Chapter 1

Earth

The Broken Man


He felt that he was swimming against the whirlpool.  Life had broken Adam Hunter, and he was waiting to see into what it would rebuilt him into. He had been raised in privilege, so he had never been trained in how to handle poverty and failure when it hit him: therefore he stood that dreary day at the Diner’s door an emotionally shattered man, not knowing where to turn for help and salvation, and he never would have expected to find it in a place like this.

The lunch crowd at Gail’s Diner was in full swing and Dorothy Gale, the homespun young owner, who was currently in her third century as the proprietor, wiped off the counter, while another customer sat down at that place which she had just cleaned off the minute before.  She brushed the long brunette curls from her eyes, and handed the man a menu, while pointing out the lunch specials.  The Diner was one of those hidden treasures of Kansas City that average people generally walk past, while those in the know treasure and share only with their closest friends.


At Gail’s Diner you could get heaping plates of actual homemade meals at surprisingly low prices: but more importantly you got Dorothy.  With a smile and a “Welcome to Gail’s.” you became a member of the Diner’s family.  Like a small corner bar or a rush hour commuter rail car: you were coming to a home where everyone was like family.


So it was when Adam Hunter, on that first day, sat at the counter of Gail’s for the first time.  He was supposed to meet a co-worker, but she must have been running late.  Adam Hunter was an average, rather unimposing man, of average height, average build and an average slightly Asian look.  He was the kind of man that no one noticed and he knew it, which was doubly sad because he was also a broken man and he needed to be noticed by someone with a sympathetic ear.  He was a dreamer who had all of his dreams taken away from him: and there’s nothing that will break a dreamer’s spirit more than to take away his dreams.  He slid into the open place at the counter, and the waitress Dorothy handed him his menu.


“Welcome to Gail’s.  I’m your waitress, Dorothy.” she said while pouring a tall glass of ice water.  “The lunch specials today are meatloaf and mashed potatoes and apple cheese fondue.  The soups KC Veggie and turkey corn chowder.”



Rap.

After a brief look at the menu, Adam made his decision.  “I guess that I’ll have the garlic pork burger with muenster and a the hot spiced Dr. Pepper.”


Rap.  Rap.


“Very good.  Did you want the Spiced Pepper with the burger, or right now?”


Rap. Rap. Rap.


“If you want to get that before taking my order, it’s OK.”


Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.


“What the heck is that?”

Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.


“It’s coming from over there somewhere.” Adam pointed to the corner.


Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.


“If I didn’t know better, I’d swear that it was coming from my refrigerator.”


Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.


It definitely was coming from the refrigerator.  Cautiously cracking the door open, she peeked inside, to find a furry, large, floppy eared, buck-toothed face smiling back at her.  She slammed the door closed. 


Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap. Rap.


“What was it?” Adam inquired.


“Bugs Bunny?”  She opened the door again, and the large rabbit’s face asked her “Remember me Gail?”


“Not really.  No.  But I think I can guess where you came from.”  When she was a young girl she had been whisked to strange land, in another dimension, where she had all sorts of strange adventures, and met all sorts of crazy creatures.


“Well, I suppose that was to be expected.  Can I get out of here?  It’s awfully cold and very cramped in here.”


“OK?”


Climbing out the tall rabbit stretched his arms and legs as he exited the cooler.  “Thanks.”  The lunch crowd had come to expect quirky pranks out of Dorothy, so they simply looked on with interest, fully convinced that this was just another one of her practical jokes.”


Looking at the oversized rabbit, she sternly pointed.  “Why don’t you and I go into the back room for a chat.”  Looking at the other waitress, she said, “Angie, I’m taking a break: keep an eye on things for a while if you will.  Come on Bugs.”


“Not Bugs…Jak.”


“That figures.”


The storeroom was an austere place with supplies and a cot: Jak came in and sat on the cot, his whiskers twitching in an amused fashion and his ears laying back languidly.  Out of his vest pocket, he took a sealed, and heavily gilded envelope.  Handing it to Dorothy, he said, “This should explain most things.  After you’ve read it I’ll answer any of your questions that weren’t answered in the letter.”


Dear Dorothy,


I hope that you can recognize my handwriting: if not I just tell you…I’m you.  Sort 


of.  Several years ago, a creature from space destroyed the Earth.  I was only able

 to save Kansas City and some of the land around it.  I brought it here and… you do know where here is don’t you?  I brought it here and we’ll probably be here now forever.

I  later returned to the past, for a personal reason and an E’Qwan followed me into the past and changed history, by killing the Earth’s destroyer in that distant time.  You probably don’t know what the E’Qwan were, do you?  They were aliens who came to Earth decades ago, as refugees from the destroyer.  But with the past changed, they never would have come to Earth, I don’t suppose.

Either way: when time was changed, your timeline came into being, so now there are two of us, although your experiences have been different from mine, from the point where the E’Qwan came to my Earth. Now there are two of us and two Kansas Cities.  

I thought that I should warn you that if anyone from your Earth, who has a duplicate in my Kansas City, were to come here, they would merge into an unconscious part of their counterpart here.  And the same would happen to any of our people going there.  So you can’t return here unless you want to cease to exist, and I can’t go there if I don’t want to become a part of your unconscious.

Therefore, to distinguish ourselves from each other, I will from now on refer to you as Dorothy, and me as Gail.  It’ll be wonderful: I’ve always wanted to have a sister.  Now, about Jak.

Jak is a dear friend from here and therefore he has no analogue there.  When he heard that I was looking for someone to send a warning to you about the situation, he volunteered.  He is the greatest scientist and mathematician in this dimension, and he’s very interested to have a chance to study the physics of Earth’s home dimension and to meet some of Earth’s greatest scientists. Even though the E’Qwan never came there, I’m hoping that people will be open-minded enough to accept him, if not please make sure that he doesn’t get killed and dissected.  He is a very dear friend after all.

He’s going to help us set up a way that we can talk with each other.  There are a lot of people here who would love the chance to talk with their families there…or themselves for that matter.  I’ll leave that up to you and Jak.  Until we can talk to each other further I’ll think fondly of you dear sister.  

With all my love:




Gail


PS:
Jak took me to the past and I got to spend some time with Mother and 

Father.  I really want to talk to you about that.
Putting the letter down she looked at the rabbit with amazement, smiled and said, “It looks like life just got a lot more interesting my friend.”


With a toothy grin, and a little bit of a lisp, he answered.  “Only if we make it so my friend.”


“Why don’t we do that then?  Tell me a little more about why you’re here.”


“Well my dear: if you were to ask yourself that question, the answer would be that I’m here to set up a way for the people of your dimension to speak with the people in my dimension.”


“And if I were to ask you?”


He smiled, wiggled his whiskers and replied, “I’d say that the world was coming to an end and that I’m here to save it.”

Chapter 2


Dorothy frowned and said, “Listen Buddy,,,”


“That’s Bunny, if you don’t mind.”


“Got a little bit of an attitude problem there I see… Either way, Gail may be a big wig where she is, but I’m just a waitress…”


“A waitress that can hurl lightning bolts…”


“That may be true, but nobody here knows about that, and I’d be very pleased if you didn’t tell anyone about it.”


The rabbit blinked his large brown eyes twice and cocked his head, so that his ears pulled back away from his vest.  “If that’s what you want, but I really don’t see why.”


“That’s what I want.  You know, one of my best customers is a Senator.  He and his wife have been friends for a long time.  I’ll bet that he could get some scientist type here to help you out.  Why don’t you stay here and I’ll give him a quick call.”


Three hours later Senator and Mrs. Jacob Meier, three-time Senator from the Great State of Kansas came through the front door of the diner.  They had in tow a tall balding man with the extremely thick-rimmed glasses that were all the rage this year.  Both men wore the latest style of business suits, with very thin collars and a jacket that nearly reached the floor.  Jake’s was a shocking yellow, while the bald man wore white.


Laura Meier wore a green set of formal overalls with the matching formal Kansas City Chiefs baseball cap.  Very chic.


Dorothy, as usual, wore her anciently styled powder blue waitress uniform.  “Hi Jake.  Laura.  I’m really glad that you came.  I’ve got a little problem that I really need some help with.  This is?”


“Gail this is Daniel Duncan, the Chairman of Science and Research, for the President’s Committee for Advancement.”


Gail wiped the fryer grease from her hand with her ever-present pink apron and held it out to the dignified man.  “Pleased to meet you.”


Always the gentleman, he took the proffered hand, kissed it and bowed.  “Always pleased to meet a friend of the Senator.”  Looking at Jake and Laura he tried to slick his hair over his bald spot, grinned, put on his best Southern drawl and continued, “You never told me that your friend was such an attractive young woman.  If I were twenty years younger… “


Matching his drawl and flashing a mischievous smile Dorothy piped in.  “Why suh, I do declare that you are the sweetest young thing that these old eyes have seen in a dog’s age.”


“Ouch!  Well you gotta give a guy a little credit for trying.  At my age that’s about all that you can do.”


“Somehow Mr. Duncan I sincerely doubt that.  Besides, I’m not so obviously a little older than you think.”  ‘About three hundred years older’ she thought to herself: allowing the tiniest grin to show through.


“If you say so my dear.  Now: what kind of a problem can someone like you have that would require the help of someone like me?”


Dorothy again flashed her most endearing smile and asked him, “How’s your heart?  Are you easily shocked?”


“My dear I expect that I’ve pretty much seen everything in my long life.”


“I guarantee that you haven’t seen this before.  Let’s say I said that I had an alien from a UFO in the back room: I don’t… but let’s say I did.  Would that freak you out?”


“I would be most excited to meet a friend from another planet.”


Turning to Laura and Jake, she asked the same of them.  It seemed that none of them thought that they would be shocked by meeting an alien: so she continued.  “Well I do have something for you to see in the back room.  If you would follow me.”  


She pushed the swinging door open and gestured for them to enter.  On crossing the threshold they saw a small thin figure in a trench coat and large hat, sitting with his back to them.  Dorothy looked at them and said, “This my friends is Jak.  Jak I’d like you to meet…”


Before she could continue, the disguised hare had turned, saw who was there, and gleefully launched himself into Laura’s arms, shouting “Laura my friend…” looking at her husband he continued. “…and dear Brother Jakob it’s so good to see you again my dear, dear friends.”  He smothered her in bunny kissed, flew to Jake and repeated the performance, and finally he stopped short in front of Daniel.  “I’ve met the other you too, But you sir I have yet to have the pleasure to meet.”  He grabbed the astonished scientists hand and pumped it furiously.  “I’m very pleased to meet you.  I am Jak T. Rabbit, but you may call me Jak.”


Dorothy laughed and said to the unmoving trio.  “Now you’ve met Jak.  What do you think?”


Dumbfounded the aging scientist simply said, “Now that is a horse of a different color.”


Chewing on a piece of Dorothy’s famous carrot cake, (it was his favorite desert of all) Jak looked up to the massive scientist and asked, “Well Danny boy: what do ya wanna do first, build a communicator or save the world?”


“Why don’t I get a little information first.  Who are we communicating with?”


“Why the dimension of imagination.  Haven’t you been listening?”


“I’ve been listening, but I’m not really sure where that is.”


“Well you’ve come to the right chap.  I don’t mean to blow my own horn, but I am the leading theorist when it comes to trans- imaginative physics.”


“Whatever that is.”


“What it is, is the mathematics of describing a given universe, by what dimensions you use to describe it.  For example: almost all universes have height, width and depth as basic dimensions.  Yours also has time as another major dimension, with a smattering of others that you haven’t even recognized as dimensions yet. (Actually your universe has at least eight hundred and seventeen dimensions that I’m aware of.)  My universe replaces the dimension of time with the dimension of imagination.  Where I come from, we know how to quantify the imagination, and time is all but non-existent.”


“I find that hard to believe.”


“Like I intimated: yours is a dimension that is sorely lacking in imagination. I’ll need to tutor some of your people in these principles before we can build our communications devices.  Once they know the principles, it’ll be simple engineering, and even people from this limited universe should be able to design one.”


Frowning slightly the regularly jovial man, cautiously queried, “And the other matter?  I wasn’t aware that the world was in any kind of danger.”


“Well of course it is!  I wouldn’t have taken the effort to come here otherwise.  I could have just mailed in the information that your engineers needed.  For heaven’s sake!  Our problems are much bigger than that.  We’ve noticed a measurable drain of another one of our dimensions into your universe.”


“You’re losing a dimension?”


“Well… yes and no.  Actually, a dimension isn’t really anything more than a way to describe a physical property of the universe.  There really aren’t such things as dimensions, there are just different universes; and a dimension is a mathematical way of describing the intensity of various properties of that universe.  There really is no such a thing as a height or a width.  There are only objects that have the properties of height and width, but you can’t point at something and say ‘there’s a width.’”


“You could have many three dimensional descriptions of an object, besides height, width and depth.  For example it could be a three dimensional representation of Electrical Attraction, Magnetic Attraction and Gravitational Strength or it could be Brightness, Color and Contrast.  Anything can be represented mathematically: by as many parameters, or dimensions, as you choose.  When I say that one of our dimensions is bleeding into yours, what I’m really saying is that the intensity of on of our parameters, or dimensions, is being drained from my universe into your universe.”


“And that dimension is…?”


“Free will.  Although it’s not one of our most defining of dimensions, it is a relatively large one: and something in this universe is draining some of our free will.  This cannot continue, so I’m here to stop it.”


“How?”


“Well we’ll search the universe of course.”


“It’s a pretty big place…”


“We’ll only have to take readings at about a half a dozen spots.  As long as they’re widely scattered we can get a good approximation, and then zoom in for a closer focus.  It’ll be a snap.”


“I don’t know how big your universe is, but like I said: it’s a pretty big place, and we don’t have any way to get further than our solar system.”


The bunny looked up incredulously, “You’re kidding right?”


“Not really, no.”


“Boy this place really is down on the imagination scale.  Well, that’s all right: I’ve got enough for everybody in this backwater place.  I’ll just have to teach you how to build a ship that’ll take you there.

Chapter 3


Adam’s friend was right about how good the food was at that place.  He couldn’t remember when he had had a better breakfast.  He wasn’t sure what the deal was with the guy dressed up in the rabbit suit, but he just figured that it must have been some sort of practical joke that went wrong.  The steel workers had long since left and with a full stomach he was very content.  He figured that he should go back to work, but after such a feast as he had had, he would rather take a nap.  


Maybe, he thought, this was the start of something good.  Anything had to be better than his current situation.  He had been living through a particularly bad period in his life.  It seemed that nothing had gone right for several years, and he was looking for a new start.  He had learned that, if you’re not part of the upper class, the only thing that can destroy you worse that another person’s hatred, is the cold indifference of bureaucracies and the soulless machinations of large corporations: and he had been anonymously crushed under the wheels of progress. 


Just as he was starting to get his coat on, the bell on the door rang.  When he glanced at the new customers, he realized that it was Senator Meier.  He had his wife and another guy that looked somehow familiar, but he couldn’t quite place him.  ‘What was a Senator doing there?’ he thought.  He took his coat back off and decided that it might be more interesting to stay a little longer and see what was going on.


After a long while several of the Senator’s security staff came in and sat down all around him.  Everybody gets nervous when police are around: no matter how pure and innocent they are.  He looked at the goon on his left: a small mountain of a man, with the wary look of one who has been well trained in the art of causing pain and inflicting injury.  His dark glasses doing little to hide the predators eyes which lurked beneath.  The woman on his right was slight but wore a face that was somehow more dangerous that that of the man-mountain to Adam’s left.  

He got the idea that it might be a good time to think about heading back to work.  As he arose the woman quietly said, “Why don’t you stay with us for a while.?”  It was a command, not a question. 

The bell on the door rang again, and a short man with a pink casual business suit, came in.  The mountain rose and stepped in front of him.  “The Diner’s closed fellah.  You’ll have to move along.”

“Indignantly he replied, “I’m not going anywhere until I get my morning coffee.”

“I’m sorry sir but you’ll have to go somewhere else for it today.”

“I’ll do no such thing!  I could do without breakfast, but I can’t do without my coffee.”

“Like I said before: you’ll have to get it somewhere else.”

“Listen pal, do you see that building across the street?  That’s where  my office is, and there’s nowhere for me to get a coffee between here and there so get out of my way so that I can get my coffee.”  He tried to push his way past the man mountain.

After about an hour and a half Adam was ushered into the back of the Senator’s limo, along with the guy in the rabbit suit, the tall guy, the Diner’s owner and the other waitress.  He stepped over the still unconscious coffee drinker on the way to the limo.  The senator and his wife rode in the second limo, which had been called for them.  For the first time in nearly three hundred years, the Diner was closed and locked earlier.

After driving in silence for ten minutes the rabbit took off his hat and said, “This Kansas City looks different than the other one.  The other one was beat up in the trip, but this place looks a lot dingier.  Why is that do you suppose?”

The tall scientist looked confused, “What other Kansas City?”

“The one from the other timeline.  The one that lives in my universe now.”

The man in the lab coat just shook his head and mumbled, “Ask a silly question…”

“So why is it so run down?”, continued Jak.

“It isn’t run down.  Things have been this way for centuries.  Steady and sure, that’s our Kansas City.”

“Dull if you ask me.  You don’t even have an IPKF Center.”

“I don’t know what that is…”

“You know: the International Peace Keeping Force.  They should have their tower down by the river.  Lectra Cycles?  I haven’t seen one of them either.”

Finally overcoming his fears, Adam broke in.  “It sounds that you come from a very different place.”

The bunny grinned and threw back his ears.  “You have no idea.”

“It sounds like a nice place.”

“It is.  Especially the Land of Hearts.  At least it is since the Queen was put in her place.”  Turning to the scientist he frowned.  “You know, Mr. Duncan, I know that you’re a little freaked out right now, but the other you is really a much nicer guy.”

Showing a little more interest, he looked closely at the large Hare.  “There’s another me?”

“Oh yeah.  I’ve rarely known a better being.  Let me tell you a story about him that will tell you more about him than anything else.  We had a short war with the Rockmen, and I met him during the deliberations on how to deal with them after they were defeated.  He insisted that there was good in all creatures and that we should try to find that good and encourage them.”

“Sounds like the other me is I little naïve.”

“Not really.  I actually found him to be rather enlightened.  Let me tell you about him.  He said that as a young man, he had an accident that cost him his eyesight, and therefore his career.  He moved to Kansas to stay with his sister, who got him an entry level job with the Department of Aid to the Disabled.  He started at the bottom but was ambitious.”

“He told me that he knew that he would never stab another person in the back to get ahead.  He believed that no matter how rotten someone is they always do something well.  He looked for that good in his immediate supervisor and when he found it, he sent letters to Fortune 500 company headhunters who, after reading our Mr. Duncan’s testimonials, offered his boss a better job.  Then my Mr. Duncan was promoted into his former boss’s vacated position.  Both men were winners: his old boss got a better job, and he got a promotion.  The process was repeated again and again until he wound up as the top man in the state in his department.  He was able to get ahead while helping a lot of good men get ahead.  How did you get your position Mr. Duncan?”

“…Not that way…”

“I thought not… although I suspect that you have it in you to be like him if you wanted.  If you have brains and the right attitude, ‘good guys finish first’.”

“I’ll think about it.”

Turning his gaze on Adam, Jak asked, “How bout you bub?  What’s your story?”

Adam had been staring out the window, thinking about how just when he thinks that his life can’t get any worse, it does.”

“I don’t even know why I’m here.  I’m about as big a nobody as you can imagine.”

“Got a handle?”

“Names Adam Hunter.  Do you know the other me too?”

His large blue bunny eyes blinked twice, and his mouth made a contented gnawing motion.  “Yeah I do.  I just didn’t recognize you, that’s all.  You look very different in my world.  In my Kansas City you’re a super-hero called Captain Lightning.  You and your other hero friends have saved the city more than once.  You’re adored by the entire city.”

Adam groaned.  “That figures: I couldn’t even pick the right world to be born into.  Well I’m nothing like that here.  I live with depression, and toy often with the idea of suicide.”

“That doesn’t sound very pleasant.  What is depression?  I’m not sure that I’ve ever heard of it before.”

“Count yourself lucky then.  OK.  Let me try to explain depression… Well, for me it’s like this.  I’ve got a lot of problems crushing in on me from all sides, and before I can ward off one problem three more are coming at me from different directions.”

“My mind is constantly racing trying to find solutions to my problems, while my body is just sitting and staring, hardly noticing my surroundings.  It’s like a computer program that’s stuck in an unending loop.  The mind, like a computer in a loop, races faster and faster, consuming more and more of the brains functions.  Time seems to slow within while the problems are considered from every angle.”  

“A computer in a loop appears to slow down on the outside, while it moves faster and faster on the inside.  The brain does the same thing.  The body is worn out and exhausted from its mental exertions.  That’s what depression feels like.  An exhausted run-away computer.”

“To make matters worse, you are increasingly cut off from the outside and from those about you.”

With tears in his eyes and a trembling voice Jak responded.  “I’m really sorry my friend: I could never have guessed.  You both should have had happier lives: and that’s part of the reason why I’m here. “ 

“There’s an unnatural force that’s measurable from my universe, and that negative force is the cause of all of your problems.  After we’ve built Gail’s radio, we’re going to find that source of negative imbalance and we’re going to fix it.  You my friends will, I hope, have better lives, very soon.”

Glancing over at the Senator and his wife, he concluded.  “I won’t even tell about the other versions of those two yet.”

Chapter 4

Jak and the entire compliment from Gail’s Diner were taken to Area 51, where for centuries the American government had tried, generally unsuccessfully, to discover useful technologies from the ancient wreck. Jak said that the radio would be surprisingly quick in its construction, but the senator wanted to hold off on that and thought that the space ship should be built first.  He felt that it shouldn’t be made known to the public just yet that there’s another Kansas City: not until a propitious way could be made to break it to the public, so it was time to build the space ship.  

Walking farther into the Area 51 complex, along a sterile winding battleship gray hallway, they walked for what seemed an eternity, until they arrived at a non-descript door.  With great pride, the Senator threw open the doors and unveiled the broken spaceship.  Jak twitched his nose.  “This is it?”

The Senator was a little flustered.  He had expected a little more excitement from his visitors.  “Yeah.  Is there something wrong with it?”

“I’d say so.  This is an E’Qwan scout ship.  It’s Hyper engines are powered by their Genetic Force Field: we’ll never get it working.  Maybe there’s something else useful here.  Can I see the schematics?”

He poured over the plans for several hours until he was ready to make his pronouncement.  “Dear friends, after applying my not inconsequential brainpower to the problem, and with the help of these excellent diagrams, I can tell you now, without any equivocation, that I can have a spaceship operable in about two days.”

Staring at the bunny dumbstruck, the small crowd was speechless.  Not a one of them felt that the rabbit was sane.  Sensing this Jak continued.  “The trick is really very simple, you see.  You’ve just lacked the imagination to see the obvious in front of you.  Fortunately, I am from a dimension of imagination.”  Pointing at the plans he went on.  “The trick is to use the heating and cooling system to power the ship’s flight.  See?”

Looking more confused than ever, Adam said, “Not really.  Everyone knows that it’s impossible to go faster than the speed of light.”

Letting out an exasperated gasp Jak set out to explain it to him.  ”That’s not really correct.  You need to think like a bunny, not a human.  A bunny will jump over an obstacle, where a human would stop and try to find a way through it.  We just need to jump over the Speed of Light.”

  “Your simplistic Theory of Relativity says that it would take all of the energy in the universe to push an object up to the Speed of Light, and that’s correct, as far as it goes: but if an object is already moving faster than the speed of light the opposite is true.  It would take all of the energy in the universe to slow it down to the Speed of Light, so there is no problem with traveling faster than that speed.”

“OK, but we aren’t traveling faster than the Speed of Light.”

“That’s true, but with the E’Qwan heating and cooling unit, we’ll be able to.”

“How?”

“You people don’t really understand how energy is transferred from one thing to another.  The E’Qwan figured it out, and that’s how this tiny unit both heats and cools things.  It simply moves energy from one object to another, and that is how we’ll move faster than Light.  See?”

Dorothy interrupted, “Jak, you’ll have to assume that we know nothing about your advanced physics, and make it as easy for us to understand as possible.  Use analogies if necessary.”

His whiskers twitched an annoyed twitch, and he carried on.  “Moving beyond light speed is just another name for changing the state of the matter which makes up an object.  You go from being a slower than light object to being a faster than light object by jumping over the Speed of Light.”

“It’s just like water going from a solid state to a liquid state.  It is impossible for matter to reach the freezing point or the boiling point, (just as it’s impossible to reach the Speed of Light) it jumps over those temperatures by stealing energy from other matter.  If ice is going to melt, part of it steals energy from another part of it.  This heats some of it instantaneously over the melting point, while cooling the part that gave up the energy.”

“It’s all a matter of knowing how to transfer energy, and this device does that.  We can use it to steal energy from surrounding particles in space so that we can jump over the Speed of Light, which will freeze those particles solid.  The faster we go, the less energy we need to steal.  By borrowing very small amounts of energy, we should be able to have almost instantaneous transportation to any place in the universe.”

Speaking up the Senator concluded, “Build it.”  And he did.

Jak was a bunny of his word, and two days later he called them all together for the unveiling of The Morning Star: an ancient Viking ship floating soundlessly in the air above the hanger’s floor: its brightly colored sails billowing in a non-existent wind, it’s highly polished wooden hull was almost mirror-like in quality and the normal dragonhead at the prow had been replaced with the head and shoulders of a delicate fairy with her wings molding into the deck and sides of the elegant vessel.

With obvious pride he brushed back his ears and announced, “This my friends is the Morning Star.  It was inspired by the stories of my friend Peter.”

Daniel cynically asked, “Would the be Peter Rabbit… or Peter Cottontail.”

“No.  That would be Peter Pan.”

“You knew Peter Pan?”

“I know Peter Pan.  He’s told me many stories about a flying pirate ship, so when I saw the mock-up of the Viking Marauder in the entrance to this facility, I just knew that I had to make it fly too.  The Viking ship and a pirate ship perform similar functions, so I requisitioned it and made it the shell for our star ship.  The E’Qwan unit will move the Star Ship instantaneously to wherever we want to go, while Dorothy will supply life support, short range propulsion and more.”

Looking at the non-descript waitress, the Senator asked, “Can you really do all of that stuff that he said?”

“Oh yeah… and a lot more too.  I could probably be a pretty formidable weapon if need be, and as a last resort, I could take everyone to the dimension where Jak lives.”  Looking over at the rabbit she inquired, “Is Neverland really in that place?”

“Oh yeah.”

“Darn.  I would’ve liked to have met Peter Pan.”

“Maybe I’ll be able to introduce you some day.”

“That would be nice.”

Adam was beginning to look a little less angry about his situation.  “And we’re going to explore the universe with that thing?”

“Most certainly.”

“I understand why you would want to take Gail, and I even see why you want to take the Senator: but what possible use am I?  Don’t get me wrong: I’ve always dreamed of traveling to the stars, but why me?”

“Because I know the other you.  I know that you have an incredibly powerful imagination, and a spirit that, despite appearances, is unbreakable.  I just want you to see it too.”  

Adam was struck dumbfounded at the hare’s honesty, but Daniel Duncan was not.  “And I suppose that I’m coming along so that you can show me how great the other me is too?”

“No Mister Duncan, you’re coming because you’re a scientist.  Now: the supplies have been loaded, so why don’t we get on board?  But  since you brought it up, the other you is an awesome man.”

He continued.  “One last thing.  This is very important.  You’ve all been given sub-dermal implants on the back of your left hands.  If you should ever get in a situation where you know that you cannot possibly survive, push the implant and say polliwog.  It’s a means of escape to be used as a last resort only, because there’s a real possibility that it will destroy you instantly.  Remember: don’t use it except as the ultimate last resort.  OK: let’s get started.”

So the crew of the Morning Star boarded the bizarre vessel.  Proudly, the rabbit Jak led the way, followed by the waitresses Dorothy and Angie, still dressed in their archaic uniforms.  Next came the elegant, and slightly amused Senator and his wife, and bring up the rear was the excitedly subdued Adam and the dour Daniel Duncan.  It was an odd assortment of people to become Earth’s first intergalactic explorers, but often greatness picks you, not the other way around.

“Now my friends, I’ll activate the Light Speed Hop and we’ll be on our way.”

“Hop?”

“What did you expect? I am a rabbit after all.”

Jak stepped up to the controls, turned on the alien life control system and a golden bubble encased the vessel.  With the twisting of another dial, the ship moved so fast that it appeared to have vanished from the face of the Earth.  Their adventure had begun.

Deep Space

Chapter 5

The Cold Blooded Planet
The Morning Star hurtled through space at multi-luminal speeds, traveling at many thousands of times the speed of light.  The brilliant bunny reduced power and the vessel accelerated to an incomprehensible speed.  The black light of the stars became streaks on the white canvas of the multi-luminal universe’s sky.  He reduced power again and the galaxies flew past them at dizzying speeds.

Finally he felt that they had flown far enough and he turned up the power and slowed them to a mere two hundred times light speed.  The explorers were in a galaxy on the fringes of a group of galaxies that were the farthest that had ever been recorded from the Earth.  If they went any further, without maps from that new location, they might not be able to find their way home, so rather than chance that, they decided to see who was at home in that corner of the universe.  As long as they had their Earth made charts they should be able to return home without too many problems.

The explorers neared a star system that displayed an energy signature that suggested a highly developed civilization, so they changed direction, and like a moth to a flame, headed on a beeline for it.  When they got within two Astronomical Units, or AUs, from it they dropped below light speed and the sky above the Viking Craft resumed its usual configuration of black skies and white stars.

A vessel approached from the planet in question, but it was nothing like the Morning Star.  Whereas the Morning Star was a delicate and ethereal thing, the craft that approached them from the planet was massive and plodding and as supernal as an old shoe: more suitable for trudging along sluggishly than for flying between the stars.  Still, it was massive and might be dangerous, so they engaged the transmitter from the E’Qwan ship and called on all frequencies.

The duty of First Contact fell to the only person on the Morning Star who had any diplomatic experience: therefore the Senator keyed the microphone and sent his first message.  He hoped the ancient E’Qwan translating device still worked after all of the centuries in storage.

“Approaching vessel: this is the Exploration Vessel, Morning Star.  We are a peace loving people.  It is our devoted wish that our peoples and yours may become fast friends.”

The blocky ship continued its approach silently.

He tried again.  “It is my belief that we have many things that we can share with each other.  Come, let us become acquainted.”

An oily voice resonated deeply through the radio’s speaker.  “You are without assets, and therefore you have nothing to share with us.”

“If we have nothing that you want, why do you close on our position?”

“Because you are in our way.  If you do not get out of our way we will collide, and our sensors show that you have nothing to protect you, while we would not be scratched by a collision with your flimsy craft.  Move or don’t move: it matters not to me.”

Dorothy became somewhat indignant at their dismissal of their graceful ship.  She may not have laid eyes on it before yesterday, but it was now hers, and they had just insulted it.  She muttered under her breath, “OK, bring it on buddy”: a crimson bubble encased the Viking craft just before impact, and the larger more massive ship was violently shunted aside.

Immediately the radio came again to life.  “Perhaps you do have a bargaining chip or two.  Are you a representative of the Gods?”

Looking to Dorothy, the Senator shrugged.  “Which Gods are you referring to?  We come from a place where everyone is allowed to worship whichever God they please.”

“There are only two Gods.”

Adam spoke up.  “Let me guess.  The Gods are the those that represent Chaos and Order: right?”

“In a manner of speaking.  The God of Free-Will allows Chaos I suppose, while the God of Control brings Order to our chaotic existence.  Which one do you serve?”

His sharp eyes flashing, the Senator motioned for Adam’s silence, while mouthing, “We must be very careful here.”  Speaking audibly he answered.  “We serve the one true God, just as you do.”

“That is good.  You must have been brought here for a purpose; I am sure that the Great God of Control will make that purpose known to us in due time.”

“I am sure that you are right, my friend.”

“I will call back to Ralisson and have a beacon turned on to lead you to the proper port authorities.  Representatives from my Company will meet you at the New Arrivals Gate.  Negotiations can commence from there.  I wish you Good Control and don’t forget my cut.”

“Good Control to you too my friend.”  And turning of the mike, “Whatever that means.”

The Morning Star glided through the enormous Space Facility, passing one ugly and bulky craft after another: each one being pigeon-holed in berths that looked like a large old-styled mail sorting wall.  They landed in the berth indicated by the Beacon, and after testing the air for breathability, they deboarded. 

Dorothy stayed with the ship while the rest of the crew were met by the Company Representative, that they were told that they would meet.  The Rep was a reptilian creature, with a body like a snake, hundreds of legs, like a millipede and a flowing fin down its blue scaled back.  Holding a clipboard in its forelimbs, it slithered forward, it’s sly smile and oily hiss of a voice had a slightly hypnotic effect on everyone.  “Welcome sssentientss.  We are told that you are here to licssenssse a new kind of ssshield technology.  If we may sssee your permits, we can begin negotiationsss.”

Stepping forward, Senator Meier replied for the group, holding the translator close to his chest.  “I think that there has been some miscommunication here.  We are here as explorers, not as traders, or salespersons.”

“Did you not sssay that you worssshipped the Great God of Order?”

Cautiously, “We did.”

“Then you must negotiate with us.”

“I don’t understand why.”

“You don’t understand…?”  looking warily at the outsiders, it continued.  “If you truly worssship, Lucitan, the great God of Order, you would know why.  Complete Order meansss a lack of free will.  All worsshiperss, of the true God have the sssame will.  You are probably not even cold blooded, asss are all of the true faith.”

“We respect you and your Deity, but we are from a far away place where customs and ideas are different…”

“Blasstphemy!!  You are not of usss.  You will be converted!”

With that pronouncement, a bolt of lightning unexpectedly blasted them all into an insensate state.  Seeing this Dorothy quickly erected the shield around the ship, just as the cascading energies pounded the shields of the Morning Star, which effectively trapped her on the ship. 

Chapter 6

The Land of Disposable Children


The thin young waitress, Angela Simpson, felt numb and tingly all over: feeling like she was back home in bed awaking from a deep, deep sleep; still in that insensate state where she had no idea where she was. Or indeed when she was.  Blinking the sand out of her eyes, she sat up and looked around.


She found that she was sleeping on a park bench, and that the young Adam Hunter was snoring soundly on a nearby bench.  It appeared to be a park-like place, with several forms of creatures milling about their business.  In the middle of the park, a sign prominently proclaimed, ‘Please Don’t Feed The Children’.


On the far side of the park, astride a sky blue, six-legged unicorn, sat what appeared to be a large naval blue teddy bear, with a white stomach and a golden star pinned to its breast pocket.  It looked, for all of the world, like it was supposed to be some sort of police officer.


Angie went to the bench that held Adam Hunter and gently shook him awake.  He jumped up with a start and looked dazedly about him.  “Wha… Wha’s goin on..?”


In a hushed voice, Angie replied.  “Sir, you have to shake off the effects of whatever they’ve done to us.  I have no idea where we are or what’s going on.”


Gazing slowly about him, Adam shook his head and replied.  “Please: call me Adam.  Obviously we’re not at the spaceport.  This place looks like something that you’d see on an acid trip, but it sure doesn’t feel like that.  I think it’s real Miss.”


“I think you’re right … Adam: and my name is Angie, not Miss.”


“Sorry.”


Noticing that they were awake, the officer spurred his unicorn into a trot, and soon arrived in front of them.  Not bothering to dismount, he growled a message at them in a grunting sort of language: which they were surprised that they were able to understand perfectly.


“I am Officer Growler.  Welcome to the planet Fuzziwuz, which is also known as the current Land of Disposable Children.  It will be your home until the day that you die, or until the day that you are ready to properly adjust your thinking, so that you will then be willing to conform to society for the rest of your days.”  He pulled the reins and started to leave, when Adam interrupted.


“Sir.  I think that there’s been a mistake…”


Turning back with an angry snarl, the peace officer spat back at him.  “You confirm you crime!  It is not for us to think.  It is for us to do as we are told.  I don’t know what circumstances brought you here and I really don’t care, for I am a true son Lucita!.  You are an obvious heretic!  It is my job to keep you in this place and to make sure that you don’t try to contaminate others with your evil thoughts.  I’ll be watching you.”  With that he turned his unicorn and galloped off.


Mumbling under his breath Adam looked to the timid Angie.  “Perfect.  That’s my life in a nutshell.  Well Angie what do you want to do?”


“I want to go home.”


“Me too sister.  How do we do that?”


“Beats me.”


They thought to explore their surroundings, but the ever-present Officer Growler was always there, keeping himself at a distance.  Every so often he would gallop away, and they would see him giving his own special brand of instruction to other small and scattered groups.  After his visit to the third group, of what looked like young teddie-bears, he brought his unicorn about and returned to Adam and Angie.


“You two will come with me!  A wonderful thing is about to happen and I want you to see it.”


They walked behind the six-legged beast, trying to avoid following too closely, so as not to have to step in any landmines that the unicorn might leave behind: although Adam doubted that a creature that had been as well trained, as it obviously was, would be allowed that luxury.  Still Angie was concerned so they walked back a ways.


Finally they met up with the group of four smaller bears, and the officer said.  “Please: tell these creatures what you were going to tell me.”


“A muddied tan bear with a torn coat and one button eye hanging loose stepped forward and knelt.  “Please sir.  I see that being exiled here was for my own good.  I want to go home, become a contributing member of society and conform to the greater will.  I promise to take my required doses of drugs that will alter my mind properly and will do all that is required of me.”


The pink bear with the torn ear and darker pink skirt then stepped up and curtsied, and said.  “Please sir, I repent of my feelings of adequacy.  I now know that I should have buried myself in my TV and music, so that I could have had the bad passions within my stilled.  I promise that I will never again be seen without a set of headphones of a TV or computer screen.  Please let me go home.”


The officer smiled, showing his large fangs.  “This is wonderful children: but you must know that since your parents threw you out, for your grievous crimes, you cannot return to them.  Once you gave them the opportunity to be free of their responsibilities for raising you, they were able to get back to their own lives.  Nevertheless, you will be set up in a place of your own, supplied with enough drugs and entertainment to keep you docile, and you will be allowed to return to society.  It’s unfortunate that you crimes will limit your chances for advancement in society, but at least you’ll be back in the world.”


Turning to us, he continued.  “See how it can be?  All that you have to do is give up your free-will, and you too can be so blessed.”  He reached down and picked up the repentant youth and placed them on the back of his steed.  “Come children.  Let us leave these free thinkers here to rot.”  And they galloped out of sight.


Angie and I shrugged and looked at the two remaining unrepentant bears and asked.  “What was that all about?”

Chapter 7

The Safest Place

Daniel Duncan shook the sleep out of his eyes, lifted his head and looked around himself, seeing the 200 foot steel walls all about: with the nearest part only five hundred feet away and the farthest at the edge of his vision.  

It was a gray and ugly world that confronted his vision, with lines of gray men and lines of gray women waiting to enter the squat gray buildings that were scattered about in a mechanically perfect order.  The ashen streets were wide and lacking any sort of vehicles beyond the foot.

Looking closer at the men and women he realized that they were nothing like any men or women that he had seen before.  Were it not for the shape of their bodies (and even that was greatly obscured by the cut of their clothes) he would never have realized that there were both men and women present.  They all were squat completely hairless individuals, who hadn’t a hair showing on their bodies.  Each carried a handbag and bowl, in their eternal lines.

Turning to the nearest portion of the wall, he saw on the top, automated defense positions regularly positioned along the perimeter.  A blue colored bird tried to fly over the wall and one of the defenses shot a silent beam at it, which knocked it from the sky, before it could enter the land.

High overhead, a silver moon, slightly larger than the one on the earth, shone down upon the land.  Behind that moon was a creature, whose malevolent face dwarfed even the enormous moon.  

No one approached him, nor did anyone walk away from him as he neared them.   It was as if he didn’t exist at all.  As a dispassionate scientist, he was used to working, often alone, for long stretches while in the passion of his researches, but he had never before felt as alone as he did at that moment: and all of the time the face watched him from the sky.

Feeling a rumbling in his stomach, he felt that it was time to try to get to know some of these people, and to find out where they were going with their bowls.  Looking down at his ample belly, he figured that it was probably also time for him to figure our where to get a bowl of his own.

He made a beeline to the nearest line, picked a man at random, held out his hand and said: “Hello friend: my name is Daniel Duncan.  Is there where we go to get some food?”

The gray man stared at the outstretched hand, nodded, and scanned the older and heavier man from top to bottom, with a slightly condescending look.  After a long period he added, “You might want to get some respectable cloths while you’re at it.”  Then he turned his head away again.”

Not being easily dissuaded, Daniel continued.  “Sorry friend, but I didn’t catch your name.”

“Name?”

“Yes.  My name is Daniel.  What is your name?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A little puzzled he pressed on.  “You name? … The way that you are known from the other people.  How are you distinguished from them?”

“I am I and they are they: what else is needed?”

“What if you wanted to call someone out of a crowd of people?”

“I would look at them or point to them and speak to them.  Any more than that leads to familiarity, and familiarity leads to possible confrontations: everybody knows this.  I try to talk to people as little as necessary.”

“Well… I guess that I’ll just think of you as Friend then.”

“Think what you will, but if you think that by being familiar, you’ll get me to let you into line, you’re mistaken.”

“I hadn’t thought that at all, I was just trying to get a little information.”

From behind the gray man, a voice spoke up.  Another gray man said, “I’ll give you the information that you need.”  This man was a virtual duplicate of the other, except for way he spoke and stood.  Whereas the first man spoke with a stiff terseness, the second had a more relaxed bearing.  His stance was more outgoing than the first and he exuded an air of confidence.

Daniel turned to him and again proffered his hand to the newer man.  “Daniel Duncan.”

The Gray Man, like the other denied having a name.  He took the offered hand tentatively.  “Nice to meet you danielduncan.  I have no name, but it sounds like fun.  I think that I heard once that people used to have names, but we don’t anymore.  How does a person get a name?”

“Well… usually it’s given to them by their parents.  Sometimes, its been known, people don’t like the name that they’ve been given, and they choose one for themselves.”

“I like that idea.  I think that it may be fun to have a name, but I couldn’t guess at how I would pick one myself.  Can you pick one for me?”

“OK: let’s see…  How about Smiley, since you’re the only person on this planet that I’ve seen smiling so far.”

“Oh, then names are descriptive of a person?”

“If you’re lucky they are… but usually not.”

“Am I lucky?”

“I don’t know: are you?”

“I can’t say.  What is… lucky?”

“Well its kind of hard to explain.  Since you’re a happy kind of person you probably are lucky.”

“OK, since I’m lucky I can have a name that means something, so Smiley it is.”

After Smiley helped Daniel to find food, the two sat down for a talk before the sleep period.  They sat in comfortable chairs that were under awnings that were spaced regularly around the flat brown and gray landscape.  Everything was made of concrete or dirt and nothing grew on the surface anywhere in sight.

“Smiley, I’m a traveler from a very far place and I have a lot of questions about this place.  I don’t really know how I got here, or even where I am for that matter.  Can you tell the name of this place?”

“Sorry danielduncan, but this place has no name.”

“Please, call me Dan.  It’s a shortened version of my whole name.”

“OK,… Dan.  All we know about this place. Is that it’s the safest place in the universe.  I understand that long ago, it wasn’t as safe a place, and that people often lived in fear of many things.  They used to have something called money, and people fought over it and lacked many of the necessities of life because they didn’t have it.”  

“Eventually, the people demanded that their lawmakers pass more and more laws, that would ensure that everyone would have a safe and secure existence.  The lawmakers enjoyed their positions and gave them what they wanted, as long as they traded away an equal amount of something else that they used to have, that were called freedoms.  I suspect that much of that story is fictional and that there never were such things as moneys and freedoms.”

“Oh they’re very real.  I’ll tell you about them some day.”

“How very interesting.  Anyway, the story goes that eventually the people became dissatisfied with the lawmakers, who had made themselves to have more than the people, and they prayed to the God of Order and Control, who sent his agent to right the situation.  The God’s agent took away all of the lawmakers stolen things, and turned towards making this world the safest place in the universe.”

“Where is that agent now?”

“Right overhead: just behind the moon there.”

Looking up, Daniel suddenly remembered the glowering visage that hovered above this world.  He realized that the people of this place had given up all of their individuality and freedoms for security.  With a shiver he looked away.

Chapter 8

The Flight of the Morning Star

As the lightning thundered down on Dorothy’s shield, they saw those of their party, not under the dome being dragged away.  She stabbed out at their captors with her living lightning: she slew thousands, as wave upon wave of mindless drones would move forward to take the places of those who she slew.  

This action caused an intensification of the attack on the Morning star.  The blinding energies and coruscating forces blurred her vision long enough for the enemies to beam the captives aboard their various ships, who were already on route to diverse destinations.

Dorothy screamed curses at her foes and silently cursed herself for her arrogance in assuming that she could handle any situation.  In rage she obliterated every ship in the spaceport, blowing a hole in the roof as the Morning Star shot into the heavens.

Quietly, Jak watched her horrible retribution as she shattered enemy ship after enemy ship.  When she turned her energies on the hapless planet below them, he said: “Enough!  Dorothy don’t become that which you hate.  Don’t lose your humanity.  Let’s be away from this place.  Let’s go and save our friends.”

For a second she looked at Jak with a wild expression on her face and he feared for his own safety.  Slowly a stunned look came over Dorothy’s face.  She shook her head and said, “You’re right.  Let’s get out of here.  Got any idea how we’re going to find them?”

“Yep.  Their implants can be traced.  We should be able to find them.”

“OK.  Let’s get cracking then.  Sorry if I scared you.”

“No problem.  You know, I can see that you’ve got a shorter temper than the other you.  Gail would never lost it like that.”

“Well then, you’re probably lucky that it’s me that’s here with you then.  She might still be sitting there hiding under her shield.  Let’s go.”

The Morning Star rocketed out of orbit on a trajectory tangent to the plane of the solar system.

