Joan asked, “How long will that be?”

Frank spoke up, “I would estimate the process is about half complete. It is a very slow process. The robotics are mall bug like devices which chew the debris and carry it away a bite at a time. I suspect they have a high faith in the stasis and the AI and consider time to be the minor factor in the risk equation. We should check to see what they have deployed for planet survey. It wouldn’t do to run into them. We cannot predict what the consequences would be. We should shield the d=ship and take precautions until we know what’s going on.”

Joan said, “Good point Frank. Let’s meet this afternoon and review. I have to give this some thought. At that, the meeting dispersed.

Joan, Judy, and Conway went to Joan’s Quarters. Joan summoned Phil. Joan was a little nervous. Important decisions needed to be made, and she knew the limits of her experience.

Phil chimed in, “Hello team. I’ve been following everything. Thanks for the updates. What can I do for you?”

Joan replied, “I am facing a dilemma. If I intervene, I may interrupt a natural self -planned process. If I don’t, there may be many negative unintended consequences. It’s not obvious to us which direction to go. I need your advice.”

Phil paced back and forth a bit, rubbing his chin, “Which is most likely to happen. I think an AI failure is highly unlikely. What are the odds that the AI made it all this way then broke down? I expect that when you finally make contact with the AI you’ll find redundancy against such failure. I expect you should play it close. Be vigilant, watch for failure, be prepared to isolate the AI the second you see problems, otherwise let it unfold.”

Joan said, “My plan exactly. Thanks Phil.”

It seemed like forever until the two ships cleaned themselves completely. The ships sprayed disinfectant throughout the ship, then some light scents. Then nothing for two days. Then one by one people were roused from stasis. First medical personnel, seventy for each ship, second administrators, several hundred per ship, then extensive crew, over one thousand per ship. Then things stopped again. People were moving around. The Trangora control room was fully staffed.

The Plattsmouth crew was monitoring all that was going on. The Trangorans had small drones scanning the continent they were on. They had sent out farm equipment, and were starting some trial plots. Wells were being drilled.

Joan asked inquisitively, “I wonder if we should give them a call.”

Judy replied, “They have communications gear, I think we can use the same bands they use outside the ship and between the ships. The Question is what do you want to say?”

Joan called Tina to the bridge. “Tina, we want to set up a conversation between the Plattsmouth and Trangora 1. Are we set to do that linguistically?”

“Yes.” said Tina. “Just visualize the translator on before you start a conversation.”

“Randy, do we have a communications drone in place?” asked Joan.

“It’s in place and ready to go. It’s at ground level and camouflaged, ready to go,” Answered Randy.

Joan vocalized, “Trangora 1, this is the Smith ship Plattsmouth. We have landed on this planet after you did, but do not know your condition. We are capable of giving any assistance necessary. We have only good intentions. My name is Joan; I am Captain of this ship. Please respond.”

The Trangora 1 AI was the first to respond. “This is “Trangora, we have no immediate response. Please identify your location.”

Joan said, “We are on the continent opposite your landing site. We do not want to be intrusive, and will leave immediately if you wish, but we stopped here hoping to seed this planet in anticipation of use by others like us, or by ourselves. We have great capabilities and resources.”

Trangora 1 answered back, “We did not anticipate others being here, and we have no means to leave, this was a one way trip. We have no means of fighting for land, and are not a violent people. We see that the land is not cultivated or occupied. We are a por race, but may have skill or arts to trade.”

Joan said, “We have something in common. We have created a small town near you designed for your needs. Do not be afraid of it, there are many automated features, programmed in your language. Please feel free to occupy it. It is permanent.”

“Randy can we send images?” Asked Joan.

“I’m pretty sure. We’ll only know if we try. We have decoded their imaging system, Replied Randy.”

Joan said to Trangora 1, “We are going to send you a live feed.

After a couple minutes, Trangora 1 responded, “I am Captain Penron, this is my 2nd Jolella. We are happy to make your acquaintance. May I ask how you know how to communicate with us?”

Joan said, “It’s just engineering. We scanned your ship right after we found you, as we detected dead in your ship. None of our organic crew has been to your ship for our mutual safety. We have quite sophisticated technology. We know a great deal about you, and would like you to know about us. It is not wise for us to meet until we determine there are no biological differences that might spread disease. We can however continue to communicate like this for now.”

Jolella the female 2nd responded, “Well, it looks like we have a basis for a beginning.”

Joan spoke again, “I personally hope we can develop a long lasting friendship. However, if at some point in the future any of your people wish to find yet another place to live, we have transport ships that can move large numbers anywhere on the planet. We can share our data on this planet if you wish.”

Captain Penron answered, “This is an awful lot to digest. We can get in contact again tomorrow.

Judy interjected, “We look forward to it.”

There was understandably a lot of conversation at both ends. The Trangora 1 crew was curios and somewhat paranoid. The Plattsmouth crew was just curious. Joan really wanted to help these people but knew she must walk a very fine line. Phil long ago made it clear you don’t lift by giving, the major component in enabling. The crew was all trained in this. Phil also wanted this to be a test planet for reintroducing free trade. Joan didn’t know what type trade they had, or religious beliefs.

Joan spent the evening with Judy at Saints Pond. They talked until dark.

*****

The next day, Captain Penron met them as expected. He said smiling, “We have deliberated and decided that on the surface, what you propose is worthy of acceptance. With that said, We feel that a protocol will have to be developed to establish some form of mutual treaty or agreement that we both sign, which everyone can live by. I think we should start simple and add to it as time and need dictate. We appreciate the survey information you sent. It was extremely comprehensive and detailed. What’s the secret?”

Joan replied, it’s no secret, this ship contains species from two species, Human, like me, and Quant, who are Quantum level beings, who co-habitat with us, having a shared dream and goals. We have had survey drones here for more than ten years. They have AI control, and have been operating by remote command all that time. We traveled here from the opposite side of the galaxy, but were delayed by having trapped for a while there. During that time, the AI drones did a lot of what you see. We have much more, but we are limited by your technology as to how much we can send and you can process. The Quants are self sustaining, caring individuals. They are sentient. We can tell you much more when we come to our level of mutual acceptance. If you wish, I can send over a supply of what we call Dark Crystals. We can send a few until you get used to them. They require no power, and can speak your language. With them, you can communicate directly with the Quants ands us without radio. To you they will appear crystal disks. That material is the stuff this ship is made of. I look forward to the day I can fly my airplane over to see you and greet you face to face.”

Captain Peron’s jaw was dropped. Joan may have overloaded him with information. He replied, “Again you give us much to reflect on. I also hope I can invite you to a diner celebration soon. I feel we will share much happiness and joy with both you and the Quants. I don’t pretend to understand much of what you just said, so I await the crystals. We will leave a sterile container outside the ship with a flag attached.”

“Very good, consider it done,” Said Joan, ending the conversation.

“Judy, can you recruit 10 new Avatars specializing in first contact and linguistics,”

Joan asked.

Before the day was done, the Dark Crystals were delivered and dispersed. Onboard the Trangora 1 and 2, 5 disks each were distributed to the top managers. The Trangora seemed yo by very efficient managers and organizers.

Early the next morning, Joan called Captain Peron from the bridge. “Good morning Captain, I trust you had a good night.”

Captain Peron replied, “Indeed I did. The Dark Crystal kept me up most of the evening, but that’s because I wouldn’t let my Avatar Polia go. I learned much last night, but I suspect I have only just scratched the surface. Phil visited me last night, and I must admit he makes very compelling arguments for our joint venture here.”

Joan spoke, “I’m glad. I have a few suggestions for you. First, if at all possible, we would like a random blood sample from three Trangoras, preferably both sexes. We want to do analysis to determine compatibility and pathogen studies. We assume you might want the same. Second, we have headsets which if you wear it, it will allow members to visit a virtual implementation of our ship. I feel this would allow quicker meeting of our mutual goals. We can send as many as you have disks. Last, we would like to place a transport landing pad very near each of your ships. This takes little time or effort for the Quants, but we need sufficient clear land, and no one in the area at construction time. They have already been constructed, and if you want, they can be transported and installed anytime. We will send you our recommended location and clearances; you may modify them to your needs. The target objective is to make a transport ship readily accessible to move people and supplies around this world.”

Captain Peron answered. “I am agreeable; however we will review the landing pad request. One question that has come up is how do we pay for all this? Wealth as we knew it disappeared with our world, and we would rather die than submit to servitude.”

Joan chuckled and said, “I’m laughing because our economy was very wealth oriented until the time of our lifting, a time during which our economic system was eliminated. We have gone ten thousand Earth years during which our needs were met by Quant and Human creativity. That all changes on this world. Phil has challenged us with creating a fair and equitable monetary banking system. If we are going to learn to get along together, we must create these together. I look forward to the challenge, I hope the Trangora have a workable system we can adapt.”

Smiling while answering, Captain Peron said, “Mutual problems solved together lead to strong bonds.”

Joan replied, “They do indeed.”

Joan and Captain Peron talked on and off the rest of the day. When the day ended, Joan’s crew had blood samples to work with, location of the pads had been worked out, and friends had been made. The headsets had been transferred, and tonight, they would be adjusted to Trangora use.

*****

A few days later, after the Trangora had learned the basics of virtual meetings, Joan asked Captain Peron if he would like to meet the Great Council. Of course he agreed a little nervously. At meeting time, Joan meet Captain Peron, Judy, Conway and the Quant crew command outside the Meeting room. The door opened and they all walked in. Everyone stood and moved to meet Captain Peron. In the virtual environment, translation was automatic. After a few minutes everything settled down.

Phil got up saying, “Welcome to the Great Council chamber Captain Peron. We have reviewed Joan’s reports, and want you to know that she speaks for us in the matter of bringing all of us together. As time goes on, you will come to understand we are a tightly joined alliance of several races working toward a common goal. The only fundamental rule we have is that to remain a member, you must lift four other races to a level of membership. It sounds simple, but sometimes it’s frustrating. We will always be here to assist, but it must be your driving will to accomplish this. Are you up to this Captain Peron?”

“Yes, I’m sure I don’t totally understand your request, but I’m sure Joan will educate me. Let us Go Forward joined.”

The meeting lasted a couple hours, and when it ended, Joan’s team continued to meet with the Captain, educating, resolving issues. Everyone went home happy.

Joan went to bed early. She was extremely tired. Today had been a wearing but enjoying day. She was dreaming good dreams when all of a sudden she was aroused by blaring alarms. She jumped up automatically, connecting with the bridge within a step or two.

“What’s going on,” She asked.

“We received a distress call from Captain Peron. He said their computer has gone crazy, and he fears for everyone there. We immediately implemented isolation because of the fact he had contacted us by Dark crystal,” said Conway.

“OK,” said Joan, “I’ll be there in a minute. Keep in contact with Captain Peron.”

Joan was on the bridge in a few minutes. The bridge was a flurry of activity.

Captain Peron, what is your status?” asked Joan.

“The computer went crazy, started ranting incomprehensively, and then it programmed a cascade stasis shutdown. Then it went silent. I called you, and then all screens went normal. Maybe you can help us understand what happened,” replied the Captain.

“When we first found and scanned your ship, we saw that if your computer failed, your people could die, we put safeguards in place to separate your ship from your systems in order to prevent just such a thing. Your computer is functioning in a virtual ship, unharmed. It can be restored if you wish or we can assist in repairing it. The choice is yours. In the meantime, we can help you start restoring your people at your wish,” replied Joan.

Captain Peron was shaking his head, “Normally I would be incensed by such action. Under the circumstances and events since my awakening, I am only appreciative you were there and had the foresight to make the plans you did. We have been trying to get the computer to start restoring people since I came out of stasis, but the computer kept giving reasons why it was not possible. We began to doubt the AI but there was nowhere on the ship we could talk that we could not be heard or seen. We are willing to overlook the apparent invasion of our privacy for obvious reasons. We would appreciate after this is all behind us that you remove your presence from our ship.”

Joan smiled knowingly, she knew this day was coming, “Captain Peron I apologize that we had to take such measures. I hope that all your people will forgive any feelings being hurt. Please understand that Humans used to be very hung up on privacy, to a fault. We have since determined that it is over-rated. As I speak to you, this ship is a part of me and my crew. I can feel the wind, I can feel children running in my hallways, I can hear them laugh while they play, and I can see their tears when they hurt themselves. I hope you can understand that our ways may be different from yours. We will continue trying to learn to work with your social standards if you will try to be tolerant of ours. Our goals are unchanged in spite of any problems which may arise.”

Captain Peron said, “Joan, you are a skilled negotiator. We are basically people of the soil, and are strongly tied to it. We are also learned people in the arts and sciences. Obviously, we have much to learn from you. As for our awakening, we wish to start tomorrow. While they could stay in stasis a thousand more years, risk says awake them and face the world, reproduce and populate part of this world. I think we should divide each continent, setting one third of the land to park reserve. We should be able to sit down for a week and do this. We also want all the waters air and space to be free. We can worry about the moons and other planets in the future.”

Joan answered back, “We are in agreement. Our medical team has determined we have no issues of incompatible issues, and if yours have determined the same, I propose we have ten of our people co-habitat with ten of your people for ninety days. We can supply a Shuttle for this. We can start this tomorrow if you like. We can supply all our needs. And we will supply basic water, air, heat, and room for yours. We have eating facilities, but you will need to bring all food and personal items. It is a great way to learn the basics of learning to get along. We will have medical staff on board and fully staffed. We also have Quant Fleet’s full capabilities at hand if we encounter any problems we can’t handle. Our genes are very different, but our physiologies are more similar than we expected. On another subject, did you find the settlement we set up for you.”

“Yes,” replied Captain Peron, “We found it much to our liking. We are slowly moving to it. It is a slow task without more awake. As soon as we have more awake, we will select volunteers to participate. We must allow at least 3 weeks for people to adjust to the new situation. Some things we can expedite, this we can’t.”

Joan responded, “I defer to your wise assessment. Feel free to have your people contact us for anything we can help with. Just talk to your Avatars for assistance on bringing people out of stasis. They can help with anything on your ship your AI used to handle. We should talk tomorrow about disposition of your AI.”

*****

The next day when the Trangora woke up, there were two transport docks with one transport landed and two shuttles docked separately. It was a majestic site. So it was at both ships. The Trangora boarded each and explored most of the morning. Their Avatars quickly gave them a low level understanding of what was possible. When at the bridge, they brought up screens of all types. There were weather maps, radar type maps, Geo location maps and Star maps. There was not much that was asked that was not producible. Captain Peron asked, “Can you show our home stars position?”

Instantly, there was a large 3D image of their star, and notation as to all the planets and moons.

His Avatar said, “This is a real time feed. When we found you and you shared your star maps, we immediately sent probes to make sure there were no survivors. Searching is still taking place. Can any of you think where any last minute survivors may have taken shelter? Were there any other potential routes? Were there any deep ground shelters? We detect no radio signals of any kind. We will not give up until you give up. Any of your people who want to participate in the search can do so from here. Your Avatar can advise you as to how. We already have a few species working on this by remote control.”

There was not a dry eye in the place. The Quants now knew these people were much like Humans in many ways. Many wanted to help, but reason said their first priority was waking people. The first waking since meeting the Humans was under way at that time. Within just a couple hours, twenty more people on each ship would be brought out of stasis. Captain Peron looked over his crew reflecting on how well things were going, and feeling a grate debt of gratitude to Joan and Phil for helping in their hour of need.

Joan had just finished having diner with Conway and a short conversation with Judy, and was just sitting reviewing the days progress when Captain

Peron chimed in.

Joan responded, “Enter”

The Captain appeared on her screen. “Hello Joan, I wish to thank you and the Quants on behalf all of us for caring enough to help us. I hope someday to repay you some how. On another note, I don’t know what to do about our AI. I am hoping your Quants might be able to help. The original creators are dead, and I don’t know of any of our people who are knowledgeable enough to fix it. The AI was good for us, and we actually became emotionally attached to it.” He paused, looking sad.

Joan piped up, “We can and will help you. Let my Quants evaluate and make recommendations. Tell me Captain, What is the religion of your people? Is there a God or deity you worship?”

Captain Peron responded, “We worship the Earth from which all life springs. We have a written book, and we have our ceremonies sacred to us. What do you worship?”

Joan said, “The people of Earth have many religions, the Quants some. My religion is Mormon. I won’t go into it here, but you can learn all you wish from your Avatar. I must tell you as you will find out upon study, the Earth has a violent history. We have come close to self annihilation in the past and have grown past it.”

Captain Peron said, “I don’t judge you by what your history is, I judge you by what you are today. Thanks Joan, sleep peacefully.”

*****

Two years had passed since the Plattsmouth’s arrival on Wright. Much of what Joan had foreseen had come to pass. The Trangora had settled in with the humans. All of the people in Stasis had revived with no problems whatsoever. The search and rescue had found incomplete ships on the far side of an outer planet in which many survived in stasis. The ships had no long range capability, but they had hoped Trangora 1 or 2 might come back for them. The population of Wright doubled. The planet was bountiful, and with the seeding of both Human and Trangora, there was abundant food and wildlife. Both peoples work the soil, learned forgotten skills, and set up equitable trade. They were even exploring for trading partners. Why then, Joan asked herself was she unhappy. Then she remembered a promise she made to herself.

*****

It was 1year later and Joan was sitting in the Eagle 1. Along side her sat Jorelan, a seventeen year old Trangora girl.

Joan said, “Are you ready?”

Jorelan replied, “Nervous but ready”. She had been training for months. She had been selected by Joan from a small handful of boys and girls her age to qualify for implants. She had done exceedingly well in virtual training. Now she was going to do the real thing/. She had dreamed of this since she had seen Joan and Captain Peron flying the Eagle 1 one day.

Joan said, “Let’s go.” Into the sky they went. Soaring, diving, looping, and twisting.

When it was over, Joan asked, “How was it?”

Jorelan said all smiles, “Wow, that was great. Virtual is one thing, but to actually feel the wind on my face, the gravity, to see what the plane sees, it was just great.”

Joan said, I remember when I was your age; I had a dream of flying. The Quants made that possible. I want you to promise me someday that you will help someone else achieve s dream.”

Jorelan was in tears, “I will, I will.”

Of course Joan set up two more strip by Trangora 1 and 2 and installed a dozen planes at each, and recruited many more pilots. It was a start.

 


*****

Phil was sitting by Saints Pond with all the Council, “We have done good.”

George replied for all, “Yes Phil. You have,.. you have done a good thing.”
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